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Description

When Mike signs up for sperm donation at an unorthodox fertility clinic, he has no idea what he has gotten himself into.

The nineteen-year-old college student desperately needs money after his father cuts him off. With only a part-time job at a gym that doesn't pay enough, Mike feels like he has no other options and would rather struggle financially than let his father control his life. Donating sperm has never been appealing to Mike, but he’s willing to give it a try.

However, when he meets the clinic’s owner Dr. Martha Smith, a fiery and sexy brunette passionate about her work, he starts to feel more confident about his decision to become a donor. Martha doesn’t hesitate to teach Mike what he needs to become successful in the job and she can’t wait to turn Mike into her top breeder…

Although excited about his new role as a sperm donor, Mike quickly learns that this clinic has some unique practices. Mike must give the clients his sperm the natural way, and he might need to give them more than his sperm…

Will Mike rise to the challenge and fulfill these unusual requirements? Or does he even have a choice in the matter?

Join Mike on his journey as he embarks on a new, unexpected mission to help women achieve their dreams of motherhood at this one-of-a-kind fertility clinic.
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Book 1: The Seed of Life


Chapter 1

The afternoon sun glints off my car's windshield as I pull into the apartment complex lot. I park in my designated parking spot and step out of the car. My brain is still foggy from my morning’s science classes, but I have a few hours to rest before starting my part-time job at the gym. I swing my backpack off one shoulder as I head towards the building.

"Mike!"

Mr. Peterson's voice stops me in my tracks. He's my landlord, mid-fifties, usually keeps to himself. Today, his brows furrow deep like trenches as he marches over.

"Your rent check," he says, "bounced."

My stomach drops. Bounced? That can't be right.

"Sorry, Mr. Peterson. I'll sort it out," I reply, my voice steady despite the unease churning inside me.

"Never had trouble with you before," he grumbles, scratching at his stubble. "I'll give you a week."

"Thanks," I say, relief washing over me for a brief second. But it doesn't last.

Upstairs, the studio apartment feels too quiet, empty. I throw my bag on the couch and fire up my laptop. The screen blinks to life, my bank account glaring back at me. It's almost barren. No transfer from Dad. Paycheck from work won’t be available until next Monday.

My heart sinks. A phone call replays in my head. Dad's voice, cold, distant. "I'm not paying if you're not doing finance." His ultimatum echoes. He'd never pushed this hard before. But that was before Mom and him separated.

It's not about the money. It’s about control. The same control that drove Mom away.

"Damn it," I mutter.

I close the laptop with a snap. Time to figure out plan B. Because I won't be the finance major he wants. I can't.  He's a CFO. Loves numbers like they're part of the family. But that's not me. Personal training—that's where my passion lies.

I close my eyes. Four evenings a week, I'm at Power Fitness, helping people push their limits. It's not just about the money; it's the smiles, the high-fives when they hit their goals. That's where I belong. Not behind a desk, swimming in spreadsheets.

But rent won't pay itself.

I think of Dad, his sharp suits, the way Mom used to shrink beside him. Jake, my half-brother, already his mini-me. And there's me, trying not to be swallowed by their shadows.

"Major in finance," Dad said. "And your future is guaranteed."

Otherwise, I’d have to struggle financially. He has just proved his point.

Mom's out of the question. She's starting over too. Can't put this on her.

What now?

I stand up, stretch. My reflection in the mirror—brown eyes, square jaw, determined. There's got to be a way through this. There always is.

I slap together a sandwich, the ham and cheese a sad excuse for lunch. I flop onto the couch, laptop open, scrolling through job listings. Fast food joints. Supermarket cashier positions. I'm qualified, but my heart sinks at the thought.

Then, an ad catches my eye: Sperm donors wanted. Decent pay. Requirements are simple: 18 to 39, over 5'8", college guy.

I hover my cursor over the ad, brow furrowed. Dad would probably disapprove, but he's already cut me off. I click to open it, scrolling through the details again. I meet all the criteria.

The thought of being a sperm donor surfaces in my mind from time to time. Easy money, like my friends said. But there's something about it that doesn't sit right with me. Creating children I'll never meet, who won't know their father. It's not how I want to make a living.

But then again, what other options do I have? My bank account is dwindling and rent is due soon. I can't afford to be picky.

I shake my head and close out of the ad, feeling defeated and frustrated. This isn't how it was supposed to be. Growing up, I always thought I'd have everything figured out by now—career, finances, life in general. But instead, here I am at 19 years old struggling to make ends meet.

I take a deep breath and try to calm myself down. Maybe there's another way out of this mess that doesn't involve selling my sperm for cash.

The thought of asking Ashley for more hours at Power Fitness seems better. I glance at the clock. It’s an hour before my shift begins, but I decide to be there early.

The door to Power Fitness swings open with a chime, the familiar scent of lemon-infused disinfectant and sweat greeting me. It's small but pristine, mirrors gleaming and equipment spaced for intimate sessions. The boutique gym buzzes with activity as I make my way through the bustling crowd. The rhythmic clinking of weights fills the air, accompanied by the steady whir of treadmills in motion.

Small and exclusive, the gym is my second home. It caters to the well-off who want a personal touch. Good service isn't just promised; it's delivered. And I'm part of that promise.

"Hey, Mike!" calls out Mr. Henley, a regular whose handshake could crush walnuts. He's struggled with his form, and I've been guiding him, rep by rep.

"Mr. Henley," I reply with a nod, "ready to hit those deadlifts?"

"Only with you spotting me," he says, patting my shoulder with gratitude. That's what I'm here for—to push them, cheer them on. I thrive on this, the human connection, not cold calculations.

We work through his sets, his form improving. I correct his posture, and he lifts with newfound confidence. It's these moments, the victories in others, that amplify my own.

"Thanks, kid," he grins, wiping sweat from his brow. "Couldn't have done it without you."

"Anytime," I respond, the satisfaction swelling in my chest. "Keep up the good work."

Ashley, I need more hours. I practice the words over and over in my head when I’m not helping clients.

But Ashley has been busy the entire afternoon, running between the workout area and her office. The fiery woman wears many hats: owner, manager, personal trainer, janitor, and even the plumber. She's a force of nature—her red ponytail bouncing with each determined step, emerald eyes scanning the gym she built from nothing.

Finally I spot her going into the staff’s lounge. I excuse myself from a client I’m helping and follow her. My steps feel heavy. I’m eager to speak to Ashley, although I also dread making the request to her. I know the gym isn’t that profitable since Ashley herself seldom takes a day off.

I pause at the door of the lounge and take in the sight of Ashley Williams, owner of Power Fitness and the woman who has been haunting my every thought since I started working for her six months ago. She’s eating a sandwich while scribbling something on a notepad.

“Hi Ash,” I say as I step into the room. “Sorry to interrupt your dinner.”

Ashley grins when she sees me. “Actually, it’s lunch. I haven’t gotten a chance to eat it.”

“Oh no,” I chuckle, my attention falls on the remaining sandwich, looking shrunken and soggy. It isn’t the first time she has done this, eating lunch at dinner time.

“Have a seat,” Ashley says, pointing at the chair across the table from her.  “I want to share something with you.”

I sit down and glance at her notepad. “What is it?”

“A new workout routine for a client who has hit a plateau.”

I look at the notes, impressed.

Ashley stands up as she finishes her sandwich. “Let me show you.”

My heart races as I watch her demonstrate an alternative exercise, muscles flexing under her tank top. I swallow hard, trying to focus on what she says and does, not how she looks.

"See how it's done?" she says with enthusiasm, her passion and determination shining through. It's not just her appearance that captivates me, it's her fierce spirit. She never gives up, even after her ex betrayed her and left both her and the business behind.

I want to tell her how amazing she is, but words stick in my throat. Instead, I offer a simple nod and a smile, hoping she doesn't notice the flush creeping up my neck.

She's out of my league. Ten years older, stunning, admired by everyone. The clients here flaunt their wealth to impress her. Sleek suits, flashy watches, cars that cost more than I make in a year.

"Focus, Mike," I tell myself. But it's hard when every fiber in my body responds to her presence. I'm just the college kid who works at her gym. A kid with dreams too big and pockets too empty.

"Great job, Ashley," I manage to say before we exit the lounge together.

"Thanks, Mike!" she says, her smile worth a million bucks to me.

Not until I’m back in the workout area do I realize I haven’t done what I intended to: asking for extra hours. Shit. Dumbass.

The clang of weights and the hum of treadmills fill the air as I keep one eye on the client I’m helping and another on Ashley. She's moving through the gym with a grace that belies the strength in her lean muscles, offering encouragement, adjusting postures, pushing her clients to be their best.

As she approaches, I notice Vincent, one of our regulars, making a beeline for her. His eager expression tells me exactly what he's about to do.

"Hey, Ashley," Vincent greets her, his voice filled with enthusiasm. "You're looking great today."

Ashley’s smile falters for a moment, but she quickly recovers, nodding politely. "Thanks, Vincent. How can I help you?"

Vincent leans in closer, his gaze intense. "Listen, I was thinking... would you like to grab dinner with me sometime? I know this great place downtown."

My heart sinks. My boss has politely declined Vincent’s advances before, but he seems undeterred by her rejections.

"I...um, Vincent, I appreciate the offer, but I'm really busy with work and—"

I step in before Ashley has to endure any further discomfort. "Hey, Ashley! Sorry to interrupt, but we've got that yoga session scheduled in five, remember?"

Ashley’s relief is palpable as she seizes the lifeline I've thrown her. "Oh, right, Mike! Thanks for reminding me. I have to get ready.” She flashes me a grateful smile before heading toward her office.

Turning to Vincent, I offer him a friendly smile. "Hey, Vincent, how about we work on those squats you've been struggling with? I've got some killer tips that might help you out."

Vincent hesitates for a moment, torn between his persistence and the opportunity to improve his workout. Eventually, he nods in agreement. "Sure, Mike. That sounds great."

As the gym begins to empty, I grab a mop and bucket, starting on the floors. It's quiet now, just the sound of my own breathing and the slosh of water. I'm lost in thought when Ashley reappears, her workout gear highlighting every curve of her body.

"Hey," she says softly, breaking the silence. "Thanks for earlier, with Vincent."

"No problem," I reply, my gaze lingering a moment too long on her figure before I force myself to look up. "You shouldn't have to deal with that."

"Occupational hazard," she sighs, leaning against a weight rack. "But it's nice to know someone's got my back."

"Anytime," I say, and there's more truth in that word than I care to admit.

She steps closer, and my pulse races. "You're always the last to leave, Mike. You don't have to stay so late."

"Part of the job." I shrug, but really, I'd do anything to make this place run smoother for her.

Ashley lingers and we talk about routines, schedules, and the small victories of our clients. As I listen to her speak, my eyes study her figure, the way her workout outfit hugs every curve and accentuates her toned muscles. The faint scent of her perfume fills my nostrils, mixing with the sweat and musk of the gym. It's enticing and alluring, making it hard for me to concentrate on her words.

"Goodnight, Mike," she says eventually, heading back to her office.

"Actually, Ashley?" I call out before she's gone. My voice is steadier than I feel.

She turns, eyebrows raised in question.

"Can we talk for a sec?" It's now or never.

"Sure, Mike." She walks back, concern creasing her brow.

I take a deep breath. "It's about my hours here."

"Is everything okay?" She leans against a treadmill, all attention on me.

"Sort of. Financially, things are tight. My dad... he cut me off because I won't major in finance."

"Mike..." Her voice is soft, full of empathy.

"Did you always know what you wanted to do?" I ask, seeking connection, advice, any lifeline.

"Actually, no," she confides, crossing her arms. "My family's rich. Dad wanted me to be a doctor. I was premed once, but it wasn't for me. I switched to exercise science. Wanted to help people heal, maybe become a physical therapist."

"Your dad supported that?" I'm hopeful, desperate for a similar story.

"He cut me off, just like yours did." Her eyes meet mine, and there's an understanding there that bridges the distance between us.

"Wow. So you get it." Relief washes over me. "How'd you manage?"

"Hard work. Belief in my dream." She gestures around the gym. "This was my impossible idea. And yet, here we are."

"Yup. You did it." I admire her more with every shared secret.

A smile spreads across her beautiful face. “I guess. Even though I don’t know how long it’ll last and it's still tough sometimes."

"Could I... maybe get some more hours? Or anything extra to do here?" I ask, hopeful.

She pauses for a second. "Mike, you're one of the best trainers we have. I can't pay you more right now, but I'm working on getting a loan to expand the gym. In fact, I’ll meet with a loan officer soon. If it pans out, I’ll start those fitness and training programs that I’ve been planning to have and I'll need you for more hours. Promise." Her smile is encouraging.

"Thanks, Ashley." Gratitude fills me. "For being so understanding."

"Follow your dreams, Mike. Not someone else's." She squeezes my shoulder before letting go.

"Will do." I watch her leave again, feeling the warmth of her touch  rippling through my body.

The engine hums beneath me and street lights blur past as I drive home. The conversation with Ashley plays on repeat in my mind. Her strength and her belief in chasing dreams are infectious. I’m more determined than ever not to yield to my dad’s unreasonable demand.

But reality is a persistent nag. My bank account doesn't care about dreams. Rent's due. Dad's not budging. And my pride won't let me ask Mom for help.

I pull into the apartment complex, the familiar sight doing nothing to ease the tightness in my chest. It's late; most windows are dark. Everyone's settled but me. My life's up in the air, and I'm scrambling for a grip.

In the quiet of my car, before stepping out into the chill of the night, I remember the ad from lunch. Sperm donor. Good pay. Not a career move, but it's money. Real money. No strings of disappointment attached.

I’ve debated this before. Morals versus practicality. Yet here I am, considering it again. Desperate times.

I turn off the ignition. The car's hum dies down, leaving me with the weight of decision. It feels wrong, but what choice do I have?

"Dammit," I mutter, staring at the steering wheel. My phone sits heavy in my pocket, a reminder of the looming decision.

I grab it, thumb hovering over the screen. A deep breath. Then I tap open the browser, searching for the ad once more.

"Okay," I whisper to myself as the page loads. It’s just an application. Just a possibility. Doesn't mean I'll go through with it. But I need options. And right now, this one’s knocking the loudest.

I hit the 'contact us' button, my heart racing. It's done. The message sent into the void of the internet, echoing back the uncertainty of my situation.

I step out of the car, the cool air biting at my skin. My mind races ahead, imagining what comes next. But for now, there's only the walk up to my apartment, each step heavy with the new path I might be taking.


Chapter 2

I step into the Natural Way Fertility Clinic, a little nervous but ready to nail this interview. The front desk is a clean sweep of white marble, dotted with green plants that give off an air of quiet fertility. The receptionist sits behind it, her smile as professional as the crisp lines of her uniform.

"Mike Anderson, here for the interview," I say as calmly as I can.

"Please take a seat, Mr. Anderson. Dr. Smith will be with you shortly," she directs with a nod toward the plush waiting chairs.

I'm expecting Martha Smith to be this stern matron type, so when she turns the corner, it's like a plot twist in my head. Late forties maybe, but damn. She's stunning. Billowing brown curls cascade over her shoulders. A white gown drapes over her like she's some fertility goddess, and underneath, there's this dress clinging to her curves. Her legs seem to go on forever, and she moves with this confidence that makes me feel like I'm the one being interviewed for worthiness.

"Mike?" Her voice pulls me from my gawking, and suddenly I'm shy, feeling like a kid caught with his hand in the cookie jar.

"Y-yes, Dr. Smith. That's me." My voice does this weird crack thing.

She looks me up and down, and I swear there's interest in those sharp hazel eyes. It's probably nothing, just checking out the goods—I am here to donate sperm, after all. But despite knowing that, my body reacts, traitorously stirring below. I mentally slap myself. Get a grip, dude. She's not ogling you. This is professional.

"Please, call me Martha." She leads me to her office, a place that's equal parts cozy and clinical, with books lining one wall and framed degrees the other.

"Mike, why do you want to donate sperm?" She takes a seat behind her desk, every inch the professional.

"Um, money?" I reply, figuring honesty’s the best policy.

Martha chuckles softly but shakes her head. "I need more than that. Babies made simply for cash… They don't carry happiness with them."

I blink. Is she for real? But looking at her, at the earnestness in her gaze, I realize she is.

"Natural Way isn’t about the money," she continues, leaning back in her chair. "I started this place because I wanted to help women conceive. I was a gynecologist, devoted to my career, but... I missed the chance to have children of my own."

There's a wistfulness to her words, a longing that resonates somewhere inside me. Suddenly, I feel like a jerk.

"Wow, I'm sorry," I say, and I mean it.

"Thank you, Mike. But regret isn't what drives this clinic. It's the passion for giving others the gift of life."

As she talks, I can't help but admire her spirit, her dedication. And think, maybe there's something noble in all this after all.

"Dr…. I mean, Martha, I get it now," I say, leaning forward in my chair, my hands clasped together. "This isn't just about the money. It's about giving someone a chance at something they can't have on their own. Please, let me be part of that."

Martha’s expression softens, and she nods. "I'm glad you see it that way, Mike."

She asks more questions – about my health, my family's medical history, and my reasons for needing the money. I sense she's sizing me up not just physically but morally too.

"Alright," she finally says with a decisive nod. "I like your attitude. You're hired."

A surge of relief washes through me. But before I can thank her, she continues.

"However, there's something you must understand about our process," Martha says, her tone serious. "Our clients prefer natural conception over procedures like in vitro fertilization. So, you'll be required to… well, have sex with them."

"Wait, what?" The words hit me like a dumbbell to the gut. "Isn't that like… prostitution?"

"Think of it more as an intimate donation," she suggests, but the twinkle in her eye tells me she's enjoying my discomfort a little too much.

"Intimate donation," I repeat, trying out the words. They feel weird in my mouth, like wearing someone else’s jockstrap.

"Exactly," Martha says. "And remember, this is about helping people, not just a physical act. You'll be creating life, Mike. There's nothing more beautiful than that."

As I sit there, mind racing, I realize this job interview has taken a turn for the unexpected. And suddenly, I'm faced with a decision that could change my life—and someone else's—forever.

"Okay, let's get this straight," I say, trying to wrap my head around the concept. "I'm not just a stud for hire, I'm... a life-bringer?"

Martha nods, her eyes sparkling with what seems like a mix of mischief and genuine conviction. "Precisely. And before you service," she says, making air quotes that somehow don't seem absurd, "you'll date the clients. Get to know them. Only if there's mutual liking, you proceed."

"Like friends with benefits?" I ask, still trying to find a comfortable box to put all this in.

"Exactly," she confirms. "But these benefits could create a family." She leans back in her chair, crossing her long legs, which distracts me for a brief moment. "Our clients are thoroughly vetted, Mike. And so will you be. We require clean bills of health from both sides."

"Fair enough," I mumble, thinking of the rent I owe Mr. Peterson. Ten times the regular sperm donation pay sounds like a lifeline.

"Mike, there's one more thing." Martha's gaze pins me in place. "How experienced are you sexually?"

My face flames up so hot I’m pretty sure it could cook an egg. "Uh, well, there was this one time at prom..." My voice trails off as her eyebrows rise expectantly.

"Go on," she prompts.

"The girl was... eager, but she kinda freaked out when she saw my... you know." I cough, unable to meet Martha’s intense gaze.

"Your endowment?" she fills in, and I can swear there's a glint of amusement in those sharp hazel eyes.

"Right, that. And, um, things ended prematurely," I admit, feeling like I'm confessing to a priest rather than discussing job logistics.

"Prematurely?" Now Martha looks genuinely intrigued.

"Before I even made it to home plate," I confess.

"Ah." Martha nods sagely, tapping a finger against her lips. "Well, we can't have that here. Good sex leads to happy babies, research says. Looks like you're in need of some education, Mike."

"Sex ed? From you?" The idea sends a jolt through my body that has nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the way she's looking at me now—like I'm her personal project.

"Think of me as your tutor," she says with a wink. "Class is about to begin."

Martha strides ahead and I follow, my mind a jumble of nerves and curiosity. We enter a large room with a clinical sterility that's oddly comforting. She gestures toward a chair and I sit, feeling like a student awaiting instruction.

"Watch this," she instructs as she flips on a monitor. The screen flickers to life with animations of sperm racing toward an egg, intercut with diagrams of female ovulation cycles. It's like the sex-ed class I never got in high school, only with better graphics.

"Timing is everything, Mike," Martha says, her voice taking on a lecturer’s tone. "And position matters."

"Position?" I echo, my gaze glued to the screen showing couples in various embraces labeled 'Conducive for Conception.'

"Indeed." Her voice is close, and I turn to find her slipping off her white doctor’s gown with a fluid grace that leaves her standing in a fitted dress that clings lovingly to every curve. "But we'll get to that."

I swallow hard, trying to focus on babies and ovulation windows, but it's tough when my body is reacting in real-time to the woman before me.

"Easy, tiger," she teases, catching my wide-eyed stare. "We're not even at the hands-on part yet."

"Hands-on?" My mouth goes dry.

"Absolutely." Her lips curl into a smile that could melt steel. "Foreplay, Mike. It's about creating an experience, not just a transaction."

"Right, an experience," I repeat like a parrot learning a new word.

"Think of it as warming up your car on a cold morning," she explains, walking closer until she's just a breath away from me. "You wouldn't just start it and zoom off, would you?"

"Uh, no?" I venture, guessing that's not the right answer.

"Exactly." She kneels down in front of me, her hands resting lightly on my knees. "A little self-care beforehand can help you last longer, make it better for her."

"Self-care," I mumble, feeling heat spread across my face. Is she talking about...?

"Here, let me show you," she says, and before I can form another thought, Martha reaches for my belt.

"Wait, what are you—" I start, but the words cut off as I feel her hands deftly unzipping my jeans.

"Shh, just relax," Martha whispers, her breath warm against my skin. "Trust me, I'm a professional."

"Are we really doing this?" I wonder out loud, still half-convinced this is some sort of bizarre dream. Martha's fingers work my belt open with the ease of a magician performing a trick, and there's no denying the reality as my jeans part like curtains to a very private show.

"Trust me, Mike," she says, and her voice is a purr that sends a shiver racing up my spine. "I've seen plenty, and yours... yours is quite the specimen."

I'm about to thank her when she fishes out my cock, and any semblance of speech evaporates. Her eyes widen—a look of genuine appreciation—and it's strangely flattering. "No wonder your prom date was terrified. But don't worry—she had no idea what she was missing." She grins up at me, and her confidence is a force of nature.

"Terrified? Yeah, she ran off screaming," I admit with an awkward laugh, trying to shake off the memory.

"Her loss," Martha assures, and then she wraps her lips around me. It's like being struck by lightning—pleasure so intense, my laughter dies in my throat.

"Whoa!" I gasp, gripping onto the sides of my chair as if it might take flight. Martha works with a rhythm that suggests she's done this before—more than once, more than twice. Her mouth is a blend of soft and firm, and it's like she knows exactly how to coax every ounce of pleasure from me without sending me over the edge too soon.

"Martha, I—" My words turn into a moan, and I have to bite my lip to keep from making too much noise.

"Shh, let's focus on the lesson, shall we?" Martha's muffled voice somehow makes it through the haze of bliss.

"Lesson right," I manage, wondering what kind of school teaches this curriculum.

"Relax, Mike. You're in good hands," she jokes, glancing up at me with a twinkle in her hazel eyes.

"Best hands ever," I agree, my hips betraying me with their involuntary movements.

"Control, Mike. Remember, it's all about control," she reminds me between strokes, her tongue swirling patterns that make my head spin.

"Control. Got it," I say, though I’m not convinced my body's receiving the message. My inexperienced self is in awe of her expertise, and I can't help but wonder how many men have been lucky enough to be under her tutelage.

"Breathe, Mike," she instructs, releasing me for a moment to catch her own breath. "You've got to learn to enjoy this without rushing."

"Enjoying, definitely enjoying," I assure her, probably too eagerly.

"Good boy," she praises, and then she's back at it, guiding me through sensations I didn't even know existed. I'm learning, alright—learning that there's a whole world of pleasure out there and Martha might just be the best teacher for it.

Martha stands before me, suddenly as naked as the day she was born. I'm trying not to gape, really I am, but it's like my jaw has its own agenda. She reclines gracefully on the exam table, her skin glowing under the clinical lights, and waves me closer with a curl of her finger.

"Come here, Mike. Let's get hands-on with your education."

I shuffle forward, feeling more like a clumsy teenager than ever. Her breasts are perfect – not that I have much experience for comparison. And she's telling me what to do with them. A pinch here, a gentle squeeze there. My fingers are tentative, but Martha guides them with patience and a few chuckles.

"Like kneading dough, Mike. But remember, we're not baking bread here."

Goddamn. This woman. I laugh although my cheeks flame hotter. I'm kneading, alright – just hoping I don't overdo it.

"Okay, now look," she says, spreading her legs with no hint of shyness. The clinic room suddenly feels ten degrees warmer. "Pay attention to the clitoris."

"Got it," I mumble, pretty sure my voice cracks like I'm fourteen again.

She's showing me how to touch her, and I follow her directions with the focus of a man disarming a bomb. It feels like that, kind of. One wrong move...

"Use your tongue, too," she encourages once her breath hitches in that way that tells me I must be doing something right.

"Feels weird," I admit against her skin, which earns me a laugh.

"Good weird or bad weird?"

"Good. Definitely good."

"Keep going."

Her flavors are new, exotic, and I'm learning every fold and contour with an eagerness I never knew I had. Martha keeps instructing, her voice a mix of teacher and temptress.

"Remember, Mike," she pants after a while, "don't dive in until she's ready to swim."

"Swimming. Right." I can barely think, let alone talk. I'm definitely ready to dive, but I hold back.

"Women will love this, trust me," she assures me, gazing at my biceps.

And I can only nod, my muscles tense with restraint. "Because of these?" I flex an arm, half-joking.

"Exactly. Those muscles aren't just for show."

"Good to know," I say, gaining a little confidence as she moans approval.

"Keep practicing, Mr. Personal Trainer. You're going to make quite the splash at Natural Way."

"Okay, so what now?" I ask Martha while she's practically glowing with all the wet readiness of an April shower. In response, she digs out a condom from her desk drawer and saunters back to me, a mischievous glint in her eyes.

"Time to put theory into practice, Mike," she says, making it sound like we're about to perform a science experiment—which, in a way, we are. She hops onto the exam table with the grace of a cat and lies back, her legs invitingly parted. "The best positions for baby-making are Missionary and Doggy Style. We'll start with the former."

I nod, trying to look professional and not like a kid in a candy store who's been given free rein. Slipping on the condom, I position myself between her thighs. She guides me to her entrance, her hands steady on my hips. "Remember, slow and steady," she reminds me, as if I'm about to sprint instead of walk.

"Got it, slow," I reply, my voice steadier than my nerves.

Her breath catches as I push inside, inch by deliberate inch. My brain is telling me to hurry up, but Martha's insistent grip on my hips keeps me in check. Slow thrusts, shallow dips—her soft moans are my reward.

"Martha, where's the um, sweet spot..." I trail off, unsure how to ask about the G-spot without sounding like a total novice.

"Two inches in, on the front wall," she breathes out. "Here, pull out and use your finger for a minute.”

I do as she says, reluctantly. And she guides my hand. “Feel for a slightly rougher area."

"Like a speed bump?" I joke, even though everything down there feels like uncharted territory.

"Exactly," she laughs, her body responding to every careful prod. "And the G? It's named after Dr. Grafenberg."

"Right, Dr. G," I say as I explore cautiously, focusing on the texture under my fingertips while trying to ignore the fact that this is the hottest class I've ever attended.

Martha's breath hitches as I finally find the spot she's been guiding me towards.

I ask as I swirl my finger tip around the spot, watching her eyes darken. “You like that?”

“Of course I love it, Mike. Like I said, all women love it, and I’m a woman,” she says, her voice still holding that professional edge despite the circumstances.

I press my thumb on her clit as I continue to stroke her G-spot.

"Good, you're a quick learner." She grins up at me.

"Who knew sex ed could be so... hands-on?" I manage to quip, despite the waves of pleasure threatening to capsize my concentration.

"Mike, trust me, this is the kind of education that sticks with you," she says, her voice infused with laughter and something deeper. “Now use your penis.”

“Yes ma’am,” I say, and slowly thrust my cock back into her warm pussy.

"Very good," she purrs, encouraging another thrust. "Now use your penis like an extra finger. Tease my G-spot with it. Yes, yes. Just like that.”

I do as she says, diligently hitting her sweet spot over and over, making her writhe on the exam table. “Very good, Mike. You’re a fast learner,” Martha says while panting. "Now, if you could also caress me while doing so."

“Yes ma’am.” I reach my hand up to stroke her trembling, perky breasts.

As I take it a step further and pinch her plump nipple, Martha's vaginal walls tighten and she jolts on the table. Unable to hold my urge further, I plunge into her deep and explode a second later.

I lie on top of her, trying to catch my breath. Martha strokes my back. "My goodness," she says. "I didn't mean for things to go that far, but you did an amazing job."

"Thank you," I say with a smirk. Then I push myself off the table and grab some tissues for us both.

Martha looks at me admiringly as we clean up. "You're stunning," she says. "I have a feeling you'll be one of our top breeders."

I blush at the comment. "Wow, Martha. You make me sound like a horse or something."

She laughs as she gets dressed. "I apologize. But it's meant as a compliment, Mike. I can't wait to see the offspring you'll produce. You'll make some lucky women very happy."

"Thank you," I say sincerely. "I'm excited for the opportunity."

"Now let's head to my office to sign some paperwork. Do you have any questions before we do that?" Martha asks as she grabs the door handle.

"Actually..." I hesitate, my heart pounding in my chest for reasons unrelated to the physical exertion. "I do have a question, but I'm not sure you'll like it."

"Mike," she says, her hand on my arm firm yet reassuring. "I promise, whatever it is, just ask."

"Okay, here goes." I swallow hard, preparing for potential disappointment. "I need money, like, yesterday. My rent is due and I'm short. Can we speed up the... uh, dating process?"

She frowns slightly, and for a moment, I'm afraid I've crossed a line. But then she nods, the businesswoman back in control. "All right. I'll arrange a date for you as soon as possible."

"Really?" Relief washes over me, mixing with the lingering arousal.

"Absolutely," she affirms, tucking a stray strand of hair behind her ear. "Let's get going."


Chapter 3

I sit in the back row, elbows on the desk, soaking up every word. Professor Martinez’s voice echoes through the half-empty classroom, "Mobility is not merely flexibility; it's the ability to control movement through a full range of motion." My notebook's full of scribbles, diagrams of joints and arrows indicating movement.

"Who can give me an example of a mobility exercise?" he asks.

"Active leg raises," I answer without missing a beat.

"Correct, Mr. Anderson."

Around me, classmates are lost in their phones, a stark contrast to my rapt attention. Ashley's plan of a mobility program at the gym is on my mind, and I'm determined to master this stuff. To support her vision.

The lecture ends, and the shuffle of students heading out fills the room. I pack up, head down, already thinking about the next class. But as I walk to the library, my phone buzzes. It's Jake.

"Little bro, housewarming Sunday. You in?"

"Uh..." I hesitate. Colleagues, business partners, drinks, celebration—sounds like a typical Anderson party that I’m familiar with. I’m not interested in it. Plus, Dad's gonna be there.

"Come on, Mike. There'll be plenty of girls."

I stifle a groan. "Girls" isn't what makes me anxious. It's Anna. Jake’s wife. My sister-in-law. Ever since I first saw her, she's been this... fantasy. Being near her always made me react in ways I couldn't control. Embarrassing, teenage ways.

"Got work at the gym," I lie, buying time.

"See if you can switch shifts or something. It'll mean a lot to me, man."

"Alright, I'll see what I can do." I hang up, conflicted. Part of me wants to help Ashley with the gym's funding, and I know Jake could be the key. But facing Dad and keeping my cool around Anna? That's a different workout altogether.

Rain hammers on the windshield as I weave through Dallas traffic. September here is a moody beast, mixing sweltering heat with sudden downpours. Skyscrapers rise like gray sentinels against the stormy background, windows flickering with the early signs of nightfall.

I pull into the parking lot of Power Fitness. The gym's neon sign blinks half-heartedly in the drizzle, a beacon in the gloom. Pushing open the door, I shake off the rain and scan the familiar space.

There she is—Ashley. She's walking alongside a man who reeks of self-importance even from across the room. Albert Gomez, if memory serves. Late thirties, dressed in a suit that screams more 'cutthroat' than 'corporate'. His eyes linger on Ashley a beat too long; it's not just business interest lighting up his smirk.

"Mike, can you make sure everything's running smoothly?" Ashley calls without breaking stride. "I'm giving Mr. Gomez the grand tour."

"Of course," I reply, my voice steady despite the knot in my stomach.

I pretend to adjust weights and tidy up mats but keep an ear tuned to their conversation. It's hard not to when Gomez's voice carries over the hum of treadmills. He looks around with a sneer. "Doesn't seem very busy for a Friday afternoon."

"Rain tends to do that," Ashley says, her tone patient. "Besides, Fridays are when people like to kick back after work, not hit the gym."

"Right." Gomez sounds unconvinced, his eyebrows arching like he's found a crack in her armor.

Ashley remains unflappable, though. "It's about balance," she continues. "Rest and relaxation are just as important as staying active. We cater to that mindset as well."

I want to interrupt, to jump in and defend the place, but I bite my tongue. This is Ashley's show, and she's handling it. Even if Gomez looks like he'd rather be anywhere else than here, listening to reasons why a rainy Friday doesn't equal failure.

I watch from the corner of my eye as Ashley leans against a squat rack, her face all business. "The plan," she begins, gesturing to the empty spaces around us, "is to fill these areas with new equipment—more free weights, rowing machines, maybe even a rock-climbing wall."

Albert nods, jotting something down on his notepad. He's half-listening, I can tell. "And the programs?"

"Yoga classes, rehab training sessions," Ashley ticks them off on her fingers. "More variety means more members. And if we extend our hours to midnight, those who work late can still get their workout in."

"Midnight, huh?" Albert mutters, skeptically.

"Exactly." Ashley's eyes are bright with conviction. "It's about accessibility, Mr. Gomez. We want to be the go-to place no matter the hour."

I shift a kettlebell from one shelf to another, pretending to organize, but really I'm burning holes into the back of Albert's suit. His next question veers off track, and it's all I can do not to throw the weight at him.

"Where did you go to college, Ms. Williams? Your accent's not local."

"University of Colorado, Boulder," she replies, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. "Exercise science."

"Interesting." He scribbles more notes. "And your personal life? Will there be a partner or boyfriend co-signing the loan with you?"

My hand tightens around the kettlebell's handle. Creep.

Ashley doesn't miss a beat. "No, it's just me applying for the loan. No co-applicant."

"Right, right," he says, nodding slowly.

I roll my eyes so hard they almost stick that way. This guy's got an agenda, and it's written all over his too-slick smile. But Ashley holds her own, standing firm like the anchor of this gym she's built from scratch.

Albert shuffles papers, his lips thinning out. "Ms. Williams, I'm not seeing great numbers here." He taps the sheet with a finger. "Your debt-to-income ratio is high and you're still paying on your initial loan."

Ashley's face is all hope, her hands clasp as if she's praying silently. "I know it looks like that on paper, Mr. Gomez, but please believe me, this gym—"

"Has potential," he finishes for her, almost dismissively. "But potential doesn't assure profitability. Have you considered an investor?"

She shakes her head, firm. "I want to keep it mine, Mr. Gomez. With the loan... I can do this."

He sighs, checking his gold watch. "I have another appointment. But," he pauses, "let's discuss it over dinner? I might think of something."

Her hesitation is clear as day. "Dinner?"

"Across the street. Eight o'clock." It's not a suggestion.

"Okay," Ashley agrees, but her voice lacks its usual punch.

My gut twists. This isn't right. When Albert leaves, I approach Ashley. "You shouldn't go to dinner with that guy. Something's off."

She gives me a thankful smile. "I can handle it, Mike."

"Let me come with you. As backup or whatever."

"Appreciate it, but no." She pats my arm. "It's just business. And I'm still the boss, remember?"

"Right," I say, backing off. "The boss." I watch her, wishing I could do more, but I've stepped far enough over the line for one day.

The neon sign of the restaurant flickers, a beacon in the drizzling Texas evening. Through the rain-smeared window, I see Ashley slide into a booth by the window, her blonde ponytail glowing under the warm light. She's all business, a folder of papers before her. Albert strolls in minutes later, his suit still impeccable despite the weather.

I'm across the street from them at Power Fitness, pretending to rearrange weights on a rack, but my attention is locked on them. They talk, heads bent close together over the documents. Then, Albert laughs, a soundless chuckle from this distance, and reaches out to touch her arm. My grip tightens on the dumbbell. It's too familiar, too casual. I mutter a curse under my breath.

"Mike, could you spot me?"

I turn to find one of the regulars gesturing to the bench press. I nod, forcing a smile, and help him set up. He grunts through his reps, and I count off, but my eyes keep darting to the window. By the time we're done, and he's thanking me, twenty minutes have slipped by.

"Good lift, man," I say, clapping him on the back as he walks off. No more distractions now.

Albert and Ashley are crossing the street back to the gym. He's slightly staggered, trying to laugh something off. His tie is loose, his demeanor far less polished than before. The closer they get, the clearer it becomes—his eyes aren't just on Ashley's face; they roam, hungry.

"Everything looks good, Ashley," he slurs a bit as they enter. "I'll put in a good word with the underwriter for you."

"Thank you, Mr. Gomez," she replies. Her tone is polite but strained, like she's talking down a drunk patron at closing time.

I'm wiping down a treadmill, but my focus isn't on getting it clean. It's on them, on how she stands stiffly, how he leans a little too close. Albert's laugh echoes too loudly in the empty space.

"Really, I'll take care of it," he insists, voice thick.

"Appreciate it," she says, stepping back with a professionalism that's clear even to a tipsy banker.

I toss the rag onto the treadmill and glance at the clock. It's nearly time to lock up. But what I really want is to lock him out, away from Ashley, away from this place she's built with her sweat and dreams.

"Let's do this," I whisper to myself. I've got a plan forming. It's time to step up.

I'm coiling a jump rope, pretending to be absorbed in my task, but every muscle in my body is tense, every sense trained on Ashley and Albert. I watch the way her smile doesn't quite reach her eyes, how she keeps that professional distance despite his drunken lean into her space.

"Hey, Ashley," Albert slurs, his words like molasses, slow and sticky. "You free tomorrow? Saturday's for fun, right?"

Her laugh is too high, too quick. "Oh, Mr. Gomez, the gym's my second home. There's no rest for the dedicated."

"Come on, I can pick you up after close." He steps closer, and the air gets thick.

My heart pounds against my ribs, ready to burst out. I want to step in, but she's handling it, isn't she?

Then he does it. His hand lands heavy on her shoulder, a spider claiming its web. "Ashley, don't be—"

Nope. Can't stand by. I drop the rope, close the distance in two strides, and shove Albert’s hand off Ashley. "Get your dirty hand off her," I growl.

Ashley’s face goes red, then white. A mumbled curse, and Albert stumbles out into the night, leaving an echo of humiliation behind.

Now it's just me and Ashley in the hollow silence of the gym. I scratch the back of my neck. "Sorry about that. I mean, for ruining your chance at the loan."

She sighs, and there's this weight to it, like she's tired of carrying the whole world. "It's okay, Mike. To be honest, I didn't really like him anyway." But her eyes are stormy when she adds, "Why do men always have to make it about... that? Why can't they see past the surface?"

Guilt twinges in me. Have I been any better? "Guys are idiots sometimes," I admit. "But, Ash, you can't blame them for noticing. You're beautiful."

"Thanks," she says, and that storm in her eyes settles into something softer. "That's kind of you."

I want to say more, but I clamp down on that impulse. This is Ashley. My boss. My mentor. And yeah, the woman I've got it bad for. But now's not the time. As I struggle for words to comfort her, the silence hangs heavy between us.

"Mike?" Ashley’s voice cuts through it, hesitant. "Do you see me like that? Just some... pretty flower vase?"

"Of course not, Ash." I step closer, can't help it. She's this force of nature, all fire and fight. "You're more than that. You've got guts, determination. You're chasing what you want."

"Thank you." Her words are a whisper, thick with emotion. She's close enough that I can see the flecks of gold in her brown eyes, and feel her breath on my skin.

We're inches apart now, the air charged between us. Her gaze drifts to my lips, lingers. I'm hit with a wave of want, so strong it almost knocks me off balance. I could pull her to me, kiss those lips that haunt me at night. But no. She's had a rough night, and she's my boss. Taking advantage wouldn't just be wrong—it'd be betrayal.

I take a deep breath, step back. "There are other ways to fund your dream, Ash."

She blinks, like she's coming back from somewhere far away, and nods. "Yeah, I'll find an investor. Even if... even if I hate the thought of giving up control."

We secure the gym and the lights go out on another day.

"Goodbye, Ash." The words are stiffer than I intend, but anything softer feels too dangerous.

"Goodbye, Mike." Her voice is steady again, the tough girl I know and admire back in place.

I lock up the gym behind us, the click of the deadbolt loud in the quiet street. Watching Ashley walk away, something settles in me. I make a decision quickly. I'll help her. Somehow.

I pull out my phone and text Jacob. "See you tomorrow at the party." Hitting send, I pocket the device. The rain starts up again, misting the air as I head for my car. Time to step up, not for myself but for Ashley.


Chapter 4

I drive along the tree-lined street, my old Ford Focus a sore thumb amidst luxury cars. Highland Park unfolds around me like a display of wealth and privilege—manicured lawns, sprawling estates behind wrought-iron fences, and the occasional fountain that costs more than my entire college tuition.

Jacob's new house looms ahead, a grand estate nestled among the towering oaks. It’s his third upgrade since tossing his mortarboard in the air. First came the uptown condo, sleek and modern, then the Lakewood place with its stunning lake views. But this? This is something else. Evidence of his rise to Vice President at dad’s bank—a status symbol carved in stone and mortar.

I kill the engine but don't get out right away. I sit there, gripping the wheel, bracing for the inevitable clash with dad. He'll lay into me again for choosing kinesiology over finance, for not living up to the Anderson name. His words will cut, aimed to wound in front of his suited-up cronies. And still, I'm here, hat in hand—not for me, but for Ashley, for the gym that's hanging by a thread.

Sucking in a deep breath, I step out and face Jacob's new fortress. The big gated property screams 'family manor,' as if it's waiting for children's laughter to echo through its halls. Five years of marriage and no kids; I guess that's about to change for Jake and Anna.

A crowd clusters near the entrance—a sea of cashmere and silk, cocktails in hand. Laughter tinkles through the air, light and carefree. Men nod at each other, their casual attire costing more than my monthly rent, while women, draped in dresses that hug every curve, add an air of allure to the gathering. They're the city's elite, and I feel like an intruder from another world.

With each step towards the grand doors, I steel myself for the charade, ready to play my part in the high society spectacle, all for the sake of a dream that isn't even mine.

I weave through the throng of elegance and privilege, feeling every bit the outsider in my modest attire. And then I see her. Anna. The woman who's haunted my fantasies for nearly a decade, now a vision of sophistication amidst Dallas' elite.

"Mike!" Her voice, velvety and warm, pulls me from my daze.

"Anna." Her name is a whisper as she glides toward me, every inch the fashion icon she's become. Anna has devoted herself to runways and shows, skipping family gatherings. It's been two years since our last encounter, and absence has done nothing to diminish her effect on me.

Her hair, once a sleek curtain of midnight, cascades around her shoulders in auburn waves that catch the sunlight like flickering flames. She's switched her dark, piercing eyes for a light chocolate gaze, mirroring mine, adding to the allure that envelops her.

"Been too long," she says, closing the distance with a grace that seems to slow time itself.

"Too long," I echo, my voice barely above a murmur.

She stands before me now, and I'm caught in the swell of changes time has drawn across her. Taller, somehow, with curves that speak of a matured beauty. My gaze lingers on the plunging neckline of her dress, revealing a cleavage that stirs a heat within me I thought I'd outgrown.

"Your studies... how are they?" Her curiosity feels genuine, but it's tinged with something else—something playful.

"Good, good. Kinesiology's fascinating." My words tumble out, rushed, eager to impress.

"And work? Jake says you work at a gym now?

“Yeah. I’m a fitness trainer,” I say proudly.

She raises an eyebrow. “Training must be rewarding."

Her smile sends shivers down my spine, and her voice feels like caresses on my skin. My blood rushes south despite my effort to control my lust.

"Yes. Helping people reach their goals is rewarding,” I mumble like an idiot.

“You must be a hell of a trainer,” she says, eyes roaming over my body, making it even harder for me to breathe. “But where’s your girlfriend?”

The sudden, direct question takes me aback. I chuckle. “Uh, I don’t have—” I stammer as her eyes drop to my waist, to the telltale sign of my arousal. She smirks, and I feel exposed.

"Shame about no girlfriend," she teases, taking a slow sip from her glass. Her tongue darts out, lips glistening as she savors the cocktail. "A man with your... dedication should have someone special."

My throat tightens, desire knotting within me. Fuck. Why is she teasing me like this? The Anna I had a crush on was far more reserved than this. A little playful, maybe, but never a flirt. What has happened to her?

"Ah, well, you know..." I trail off, struggling to find my footing in this conversation that's veered into dangerous territory.

"Perhaps soon, then?" She tilts her head, eyes alight with mischief.

"Maybe," I manage, my pulse racing. Her presence engulfs me, intoxicating and overwhelming, and I can't escape the truth—I want her, now more than ever.

The air between Anna and I crackles with a tension that's almost palpable. Her gaze, like emerald fire, locks onto mine, and the world narrows to just us—until the moment shatters.

"Michael, still playing gym teacher?" The icy disdain in my father's voice cuts through the haze of my desire. I turn, stiffening at the sight of him flanked by Jacob and Peter, an associate at the investment bank.

"Fitness trainer, Dad. And it's going well," I say, working to keep my voice even.

"Going well," Thomas echoes mockingly, his eyes sweeping over me with a chill that could freeze the sun. "You'll never afford a place like this on such a frivolous path."

I bite back a retort, my jaw clenched. Beside him, Peter offers me a tight-lipped smile, but his eyes are distant, unconcerned. He's handsome, sure, but there's something about him that doesn't sit right with me. Anna excuses herself and hurries away. My eyes follow her with longing, wishing I could do the same.

"Jacob succeeded because he listened," Dad continues, his words a verbal jab.

"Enough, Dad," Jacob interjects quietly, but the older man brushes him off, his gaze remaining fixed on me.

"Remember that, son." With a final, cutting glance, my dad turns away, his disdain hanging in the air like smog.

Peter gives me a sympathetic look before following suit.

"Sorry about him," Jacob murmurs once they're out of earshot. "He means well, Mike. He just wants security for us."

"Security?" I scoff. "His control drove your mom away. Now my mom, too."

Jacob shifts uncomfortably. "Elizabeth is just visiting her parents in Fort Worth. She'll come back."

"Will she?" Doubt laces my words. "They fought before she left, Jake. Wanted a divorce."

"Because of your choices?" Jacob guesses, his expression softening.

"Partly." Guilt gnaws at me, a relentless beast. "I just can't be who he wants."

Jacob squeezes my shoulders. “Look, I understand how you feel, bro. But what if he stops paying for your college? That’d be pretty devastating, wouldn’t it?”

“He already has,” I tell Jacob about the bouncing rent check.

“That sucks,” Jacob frowns. “I’m sorry, Mike. Let me know if you need a place to stay. We’ve got plenty of rooms. I’m sure Anna wouldn’t mind.”

The offer is tempting, but agreeing to it would only give Dad more ammunition for further insults. I can almost hear Dad’s scoffing. “Thanks Jake, but I can take care of myself,” I say.

Jake is going to walk away when I recall my reason for being here.

"Wait, Jake," I start, my voice betraying my desperation. I try to hide, "Actually, I need to ask you a favor." The lush green of Jacob's backyard blurs as I focus on his face. He leans in, all ears.

"It's about Power Fitness, the gym I work at," I admit, the words tumbling out. "We're hitting rock bottom, financially."

Jacob nods, his brow creased with concern. He listens as I lay it all bare—the struggle, the sweat, and Ashley’s failed attempt at getting a loan.

"I'll help," he promises after a beat. Relief floods me, but he holds up a hand. "But I can't guarantee the loan. It isn’t entirely up to me."

"Of course. Thank you." Sincerity weighs down my words. "I'll tell Ashley to set up a meeting with you."

“Sure. She can call or email,” he says, handing me his card.

"Keep Dad out of this," I plead. His interference would be a death sentence for everything I've worked for.

"Of course," Jacob agrees.

"Go enjoy the pool," he suggests with a tilt of his head toward the glistening water in the far corner of the property, away from the crowds and partially concealed by cypress trees.

I don't need telling twice.

Stripping down to my swim trunks, the warmth of the sun kisses my skin. I dive into the solitude of the pool, the cool embrace of the water a stark contrast. It's just me and the gentle lapping of water against my body. I swim a few laps non stop, almost wishing I owned the pool, and then...

"Mind if I join you?"

The voice is smooth like honey, and I surface to find Anna there, her figure outlined against the sky. She's a vision—curves hugged tight by her bikini, legs stretching for miles.

"Of course not," I reply, though my throat feels dry.

"Let me just put this down," she says, gesturing at her cocktail glass.

As she turns, the sight of her backside hits me like a tidal wave. Her bikini might as well be painted on, her flesh spilling over the edges, begging to be touched. Blood rushes south, and I'm painfully aware of my arousal.

She's grace incarnate as she saunters over, every sway a silent siren song. When her gaze meets mine again, there’s a spark there, a knowing glint. My body hardens further, anticipation tightening every muscle.

"Join away," I manage to say, my voice a husky murmur.

Anna's legs glide into the water, a ripple of coolness brushing against my heated skin. "Nice and cool," she murmurs, eyes locked on mine.

I'm burning up, though. Every inch of me is focused on her proximity, the tease of her presence. Her laugh dances in the air when she notices my struggle to maintain composure, and then she plunges into the pool with a graceful dive.

She emerges, shaking droplets from her auburn curls, beads of water glittering like jewels on her sun-kissed skin. My gaze is drawn to the swell of her breasts, barely contained by her bikini. The impulse to reach out is almost overpowering.

"Are you all right?" she asks, her voice tinged with amusement.

"Yeah, I'm fine," I manage to say, even as my chest tightens.

Her hand brushes my cheek, and it feels like an electric charge. "You've grown into such a man," she says softly while raking my body with her shimmering eyes.

Surprise jolts through me. Anna has never touched me like this before. She trails her fingers down to my biceps, and over the ridges of my abs. "Delicious," she whispers, and her gaze burns with an intensity that stirs something primal within me.

I'm about to respond when my phone's ring cuts through the haze of lust. Martha. I push off from the wall, taking a few steps away to answer, my pulse racing.

"Mike," Martha's voice is crisp, business-like. "A client wants to meet. When are you available?"

"Tuesday and Thursday afternoons and evenings," I reply, glancing back at Anna. She's watching me, curious.

"Perfect. I'll set it up," Martha says. "I'll text you the details. Just make sure to send over your recent health check."

"Got it from the doctor's office," I say, keeping it brief. "I'll email it the first thing when I'm home."

"Thanks, Mike," she says before ending the call.

I slide the phone back onto the deck, my mind racing back to Anna, who's now floating effortlessly, her gaze locked on mine. I can't shake the feeling that I'm about to dive into waters far more turbulent than the pool's gentle embrace.

"Is Martha your girlfriend?" Anna's voice is playful, but her eyes are sharp, dissecting.

"Uh, no, she's—a classmate," I stammer, feeling heat flush my cheeks. "We're planning a study group."

Anna tilts her head, the corners of her lips twitching into a knowing smile. "You're blushing. You never were a good liar, not like Jacob."

I'm tongue-tied, trapped by her gaze. She laughs, light and musical, and it makes me feel exposed, yet strangely comforted. "Mike, you're adorable. But remember, deceivers become ensnared in the tangled webs they weave."

"Sorry," I mumble, looking down at the water, ripples dancing away from me. "It's just... there are things I can't say."

She steps toward me, close enough for me to feel her breath on my skin. "It's okay. You don't have to tell me everything." Then she kisses me.

My heart hammers as I hesitate, then kiss her back. The world narrows to her lips on mine, her body pressing against me, pushing me to the pool wall. This can't be real. I've dreamed this moment a thousand times, but never like this—her large, soft breasts against my chest, her round buttocks beneath my hands.

Anna's fingers trail down my stomach and stroke my cock. I groan, drowning in sensation, then jolt back to reality. "Anna, you're married to Jacob."

Her hand withdraws. She looks away, suddenly embarrassed. "I—I'm sorry, Mike.”

The look pains me. I don’t mean to embarrass her. I’m only trying to put my lust in check.  “It’s okay, Anna. Just, please stop. You've been teasing me all afternoon… Is everything okay with you?”

“I’m sorry. I promise I won’t tease you again,” she says, her voice quivering. “It's just... our marriage, it's not real. Jacob hasn't... it's been years."

What? Is my brother nuts? My mouth opens but no words are formed. "Busy making money, I guess," I offer lamely, but she shakes her head.

"That's not it," she starts, then stops, biting her lip, struggling with some unsaid truth. "I can't tell you. Jacob and I—we have a deal."

I see the shimmer of tears she tries to hide. "I'm sorry," I whisper and turn away, retreating to the pool house to rinse off and get dressed, my mind racing with questions and desire I have no right to feel.


Chapter 5

The sun is setting, the sky a wash of pinks and oranges. I leave the pool house, eyes scanning for Jacob. I need to say goodbye, make my escape before Dad ropes me into another lecture about finance careers. I spot Jacob and Peter in the distance, their heads close together as they walk away from the party.

"Hey, Jake!" I call out, but they don't hear me over the chatter and music behind us. I jog after them, but the property is a labyrinth of hedges and hidden pathways. They turn a corner, and suddenly it's just me and the rustling leaves. I'm lost.

"Damn," I mutter, frustration knotting my stomach. I decide to cut through the bushes, hoping to intercept them. Instead, I catch fragments of their conversation, drifting through the foliage.

"Peter, how do you like the new place?" Jacob's voice is clear, controlled.

"It's nice... but it's so far from my house," Peter replies, a strain of displeasure in his tone.

"Sorry, man. Anna chose it. She’s given up a lot for me." There's a hint of pleading in Jacob's words.

"Of course, it's Anna's idea," Peter says, sarcasm not quite masked.

"Please, she deserves a house she likes. We owe her that much." Jacob sounds defensive, trying to justify the situation.

"How long are we going to keep doing this, Jake?" The question hangs heavy in the air. "Jake, I'm tired of waiting. Years of hiding. We're not getting younger. I want us out in the open. Hell, I want marriage."

"Soon, Pete. Soon. Next year, I’ll be senior vice president. Dad can't touch me then. Be patient for me?"

Peter sighs heavily, a sound that seems to carry all his years of waiting. "Okay. But the second you get that promotion... we go public."

"Deal." Jacob's voice is firm, resolute.

I lean against a tree, heart pounding. They're talking about what I think they're talking about. My brother, the perfect son, isn't who we believe he is. I rub a hand across my face, trying to absorb the truth.

"Damn, Jacob..." I whisper to myself. I have to get out of here, but I can't move. Not yet.

I move closer to the cypress trees, the voices clearer now. My heart races, each beat a drum in my ears. I spot them—Jacob and Peter—on a secluded bench, their faces close. Too close.

They kiss. A real kiss. The kind that says more than any words ever could. My mind reels, trying to piece together the fragments of a puzzle I never knew existed.

"Thomas can't find out," Jacob whispers, urgency lacing his tone.

"Right," Peter agrees, and they stand up quickly, brushing off their clothes as if erasing evidence.

I need to leave, to unsee what's been seen. But my foot catches on a root, and I tumble into the bushes with a crackle of leaves and twigs. They turn sharply, eyes wide.

"Mike?" Jacob's voice is sharp, panicked.

"Sorry," I blurt out, scrambling to my feet. "Didn't mean to... I was just saying goodbye."

"Mike," Jacob steps forward, his expression pleading. "You can't tell Dad. Please."

His eyes search mine, desperate for reassurance. I nod, still in shock. "Your secret's safe," I manage to say, then turn on my heel and book it out of there.

As I rush away, the pieces start falling into place. Anna's cryptic words. Jacob's deliberate distance from women before Anna came along. I remember coming home once to find him and his friend Andrew locked in his bedroom, strange noises filtering through the door.

"You never were a good liar, not like Jacob," Anna had said. She knew. And now, so do I.

Guilt twists my gut for how I left things with Anna. I can't drive away like this. I spin around and head back to the pool, determined to make things right.

"Anna," I whisper to myself, the realization heavy on my shoulders. Jacob has played his part well for years, hiding behind a mask he crafted to perfection. And I, oblivious, never questioned it. Not once.

The pool is deserted. No Anna. Damn. I’m about to leave when I hear sounds from the pool house. I rush toward it, my heart pounding. Anna's there, alone on the couch, her slender fingers wrapped around a glass of something clear and sparkling. The sunlight streams through the windows, casting a halo around her auburn curls. She takes a sip from her glass and sighs softly.

"Anna," I start, my voice comes out softer than I intend. "I'm sorry about earlier."

She looks up, surprise flickering across her tear-stained face before she masks it with a practiced smile. "Mike? What brings you back?"

"I heard... I saw Jacob and Peter." My admission hangs between us, heavy and awkward.

Her smile fades, eyes searching mine for a moment. Then, as if resigned, she pats the space beside her on the couch. "Sit down, Mike."

I do, feeling the weight of the truth pressing down on me. "Why did you marry him, Anna? If he—"

"Jacob is smart, handsome," she cuts in, her gaze fixed on the cocktail in her hand. "We were friends in college. I fell for him... hard." She pauses, her lips a thin line. "He never told me he was gay until after we got married. He said he did it to please his father."

"Did you want a divorce?" My question feels intrusive, but the words spill out.

She nods slowly. "I did. But Jacob convinced me to stay. Financial support, promises of taking care of me while I was struggling with modeling."

"Struggling?"

"Modeling didn't pay well at first. I was broke." She shrugs, a shadow crossing her delicate features. "Now, he's a vice president. He keeps asking me to wait."

"Wait for what? Until he's senior VP?" I can't keep the anger out of my voice.

"Something like that," she murmurs.

"Anna, that's not fair to you." My indignation for her situation flares. "You deserve better."

"Mike, it's okay," she assures me, though her eyes don't meet mine. "We're friends, and he has helped me a lot."

"Friends?" I repeat, incredulous. "Anna, you're amazing. You shouldn't have to settle for that."

She gives me a sad smile, one that tugs at my heartstrings. Suddenly, I can't hold back. I lean in and kiss her, passionately, desperately wanting to give her the pleasure and attention she's been denied.

"Mike..." Her voice trails off as my lips meet hers.

I pull her closer, my hands trembling as they slide under her bikini top, stroking the soft skin of her breasts. Every touch feels like electricity, every gasp from her lips stokes the fire within me.

"Anna," I whisper against her mouth, my hands exploring further, tracing the curve of her back, her firm ass.

She responds to my touch, her body arching into mine, and I feel the heat emanating from between her legs. She's wet, so incredibly wet, and it's all for me.

"Mike, I—" Her breathless words are cut short by another deep kiss.

My heart races, my body aches for her, and I know without a doubt she wants this, wants me. And God, do I want her too.

I slide off the couch, my heart pounding with a mix of nerves and desire. Anna's soft moans echo in my ears, spurring me on. I kneel before her, hands trembling slightly as I untie the strings of her bikini bottom. Her breath catches in anticipation, and she watches me with wide, wondering eyes.

"Mike... are you really going to—"

"Yes," I say firmly, my voice betraying none of the vulnerability churning inside me. Her legs part under my coaxing touch, and I look up at her, wanting her to see the sincerity in my eyes. I want this—to please her, to worship her like she deserves.

Her pussy is a vision of pure arousal, glistening, inviting. I lean in, my tongue tracing her delicate folds, and she gasps—a beautiful, raw sound that vibrates through me. As I explore further, tasting her, she squirms, the movements driving me wild.

"Feels like heaven," she breathes out, her voice threaded with pleasure. "You're the first... the only one to do this."

Her words are a balm to the ache in my chest. The teenage crush who once felt so unattainable writhes under my touch. It's more than satisfying—it's affirming. My fingers dance across her breasts, pinching and teasing her nipples as my mouth devours her clit. She tastes sweet, intoxicating, and I can't get enough. This moment, her pleasure, it's all that matters.

"Anna," I whisper against her heat, feeling her shudder at the sound of her name. The tension builds within her, and when she finally comes, her body convulses, and her cries fill the room. She's beautiful like this—unraveled, free, glowing with the aftermath of release.

"Thank you," she says after catching her breath, her voice tender and vulnerable. "I haven't felt this good... ever."

"Anna, why? Why no one else?" I ask, though maybe I already know.

She laughs softly, but there's sadness in it. "I loved him, Mike. I thought he might change. We tried, at first. It wasn't much, but it was something. Then Peter came along, and Jacob stopped trying altogether." Her eyes meet mine, filled with a complex mix of emotions. "Online dates felt empty. Wrong. I'm still his wife, even if it's just a facade."

The weight of her confession hits me hard. Even now, entangled in the post-bliss haze, reality claws back, reminding me of the lines we've just crossed. She's married to Jacob, my brother, no matter the truth behind their union.

"Anna," I start, but the words catch. What do we do now?

Anna's fingers trail down my chest, her touch electric. She looks up at me through lashes heavy with desire. "Mike, do you want me to...?" Her hand moves lower, and I'm pulsing with every heartbeat.

I want it. God, how I want it. But some part of me clings to a line that shouldn't be crossed. Not yet. Not like this.

"Anna, I have to go," I say, even as my body screams in protest. "Rain check?"

She pouts, but there's understanding in her eyes. I turn quickly, heading to the bathroom. Alone, I take matters into my own hands—fast, necessary. Relief washes over me, but it's hollow compared to what could have been.

Back in the pool house, I grab my phone and there's a message from Martha. “Remember, sperm isn’t everything. Sperm + TLC = Happy Babies.” I shake my head, a laugh escaping me despite the tension.

"What's so funny?" Anna's voice is curious.

"Nothing, just a reminder from a friend about work." The words are lame even to my own ears.

She smirks, eyes flicking to where my phone lay moments ago. Did she read it? I can't ask now. Voices drift closer, laughter and chatter. A group of people are heading toward the pool.

"Quick, we should get dressed," Anna whispers, urgency layered with a hint of mischief.

Clothes find their places in a flurry of motion. One last look, one last fleeting touch, and we're back to who we were before, at least on the surface.

"Goodbye, Anna," I say, the taste of her still on my lips as I step out into the setting sun and away from the shade of secrets.


Chapter 6

I stand in front of the mirror, my hands smoothing out the front of my shirt. It's just lunch, not a date—more business than pleasure. But nerves jangle inside me like it's prom night all over again. I take a deep breath, staring into my own brown eyes.

"Mike, you got this," I mutter to myself. Dad's harsh words from last Saturday echo in my head, stiffening my spine. I'm not going to ask him for a dime. No way. Student loans are in the works; this gig is just temporary.

"Remember what Martha said," I remind myself, the image of her sharp hazel eyes and earnest expression clear in my mind. It's about helping someone's dream come true. That thought warms me as I grab my keys and step out into the afternoon sun.

The restaurant in North Dallas looms ahead, its glass doors reflecting the bright Texas sky. Seraphina. I repeat the client’s name in my head. It paints a picture of old-world elegance—a tall, sophisticated woman with an air of grace. Martha’s description adds color to the canvas: a tall blonde with blue eyes, early forties. No phone number, no other details—just a meeting based on trust and discretion.

As I walk up, scanning the crowd, a figure catches my eye. A tall woman in a tight blue dress that hugs her curves stands by the entrance, phone pressed to her ear. Even though I can’t see her face clearly, I can tell she's stunning, more so than any forty-year-old has any right to be. This can't be Seraphina. Guys would line up around the block for her. Why would she pay for something they'd give for free?

But here I am, looking for a client, not making assumptions about a stranger's life. I shake the thoughts away and approach, ready to play my part in someone else's story.

I stand a polite distance from the blonde, my gaze discreet as she chats animatedly into her phone. Her voice is clear and purposeful, and I can't help but overhear her conversation. She's wrapping up plans, something about meeting someone for lunch—me, presumably—and then heading to a work site.

"Excuse me, are you Seraphina by any chance?" I ask once she lowers her cell.

The woman turns, and recognition slams into me like a rogue wave. It's Sara. Her eyes widen with the same shock that pins me in place.

"Mike?" she breathes out. "My God, look at you!"

Heat creeps up my neck, but it's not just embarrassment warming my skin—it’s the memory of how I used to see her, the woman who unknowingly launched a thousand teenage fantasies.

"Wow, small world," she laughs, breaking the spell. Her amusement doesn’t quite mask an undercurrent of disbelief. "You're the first donor I'm meeting, and here you are, Liz's son."

Her words land with a weight I hadn't anticipated. The situation is absurd, and yet, there's a sting of disappointment I push down deep.

"Guess this will be the world's shortest business meeting," Sara continues. "Your mom would have my head."

I nod, a flush blooming on my face at her frankness, and mumble about needing to get going. But Sara stops me, her offer of lunch hanging between us. Hunger wins over awkwardness, and I follow her inside, curious despite myself.

I sit, fingers drumming on the white tablecloth. Across from me, Sara's golden hair cascades over her shoulders like a sunlit waterfall. She pores over the menu, oblivious to the turmoil she stirs within me.

Her skin glows, kissed by countless hours in the sun. Blue eyes, deep and clear as the Texas sky in fall, lift from the page, sweeping across the restaurant before settling back on the list of dishes. I follow the graceful line of her neck, my gaze drawn irresistibly to the dip of her cleavage. The low cut of her dress reveals more than just skin; it uncovers memories.

She's beautiful. Always has been. But seeing her like this, outside the gardens and dirt, she's stunning. A living fantasy seated right before me.

"Mike?" Her voice is soft, pulling me from my trance.

"Sorry, just... thinking," I manage, clearing my throat.

"About the appetizers? They have some delicious choices." She smiles, unaware of the chaos she conjures within me.

"Uh, yeah. The appetizers," I echo, trying to focus.

My mind wanders, unbidden, to that summer afternoon years ago. The heat had been relentless, baking everything to a slow sizzle. I remember the sound of cicadas buzzing—a backdrop to Sara's labor as she tended the garden.

Coming home from school, backpack slung carelessly over one shoulder, I'd been intent on a cold drink and a quick escape to my room. Mom had mentioned letting Sara freshen up after working in the yard, but I hadn't really listened.

The bathroom door was ajar, so I barged in, desperate to relieve myself. And there she was, emerging from the shower, shrouded in steam but for nothing else. Skin still flushed from the hot water, droplets racing down her curves, catching the light. She was a vision—graceful, poised, completely exposed.

The sight of her bare body seared into my memory: breasts high and firm, nipples a shade of pink that seemed too perfect to be real. My mouth went dry, my heart hammered against my ribs, and between my legs, an unfamiliar tension twisted and pulsed.

"Mike?" Sara's voice cuts through again, sharper this time.

"Appetizers, right." I shake my head, banishing the vivid recollection. "Let's get the calamari," I say with a forced smile, hoping the mundane can anchor me to the present.

The appetizers come shortly, and then the main dishes. I consume the food without really knowing its taste. How is it even possible? Food is the last thing on my mind at the moment. Sara makes small talk about how much she’s missed Dallas, and how she couldn’t get used to LA despite the beautiful ocean and the perpetual sunshine. I nod politely although her words barely register.

I still can’t believe I’m here staring at the very first woman who I fantasized about. Hell. She’s more beautiful than the goddess I’ve cherished in my memory. Her skin is like honey, her eyes deeper than any ocean I've ever seen. My memory flickers, ignites, and suddenly I'm back there, in that moment of pure, adolescent shock.

I still remember standing there like an idiot, mouth agape as I gawked at the first naked woman I’ve seen in my life, my brain short-circuiting.

"Are you okay, Mike?" she had asked, a slight chuckle in her voice as if she knew the turmoil inside me. "You look a little pale."

"Uh—sorry," I'd stammered, cheeks burning hotter than the summer sun outside. I darted out of the bathroom, seeking refuge and some semblance of composure.

Another door slams behind me as I lock myself in the guest bathroom. That's when I see it, feel it—the first boner, standing to attention like a soldier in the most inappropriate parade. Panic and pleasure crash together in my mind. And then, there's relief, a strange new kind of relief I never knew existed.

Every time after that, every time I saw Sara, it was like my body remembered before my brain did. Embarrassment became my new normal, but so did those stolen moments alone, fueling my teenage desires with the image of her perfect form.

"Mike? Earth to Mike." Sara's voice snaps me back to now. The restaurant buzzes around us, and I realize I've been lost in the past.

"Ah, just thinking about names," I blurt out, trying to cover my flushed face with a sip of water. "Never knew Sara was short for Seraphina."

She smiles, a hint of mischief in her blue eyes. "Haven't used my full name since I left Fort Worth."

Forth Worth. Right. Sara and Mom share the same hometown, which is why they instantly connected when they first met. The thought of Mom makes me squirm in my seat. "Promise me something?" My voice drops, serious. "Please don't tell my mom about this lunch."

"Of course," she says, her tone reassuring. "Your secret's safe with me, Mike."

Relief washes over me. I grin. “Thanks, Sara.”

Moments later, I lean back in the chair, the remnants of our meal scattered on the table between us. "So, why did you move to LA?" I ask Sara, genuinely curious about her journey.

"Opportunities," she says, her eyes reflecting a mix of pride and something else—discontent maybe. "A landscaping company out there offered me a job. Big money, couldn't say no."

"Sounds like a dream job."

She shrugs, a wry smile playing on her lips. "It was an experience. But taking orders isn't really my thing." She pauses, glancing away. "I started mowing lawns when I left home at eighteen. Built everything from scratch here in Dallas."

"Guess that’s another reason you missed it here?"

"Yup," she admits with a nod.

The waiter brings over the check, and Sara quickly grabs it before I can protest. "My treat," she insists, her tone leaving no room for argument.

We exit the restaurant, the Texas heat wrapping around us like a thick blanket. "I need to head out," she says, checking her watch. "Got a project that needs my attention."

"Thanks for lunch," I say as we part ways.

Sara promises to reach out to my mom soon, adding, "But I won't mention our little encounter."

"Appreciate that." My voice is sincere. The last thing I need is my mom getting the wrong idea.

I watch her stride confidently toward her car before I drop the bombshell. "My parents split up."

Sara stops, turns. "What happened?"

"Me, I guess." I stuff my hands in my pockets, feeling a weight settle on my chest. "I didn't want the life Dad planned for me. Guess I'm not the obedient son he wanted."

"Is that why you're looking for work?" she asks, her gaze steady.

"Yeah." I kick at a loose pebble on the pavement. "I have a job at a gym, but it isn't cutting it. Still waiting on student loans."

Sara's pause hangs in the air between us, a gentle lull in the briskness of the afternoon. Her eyes search mine, and I sense she's weighing her words before speaking them.

"You're doing the right thing, Mike," she says at last. It's strange but comforting to hear her voice my mom's opinion on my dad. "Thomas... he wasn't around much, but your mom gave me the impression he could be pretty controlling."

A sigh escapes me, unbidden. "Yeah, you could say that."

"Listen," she continues, leaning against her car, the sun casting an amber halo around her blonde hair. "I need an assistant. Someone to help with the day-to-day stuff. I can't offer you what Martha's clinic would pay, but..."

"Anything helps." The words tumble out quick, eager.

"Great." She smiles, scribbles something on a business card, and hands it to me. "Can you start now?"

"Absolutely."

"Meet me here." She points to the address on the card, then tilts her head towards her sleek sedan. "I've got to change first, but I'll see you soon, okay?"

"Got it." My heart races with the prospect of new beginnings. A job. With an amazing woman. I watch as Sara drives away, a mixture of adrenaline and anticipation fueling my steps to my own car.


Chapter 7

I slip out of my formal shirt, the fabric sticking slightly to my back. The day is warm, and I'm glad to shed the extra layer. Pulling a T-shirt over my head, I feel instantly more at ease, ready for whatever physical work lies ahead. I ignite the engine and steer toward the address Sara provided.

The house that greets me is an elegant structure with sprawling gardens that mask the urban surroundings. It's like stepping into a secret oasis.

"Mike, you made it," Sara calls out, waving me over. Her hair is pulled back, and she wears gloves that reach her elbows. She maps out the project—a waterfall feature set to cascade into the newly formed pond.  "The owner wanted something natural. A place for peace."

Inside the garden, Sara explains that the owner purchased the house months ago but wouldn’t move in until it’s completely renovated. Sara has converted a swimming pool into a pond garden. I try to picture blue water rippled in a rectangular pool instead of what I see now: lily pads float on the surface, and colorful koi glide beneath. “Wow,” I murmur at the magical transformation. “That’s incredible.”

As we work side by side, laying stones and arranging aquatic plants, I can't help but admire her. Sara has a way of seeing beauty and potential where others might not.

"Listen," she says, shifting her focus to the waterfall design. "Depending on how we lay these rocks, we'll change the entire mood. And you have to consider the shape, weight, and the angle.” Her blue eyes gleam with the passion of an artist immersed in her craft as she explains.

"Did you go to school for all this?" I ask as I heft a rock into place under her direction, impressed by her rich knowledge.

Sara shakes her head, strands of blonde hair catching sunlight. "Nope, taught myself. Bought books, scoured the internet for pictures. You'd be amazed what you can learn when you're driven by what you love."

Her self-made path resonates with me. It's not just the designs or the gardens—it's Sara herself. A woman who built her world with nothing but her own two hands and a heart full of dreams. As I settle another stone, ensuring the sound of water will be just right, I get the feeling that there's much more to learn from Sara Collins than just landscaping.

The sun climbs higher, relentless. Sweat beads on my forehead, tracing paths down my skin. Heat wraps around me like a second shirt—one I can't take off. But I can ditch the first. I peel the damp T-shirt over my head, muscles flexing instinctively with the motion.

"Wow," Sara murmurs, her gaze skimming across my bare torso. A flush creeps up her cheeks, and I catch a wistful sigh as it escapes her lips. "If I hadn't known Elizabeth..." She trails off, shaking her head with a rueful smile. "Well, let's just say things might be different."

I know what she means. The unspoken thought hangs heavy between us. I could give her what she wants. I want to say it aloud, but the words lodge in my throat. Instead, I steer the conversation elsewhere. "Why didn't you ever have kids with James?" It's bold, maybe too personal, but curiosity gets the better of me. James was Sara’s employee and boyfriend. I saw them work side by side a few times. James would mow lawns while Sara sculpted gardens. I’ve been wondering where the guy is the entire afternoon.

Sara's hands pause in their work, and she looks out over the pond, her eyes distant. "James? That man couldn't father a cactus, much less a child." Her laugh is hollow. "No, he was just someone to share the bed and the workload. Nothing more."

"Sounds like a real charmer," I say, sarcasm coloring my tone.

"He was a jerk. A drunk. Gambler, cheater. You name it." She picks up a pebble, turning it over in her fingers. "The last straw was when he stole from me. I had to fire him."

Her voice doesn't match her words. It quivers, just slightly, betraying the hurt underneath. I've never liked James; the guy always struck me as sleazy. He once flirted with my mom right in front of Sara. I remember the way Sara's face tightened, the forced smile she wore until he left. No one should have to put up with that.

"Using a donor instead of meeting someone else... was that because of him?" I ask, gentler this time.

"Maybe," she admits, setting the pebble down. "It's hard to trust again after someone like that."

I nod, understanding more than she knows. My dad was no saint either. I glance at Sara, this self-made landscape designer who came from nothing, who turned dirt and seeds into beauty and sanctuary. She wears strength like armor, but right now, I see the chinks, the soft spots hidden beneath. And something in me aches for her—a woman who deserves so much better.

I take a deep breath, the air heavy with the scent of freshly turned earth. "James didn't deserve you," I say firmly, meeting Sara's gaze. "You're better off without him."

Her blue eyes shimmer, and a tear trickles down her cheek. "Thank you, Mike," she whispers, her voice catching.

I can't help it. I step closer, wrapping my arms around her. She leans into me, her body soft and warm against mine. Every nerve in my body lights up like fireworks, an electric current humming between us.

Unexpectedly, I'm aware of my own arousal pressing against her, and I curse inwardly for losing control. But Sara, she just stiffens slightly and then gently pulls away. "Sorry," she says, her cheeks coloring. "It's just been so long since... It felt really good to be held."

"Hey, no problem," I assure her, trying to sound casual even as my pulse races.

We work in silence as the evening shadows grow long. When it's time to go, Sara reaches into her pocket, pulling out a crisp hundred dollar bill. She hands it to me, her fingers brushing mine.

"That's too much for three hours," I protest, but she shakes her head.

"Mike, it's nothing compared to what you could've earned at the...clinic." Her lips twitch into a half-smile, teasing. "Consider it a bonus for exceptional service."

Before I can argue further, she rises onto her tiptoes and presses a quick, soft kiss to my cheek. "See you next time I need your help," she murmurs, turning away before I can react.

"Sure thing, Sara." My voice is gruff with unspoken words.

I watch her for a moment, feeling a mix of emotions churn inside me. Disappointment that my first date fell through, but also gratitude for this unexpected reconnection with Sara. She's amazing, and it stings that I can't be what she needs in every way.

Climbing into my car, I start the engine and pull out of the drive, the lingering warmth of Sara's kiss on my skin. As the house fades into the rearview mirror, I recall I’ll need to go home and write Mr. Peterson another rent check. The one-week extension is almost up, but the deposit from Power Fitness should be enough for the rent. I’ve got just enough cash for a few days’ food, so I’ll need to call Dr. Martha Smith and ask her to find me a new client.


Chapter 8

I spot the tension in Derrick's shoulders as he tries to bench press more than his frame can handle. "Ease up, man," I say, adjusting his grip. "Control is better than raw weight." He nods, relaxing slightly, and finishes the set with a grunt.

"Thanks, Mike," he breathes out, sitting up. I nod, making a mental note to adjust his workout plan.

Later, as I wipe down the equipment, I catch Ashley out of the corner of my eye. Her ponytail swings as she assists another member, her energy infectious even from across the room. I've been waiting for her to update me on the gym's financial situation; it's been eating at me.

"Hey, Ashley," I call out as she finishes up, heading over to her. "Did you get a chance to schedule that appointment with Jacob about the loan?"

She pauses, a dumbbell in hand, and then shakes her head. "No, not yet."

Confusion tightens my forehead. It's been days since I gave her Jake's info. She was stoked about it – or so I thought. "Any reason why?" I probe.

Ashley hesitates, looks around as if searching for the right words among the gym equipment. "Actually, I'm not going to contact Jacob."

"Why not?" I frown. I don't get it. Jake could solve all our problems with a simple recommendation.

She sets the weight down, her gaze meeting mine squarely. "I know how things are with your dad, Mike."

My jaw clenches. "Look, my dad doesn't own the bank. Jake's a VP there. It's his help I'm asking for, not my dad's."

She gives me a small smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes. "It doesn't matter, Mike. I appreciate the offer, but I've been attending some investment seminars. I might have some interested investors."

"Okay," I say, though disappointment weighs down my voice. "I hope it works out for you."

"Thanks, Mike," she says, her tone sincere but distant. I watch her walk away, back into the fray of Power Fitness, leaving me to wonder if I've somehow overstepped.

During my break, I retreat to the staff room and find my phone buzzing with a missed call – Dr. Martha Smith, my go-between for the unique 'donations' I provide. I hit call back.

"Mike, I found another client for you," Martha's voice is crisp, direct.

"So soon? Great. How old is she?" I ask even though I know they’re usually older.

"Twenty-five. Young woman named Megan."

"Twenty-five? Why does she need a donor so young?" I lean against the wall, surprised.

"Not my place to say," Martha evades. "But be gentle, she's shy. Wants to meet online first."

"Sure thing," I respond, wondering what Megan's story could be.

"Her number's coming your way. Be careful, Mike," Martha warns once more before hanging up.

"Will do," I whisper to the dead line. I type a quick message to Megan— just a simple hi — before heading back to the gym floor. Whatever her reasons, I'll help how I can. It's what I do.

Hours later, when I lock up Power Fitness and pull out my phone, I see a text from Megan, "When can we chat?"

I type back quickly. "Anytime. Heading home now. Half an hour work for you?"

By the time I hit my front door, her reply is waiting: "OK."

I strip off my gym clothes, the day's grind clinging to me. The shower drowns out the world. Hot water sluices over tense muscles. I'm amped for this meeting, even though it's nothing like a date. Or is it? Shaking the thought, I soap up, rinse, and cut the water.

In fresh clothes, I'm halfway to the kitchen when my phone buzzes. It's her. No frozen pizza tonight. I tap the screen and there she is—Megan, looking young enough to blend in with college freshmen. Fair skin, short raven hair, deep blue eyes. Damn. Just like Emma from kindergarten. That first crush feeling floods back.

"Hi, Mike?" she says, her voice clear even through the digital connection.

"Hi," I echo, a flush creeping up my neck. Why am I acting like some nervous kid? "Sorry, you just remind me of someone from way back."

"I see," she replies, a shy smile curving her lips. She's quick to add, "And sorry for rushing this meeting."

"It's okay, really," I assure her, leaning back in my chair. "So, tell me about yourself."

Megan takes a deep breath, launching into her story. "Well, I graduated with an English degree. Been writing ever since. Manuals, fiction, a bit of everything really." She shrugs as if it's no big deal, but her eyes shine with quiet pride. "Mostly work from home."

"Sounds awesome," I say, genuinely impressed. "Freedom to create your own schedule."

"Yeah, exactly." Her gaze holds mine, earnest and open.

She flips the question on me. "What about you, Mike?"

"Me?" I hesitate for a second, trying to sound casual. "I'm studying to be a fitness trainer. Fitness has always been my thing." Truth is, I love helping people reshape their lives, one rep at a time.

"Fitness trainer," she repeats, nodding. "That's cool."

"Thanks." My heart beats a little faster—feels like an actual date—but I squash that thought. This is just work. Just another client. But then there's her face on my screen, so much innocence there, and I want to believe every word she says.

"Never done the online dating thing before," I confess with a laugh.

"Neither have I," she admits, her smile warming me more than my cozy pajama pants.

"Guess there's a first time for everything."

The screen flickers with a subtle awkwardness as our conversation pivots. "I think it's time we discuss why I contacted you," Megan says, her voice dropping to a near whisper.

"Sure, go ahead," I urge, leaning forward, elbows on my desk.

She tucks a strand of hair behind her ear, hesitating for a moment. "I want to have a baby, but I don't plan on dating or marrying a man."

"Never?" The question slips out before I can think.

"Never," she confirms, and something in her steady gaze tells me she's thought this through thoroughly. "I've never been with a guy."

That catches me off guard. "Why is that, if you don't mind me asking?"

Megan bites her lip, pondering how to explain. "I'm just... not comfortable around men, I guess." Her blue eyes flicker away, then back to mine.

"Is it like a... lesbian thing, or?" I can feel my own discomfort talking about this—it's personal, way too personal for strangers.

"I don't know." She shrugs slightly. "I've dated a girl. But generally, I'm attracted to men rather than women. I just can’t do it…" Her voice trails off.

"Got it." But I don't really get it. Still, it's not my place to question her further, so I nod, trying to show support. “But would you be willing to have sex with me, though?"

She pauses. “Yeah. I hope so. That’s what I’m trying to find out. You see, I don’t want artificial insemination.”

Ahh. She’s making a sacrifice for the baby. I’m a bitter pill she’s willing to swallow.

“Would you be willing as well?” she asks with a nervous smile.

"Uh, yes, I agreed to help, didn't I?" I force a chuckle to ease the tension. "I'm not super experienced myself, but I'll make sure it's a good experience for you."

"Thank you, Mike." There's genuine relief in her voice. Then she drops another bombshell. "Could I see you... your body, before we hang up?"

"See me?" My cheeks burn hotter than after an intense workout. "You mean, like, now?"

She nods, and I'm scrambling for words. "I—I can assure you I'm healthy and all, but showing you like this is kinda... weird."

"Sorry, I just need to know what I'm getting into," she says softly, almost apologetically.

"I see." I sigh, trying to shake off the embarrassment. It’s not every day a woman asks to see the goods before even meeting in person. But then again, I haven’t met that many women.

While I'm fumbling for words, trying to process Megan's request, she sees my hesitation and her eyes soften.

"Look, Mike, I'm really sorry if this is uncomfortable for you. There's a reason I ask," she says, her voice trembling a bit as she opens up about the old trauma that still haunts her. She was going home from school back in fifth grade, and a man flashed her. “I couldn’t get the gross image of a shriveled penis out of my mind for days and weeks.  Even now, I still want to throw up as I recall it.”

Shit. I don’t know what to say. I feel terrible. “I’m sorry,” I mutter.

"Every pant tent since then has been a nightmare," Megan continues, her voice choking up a bit. “I’ve liked some boys in middle and high schools and have gone out with two, but I always freaked out the moment I noticed their, umm, arousal. I know not all penises look gross and I’ve seen beautiful ones online. But I just couldn’t bring myself to face a real one.”

“Then why do you want to see mine?”

“I’m hoping you can undo my traumatic memory by flashing me,” she mumbles. “That's actually the main purpose of the call. If it doesn’t work, then we never have to see each other again and pretend the call has never happened. If it works, we could go on and … you know, have sex for real.”

Understanding dawns on me. The awkwardness will be less severe than meeting in person.

What do I even say to that? I want to help, sure, but am I equipped for something like this? "Is this... will it really help?" I ask, hoping I don't sound as skeptical as I feel.

“I’m … not sure,” she says honestly. “It’s my shrink’s suggestion. She says it’s Cognitive Restructuring. Replacing a bad memory with a good one.”

Cognitive Restructuring? I repeat the term. Sounds scientific enough, but can I be the one to change years of fear? “What if it makes it worse?” I ask. “I don’t want to give you more nightmares.”

"I don’t think you will,” Megan says. I can tell she's trying to sound upbeat, but there's an undercurrent of nervousness there. “Martha says you're exceptional.”

Damn. I wonder what else the doctor told her. I debate with myself. For one thing, I’m not fully erect. I was at the beginning of our meeting, but my boner shrank after Megan informed me of her dubious sexual identity and her childhood trauma. And now I’m completely flaccid.

"Listen," I level with her, "I was, uh, excited at first, but now..." I trail off, unsure how to explain that my initial reaction has wilted into anxiety.

"Mike, it's okay," she interjects quickly, her blue eyes locking onto mine through the screen. "Maybe I can make this easier. How about I flash you first?"

"Wait, what?" I blink. The idea is so out of left field it actually breaks the tension for a moment. "You serious?"

"Completely," she says, a small smile playing on her lips. It's such a bizarre turn of events that I find myself chuckling despite the situation.

"Alright, Megan," I agree, shaking my head in disbelief. "Let's give this a try."

My breath hitches as Megan's phone dips lower, showing more of her than I've ever seen on a screen before. The silk bathrobe falls open, revealing the main attraction. No bra. Just her snowy tits. Holy shit. My cock hardens instantly and my heart thumps loud in my chest.

"Wow," slips out, barely above a whisper. She doesn't seem to hear me. Her skin is a canvas of creamy white, begging for touch. And then she does just that, fingertips grazing over the soft mounds of her breasts. Round, full, and perky. They're perfect—not too big or small, just enough to fill your hands with warmth and promise. The pink areolas and nipples look delicious.

"Jesus..."  My body reacts instantly, blood rushing south.  I can't help it. I'm hard, throbbing almost painfully. She looks shy but determined, her blue eyes never leaving the camera as she traces circles around her nipples. They peak like blushing buds, and my mouth goes dry imagining taking them between my lips.

"Megan," I groan, shifting uncomfortably. The tension coils tighter inside me.

"Mike?" Her voice is soft, curious.

"Keep going," I say, even though every stroke she makes sends ripples of pleasure through me. "Please."

She smiles, biting her lip, and I'm gone. My hand sneaks down to adjust myself, but it's not enough. I need to touch, to stroke. As if reading my mind, she whispers, "Show me."

I hesitate, just a second, then grip myself through the fabric of my pajamas. My hips buck into my palm. It feels good, too good.

"Mike, I want to see you," she says, her hand pausing.

"Fuck." I'm close, teetering on the edge. "Megan, I might..."

"Let me see you first." Her voice is firm, insistent.

"Okay," I pant, my own eagerness surprising me. The phone shakes a little as I angle it down, showing her the tent in my pants.

"Wow," she echoes my earlier sentiment. There's a hint of awe in her tone, but also apprehension in her eyes.

“Are you okay?” I asked cautiously. “Have I scared you yet?”

“No,” she says with a laugh. “Not yet. I think I’m ready for more, Mike.”

"Okay. Close your eyes," I tell her, needing a moment to collect myself and for her to get ready.

"No, Mike. I don’t want to miss out on anything,” she says bravely.

"Alright." The drawstring comes loose with a tug, and I free myself from the confines of the cloth. The cool air hits my heated skin, and I shiver.

"God, you're... you're beautiful," she breathes out, her eyes wide and round like saucers.

"Better than your worst memory?" I ask, adding levity in my tone as I pray she won’t freak out.

"Much better," she confirms, a smile breaking through. "Amazing. Thank you, Mike."

"Anytime, Megan." I say, my voice a bit rough around the edges. "But I should call you back after I deal with this situation."

"Please do it now." Megan's eyes have a new shine to them. "I want to see."

"Are you sure?" The weight of her request hits me. It's not every day a guy gets asked to put on such a show.

"Positive. It'll help me with my... therapy," she insists.

"Okay then," I agree, feeling a mix of nerves and excitement. "But only if you join in."

Her cheeks flush, but she nods. "Deal."

She slips off her gown, revealing her entire naked body to the camera. I swallow hard. My hand moves on its own accord, gripping myself tighter as her fingers dance over slick, glistening folds. Her skin is ivory, almost translucent in the soft glow of her bedroom light, and she shines like some erotic beacon.

"Damn, Megan," I mutter, watching intently as she explores herself.

"Mike..." she moans, and hearing my name from her lips sends a jolt straight through me. Her movements are hesitant at first, but soon gain confidence.

The phone shifts, giving me alternating views of the swell of her breasts and the sweet dip between her thighs. Our moans sync into a shared rhythm.

"Ever wonder how it would feel?" she breathes out, her voice laced with curiosity.

"Every second since this call started," I confess.

That seems to be all the encouragement she needs because her touch becomes more purposeful. The sight pushes me to the brink. I can't hold back anymore.

"Megan," I gasp as release hits me, hot and overwhelming. My seed splashes against the screen, a stark contrast to the dark fabric beneath.

"Mike!" She squeals, reaching her own climax, her body quivering beautifully on display.

"Thank you," she says softly once the waves of pleasure subside. "I'll text you about meeting up."

"Sounds good." I hang up, letting out a long breath, feeling a mix of satisfaction and disbelief at the wild turn my night has taken.

I chuckle to myself, shaking my head. I still like her—quirkiness, bravery, and all. Time for another shower.


Chapter 9

I wipe sweat from my forehead, a mix of the Texan sun and the labor of love that is the pond garden. Sara plants the last of the ferns with an ease that speaks of her years of experience. Her hands, strong and sure, dig into the earth—a contrast to the delicate touch she uses when arranging the blossoms.

"See how the cattails frame the water's edge?" Sara gestures with a dirt-streaked hand. "They're native here; they'll thrive without much fuss."

I nod, taking in the balance she's struck between wild beauty and architectural precision. The pond reflects not just the sky but the essence of the house, its modern lines softened by the waves of greenery.

I can't help but be impressed by her knowledge and aesthetic sense. She moves with such grace and strength, making even the most laborious tasks look easy. My attraction to her grows stronger each day we work together, and it's not just because of her gardening skills.

Sara's sun-kissed blonde hair, tied back in a loose ponytail, frames her face perfectly, highlighting her piercing blue eyes. Her tanned skin looks soft and inviting, and I find myself longing to run my fingers along the curve of her neck. I want to give her what she desires most: babies.

"Mike, could you pass me the rake?" she asks, snapping me out of my reverie.

"Sure," I reply, handing it to her. As our hands touch briefly, I feel a jolt of electricity course through me. I wonder if she feels it too.

"Thanks," she says, flashing me a smile that sets my heart racing.

It's been a week since we reconnected, and I've enjoyed every minute spent with her. Even when we're apart, I find myself thinking about her constantly. The way her laugh lights up a room, the passion she has for her work — it all draws me in deeper.

As we stand back and admire the completed pond garden, I can't shake the feeling that we're meant to be more than just friends. I want to be there for her, to give her the family she dreams of. But first, I need to find the courage to tell her how I feel.

The sun begins to set, casting a warm glow over the completed pond garden. Sara and I stand back, admiring our handiwork. The water shimmers with golden light as it flows between meticulously placed rocks and foliage.

"Wow," I say, unable to take my eyes off the scene we've created. "This is even more beautiful than I imagined."

"Thank you, Mike," Sara replies with a grin. "I designed a garden like this years ago for Martha. It's one of my favorites."

"Martha?" I ask, suddenly realizing she means Dr. Martha Smith from the fertility clinic. "Are you two friends?"

Sara nods. "Yes, we've been close friends for years. I often develop friendships with my clients, but Martha is special. We stayed in touch even when I was in California. In fact, I've been staying with her since I returned to Dallas two months ago."

"Really? I had no idea," I say, genuinely surprised.

"Martha is an amazing woman," Sara continues. "She's so passionate about helping women achieve their dreams." She pauses, then adds with a meaningful smile, "And she speaks very highly of you, Mike. Too bad I can't have you."

Heat flushes through me at her words, and I'm suddenly aware of just how close we're standing. "What do you mean?"

Sara chuckles. "Oh, I know all about your little sex ed session with Martha."

"Of course," I say, trying to sound nonchalant. "It must be a routine thing she does with new donors, right?"

"Not really." Sara shakes her head, her blonde hair catching the light. "She doesn't usually get that involved. But she made an exception for you. Told me the moment she saw you, she thought 'babies.' And when she found out you were almost untouched..." Her lips curl up at the corners. "She couldn't resist. Lucky woman."

"Is that so?" I'm struggling to keep my voice level, my thoughts racing.

"Very lucky," Sara repeats, her tone tinged with something like envy.

I swallow hard, fighting the urge to close the distance between us. Sara Collins wants me. And God, I want to give her everything she desires.

"Let's celebrate the completion of the project with dinner," Sara suggests, her blue eyes sparkling. "We can go home to freshen up and meet at a restaurant in an hour."

"Sounds great," I agree, my heart racing with anticipation. The thought of spending more time with Sara thrills me.

We head to our cars, but just as Sara starts to drive away, she pulls over and gets out of her car. I notice her examining one of her tires, which has gone completely flat.

"Damn, a flat tire," she mutters, running a hand through her long blonde hair in frustration.

I glance around, realizing it's late, and all the tire shops nearby are closed. "Don't worry about it," I tell her. "We can leave your car here for now. I'll drive you home so we can both freshen up before going out."

"Thank you, Mike. You're a lifesaver.” Her grateful smile sends warmth spreading through me.

Sara's residence turns out to be a stately and elegant house in a well-off Dallas neighborhood. The place has character, and it's clear its owner has taste.

"Martha won't be home for a while," Sara informs me as we park. "She's caught up at some medical conference. We could just order food and eat here instead."

"Sure, that works." Relief washes over me; alone with Sara without the looming presence of Martha feels freeing.

"Let's do that then," she says, unlocking the front door.

Inside, the house is warm and inviting. It smells faintly of lavender and something sweet I can't quite place. Sara quickly taps on a phone app and orders dinner from a nearby restaurant.

“I’ll go grab a quick shower,” she says after ending the call. “Feel free to use the guest bathroom to freshen up.”

Damn. The image of her curves veiled in steam again surfaces in my mind, making my cock twitch. I do as she suggested and step into the bathroom. I splash cold water onto my face until my lusts die down. But as soon as I’m out in the living room, my heart races at the thought of being alone with Sara in the evening ahead.

I sit on the couch, my heart pounding as I try to focus on anything but the sound of water running from the bathroom where Sara is showering. The thought of her naked and wet makes me squirm in my seat, trying to contain my arousal.

When she finally emerges, my breath catches. She's wearing a casual but sexy dress that hugs her curves and shows off her toned legs. My cock stirs, an ache growing deep inside me.

"Wow, you look beautiful," I tell her, unable to tear my eyes away.

"Thank you," she blushes, a teasing glint in her eyes. "You've got to stop looking at me like I'm dessert, though. It's tempting me to cross the line."

I close the distance between us, the pull too strong to resist. Her hand feels warm and right in mine. Before I can second-guess myself, my lips find hers. The kiss starts soft but grows hungry, and my hands roam to her backside, savoring the firmness there. A moan vibrates from her throat into mine.

The shrill ring of her phone cuts through the haze of desire. Food's here. Damn.

"I’d better go," Sara says breathlessly, and I reluctantly let her go to answer the door.

As we sit down to eat, Sara offers me a root beer while she pours herself a glass of wine. "You're underage," she reminds me with a playful smile.

"Please," I roll my eyes, "I’ve had beer since I was fifteen. And besides, I'm old enough to do other things." I let my words hang in the air, hoping she understands what I mean.

Sara looks at me, eyes darkening with something like hunger, but doesn't take the bait. Throughout dinner, I struggle to keep my mind off the way her lips wrapped around mine, instead of how they now wrap around her fork. She chatters about her lackluster cooking skills, comparing herself unfavorably to Martha.

"Martha might be a better cook,” I say, trying to focus on the conversation rather than the heat simmering between us, “but you've got your own magic, Sara. Those gardens? They’re art."

"Thanks, Mike," she replies with a grateful smile.

Taking advantage of a brief pause, I change the topic of the conversation.

"Martha find you another donor yet?" I ask, trying to sound casual.

She shakes her head, strands of her blonde hair catching the light. "No, still working on that," she says, and moves to discuss the food we’re having.

"Hey," I cut in, my voice more earnest than I intend, "I could still do it for you. We could keep it between us—my mom doesn't need to know."

Her blue eyes sparkle. "Mike, that's... it's so tempting." She bites her lip, considering. "But I have to think about it."

We finish the rest of dinner without a word. The silence isn't uncomfortable—it's loaded with unspoken promises and restrained desires.

After we clear the table, Sara leads me out to the garden behind the house. It's similar to the one we worked on together earlier, but with its own unique personality, designed to match Martha's Tudor-style home. We sit down on a bench facing the pond, watching goldfish swim gracefully among the waterlilies in the dim garden light.

"Look, Mike," Sara says softly, pointing to the pond. "Two moons. One up there, and one right here," her voice is filled with reverence.

"Beautiful," I agree, but I'm not looking at the pond. I'm looking at her, taking in every detail—the way her hair spills over her shoulders, how her dress clings to her curves, the softness in her eyes. "But not as beautiful as you."

She turns sharply, her gaze locking with mine. Desire is there, raw and undeniable. "You really shouldn't say things like that," she whispers. "Your mom would never forgive me for what I'm thinking right now."

"I'm not a kid, Sara," I tell her again, my voice steady despite the racing of my heart. "Whatever happens, I'm responsible for my actions—not her."

And before she can protest further, I lean in and capture her lips with mine.

The taste of her lips is intoxicating, and as our kiss deepens, I pull Sara onto my lap. My hand slips under her dress, feeling the curve of her hips, the smoothness of her back, and the firm roundness of her buttocks. Heat courses through me as her body writhes against mine. Eager to see more, I unzip her dress, letting it fall to her waist. Her plump breasts spill from her bra cups, making my breath hitch.

"God, Sara," I murmur, leaning in to plant kisses along her cleavage before undoing her bra clasp. As her breasts jiggle free of their constraint, my cock jolts in my pants. "Holy shit.” These are infinitely more beautiful than the moon in the sky.

Without hesitation, I lean down and capture one breast with my mouth, sucking gently. Sara’s soft moan fills the night air, and her fingers thread through my hair, urging me on. Each touch, each taste, sends a jolt straight to my groin, and I press into her, signaling my growing need.

Sara shifts, sliding off my lap, and kneels before me on the grass. She looks up with those clear blue eyes that see right through me. "Martha wasn’t exaggerating," she murmurs as she unzips my pants deftly. "You are impressive." Then, without further ado, she takes me into her mouth.

"Damn," I mutter. The cool night air contrasts sharply with the warmth of her mouth as she takes me in. A surge of pleasure courses through me, and I fight to keep my composure.

My eyes lock onto the sight of Sara's lips sliding along my length, her tongue teasing with every stroke. Heat coils in my gut, a firestorm of pleasure threatening to erupt. "I don't want to come in your mouth," I pant out, urgent need lacing my voice. "I want inside you."

She lifts her gaze, blue eyes sparkling with mischief and desire. "Sure about that?" she teases, her breath warm against my skin. "You haven't even been paid yet."

A chuckle escapes me, rough and low. "This one's on me," I manage, my hands reaching for her, pulling her up to straddle my lap. My fingers slip between us, touching her heat, slick and inviting. "Do you need more foreplay?"

"No," she breathes, her eyes filled with lust. "I can't wait to ride you."

"Are you sure?" I question, remembering Martha's advice about the best position for conception. "This isn't the best position for having babies."

Sara laughs softly, kissing my forehead. "Don't worry about that just yet. Think of this as a test drive. If it goes well, we'll think about babies later."

And then I'm lost. The world narrows down to the feel of her, wet and hot, as she positions herself above me. The sensation of her sliding down sends a groan ripping from my throat, raw and primal. It's intense, almost too much. Her inner muscles clench around me, exquisite and perfect.

"God, you feel amazing," I breathe out, hands gripping her hips, guiding her rhythm.

Her breasts bounce before me, and I can't resist. I lean forward, taking a nipple into my mouth, eliciting a soft cry from Sara. The taste of her skin, the scent of her arousal—it's intoxicating.

"Mike..." she moans, riding me harder, faster.

I watch, fixated, as moonlight bathes her skin, turning her into a moon goddess. Each thrust drives me deeper, the slick sound of our union a heady symphony.

"More... please," I beg, and she complies, picking up the pace until we're both spiraling.

The pressure builds, coiling tighter, a crescendo of sensation that threatens to consume me. And when Sara clenches around me, tipping over the edge, her orgasm triggers mine. A shudder rips through me, and I spill into her, stars exploding behind my closed eyelids.

"Fuck, Sara..." My voice is a hoarse whisper, reverence mixed with raw satisfaction. We collapse together, breathless, the night wrapping around us like a velvet cloak.

I hold Sara close, our bodies trembling from the intensity of our orgasms. The cool night air brushes against our skin as we sit on the bench, our breaths mingling in the darkness.

"How was that for a test drive?" I murmur, brushing a kiss on her forehead.

"Better than I could have hoped for," she whispers back, her voice heavy with satisfaction. "But we should probably stop for tonight. Martha might walk in any second."

"Understood," I murmur, pressing a gentle kiss to her forehead. We stand up and begin to dress, the silence between us comfortable yet charged with anticipation.

"Hey," I call out as I slip on my shirt.  “When do you think we can meet again? I really want to see you soon."

Sara smiles at me, her cheeks flushed from our passionate encounter. "I'll call you," she promises. "It won't be long."

We share one last lingering kiss before I climb into my car, watching as she disappears into Martha's house.

Driving home, the night's events replay in my mind. The hunger in Sara's eyes, the feel of her skin against mine—it's all vivid and electrifying. A smile stretches across my face as I realize that this unexpected path is exactly where I'm meant to be. I like Sara—a lot—and I'm grateful for the sperm donor job that led me here, to her. It's strange how life works out, but right now, I wouldn't change a thing.


Book 2: The Natural Way


Chapter 1

I'm slouched against the cool brick wall of the university library, thumbing through notifications on my phone, when a missed call from Martha catches my eye. I glance around—students swirl past in a blur of backpacks and chatter—and I slip into a quiet alcove to return the call.

"Hey, Martha, it's Mike," I say, keeping my tone casual as I press the phone to my ear.

"Mike, darling, I've got news," she chirps. "New client. When can you meet her?"

I mentally shuffle through my week. "Work at the gym Monday, Wednesday, Friday... and Sunday too," I mutter, more to myself than to her. "Today's shot, gotta cram for that exam tomorrow. And Thursday's booked—meeting with Megan." I run a hand through my hair, feeling the slight prick of anxiety for my busy schedule. "Looks like it'll have to be next Tuesday."

"But what about Saturday?" Martha probes, and I feel a twist in my gut.

"Saturday's my day off, Martha. You know, laundry, grocery shopping..." The words tumble out, half-truths meant to deflect. In reality, I hope to spend time with Sara, gardening or otherwise. Can't exactly spill that to Martha, though.

"Mike, any chance you could do it sooner? This one's eager—a bit urgent," Martha says, a note of concern threading her voice. I sense something unsaid hanging between us.

"Urgent? What's the hurry?" I frown, squinting into the sun that's now stabbing between buildings, catching me in its glare.

Martha doesn’t answer my question. "A gorgeous woman. Late twenties. Health check clear. She's seen the others but wants you, Mike. Only you." Martha lays it out like bait, and I'm caught, hesitating on the hook.

Time isn’t my real concern. I can squeeze out an hour or two since I have plenty of time between now and my next class to study, anyway. But I’m not sure I have room for another woman. This job isn’t just about sperm, but a lot more. I feel like I’m emotionally attached to my “clients” as well. I think about them quite often, especially Sara. But Martha knows how to appeal to my vanity. She wants you, Mike, only you. God only knows how much truth is in those words.

"Tonight," I finally relent, rolling the word in my mouth like an unfamiliar taste. "I can do dinner tonight."

"Perfect!" Martha's relief is palpable. "I'll send over her details shortly."

"Okay," I reply, ending the call. A small knot forms in my stomach—not nerves, not exactly. Anticipation, maybe? Or dread? Hard to tell. I shove the phone back into my pocket and head off, my footsteps echoing in the empty space, each tap a countdown to tonight's mysterious, urgent encounter.

The last class of the day drags on, my mind more on the upcoming evening than on the professor's monotone lecture. The moment the clock signals the end, I'm out the door and briskly walking across campus, my backpack feeling lighter than usual. Once home, I don't waste a second before shedding my day clothes and stepping into the shower. The water rushes over me, washing away the chalky residue of academia, preparing me for what lies ahead.

I pat myself dry with vigor, almost as if trying to rub off the uncertainty about tonight's date. Nari. The name rolls around in my thoughts, exotic and mysterious. Martha's brief description—gorgeous—sticks to my mind like a stubborn decal. What does she consider gorgeous? My heart ticks up a notch as I button up my shirt, choosing one that complements my toned physique without screaming 'trying too hard.' I exchange texts with Nari, polite and to the point, but her preference for texting over calls adds layers to the enigma.

Standing before the mirror, I run my fingers through my hair, styling it with extra care, maybe more than I should. It's silly how invested I'm getting in impressing a woman I've never met, who chose me out of a lineup of profiles. Yet, here I am, hoping to live up to whatever expectation she’s painted in her head.

Keys in hand, I step out and make my way to the car, driving towards Koreatown Dallas. As buildings give way to the vibrant streets lined with signs in Hangul, I muse that Nari must be Korean. The restaurant comes into view, looking nothing like the family-run joints I've visited before. Its façade exudes elegance, dark windows reflecting the setting sun, and a meticulously manicured garden suggests an experience, not just a meal.

Parking the car, I take a moment to collect myself before stepping out and heading towards the entrance. The door opens to a warm greeting from a hostess dressed in traditional Korean attire, the fabric rich and flowing. I share my name and learn that Nari has indeed reserved a table. With a courteous nod, the hostess leads me through the restaurant's ambient interior, each step heightening my anticipation. We stop at a cozy, secluded table set for two.

"She hasn't arrived yet," the hostess informs me, a hint of respect in her voice.

"Thank you," I reply, taking a seat while trying to appear nonchalant, though my heart is anything but calm. Alone with my thoughts, I wait, the murmur of conversation and clinking of glasses around me fading into a background hum as I ponder the night that awaits.

I thumb out a quick message to Nari, letting her know I'm already here, settled at the table with a view of the entrance. Her response is almost immediate—a ping on my phone that sends a shiver of anticipation down my spine. "See you in a minute," she writes back, and I can't help but wonder about the woman behind the texts.

Phone clutched in hand, I glance up and freeze. There's a figure striding across the room, unmistakable in the way she moves, like she owns the ground she walks on. She's a temptress in a green dress that clings to her curves like a lover's caress, her auburn curls bouncing with each determined step. It's Anna—gorgeous, off-limits Anna—and I'm caught completely off guard.

"Shit," I mutter under my breath, the urge to duck away, to hide, surging through me. My mind races—Anna's connection to Jake, to Dad—my secret life they must never discover. I contemplate diving under the table or bolting for the restroom but it's too late.

"Mike?" Her voice, rich and melodic, cuts through the din of the restaurant, anchoring me in place.

I shoot up from my seat, heart pounding. The impulse to run wars with the need to stand my ground. She's close now, close enough for me to catch the familiar scent of her perfume, a blend of jasmine and cedar that I remember all too well. It wraps around me, a temptation made manifest.

"Anna," I breathe out, barely managing to scrape together a smile. "What a coincidence." But it feels like anything but that.

Her lips curve into a knowing smile, the kind that suggests she's reading my every thought. "Who are you waiting for, Mike?"

My gaze dips involuntarily, catching the swell of her cleavage. Memories flash—skin against skin, the taste of her. Lust throbs, insistent, as I drag my eyes back up to meet hers. They're hazel today, sparkling and utterly distracting. I force myself to focus, to think past the sudden, visceral response she always draws out of me.

"Uh, just... a friend," I manage to say, though the word feels like a lie even as it leaves my lips. Her presence here, now, it's disarming, leaving me raw and exposed in ways I'm not prepared for.

"Is it a female friend?" Anna's voice is playful, laced with a tease that sets my nerves on edge.

"Uh, yeah," I reply, my mind racing to keep up with the sudden turn of events. The usual relaxed cadence of my speech stammers into something unsteady.

"Her name wouldn't happen to be Nari, would it?" she asks, eyes narrowing with a glint of mischief.

I pause, my mouth dry. "Yes," I admit, and in that moment, it all clicks. The Asian name, the insistence on me, the rushed meeting. Anna once claimed her biological dad, whom she didn’t grow up with, was Korean, but I didn’t take her seriously. She didn’t look like one. She still doesn’t, especially with her recent transformation —auburn curls where black waves used to fall, vibrant green irises replacing her natural brown.

"Anna, I—" My throat tightens, words failing me as my pulse quickens. I need space, time to collect myself.

"Excuse me for a sec, I'm just going to the restroom." I manage to get out, hoping my abrupt departure doesn't seem too rude.

"Sure, Mike, but don't take too long," she says with a chuckle that sends a shiver down my spine.

The men's room door swings shut behind me with a clack that echoes off the tiled walls. I lean over the sink, cold water from the faucet splashing onto my skin, a stark contrast to the heat flushing through me. She's here. Anna. Nari. And she's my date.

My reflection stares back at me—wide brown eyes, a hint of desperation. I've been so careful, keeping my distance, trying to scrub away the taste of our last forbidden encounter. She's been a constant shadow at the back of my thoughts, an itch I can't scratch without having a fight with my conscience.

Knowing the secret of her marriage with Jake, I’m not surprised she’s looking for a sperm donor. But what's her game? Why me, when she could have any other donor? And how did she find out I worked for Martha? I close my eyes, squeeze the bridge of my nose, and take a deep breath. There's no running from this; not when it's Anna. I have to go back out there, face her, and whatever this is head-on.

"Get it together, Mike," I mutter to myself. The stakes are high, the temptation even higher. A line's been drawn before, and I can't—won't—cross it again.

But I can't hide in here forever. With a final glance in the mirror, I straighten my shirt, run a hand through my hair, and push open the door. Time to face the challenge.

Stepping back into the bustling restaurant, I pause for a second, letting the murmur of conversations and clinking of glasses wash over me. It's a brief respite before my gaze inevitably lands on her—Anna. She's a vision, the soft light from the paper lanterns above playing across her auburn curls, casting a warm glow on her fair skin. She's engrossed in the menu, but even from this distance, there's an air of anticipation about her, as if she senses the gravity of what we're about to discuss.

"Mike, are you okay? You look like you've just seen a ghost," she teases, peering up at me through thick lashes with a playful smirk tugging at the corner of her lips. Her voice is light, but there's a note of curiosity there, too.

"Sorry, I guess I wasn't expecting..." My voice trails off, unsure of how to articulate the storm of emotions brewing inside me. "To see you here."

She tilts her head, her smile widening. "Surprises can be good, can't they?"

"Sometimes," I acknowledge, sliding back into my seat. There's an edge to my tone that I didn't intend. "But how did you even find out about the Natural Way? Martha's clinic?"

Her hand halts mid-motion as she sets down her drink—a pale golden rice wine that seems to match the mischievous spark in her eyes. "I saw a text from Martha when you left your phone at the pool house," she admits, her gaze not leaving mine. "Did a little digging after that."

I curse under my breath. A part of me had suspected she'd seen that message, but to think she went this far... It's unsettling, yet I can't deny the flicker of admiration for her determination.

Before I can respond, the waiter glides over to our table, a polite interruption. He stands ready with his notepad, pen poised. I glance over the menu, still reeling from Anna's confession, and mumble my order, barely paying attention to what I'm saying.

"Try the Kalbi, barbeque short ribs," Anna suggests, her voice rich with the promise of shared indulgence. "They're divine."

"Short ribs it is," I agree, more out of a desire to move the conversation along than any genuine interest in the food.

The waiter nods and disappears. Silence falls between us, a heavy curtain that neither of us seems willing to draw back. Anna sips her wine, the delicate glass looking almost fragile in her hands. Her gaze lingers on me, and I can feel the weight of her attention like a physical touch.

"Did you dress up for me?" she asks, breaking the silence. Her question comes wrapped in layers of implication, each one unwrapping slowly in my mind.

"Maybe." I manage a weak smile, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. I take a long drink from my barley tea, welcoming the coolness against my tongue, trying to distract myself from the way her foot brushes against mine under the table. It's a bold move, and I should pull away, put some distance between us, but I don't.

"Anna, why are you here? Why me?" The question escapes me, raw and unfiltered.

"I've missed you," she says simply, but there's a depth to her words that hints at more.

"Anna," I start, my voice a rasp of confusion and longing, "you could have just called me. Why go through all this?"

"Isn't it obvious?" Her gaze locks onto mine, fierce and unyielding. "I want babies, Mike, "And Jacob... he won't give me any."

Her declaration hangs in the air, heavy with desire and desperation, a crossroads for both of us.

"Does Jacob know about this?" I ask her, my voice a mix of concern and incredulity.

Anna shakes her head, her curls bouncing with the movement. "Not yet," she whispers, her eyes avoiding mine as she fiddles with her wine glass. "But I'll tell him soon. He'll understand."

"Understand?" My throat tightens at the thought. "You're not going to tell him who the donor is, are you?"

"No." She looks up now, her gaze steady, resolute. "I can't."

"Jesus, Anna..." I lean back in my chair, feeling the air grow thick around us. "So you'll pretend the baby is his?"

"Yes." She says it so simply, like it's the only answer. "What choice do I have, Mike? I've given Jacob the best years of my life. I can't wait any longer."

"But Anna, that means living a lie. Like Jacob." The words taste bitter on my tongue.

"Sometimes we don't get to choose our secrets," she replies, her voice barely above a whisper.

"Shit, this is going to be a mess," I mutter, more to myself than to her. I look away, unable to meet her pleading eyes. I didn't sign up for this – to be part of another tangled web in Jacob's closeted life.

"Sorry," she murmurs, and when I glance back, tears well in her eyes, giving them a glistening depth. "I didn't mean to..."

"Anna." I reach across the table, my hand finding hers. Her skin is soft and warm, but her grip is desperate. "I can't just be your sperm donor."

"Why?" Her voice cracks, and she looks small suddenly, vulnerable.

"Because I care about you," I admit, the weight of my confession anchoring me to the spot. "Too much. And I couldn't stand being some anonymous contributor in your life or our child's life."

"Mike..."

"And there's no way I could sit across from you during family dinners, knowing I had a child out there that I can't claim." My heart hammers against my ribs, echoing the turmoil inside me. "I can't do that to you, to me, or to them."

Her hand trembles within my grasp, and something unspoken passes between us, a shared anguish over what we want and what we can't have.

She nods, her disappointment like a shadow across her features. "It's okay, Mike. You don't have to do anything you're not comfortable with," Anna says softly, her voice barely rising above the clinking of cutlery around us. She pauses, her eyes downcast. "I'll... I'll look at other candidates Martha has."

A sharp pang of jealousy stabs through me. The thought of another man being involved in this intimate part of Anna's life churns my stomach. But what right do I have to feel this way? She's not mine; she's never been.

I struggle with my emotions until I see the waiter striding toward us. "Hey, food's here," I say, partly to change the subject, partly because I'm relieved for the distraction. The waiter sets a plate of sizzling BBQ short ribs in front of me, steam rising and carrying the rich scent of marinated meat. Anna's dish, something delicate and artistically arranged, lands before her, but I can hardly take my eyes off her face.

We eat, making small talk that skims safely over the surface of our conversation, avoiding the depths we'd just waded into. Each bite is delicious, but I can hardly taste it through the turmoil inside.

Afterward, as we head out to the cool night air, walking side by side toward the parking lot, a question nags at me—a question I've held back all evening.

“What does Nari mean in Korean?” I ask, turning to look at her under the glow of the streetlights.

“Lily,” she says with a smile.

“That’s a pretty name,” I say. “So you’re really half Korean?”

She rolls her eyes. "No one ever believes me," she says, kicking at a pebble on the asphalt. "At school, when I mentioned it, kids laughed. Teachers thought I was joking."

"I’m sorry," I say. “But at least I’m not alone in my ignorance.”

"It’s okay. No big deal. It’s quite convenient sometimes, especially with modeling." Her voice catches slightly, and she glances away. "And later on I figured I might as well take full advantage of it. You know, I dyed my hair red and started wearing contacts just to fit a mold. To erase that part of me."

"Anna..." I trail off, unsure of what to say. Her vulnerability in this moment twists something deep within me.

"Everything feels like a lie, Mike. My identity, my marriage..." Her words hang between us, heavy with unshed emotion.

Before I can stop myself, I close the distance and pull her into a hug. She fits perfectly against me, her body warm and trembling slightly.

"Sorry," she whispers again, her breath warm against my neck. "Forget tonight happened, okay? I won't tell anyone about it."

"Okay," I reply, though my heart aches with the promise.

We step back, and there's a moment where everything seems to stand still. Then she leans in, and her cheek brushes mine in a tender kiss that speaks more than words ever could.

The warmth of her cheek against mine lingers as she steps away, a soft goodbye falling from her lips. My heart clenches, an odd mix of relief and regret tumbling inside me. But as she turns, my body acts on its own volition. I reach out, fingers gently wrapping around the delicate bones of her wrist. "Wait."

She pauses, turning back to face me with a questioning arch of her brow. The streetlights cast a gentle glow on her features, heightening the curve of her cheekbones and the fullness of her lips. "Mike?"

I swallow hard, my pulse racing. "Why me, Anna? Out of all the donors... is it because I'm Jacob's brother?" The question burns in my throat, needing to be asked even though I'm not sure I want to hear the answer.

Her gaze holds mine, clear and unwavering. "No, Mike." There's a soft certainty to her voice that sends shivers down my spine. "It's you—kind, generous, mature beyond your years. I've always seen that in you. My feelings for him are long gone. You're the one I want... not Jacob, not anyone else."

Something primal stirs within me at her words. It's more than lust; it's a deep-seated need to claim her affirmation as my own. Before either of us can think better of it, I lean in and capture her lips with mine.

Our mouths move together in a rhythm as old as time, her taste a heady mix of wine and desire. Her fingers curl into my shirt, pulling me closer, and I revel in the heat of her body pressed against mine.

When we finally break apart, both of us are panting, cheeks flushed with passion. My voice comes out rough, textured with the raw emotion she's elicited from me. "I'll help you, Anna. But I have one condition."

Interest sparks in her eyes, and she tilts her head. "What is it?"

"Us," I say, the word heavy with implication. "If I do this, if you want my seed... we have to be together. For real. And you'd have to leave Jacob."

For a heartbeat, she's silent, her expression unreadable. Then her mouth parts slightly, a flicker of surprise giving way to contemplation. Her nod is almost imperceptible, but it's there, and so is the smile that slowly forms on her lips. "I'll think about it."

And just like that, the possibility of 'us' hangs in the air, tantalizing and terrifying all at once.


Chapter 2

The steering wheel feels slick under my palms as I navigate the Dallas streets toward the Arboretum. Megan's voice floats through my mind, her laughter from our last call mixing with a nervous hum in my chest. She loves this place, she said, and today it’s hosting an Elvis tribute concert—how could I not be excited? I'm a sucker for The King's tunes, and Megan snagged us discount tickets. It feels like destiny.

But as the car rolls to a stop at the arboretum gate, that familiar flutter of anxiety kicks in. We've only ever clicked through messages and calls, and now the moment of truth is here. She's quirky, unpredictable; I have no clue what to expect. Our plan? A simple picnic during the concert, then the rest of the evening at her apartment. I offered to pick Megan up at her apartment and drive her to the arboretum, but Megan declined the offer. I’m not sure why, but I guess she’s playing safe. She’s probably still uncertain about us. This concert could be another test I’ll have to pass before we take the next step.

Exiting the car, I scan the sea of faces until there she is: Megan, in a dress of blue and white florals that complements her petite frame perfectly. She's chatting away with another woman, but when her eyes meet mine, she waves. In a few strides we're close enough to touch, and as I wrap her in a hug, memories of our heated video call rush back—too vivid, too strong. My cock jolts.

"Mike," she says on a breath as she pulls away, a blush coloring her cheeks. I curse myself internally—did I come on too strong?

"Hey, Megan. You look amazing," I manage, trying to regain composure.

"Thanks. Um, actually, I brought someone." Her eyes flick to the side, and I follow her gaze to the woman she was talking to—who could probably give any fitness model a run for their money.

"Rebecca Johnson," she introduces herself, and we shake hands. "Meg's friend."

"Great to meet you, Rebecca." I can't help but notice the tattoo snaking around her arm—there's a story there, no doubt. She's all confidence—from her wavy blonde mane down to her bohemian sandals,  her gray eyes sharp, while Megan seems... smaller beside her.

I take a breath, letting it out slow. This night just took an unexpected turn, but hey, maybe it's for the best. After all, surprises are part of the game, right? And Megan, well, she's full of them.

Rebecca's grip is firm, confident, as we shake hands. "Megan and I are both members here," she says, her voice carrying the faintest hint of an apology. "And I'm as big an Elvis fan as they come."

"Really?" The surprise must be clear in my voice. "That's awesome. I've taken some heat for my taste in music. I'd wear my Elvis tees to school and get all kinds of grief from guys who couldn't appreciate The King."

She laughs, a rich sound that reminds me of whiskey and honey. "I know what you mean. My friends would roll their eyes whenever I passed up the latest pop sensation for some classic rock 'n' roll."

"Then tonight's going to be great," I say, feeling an unexpected kinship with her. "The more Elvis fans, the merrier."

We make our way through the arboretum, Rebecca and Megan leading the way with a cooler clutched between them. I follow them, carrying the folding chairs they brought. They're veterans of the Cool Thursdays concert series and have come prepared.

"Check out the picnic setup over there," Megan points out, nodding toward a group with beach tables and camping wagons. Strings of battery-powered lights twinkle from another group's canopy, giving off a homey glow despite the fading daylight.

We stake out a spot up the slope, trading proximity to the stage for a spectacular view of the sunset spilling its colors over White Rock Lake. It's less crowded here, the sounds of the concert muffled and distant but still sweet to the ear.

Glancing around, it's clear most of the audience carries memories of Elvis from their youth, their silver hair catching the last rays of the day. But here and there, pockets of younger folks cluster together, sharing laughs and sips from red Solo cups.

"Looks like we're part of a rare breed," I quip, nudging Rebecca with a smile.

She returns it, raising her hand for a high five. "Classic taste never ages," she says, and our palms meet in a crisp slap that echoes our mutual appreciation for the King of Rock 'n' Roll.

The first guitar riff of "Blue Suede Shoes" rips through the air, and the crowd buzzes to life. The performer nails the moves, hips swiveling in that iconic Elvis jumpsuit, hair slicked back in a perfect pompadour. I can't help but tap my foot, caught up in the energy as some folks stand and start to shimmy along with the music.

Looking over at Megan, the soft glow of twilight dances in her eyes. She sways gently, tentatively. I reach across the gap between our chairs and find her hand. Our fingers lace together, a silent promise of connection. Her palm is warm, a little sweaty, but she grips back just as firmly, and it feels right.

As night falls like a curtain, the songs mellow. Each melody softer than the last, building up to "Can’t Help Falling in Love" —that tender ballad that silences everyone. Under the quiet spell of the singer's voice, something pulls me toward Megan. Maybe it's the dark, maybe it's the song, or maybe it's just her. I draw her closer, until we're sharing warmth in each other's arms.

I'm close enough now to kiss her, to taste the strawberry lip balm I smell every time she talks. But then there's Rebecca, her gray eyes reflecting starlight, watching us—not judging, just present. I check the urge to lean in, not wanting to make Megan uncomfortable with an audience.

The concert starts winding down, and Rebecca slips away, probably for a bathroom break. This is it—my chance. I turn to Megan, and I don't think; I just move. Our lips meet, and sparks light up my insides. She kisses back, deep and hungry, like nothing else exists. My body reacts, pure instinct, desire pooling hot and urgent.

Megan's breath catches, and she pulls back, eyes wide on the obvious bulge pressing against my jeans. I freeze, heart thudding. "Are you okay?" I ask, worried I've gone too far, too fast.

She nods, breathing heavily. "I'm fine," she says, but her voice quivers, and I know she's not. It might be the public setting, the memory of a long-ago trauma flashing bright in her mind. I want to ask again, to reassure her, but before I can, Rebecca returns, oblivious to the tension.

"Are you Lonesome Tonight" plays us out, the solemn notes following us as we head to the parking lot. We chat about the concert, the weather, anything mundane to fill the silence. Inside, I'm twisted up, concerned for Megan, but outwardly, I keep it light, hoping the evening can still end on a high note.

The night air brushes against my skin as we make our way to Megan's car, a small hatchback parked under the dim glow of a streetlamp. The lot is half-empty now, the last strains of Elvis Presley's melancholic tune fading into the background.

"Good night, Mike," Rebecca says with a genuine warmth in her voice. "It was nice meeting you."

"Likewise," I reply, trying to keep the disappointment from seeping into my tone.

Megan turns to me, her dark blue eyes reflecting the soft light. "I had a lovely evening," she says, a slight tremble in her words. "I'll call you tomorrow."

"Sure," I say, offering a small smile. "Good night, Megan."

As I begin to walk away, feeling the tug of unfulfilled desire and confusion, Rebecca's voice stops me. "Mike, could you give us a minute?"

"Of course." I step back, watching them slip into the car and close the doors. Their silhouettes are visible through the fogged windows, their heads leaning toward each other in serious conversation. What are they talking about? I can't help but wonder if it's about me, about what happened during the concert.

Just a moment later, Rebecca emerges, closing the door softly behind her. She strides towards me, her athletic form outlined by the parking lot lights, her gray eyes focused and determined.

"Mike," she begins, her tone a mixture of professionalism and concern, "I need to tell you something important."

"Okay," I say, bracing myself for whatever comes next.

"Tonight wasn't really about the concert. I love Elvis, sure,” Rebecca lowers her voice, “but the real reason is she got cold feet at the last minute about meeting up."

"Really?" I ask, surprised by the revelation.

"Yep. I'm not just her best friend; I'm also her shrink. Megan's been through some things, trauma that makes it difficult for her to enjoy intimacy with men. She must’ve told you that?"

"Yes, I know," I mutter, feeling a rush of guilt. I should’ve been more careful.

Rebecca gives me a reassuring look. "It's not your fault. These things are complicated. Megan told me about your phone...date. She was excited to meet you in person, but earlier..." She hesitates. "When she felt your... reaction, it freaked her out."

"Damn," I curse under my breath, feeling a pang of regret twist in my gut. “I’m sorry. But I thought she was fine when we FaceTimed. She didn’t freak out at all.”

Rebecca shakes her head, the soft glow from the parking lot lights casting gentle shadows across her face. "It's not on you," she assures me. "It's hard to say what exactly triggers these memories. All I can tell you is that…Megan's just... she's delicate, you know? Just tread lightly."

"Thanks for being straight with me, Rebecca," I say, grateful for her honesty. "If Megan needs time, then we'll take it slow. No rush."

She looks at me, assessing, then a resolute edge creases her lips. "The thing is, Mike, if Megan keeps letting her fear control her, she might never move past this." There's a pause, a silent understanding passing between us. "I have a plan to help her, if you're willing to be part of it."

"Anything," I answer immediately, the desire to help Megan pushing aside any hesitation.

"Okay," she says, and there's an intensity in her eyes that hooks my attention. "I need to join you and Megan and be part of… whatever you do with Megan.”

My mouth drops open, even as a flicker of what she means dances at the back of my mind. “You mean… you will… observe?”

"Something like that," she cuts in, a little smirk playing on her lips. "Depends on how Megan reacts. I might need to coach her through it, or she might need to watch us doing it.”

I’m speechless for a second as I make sure I heard her right. “Isn’t it like a threesome?”

She nods. “Yes, if we get that far.”

“Are you sure Megan would be okay with it?”

She smiles. “Yes, she’s willing to give it a try. But she is afraid you would say no. It’s up to you, Mike.”

For a split second, everything stills. My heart hammers against my ribs, not just from the shock but also from a sudden, unexpected intrigue. Then I nod, slowly, because there's something about Rebecca's confidence that convinces me this could work. "Okay," I say. "Let's do it."

Her smile widens, and she pulls out her phone, tapping swiftly. “What’s your number? I’ll text you Megan’s address.”

I give it to her and a second later, I hear a ping. Seeing Megan’s address glows in digital ink, I nod. “Got it. Thanks.”

“Follow Megan’s car, I’ll see you soon,” Rebecca says.

“See you,” I reply, watching as she strides back to her car with purpose in each step.

Back in my own ride, I follow the red taillights of Megan's car, the night suddenly alive with possibilities. A chuckle escapes me, low and disbelieving. Megan Thompson, full of surprises—understatement of the year.

As I drive, anticipation curls inside me, warm and insistent. What does a threesome feel like? Scenes from late-night videos flash in my mind, but they seem pale, unreal compared to what might actually happen tonight.

Yeah, Megan's got me heading into uncharted waters, alright. And damn if I'm not ready to dive right in.


Chapter 3

I pull up to Megan's apartment complex, a quaint two-story brick nestled behind a sprawling lawn. The place is about twenty minutes out from the arboretum, and there's something peaceful about it, like it's managed to carve out its own little bubble of calm in University Park. Parking my car on the street, I slot in right behind Megan's, the familiar sight of her vehicle stirring a mix of nerves and purpose in my chest.

"Thanks for being here," Megan says, her voice soft but steady. Her dark blue eyes hold mine for an extra beat, and I nod, following her and Rebecca into the building.

Megan's apartment is small, yeah, but the word cozy fits it better. Hardwood floors give off a warm glow under the soft lighting, and every wall seems to be lined with bookcases filled to bursting. It's like stepping into a private library, the scent of old paper and possibility hanging in the air.

"Wow," I say, running a hand along the spines of worn novels as we pass. "This is something else."

Megan smiles, a flicker of pride in her gaze. "Thrift stores and library sales," she explains. "No one seems to want physical books anymore. Their loss, really."

I follow her into the living room, where a plush couch and a couple of armchairs invite us to sit down. We do, the cushions hugging us in a way that makes me want to sink back and forget why I'm here.

"Can I get you guys something to drink?" Megan asks, already heading toward the kitchen.

"Uh, coke for me, please," I say.

Rebecca, lounging back with that confident ease of hers, opts for wine. Once Megan disappears into the kitchen, the silence left in her wake weighs heavy. I'm nervous despite the comfort of the place; the last thing I want is to make things worse for Megan.

"Hey," Rebecca says, sliding onto the cushion next to me. Her gray eyes are sharp, reading me like a book. "Don't sweat the outcomes. Just... do what feels right, okay?"

"Right," I murmur, feeling anything but.

"Take the lead if you need to. Megan's shy, but don't push too hard. Step by step." There's reassurance in her tone, a gentle nudge that I appreciate even as uncertainty coils tight in my gut.

"Okay," I manage, voice rough. "I'll try."

I take a deep breath, reminding myself that I'm here to help Megan, to overcome the obstacle that stands in her way to happiness.

Megan steps back into the room, a tray in her hands that balances our drinks with an effortless grace. She hands me a cold coke, beads of condensation sliding down the side, and Rebecca accepts a glass of wine, the red liquid catching the light. I scoot closer to Rebecca to make room for Megan on the couch. She settles into the space, and I’m flanked by the two ladies.

We chat for a bit, sipping our drinks, the talk meandering to the concert we all attended earlier. "Shame they didn't play 'Heartbreak Hotel'," I comment, swirling the coke in my glass.

"Ah, my favorite," Rebecca sighs, a wistful look crossing her features. "Would've loved to hear that live."

"Could you sing it for us?" Megan's voice is hopeful, a slight smile playing on her lips.

Rebecca doesn't miss a beat. She sets her wine down and stands up, channeling The King with a playful seriousness. Her hands strum an invisible guitar, and she eases into the classic rubber leg move that Elvis was known for. I'm caught off guard by her performance, the way she embodies the song with such ease and confidence.

While I watch her, my gaze can't help but drift. The halter top she wears hugs her figure, hinting at the curves beneath. As she moves, Rebecca’s shoulders roll smoothly, her breasts sway gently, and her legs... they seem to go on forever. It’s a strange mix of admiration and desire that twists inside me, and I mentally scold myself. This isn’t about my urges; it’s about helping Megan.

The last note lingers in the air as Rebecca finishes, and I can't help but break out into applause. "You could totally pull off an Elvis tribute concert," I say, chuckling despite the heat rising in my cheeks.

"Thanks!" she laughs, flopping back down beside me. "I'm just being silly. But singing always helps shake off the stress of work."

"Ever hypnotized anyone with that voice of yours?" I tease, half-hoping there's some truth to it.

"Every day," she quips, then winks, "I'll get you next."

My jaw drops, and for a moment, I wonder if she's serious. But then she bursts into another laugh. "Kidding. I've never done it. Not many do these days."

Her humor is infectious, and I find myself relaxing a little more. It's not every day you meet someone who can walk the line between carefree and caring quite like Rebecca does.

Leaning back into the plush cushions of Megan's couch, the scent of old paper and faint perfume fills the air. I feel the subtle shift of Megan's weight against me as she relaxes, her presence a gentle warmth at my side. Encouraged by her closeness, I let my hand drift to encircle her waist, hoping to convey comfort and support.

Instantly, she tenses, like a startled deer ready to bolt. The sudden rigidity of her body sends a wave of uncertainty crashing over me. My gaze flits to Rebecca, silently pleading for guidance. Her eyes meet mine, understanding flickering in their gray depths.

"Hey, it's okay," Rebecca murmurs as she turns to Megan with a reassuring smile. "We're just here to make this fun for you."

Megan's response is a fluttery apology, her cheeks tinged with the color of blooming roses. "I'm sorry. I want this, I just—"

"Hey, no worries." Rebecca's tone is light, encouraging. "Just give Mike a chance, alright?"

"Okay," Megan breathes out, sounding more like a question than affirmation. She takes a steadying breath, eyes closing briefly as if bracing herself for what comes next.

Emboldened by Rebecca's supportive words, I lean in closer to Megan, inhaling the delicate scent that clings to her hair. My lips find hers tentatively, lightly grazing the surface before pressing a bit more firmly. She responds after a heartbeat, her kiss hesitant but sincere.

In the backdrop to our growing connection, Rebecca scrolls through her phone, selecting a soft jazz tune that fills the room with sultry saxophones and languid bass lines. It's a sensory blend that should be arousing, but inside, I'm a jumble of nerves.

Megan surprises me then, shifting forward to straddle my lap. The kiss we share deepens, her boldness a stark contrast to the hesitation from moments ago. I can't help but admire her courage.

"Keep going," Rebecca says with a knowing look. She excuses herself and heads toward the kitchen, leaving just Megan and me in the small world of her book-lined living room.

Alone with Megan now, the tension in my chest begins to ease. My hands roam with newfound confidence, sliding up the smooth fabric of her dress to explore the contours of her hips and the supple curve of her back. As I explore the warmth of her skin, Megan leans into the touch, her moans spurring me on.

"Is this okay?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper against the column of her throat.

"Yes, don't stop," she encourages, her breath hot against my ear.

And I don't. I continue to cherish every sigh and shiver, every shared moment between us. It's an intimacy not of flesh, but of souls cautiously entwining under the gentle glow of trust and the haunting rhythm of jazz.

With careful hands, I reach behind Megan and coax the zipper of her dress downward. It slips off her shoulders, pooling at our feet like a whisper of silk discarded. My breath catches as she sits there, exposed in the soft light, her body a painting of vulnerability and trust. The sight before me eclipses any image I've held in memory, surpassing the pixels that once teased my phone's screen.

"Beautiful," I murmur, nearly to myself, as I unclasp the hooks of her bra with practiced ease. The garment falls away, revealing her breasts in their full glory—the snowy swells dotted with pink are more exquisite than any artistry of nature I've ever witnessed. A surge of desire jolts through me, so potent it's nearly painful.

I lean forward, drawn by an instinctive magnetism, and my lips find the delicate curve of her breast. She gasps—a sound that resonates somewhere deep within me, vibrating against my ribs—and her body begins a rhythmic dance against mine. Her movements coax my arousal to life, swelling against the confines of my pants.

"Mike?" Her voice is a tremulous note of uncertainty.

"Do you want me?" I ask, my voice rough with longing. "Inside you?"

Her hesitation cuts through the haze of desire. "I'm not sure."

She slides from my lap, leaving a cold space where her warmth used to be. As she stands, watching me with wide eyes, I fumble with my belt, eager to show her my intent, my readiness to fulfill the silent promise between us. But as the metallic click echoes in the room, Megan turns away, her whine piercing the charged air. Her hands fly up, covering her eyes.

"Please, look at me," I plead, desperate to bridge the distance between us. But my plea falls on deaf ears; she shakes her head, refusing.

The rejection hits hard, my erection fading as quickly as it came. The silence stretches out, taut and uncomfortable.

"Hey, what's going on?" Rebecca's voice breaks the quiet, her presence filling the room with an unforeseen energy.

Megan's voice is small when she speaks. "Sorry... I can't do this."

"Hey, no pressure," Rebecca reassures her softly. "Just take a seat, watch if you want."

Before I can process her words, Rebecca's arms are around me, her kiss sudden and consuming. The taste of wine and mint mingles on our tongues, a sharp contrast to the sweetness of the moment before. Despite the performance for Megan's benefit, my body responds with eager honesty.

Rebecca's form is pressed against mine, her toned muscles and voluptuous curves evidence of a life lived boldly. I can't see beneath her clothing, but I feel the undeniable weight of her breasts against my chest—an intimate pressure that reignites my lost desire.

"Touch me," she invites, reading my hesitation like an open book. "Whatever you're thinking, just do it."

Emboldened by her words, my hands move to her top, cupping the generous curves hidden underneath. I squeeze gently, affirming their reality and hers—a tangible truth in a moment of uncertainty.

The heat of the moment pulses through me as Rebecca peels off her top, revealing the full, ripe curves of her breasts. "I'm all yours," she whispers, a playful glint in her gray eyes. I don't hesitate; I lean in and take her nipple into my mouth, lavishing attention on the smooth skin with my lips and tongue.

Across the room, Megan is an image of restrained desire. She's biting down on her lip hard enough to leave a mark, her thighs clenched tight, one hand absentmindedly caressing her own breast. The sight of her, so wound up yet so far away, sends a low groan rumbling from deep within me.

Sliding gracefully off my lap, Rebecca positions herself on her knees before me. Her hands are steady and confident as they wrap around my cock, stroking me firmly. "God, it's the most beautiful cock I've ever seen," she says, her voice filled with genuine admiration.

"Fuck," I breathe out, feeling my chest swell with a mix of pride and arousal. "You must be the sexiest shrink on earth." A smirk curls her lips, and without another word, she takes me into her mouth.

Her warmth envelops me, and for a moment, I lose myself in the sensation, my head tipping back as I let out a deep, guttural groan. But I can't keep my eyes closed for long, not when there's so much more to see.

I look down, catching the sight of my cock sliding between Rebecca's plump lips, disappearing and reappearing in a rhythm that has me teetering on the edge. Then my gaze drifts over to Megan, whose legs have fallen apart, revealing her own hunger. One of her hands has slipped between her legs, pressing against her crotch as if she's trying to quell a fire that's only growing hotter.

Rebecca pauses, looking up at me with those piercing eyes, before turning to Megan. "Join us if you want to," she says, her voice a sultry invitation.

Megan hesitates, caught in the throes of indecision. I watch her struggle, the desire in her eyes battling the fear. After a tense heartbeat, she moves, coming forward to kneel beside Rebecca.

Rebecca guides Megan's hand to me, placing it gently on my cock. "This will give you beautiful, healthy babies," she coaxes, her voice soft but encouraging.

Megan's touch is tentative at first, but then she tightens her grip, giving a squeeze that ripples pleasure through me. "It's so hard... so beautiful," she murmurs, a note of wonder in her voice.

"Keep going," I say, my words barely above a whisper, urging her on. The room is charged with erotic energy, every stroke, every touch, bringing us closer to something monumental.

Megan's tongue traces a delicate, wet path along my shaft, her movements tentative at first but growing bolder by the second. I bite back a groan as she explores, her lips and tongue worshiping every inch of me. Rebecca watches us, a sly smile playing on her lips before she leans in, not wanting to be left out of the shared experience.

"Keep going," she encourages Megan softly, their eyes meeting in silent communication. The warmth of their breath, the softness of their touch—it's a cocktail of sensation that threatens to overwhelm me.

"Fantastic," I manage to say, my voice strained with the effort of holding back. "More, please." I'm not sure how much longer I can keep my composure under this dual assault.

Megan takes the hint, sinking down further onto me, her mouth enveloping the head of my cock. She moves with an eagerness that belies her earlier hesitation, taking me deeper with each bob of her head. Rebecca's hand finds its way back to me too, stroking in tandem with Megan's mouth, the two of them setting a rhythm that has my toes curling.

I'm close to the edge, the familiar tightening sensation building at the base of my spine. But I pull back mentally, reminding myself why we're here. This is for Megan—for her future, her hopes. I have to hold on.

"Are you ready for this?" I ask Megan. My voice comes out rough, edged with need.

She hesitates, pulling away from me ever so slightly. Her eyes dart between Rebecca and me, uncertainty flickering across her face. "Can... Can I watch you with Rebecca first?"

"Of course," Rebecca answers even before I can, her voice a whisper of reassurance. She stands up and peels off her shorts, revealing herself fully to me. "Mike, what position would you like?" she asks, a playful tilt to her eyebrow.

“Whatever works for you,” I say with a shrug, trying to hide my inexperience.

“Okay, then.” Rebecca lies back on the rug, her body a topography of smooth hills and valleys. As I shed my pants and kneel between her legs, her body trembles slightly under my hands. I cup her breasts, marveling at their weight and warmth before I lower my head to taste her. She's sweet and salty, a combination that drives me wild. My tongue teases her pussy lips, circling and coaxing until she gasps out that she's ready.

"Please, Mike..." she breathes.

That's all the encouragement I need. I guide myself into her, and the sensation of her silky walls gripping me almost undoes me then and there. She stretches around me, moaning that I'm filling her completely.

"Fuck, you're tight," I grunt, picking up the pace. My thrusts grow faster, more insistent, spurred on by her sounds of pleasure.

"Your cock... it's stretching me so good," Rebecca gasps beneath me, her nails digging into my back.

The room fades away until there's nothing but the heat between us, the sound of flesh meeting flesh and heaving breathing.

Rebecca's moans start to mingle with another sound—a soft, yearning noise that pulls my attention away. I glance over to see Megan, her dark blue eyes intense, locked on us as she touches herself. Her fingers move in a shy rhythm, betraying her quiet nature and hinting at the storm of desire inside her.

"Want to join?" I ask, breathless from the exertion and the sight of her.

She nods quickly, her short black hair bouncing slightly with the movement. Standing up, I beckon her over and she rises, closing the distance between us eagerly.

"Straddle me," Rebecca instructs Megan with a sultry tone, patting her own thighs.

Megan complies, positioning herself above Rebecca whose hands instantly roam up to Megan's breasts. The sight sends a jolt through me, sharpening my hunger. I give Megan’s bubble ass a playful slap, relishing the soft jiggle and her gasp. Then, as Rebecca arches back to take Megan's breast in her mouth, I hear Megan's breath hitch into a moan.

"More," she begs softly, her voice laced with newfound boldness.

I move behind Megan, my gaze fixed on her ass—spread open by my hands. "Ready for me?" I murmur, already knowing the answer.

"Yes." Her reply is barely a whisper but it's all the consent I need.

Slowly, I guide myself along her wetness, teasing both of us with the anticipation. Then, with careful control, I push inside her gently. A collective sigh unfurls from all of us.

"Does it feel good?" I ask, concerned with more than just her pleasure—I care about her comfort too.

"More than," Megan breathes out, her words sending vibrations through my core. "Never felt better."

She shifts back against me, seeking deeper connection. I cup one of her breasts from below, feeling her respond to every touch. With a gentle thrust, I break through her untouched barrier. She gasps, a sound full of surprise and want.

"Please, more," she urges.

I can't deny her, not when every fiber of my being wants this as much as she does. My pace quickens, each thrust bringing us closer to the edge. Megan's inner walls grip me like a vise, her climax building rapidly.

As I go deeper inside Megan, the room twists into a messy jumble of  intertwined limbs and slick skin. Rebecca, below Megan, groans and bucks her hips to meet my thrusts, her lips finding Megan's erect nipple once more. Their intimate chorus of moans and gasps fills the air, each breath amplifying the pleasure. I grip Megan's hips, holding her close as she pushes back, seeking friction.

"Mike!" She clamps down hard, and her climax triggers mine. I come with a guttural groan, releasing my seed deep within her. It's primal and profound, and it leaves me momentarily dazed.

As Megan rests, catching her breath, I carefully pull out. There's still a hunger in me, though, unsated and burning. I turn back to Rebecca, who's watching us with glazed eyes and flushed cheeks. Her pussy is glistening, inviting me back in.

Without hesitation, I sink into Rebecca again. She's even wetter now, and it takes only a few thrusts before her body tenses and she comes undone beneath me. Her orgasm ripples around me, coaxing another surge of pleasure that rushes through my own body.

Breathless, we collapse in a tangle of limbs, the heat of our bodies mingling. Sweat beads on my skin, and I lie there, panting, awash in the aftermath of intimacy and raw passion.

I sprawl on the lush carpet, my breath still ragged from exertion. Megan lies next to me, her chest heaving gently as she regains her composure. On the other side of me, I can feel Rebecca's warmth emanating. Every inch of her body exudes passion and strength. I reach out, touching each of them tenderly on the cheek. "Thank you, ladies," I say. "For the incredible experience."

Megan turns her dark blue eyes toward me, a soft smile playing at the corners of her mouth. "No, Mike, thank you—and you too, Rebecca—for not giving up on me." Her voice is a whisper, but it carries the weight of gratitude and newfound confidence.

Rebecca's gray eyes twinkle with mirth as she replies, "Anytime, Megan. That's what friends are for. And I can't wait to see what your babies with Mike will look like. They're going to be gorgeous, just like their parents."

Laughter bubbles up from Megan's throat, light and surprisingly carefree. "Martha did mention that making babies might take many trials," she says, her chuckle mingling with the still air of the room.

"Then we'll be there for every trial," Rebecca declares with a steadfastness that I admire. "For as long as it takes."

The idea of repeating this experience, of being this close to both of them again, stirs something deep within me—a mix of eagerness and contentment. "I don't mind doing this again," I admit, the truth of it clear in my tone.

Without thinking twice, I pull them both into my arms, a protective gesture that feels right. Their bodies, warm and pliable, fit perfectly against mine. We lay there entwined, sharing the quiet aftermath of our connection.


Chapter 4

I'm perched on the edge of a weight bench, catching my breath after a series of intense squats. The gym's familiar scent of rubber and sweat is oddly comforting. I glance around Power Fitness, the place where I've spent countless hours pushing both myself and my clients to the limit. It's more than just a job; it's a part of who I am.

"Mike, you got a minute?" Ashley's voice cuts through my moment of respite.

"Sure, what's up?" I ask, standing to meet her approach. Her ponytail bounces with every step, and her vibrant energy is almost palpable. She's not just my mentor; she's the heart of this place.

"Got some news," she says, wiping a hand across her brow. "An investor's interested in the gym. Wants to check it out next week."

"Really?" I can't help the smile that spreads across my face. It's great news for her, for all of us. "But are you sure about this? Handing over control to someone who might not get what we're all about?"

Ashley shrugs, a hint of uncertainty flickering in her eyes. "I'm not a hundred percent, but we'll see how it goes. Could be a good opportunity, you know?"

My phone chooses that moment to beep, loudly enough to remind me of its existence. I ignore it, trying to focus on Ashley's words, her concerns. But then it beeps again, persistent, insistent. With a silent apology, I pull it from my pocket and glance at the screen—a string of missed calls.

"Sorry, I need to check this," I mumble, feeling Ashley's curious gaze on me.

"Everything okay? You've been glued to your phone lately," she teases lightly. "Busy with dates?"

I can feel my cheeks burn with a blush I can't suppress. "Ah, no, nothing like that." If only she knew the real reason—sperm donor appointments aren't exactly first-date material.

"Alright, if you say so." She winks as if she knows my secret, but I'm already turning away, seeking refuge in the staff's lounge where I can unravel the mystery of the missed calls without prying eyes.

Who could have called so many times? One of the women, surely. Martha, Megan, Anna, or Sara? I thumb open the notifications, expecting to see one of their names. Instead, it's Jacob. A chill skitters down my spine.

"Mike, call me ASAP. Dad's in the hospital," the latest text reads.

"Shit," I whisper, punching in his number with trembling fingers. The call connects and Jacob's voice, tight with stress, fills my ear.

"Jacob, what happened?"

"I can't tell you over the phone, but Dad had a stroke. He's being treated, but you need to come."

"Okay, okay, I'm on my way." My heart hammers against my ribs, panic and concern warring within me. Without another word, I end the call and stride back into the main area of the gym where Ashley is demonstrating a perfect deadlift to a newbie.

"Ashley," I interrupt, and she straightens up, concern masking her face at the sight of my distress. "It's my dad. He’s in the hospital. I need to leave."

"Of course, go," she says immediately, her earlier enthusiasm replaced by worry. "I hope everything's alright with your dad, Mike."

"Thanks," I manage before rushing out the door, the weight of the situation settling heavily on my shoulders.

The Dallas skyline blurs past my window, a gray smudge against the twilight as I push my old sedan to its limits. Horns blare and headlights flash in my periphery, but my focus is tunneled, narrowed to the pulsing thought of my father lying in a hospital bed. The man's a rock—stubborn, unyielding—and the idea of him incapacitated claws at the fringes of my understanding. I know we've had our differences; his iron grip on my life choices always felt more like shackles than guidance. Yet, beneath the layers of frustration, there's an undeniable bond. He's my dad.

I'm rolling up into the parking lot before I know it, tires crunching over white lines as I find a spot close to the ER entrance. I pull the keys from the ignition, letting the silence wash over me for just a second. The hospital's fluorescent lights cast a clinical glow over everything, and I feel the weight of what I might find inside. Dad's never been one to talk about his health, but then again, who would he talk about it with? Mom's gone from his life, and Jake... well, Jake's got his own things going on.

I stride through the sliding glass doors that lead to intensive care, the scent of antiseptic hitting me hard. The waiting area is dotted with anxious faces, each carrying their own silent stories. And there, amidst the sea of strangers, are Jacob and Peter. Jake's usually composed face is crumpled in his hands, elbows digging into his thighs, while Peter's hand moves in slow circles on his back—a gesture of comfort that Jake doesn’t seem to be aware of.

"Jake," I call out softly as I approach. He lifts his head, red-rimmed eyes locking onto mine. "How is he?"

"Mike..." Peter starts, standing up to meet me. "He's stable now. No longer critical."

Relief floods through me, but it's tinged with confusion. Why now? Why a stroke?

"Stable? That's good, right?" I press for details, but there's a hesitation, a shared glance between them that screams volumes left unsaid.

"Peter was just leaving," Jacob mutters, avoiding my gaze.

"Take care, guys," Peter says, giving a supportive squeeze to Jake's shoulder before he makes his exit, leaving an uncomfortable silence hanging between us.

"Jake, has Dad been sick or something? Was there any sign of this coming?" I probe, needing to make sense of the sudden chaos.

He shakes his head slowly, his eyes not meeting mine. "No, no signs. It's... it happened because of me, Mike."

"Because of you? What do you mean?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper as I lean in closer.

"Mike, I—" Jake's voice cracks, and he takes a breath that seems to carry the weight of the world. "Dad saw Peter and me together in the office."

In an instant, the air feels heavier, thick with implications I'm not sure I want to unravel. I gasp, not out of judgment, but shock at the consequences, at the timing. "Tell me everything," I say, bracing myself for the story that put my father in a hospital bed.

Jacob's hands tremble, his voice barely a whisper as he recounts the events in his office. "We thought Dad had left," he stutters. "Peter and I... we just didn't expect him to come back." His eyes are clouded with pain, the kind that digs deep, festering with guilt and regret.

"Go on," I prompt gently, though every word seems to twist the knife a little further into Jacob's conscience.

"Dad walked in on us," Jacob continues, each word squeezed out as if it costs him dearly. "In a compromising position." He can't quite meet my eyes. "I tried to apologize immediately. But Peter..." He pauses, swallowing hard. "Peter said we shouldn't be sorry for who we are. He pushed me to tell Dad the truth."

The air is thick with unsaid words, and I watch as Jacob struggles against the tide of his own emotions. "So you told him?" I ask, even though I already know the answer.

"Y-yes." Jacob nods, tears welling up. "I told Dad that I'm gay and that Peter and I have been together for years." His voice breaks, and he looks away, ashamed or scared, or maybe both. "He was going to say something, but then he just... collapsed."

"Jake, listen to me," I say firmly, reaching out to grasp his shoulder. "You can't blame yourself for this. It's done. What matters now is helping Dad get better."

Jacob nods, forcing a smile. “Thanks, bro.”

"Is he going to need surgery?" I ask, hoping for some clarity amid the chaos.

"No, no surgery," Jacob answers, a hint of relief passing through his strained features. "They did a CT Scan. No bleeding. They've injected tPA to dissolve the clot. He's stable, Mike, thank God."

"Have you told Mom yet?" I press on, knowing the burden of news like this shouldn't fall on one person alone.

Jacob shakes his head, a frail sigh escaping his lips. "I couldn't. Not yet."

"Okay, I'll call her," I offer, more for his sake than mine. "And what about Anna? Does she know?"

"Anna's at a fundraiser. I haven't called her either. I just... I don't know how to face her after this," he admits. “She’s been keeping the secret for me and yet I have been careless.”

"Alright, I'll handle it. I'll call Anna too," I assure him, feeling a strange mix of resolve and apprehension. The revelation about my brother is still sinking in, but there's no time to dwell on it now.  

Tucking myself into a shadowed corner, the hum of the hospital's overhead lights barely registers as I punch in the familiar number. The phone rings, and I count each tone, bracing for my mother's voice.

"Michael?" she answers, her delight piercing through the sterile air around me.

"Hey, Mom," I say, trying to keep my voice level. We exchange pleasantries—yes, school's fine; no, work hasn't killed me yet. Then her voice dips, carrying that maternal concern that always seems to know more than I admit.

"Have you seen your dad recently?"

I swallow hard, the lump in my throat threatening to betray my calm. "Actually, Mom... Dad's had a stroke." Silence greets me on the other end, and I rush to fill it. "He's out of critical condition now."

"Mike..." Her voice cracks like thin ice underfoot, and I brace myself against the wall, feeling her shock as if it were my own.

"Mom, are you okay?"

"I'm—I will be." Another pause stretches between us, filled with unspoken fears. "I'll be back in Dallas tomorrow."

"Okay," I manage, my own voice sounding foreign. "Have a safe trip."

Ending the call, I stare at the screen for a moment longer before switching to Anna's contact. My heart kicks up a notch just seeing her name, but this isn't the time for those thoughts. It's about family now.

"Anna, it's Mike. Dad's in the hospital."

"Mike? What happened?" Her voice is steady, but her eyes are filled with concern.

I hesitate, then release the truth in a single breath. "He found out about Jake and Peter."

"Ah." It’s a soft sound, filled with understanding. "I'll be there in half an hour."

The promise of her presence steadies me as I slip the phone back into my pocket and return to Jacob, who looks like he's holding together by a thread. He doesn't have to wait long, though, because soon a nurse appears, her clipboard clutched like a lifeline.

"Your father's awake," she says, her eyes kind but tired. "You can see him, but be aware, he may show signs of aphasia or memory loss. Recovery will take time."

"Understood," I reply, following her down the antiseptic-smelling corridor, my mind grappling with the reality of what recovery means. Jacob walks beside me, silent, the space between us echoing with our shared history and the uncertain future ahead.

I trail a step behind Jacob as we enter the cold, sterile room where our father lies, surrounded by the hum and beep of machines. The nurse's voice is soft as she announces our presence, "Mr. Anderson, your family is here to see you."

Dad's eyes sweep over us, vacant for a moment before they narrow into focus. His face is pale, his expression unreadable. The silence stretches thin until Jacob leans in closer.

"Hey, Dad. How're you feeling?" Jacob's voice cracks with a mix of hope and dread.

But Dad doesn't answer. Instead, agitation ripples across his features. His hands start to twitch, fingers clawing at the hospital sheets as if trying to communicate through gestures alone. A machine connected to him emits a high-pitched beep, a stark warning that his blood pressure is on the rise.

He mumbles something indistinguishable as he struggles. It sounds like a curse, but the word slurred and strained, and then the beeping intensifies.

"Guys, I need you to step outside for now," the nurse interjects swiftly, her tone leaving no room for argument.

We back out of the room, the door closing behind us with a quiet snick. The hallway feels too bright, too real after the dimness of Dad's room. Jacob leans against the wall, his face drawn, the joke he mutters carrying none of his usual warmth. "Well, at least he hasn't lost his memory."

I pat him on the back, my own heart heavy. "Give it some time, Jake. He's always been proud of you. He'll come around."

Jacob's eyes meet mine, filled with a fear that cuts deeper than any physical wound. "I'm scared that's what did it, Mike. Him seeing...that. Knowing about me and Peter. He must've been so disappointed."

"Hey," I say, forcing strength into my voice. "Blaming yourself won't change anything. Right now, we focus on helping Dad get better."

We wait in a silence that stretches long and empty until the nurse comes back out. "Thomas has been sedated, and he'll be asleep for a few hours," she informs us, a sympathetic tilt to her mouth.

"Thanks," I murmur, my gaze shifting back to the closed door of Dad's room.

"You can stay or go; it's up to you," she adds before moving off down the hall.

"Jake, if you want to head home, that's okay. I'll stick around," I tell him, ready to shoulder this vigil alone if I have to.

"Are you sure?" He looks torn between gratitude and guilt.

"Yeah. Go get some rest," I insist, knowing he needs it more than he's willing to admit.

"Thanks, Mike." He claps me on the shoulder, his touch lingering a second longer than usual before he turns away and disappears down the corridor.

I sink into one of the hard plastic chairs outside Dad's room, my mind replaying the scene over and over. There's nothing to do but wait, watch the minutes crawl by, and hope for something that feels like forgiveness.

The automatic doors swish open, admitting a gust of hospital air that carries with it the scent of disinfectant and worry. I glance up from my phone to see Anna’s silhouette framed in the doorway, her curly auburn hair catching the dim light of the waiting room like flickers of fire. She's wearing a simple dress that doesn't hide her model figure, but right now, she looks nothing like the glamor shots I've seen. Concern etches soft lines on her face as she approaches.

"Mike," she says softly, reaching me with a few long strides. "How's Tom?"

"Out of danger," I reply, trying to muster a reassuring smile.

My stomach chooses that moment to grumble loudly, betraying the fact that my last meal feels like a lifetime ago. Anna raises an eyebrow at the sound, a ghost of her usual humor dancing in her eyes.

"Have you eaten anything?" she asks.

"Guess I forgot," I admit with a shrug.

"Stay here. I'll get you something," she decides before I can protest. The brisk click of her heels fades away as she disappears across the street.

Minutes later, she returns, carrying a brown paper bag filled with the unmistakable aroma of greasy comfort food. My mouth waters as she hands it over, and I dig into the hamburger like it's the first meal I've had in days — which isn't far from the truth. Anna watches me eat, not with judgment, but with that same concern from earlier softened by a touch of affection.

"Thanks, Anna," I say once I'm done, wiping my hands on a napkin. My gratitude runs deeper than just for the food; it's for her presence, the normalcy she brings to this chaotic night.

"Anytime," she replies, taking a seat beside me on the couch.

I tell Anna everything I know related to Dad’s collapse, Jacob’s despondency, and Dad’s earlier agitation when he saw him. Anna listens attentively without a word, her face masked by guilt and remorse.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

"No. I feel responsible," she admits quietly. "I always feared something like this would happen. I told Jacob that it was better to come clean instead of being discovered. If only he had listened. And if only I hadn't agreed to help in the first place."

"Don't blame yourself, Anna," I soothe, taking her hand in mine. "There was nothing you could have done. Even if you hadn't helped him by staying married to him, he would have found a way to keep Dad from knowing the truth."

"Maybe. But at least I wouldn't feel guilty," she says with a heavy sigh.

"You are not guilty," I insist firmly, trying to reassure her.

She gives me a small smile but remains unconvinced.

I then mention that my mom will be coming back soon, and Anna agrees that it will be good for Dad's recovery. Changing the subject, I ask Anna about the fundraiser and she tells me about her evening. I purposely avoid bringing up our last dinner date and my impulsive request. I am curious about her decision regarding the matter, but I know this is not the appropriate time or place to discuss it. Plus, after what happened tonight, I am certain her fake marriage will be ending soon.

Our conversation lapses into silence, filled only by the muffled sounds of the hospital at night. We both lean back, letting the exhaustion of the day catch up to us. I can feel the warmth of her body next to mine, a comforting heat in the cold sterility of the waiting area. My eyelids grow heavy, and eventually, I give in to sleep.

I wake sometime in the middle of the night. The waiting room is dark except for the dull glow of emergency exit signs and the faint light from the nurses' station. Anna is still here, her head resting against my shoulder, her breaths soft and even. Somehow, during our unintended slumber, we’ve gravitated toward each other, her body curled into the crook of my arm.

"Anna," I whisper, and my lips brush the top of her head. She stirs, her eyes fluttering open, a slight frown forming as she takes in our surroundings.

"Mike?" Her voice is groggy with sleep.

"You should go home," I suggest gently. "Get some real rest."

She shakes her head, stubborn determination replacing the sleepiness. "No, I'll stay with you. I don’t want to go home to face Jake.”

I can't help but tighten my hold on her, grateful for the company. "Okay," I relent, knowing I don't want her to leave anyway.

We settle back into the couch, the two of us against the world or at least the long night in the hospital. And just like that, we drift off again, waiting for the morning and whatever news it might bring.

The first light of dawn seeps through the blinds, casting a soft glow across the walls of the hospital waiting room. I stretch, feeling the stiffness in my muscles from sleeping on the uncomfortable couch. Anna is still here with me, though she has shifted slightly away, giving us both some space. She's been an unexpected pillar throughout this ordeal.

"Mike?" The nurse's voice pulls me back to the present. I stand and approach her, glancing at the clock on the wall. It's early, yet the hospital is already buzzing with the low hum of activity.

"How's my dad doing?" I ask, trying to keep my voice steady.

"Thomas is awake now, and his vital signs are stable," she replies with a professional smile. Relief floods through me, but I know we're not out of the woods yet.

"What's the next step?" I inquire, eager for any information that can prepare me for what's ahead.

"He'll be on medication to manage his condition, and he'll need physical therapy. The rehabilitation starts later today," she explains, ticking off each point on her fingers. "He'll likely stay with us for a few more days before being discharged."

"Can I see him?" The words come out in a rush, a mix of hope and fear knotting in my chest.

"Of course, you can speak to your father. Just remember, take it easy and don't overwhelm him," she cautions with a kind eye.

Turning to Anna, I find her standing up, smoothing the wrinkles out of her stylish dress. "I'll wait outside," she says softly. "I don't want to upset him, considering everything."

"Thanks, Anna." I try to convey my gratitude with a nod. She gives me a small, encouraging smile before settling back into one of the vinyl chairs lining the hallway.

Taking a deep breath, I step into my father's room gingerly, as if the very air around him is fragile. Thomas lies in the bed, a tangle of wires monitoring his every heartbeat, every breath. His eyes meet mine, and there's a flicker of something—recognition, perhaps worry—in those tired depths.

"Good morning, Dad," I say, my voice barely above a whisper.

His reaction isn't explosive like when Jacob walked in. Instead, his hand twitches, a subtle beckoning. I draw closer, pulling the visitor's chair up beside the bed. The relief I feel is immense, a weight lifted off my shoulders.

"Thank God, Dad, you can move your hand. That's a good sign," I say, more to fill the silence than anything else. My attempt at optimism feels brittle, even to my own ears.

Dad nods, but his face remains impassive, a mask hiding whatever thoughts or emotions swirl beneath the surface. A faint crease forms between his brows, the only hint of his internal struggle. I reach out, hovering my hand near his, ready to offer comfort or support—he just needs to let me.

The room is too quiet, the hum of the hospital equipment drilling into the space between us. I need to say something—anything—to break this heavy silence.

"Don't worry, Dad," I start, my voice steady despite the uncertainty that colors my insides. "You'll get through this." I lean forward slightly, trying to bridge the gap with more than just words. "I've been volunteering at the university’s PT program, you know? And I've seen a lot of stroke patients make incredible recoveries."

His eyes lock onto mine, and I press on, fueled by the need to give him hope. "Recovery rates are high. It might take some time, but you're strong. You've always been." I'm aware of my own heart racing, the way my palms feel damp. "And I'll be here to help you. Every step of the way."

There's a shift in his expression, almost imperceptible, and then his hand lifts from the bed sheets, reaching out. His grip is weak but determined as he holds onto my hand. The tears pooling in his eyes catch me off guard; emotion from him is rare, like a desert rain.

"Are you in pain?" I ask, brows furrowing.

He shakes his head slowly, his lips beginning to move, fighting against the thickness that confines his speech. It takes a moment—a heartbeat or two—before the slurred sounds form a word I recognize.

"Thank... you..."

Realization washes over me in an unexpected wave. He's saying thank you. To me. The man who rarely showed any vulnerability is now clinging to my hand, gratitude clearly written on his face. It's a moment I never thought I'd witness.

"Of course, Dad," I reply, my throat tight as I return the squeeze of his hand. Emotion swells within me, warm and bittersweet. "You don't have to thank me."

But I pull him gently into a hug anyway because right now, more than words, we both need this silent language of support.


Chapter 5

The sun is already high, and I'm shoveling gravel into a wheelbarrow when Sara begins laying out her vision for the garden. My muscles work in a steady rhythm, but my mind lingers on the image of her, kneeling among the new plants. She's got this way about her, like she can coax life from the dry earth with just a touch.

"See this space?" Sara waves her hand across the half-finished patio, where the pale pebbles glint like scattered stars against the soil. "I'm thinking terracotta accents around the edges and colorful tiles to give it some flare." Her eyes are bright as she talks about adding a pergola, draped in vines.

"Sounds amazing," I say, dropping another load of stones into place. The idea of shade seems like heaven under the relentless Texas sun.

We work side by side in comfortable silence until the heat demands a break. We find refuge at a shaded patio table, our cooled bottles sweating beads of water onto the worn wood.

"How was your week?" Sara asks, brushing a strand of blonde hair from her forehead.

"Eventful," I reply, the word tasting like an understatement. "Dad was rushed to the hospital last night."

Her blue eyes widen with concern. "How's Thomas?"

"He's stable, but it'll be a slow recovery." I think about the long road ahead, the physical therapy sessions I've promised to help with.

"You're a good son, Mike." Her fingers trace my jawline gently, soothingly.

"Thanks," I say, taking her hand and pressing a kiss to her palm. It feels right to show her some affection, even if it's small.

"You didn’t have to come help me out. Should've stayed home to rest," she chides softly, a smile tugging at her lips despite the reprimand.

"Couldn't do that. I got enough sleep in the hospital chair." I try to laugh it off, but there's no hiding the exhaustion that clings to me like a second skin.

"Mike..." Her smile fades, replaced by a more serious look. "Your mom, Elizabeth, she's coming back to Dallas soon, isn't she?"

"Yeah, she is," I confirm, the weight of our situation settling heavier on my shoulders. "This afternoon, actually. She’ll head straight to the hospital."

For a fleeting moment, her expression brightens, but then shadows cross her face like clouds passing over the sun. "We probably shouldn't see each other after she gets back."

I shake my head, refusing to accept that. "I can't do that, Sara. But I'll be careful. Mom won't know about us."

Sara searches my face, looking for something I hope she finds. I need her to trust me. With everything going on, the thought of not being able to see her, it's like imagining a garden without water—unthinkable.

The sun beats down on us as we leave the project site, the smell of lavender and thyme lingering in my nostrils. Sara tosses a couple of empty water bottles into the bed of her truck and climbs behind the wheel, a smile tugging at her lips as she turns on the engine. I get into my sedan, the anticipation of an afternoon alone with Sara has my heart racing. I watch her truck pull out ahead of me, the dust from the gravel driveway swirling behind her like a sandy veil lifting to reveal our escape.

We roll through the streets separately, but I keep her vehicle in sight, imagining the curve of her smile whenever she checks the rearview mirror and sees me following. It's been a full week since we've been intimate, seven torturously long days, and I plan to make every second count today. My mind wanders to the positions we'll explore, each designed to bring us closer, to ensure my seed finds its mark.

As I pull up to Martha's house, though, something's off—a car parked out front, unfamiliar and imposing. Sara glances back at it, a frown creasing her brow, and I feel the first twinge of unease. We haven't even made it inside yet, and already there's an obstacle.

I park across the street, stepping out of my car. My sneakers crunch on the gravel as I walk over to meet Sara. "Whose car do you think that is?" I ask, trying to keep my voice casual, but I can hear the edge of concern creeping in.

"Wasn't here this morning," she murmurs, her gaze fixed on the unwelcome sight.

"Neighbor's guest, maybe?" I suggest, hoping for something simple, uncomplicated.

Together, we stride toward the front door of the house, but Sara halts so abruptly I nearly collide with her. There, lounging on the porch chair like he owns the place, is James—Sara's ex. His presence is like a dark cloud blotting out the sun, and I can feel the tension radiating off Sara in waves.

"Hi, Sara," James drawls, not bothering to stand. His voice grates against my ears, a sound I wish I could forget.

"What are you doing here, James?" Sara's voice is steady, but there's a steeliness to it that tells me she's anything but calm.

"Just visiting," he replies with a nonchalance that doesn't quite reach his eyes. "Heard you were back in town."

"Time for you to leave," she says flatly, her message clear. She’s got company—me—and James isn’t welcome here, not now, not ever.

I step closer, wrapping my arm around Sara's shoulders in a protective gesture. She doesn't flinch or pull away; instead, she leans into me slightly, a silent acknowledgment and acceptance of my support. James watches us, his eyes narrowed, and I can't help but wonder what he's thinking, what he's planning. But whatever it is, I'm here, right beside Sara, and I'm not going anywhere.

James squints at me, his gaze sweeping from my worn sneakers to the set of my jaw. A flicker of recognition crosses his face, and for a heartbeat, I cringe, hoping he wouldn’t remember me. But I keep my calm and look him square in the eye. Time’s been rough on him; the lines etched into his skin tell stories of hard years, and though he's a few years younger than my dad, he looks like he could claim a whole generation more.

"Since when did Sara start robbing the cradle, huh?" James' voice is peppered with mockery as he smirks. "Playing cougar now?"

Sara's body tenses beside me, her breath sharp and quick. "Get out, James," she demands, her blue eyes darkening like storm clouds gathering strength.

He leans back, considering her with a cocky tilt of his head. "You could use a partner again, Sara. Someone who knows how to draw in the big clients."

"No," she cuts him off, cold and final. "I don't need your kind of help."

"Sure about that?" He taunts, but his smile doesn't reach his eyes. "I was damn good at finding you those clients."

"By sleeping with them," Sara snaps. Her disgust slices through the warm air.

"Very well." James stands, his movements slow and deliberate. He steps toward Sara, reaching out with a suddenness that makes my gut clench. His fingers wrap around her arm, pulling her towards him with a force that has nothing to do with affection.

"Let go of me, James!" Sara's scream pierces the quiet neighborhood, and it's like a switch flips inside me.

"Let her go or I'm calling the cops," I warn, my voice low but carrying the weight of a threat.

Taller but wiry, James seems like he might snap in a strong wind. Yet there's an ugly determination in his hold on Sara. I could take him down—I know it, and part of me itches to prove it—but not without risking her getting hurt in the process.

"Ungrateful bitch," he spits at Sara, trying to drag her down the steps. "You owe everything to me."

"You gambled away my money, James. You're the reason I lost everything," Sara counters, struggling against his grip.

"Shut up!" he barks, attempting to pull her towards the street.

I can't stand by any longer. My muscles coil, ready to spring into action to protect Sara from the ghost of her past who refuses to fade away.

I'm in front of James in a heartbeat, my hands up, trying to create a barrier between him and Sara. "Back off," I growl, but it's like I'm not even there to him—until his fist comes flying at my face.

"Mike!" Sara screams as the blow lands with a sickening thud against my cheek.

Pain explodes across my jaw, but I shove it aside, adrenaline pumping through me. My fist connects with James's side; I hear him yelp, a sound that gives me no pleasure because I'm too focused on keeping Sara safe. She wrenches free from his weakening grip, stumbling back onto the porch steps.

James is relentless, though, coming at me again. He throws another punch, but I twist away, feeling it graze past my face instead of making full contact. We're grappling now, rolling on the ground, dirt and pebbles digging into my skin, while Sara shouts for help.

Then, distant at first but growing louder, the wail of sirens cuts through the chaos. Red and blue lights flash from the corner of my eye, and within moments, a uniformed officer is pulling us apart. James's face is twisted with rage and something else—desperation, maybe.

"He was trespassing," Sara says to the cop, her voice strong despite the tremor I see in her hands. "Mike was just defending me."

The cop nods, assessing the scene with a practiced eye before he clamps handcuffs around James's wrists. "You have the right to remain silent..." he starts, but James cuts him off, his eyes locked on Sara.

"This isn't over," James spits out, but his threat sounds hollow as they lead him to the cruiser.

Once they're gone, Sara and I stand on the porch, a silence settling between us. Her hand finds my swollen cheek, the touch gentle. "You shouldn't have had to deal with that," she murmurs.

"Are you kidding?" I say, trying to smile despite the pain. "No way I'd let him hurt you." But inside, I'm churning, wondering what kind of hell James might try to drag Sara back into.

She shakes her head, her blue eyes fierce. "That jerk. I thought I was rid of him. I blocked him from contacting me. But he won't get away with this. He'll stay in jail."

I nod, hoping she's right, as we head inside. The coolness of the house is a balm to my heated skin. Sara disappears into the kitchen and returns with an ice pack, pressing it to my face.

“I was going to cook you something nice for lunch,” she says as she steps back, letting me handle the ice by myself. “But I guess that plan got punched out. I could whip us some sandwiches instead.”

"No worries," I say, my words muffled by the ice. "Anything will be fine as long as it’s coming from you," I wink, the motion sending a fresh jolt of pain through my cheek.

The last of the sandwich crumbs cling to my fingers as Sara stands, brushing off her jeans. "I need a shower," she announces, eyeing the bruise on my cheek with a hint of guilt.

"Mind if I join?" I ask, half-joking, half-hopeful. The thought of being close to her, feeling the steam and heat intertwine with our skin, it's intoxicating.

She laughs, a light, musical sound that soothes some of the tension from the earlier altercation. "You'd probably take up all the space," Sara teases, but there's an invitation in her eyes. "You'll have to wait your turn, big guy."

"Okay," I relent, settling back onto the couch. But the moment she disappears, the soft hiss of water starting echoes through the house, my body tenses with anticipation.

I lean my head back against the cushion, closing my eyes. But instead of darkness, I see Sara outlined by the cascade of the shower, droplets tracing the curves I've come to know so well. My heart hammers, urging me forward, and I realize I'm not content to just sit and wait.

Pushing off the couch, I make my way upstairs, drawn by the sound of running water. Sara's bedroom door stands ajar,  steam slipping out to greet me.

My clothes feel like they're suffocating me, too tight, too unnecessary. I discard them piece by piece, leaving a trail behind me as I approach the bathroom.

"Hey, I'm coming in," I call out, not wanting to startle her. My voice is rough, edged with desire.

"Door's open," Sara's voice comes back, playful and warm.

When I push the glass door open, time seems to slow down. There she is, in all her glory, the water worshiping her like I want to. Beads of moisture glisten on her skin, making her shine under the soft bathroom light. She's a vision, and suddenly I'm that awestruck teenage boy again, sneaking glimpses that seared into memory.

"Are you just going to stand there, or are you getting in?" Sara's chuckle cuts through the haze of my thoughts.

"Hell yes," I say, my voice steady even though my body is anything but. In two strides, I close the gap between us, stepping into the shower, heedless of the spray that instantly soaks me.  

I pull Sara into me, the warmth of her body clashing with the coolness of the tile wall behind her. My lips crash onto hers, a kiss saturated with urgency and need that's been building for what feels like eternity. Her arms loop around my neck, pulling me closer, as if there's any more space left to close between us.

"God, you're stunning," I murmur against her lips. The water falls over us, but all I can focus on is the sensation of her skin under my hand as I trace the curve of her waist and the rise of her hips. "You have no idea how often I've dreamed about this."

"Obsessed with me?" she teases, breathless, as she pulls back just enough to look me in the eye. There's a sparkle there that tells me she loves it.

"Completely," I admit without shame. "Remember the guest bathroom at my mom’s house?"

A laugh escapes her, rich and knowing. "How could I forget? You looked at me like I hung the moon."

"Because you did," I say and mean every word. I cup her breasts, feeling her nipples harden beneath my touch. Bending down, I take one into my mouth, relishing the soft moan that spills from her lips. The sound drives me wild, and I'm lost in the taste of her, the scent of lavender shampoo mingling with the steam.

On my knees now, I look up at her through the mist, our eyes locking. Her gaze is heavy with desire, urging me on. With eager hands, I part her thighs, diving into her sweetness. She's divine, and I feast upon her, drawing out each shiver, each gasp.

"Mike... please," she begs, and I can't deny her anything. Not when she says my name like that—like it's a prayer.

With a strength borne of pure adrenaline, I lift her, her legs wrapping instinctively around me. And then I'm inside her, enveloped by heat, by her. Each thrust of my hips is met with a countermove, a dance as old as time and twice as elemental. Water sluices over us, adding another layer to the sensation, the friction, the sheer intensity.

Her inner walls clench around me—a vice grip that signals her nearing edge. "Come with me," I growl, barely hanging on to control.

"Mike!" she cries out, her voice breaking as she convulses around me. That's all it takes. I follow her over the precipice, erupting with a force that whites out my vision, my whole world narrowing down to the feel of her around me, the sound of our shared ecstasy mixing with the patter of water. It's perfect chaos, a storm we ride out together until we collapse, spent and still entwined—an anchor in a sea of steam and satisfaction.


Chapter 6

Sara lathers soap all over my body, massaging me with her skilled hands before rinsing it off. The sensation is incredibly erotic and I can't help but become aroused. Afterwards, I return the favor and wash her body, igniting our desire once again. As soon as we step out of the shower stall, I wrap a towel around my waist and scoop Sara into my arms.

Her laughter is a melody to my senses, and the way her skin glistens against the dim light of her bedroom stirs something deep within me. I carry her with ease, feeling the strength in my limbs.

Laying Sara gently on the bed, my breath catches at the sight of her. Every curve is a temptation I can’t resist, each contour a path I yearn to explore. It's only the second time I've seen her in all her glory, and damn, I'm starving for it—every inch burned into memory. Sara's blue eyes sparkle with desire, framed by those long lashes that cast sultry shadows on her cheeks. She beckons me closer, but I take a moment, just one, to memorize the arch of her hips, the swell of her breasts—a landscape more captivating than any garden she's ever designed.

"Mike," Sara purrs, breaking my trance, "Don't just stand there."

I drop the damp towel, climbing onto the bed to straddle her. The warmth from her body seeps into mine, and I lean down to claim her lips. They're soft and inviting, a contrast to the fierce woman who runs her own company, who left behind a simple life on a farm to conquer the world with her talent. Our kiss deepens, tongues dancing in a rhythm that mirrors the pulse of my heart—fast, insistent, hungry.

I trail kisses down her neck, savoring the salty taste of her skin. When I reach her breasts, my mouth finds a nipple already hard with anticipation. I suckle, drawing it into my mouth as I cup and mold the other breast, feeling its weight and softness. Sara moans beneath me, a sound that vibrates against my very core.

"Mike, I'm so wet... you're ruining my bedsheets."

Her words are charged with urgency, and I chuckle, low and throaty, as my hand ventures between her thighs. Sure enough, she's drenched, her arousal seeping into the fabric below. That groan—it escapes me before I can control it, filled with raw need. I worship her body with my mouth, kissing my way down her belly, pausing to admire the strength that lies beneath her softness.

As my lips reach the apex of Sara’s thighs, the heat of her engulfs me. I spread her legs and kneel between them with reverence. The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, drawing me in like a moth to a flame, and I can't resist the urge to taste her. My tongue slides over the delicate folds of her pussy, savoring the sweetness that greets me.

"Mike..." Her voice is a breathy whisper, fingers threading through my damp hair, urging me closer. "Again, please."

Obedient to her plea, my tongue laps at the continuous flow of her juices. Each drop is an evidence of her desire, a flavor that sends shivers down my spine. She moans softly, her hips rising off the bed to meet the rhythm of my swirling tongue. A sultry laugh escapes her—a sound that’s both delighted and edged with lust.

"Sounds like you're enjoying your ice cream," she teases, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief.

"Can’t get enough of it," I reply without missing a beat, my voice muffled against her heated skin.

My eagerness grows with each of her sighs and quivers, and I delve deeper. My tongue thrusts inside her, exploring the wet, welcoming depths. Sara's groan fills the room, her back arching beautifully, offering herself up to my hungry gaze. The sight of her nipples, proud and erect atop her full breasts, sends a jolt straight to my cock—it twitches with a life of its own, straining with need.

"Feels amazing," she breathes out, her eyes locked onto mine, a mixture of vulnerability and raw desire laid bare in her gaze.

Encouraged by her words, I seek out her swollen clit, circling it gently with the tip of my tongue. Simultaneously, I slide a finger into her sopping wetness, curling it to stroke the spot that makes her cry out. Her hips buck into my face, wild and unrestrained, and her hands find purchase on my head, guiding me to the rhythm of her pleasure.

"Your skills..." she gasps, words trailing off as pleasure overtakes her speech. "Incredible..."

I can feel her muscles clench around my probing finger, responding to each flick and swirl of my tongue. There's a power in this—knowing I can elicit such responses from Sara, this self-made woman who battles her past and her present with equal ferocity. As I taste her, hear her cries, I'm no longer just Mike Anderson, the college student at odds with his father's expectations. I am her lover, her confidant, the one who brings her to heights of ecstasy she so rightly deserves.

Sara’s approval fuels my desire, and I redouble my efforts, determined to give her more, to take her further. She deserves nothing less than everything I have to offer.

I latch onto her pulsing clit, suckling with a fervor that echoes the pounding in my own chest. The taste of her is intoxicating—earthy and sweet—and I'm drunk on it, dizzy with desire. As my lips close around the tender nub, I slip another finger beside the first, moving them in tandem, exploring the slick, velvety depths of her.

"Mike!" Sara gasps, her voice a strained melody of pleasure. Her body tenses like a bowstring, rigid under the pressure of rising ecstasy. Fingers entwined in my hair, she pulls almost cruelly, a delicious pain that only heightens my arousal. Beneath me, her legs quiver in harmony with our carnal dance.

The room fills with the sound of her pleasure, a crescendo that peaks as her pussy clenches around my fingers, gushing her release. It washes over my hand, splashes against my chin and cheeks. I revel in it, the mark of her satisfaction, the evidence of her abandon.

And then—a cry, long and uninhibited, pours from her parted lips, a sound so primal it sears itself into my memory. Her walls flutter and grip my fingers as if trying to hold onto the moment, to keep the sensation alive forever.

As her breaths slow and her body softens beneath me, I crawl up her body, drinking in the sight of her flushed skin, the sweat beading at her temple. She captures my face between her hands and pulls me into a kiss, deep and consuming. It's a thank you, an affirmation, a plea—all wrapped in one desperate exchange of lips and tongues.

"I want you inside me, Mike." She pleads between gasps, her blue eyes alight with a post-orgasmic glow.

My cock throbs, straining against the anticipation. I hover above her, achingly hard and ready to burst. Sara's gaze drops, taking in the fullness of my arousal.

"God, it's big... beautiful," she marvels, her words sending a shiver down my spine. "I think I could come just looking at it."

A chuckle escapes me, though it's edged with urgency. "Careful now, or I'll explode before we even begin."

She laughs, the sound mixed with heavy breathing, and it's a melody that stokes the fire already raging within me. There's a spark in her eyes, a heat that promises more than just physical satisfaction. This is Sara—strong, independent, but in this moment, unguarded and wholly mine.

"Then what are you waiting for?" she challenges, a sly grin spreading across her lips.

I don't need to be told twice. My body knows what it wants. It yearns for the warmth of her, the tight embrace of her waiting flesh. And as I position myself at her entrance, every fiber of my being focuses on the imminent union—the joining of two bodies driven by an insatiable hunger for each other.

"Come on, cowboy, give me your seed," Sara's voice is playful, yet edged with a raw need that mirrors my own. Her fingers, warm and sure, wrap around me and guide me to the slick, welcoming heat of her entrance.

I can't suppress the groan that rises from deep within as I feel the silky caress of her skin against the tip of my cock. With one fluid, determined motion, I thrust forward, burying myself inside her to the hilt. She gasps, a sound that fractures the air between us, and her inner walls grip me with a ferocity that nearly undoes me. It's as if she's made to fit me, her pussy a glove for my cock.

"Mike..." Her moan is music to my ear. I move in her slowly, savoring the indescribable sensation of our connection. Each slide of flesh against flesh is deliberate, a dance of intimacy that pulls me deeper into the vortex of pleasure.

Sara's hips begin to roll beneath me in a lazy circle, drawing me even further inside her. The movement adds a new layer of sensation, and it's all I can do to grit my teeth and focus on controlling the building pressure. I'm determined not to come; not yet. This moment is too precious to rush.

Lost in the rhythm of our bodies, my thoughts drift. Sara Collins...my mom’s amazing garden designer.  I've admired her from afar, fantasized about her in the quiet of night, but reality outstrips every dream I ever had.

Sara’s breasts tremble with each movement, and without thinking, my hand reaches up to cup one. The soft fullness sends electric currents straight to my groin, intensifying the desire that coils tighter with each passing second.

Legs wrapping around my back, Sara draws me closer, her invitation clear. My hips respond, driving forward, seeking the depth that will fill her completely. I retreat only to plunge back into her warmth, setting a pace that is both torturous and exquisite.

She mirrors my movements, each stroke as intense as the last, our bodies moving in perfect harmony as we engage in this raw and cardinal dance.

Sara's hands grip my shoulders, pulling me down until our bodies meld together. The heat of her against my chest sends a shiver through me, and her breathless words fan the flames. "You're amazing, Mike," she whispers against my lips. "Faster, please.”

My hips snap faster, driving into her with a force that matches the urgency in her voice. Beneath me, Sara's body is a living, breathing entity of pleasure, her inner walls gripping and rippling along my length in a tantalizing dance. She rocks against me, urging me on, her blue eyes dark with desire.

My muscles tense as I plunge deeper, every fiber straining as I reach the very core of her being. I feel her cervix with the tip of my cock, a boundary I'm pushing with each thrust. Her pussy clenches around me, squeezing like a velvet fist that's both tender and insistent. My arms are her anchor, her heels dig into my back, spurring me to lose myself in the depth of her.

"Mike..." Her moan stretches out into a long, keening wail that fills the room, punctuating the rawness of our connection. I want to collapse into that sound, let it consume me, but I hold back. Despite the temptation coursing through my veins, I remind myself why we're here – to mark a new beginning, to possibly create life.

I grit my teeth, determined to prolong the moment, even as my body screams for release. Every muscle coils tighter, wound up in the ecstasy of Sara's embrace. Her walls work me over, coaxing, demanding, drawing me closer to the edge.

"Stay with me, Mike," she breathes, her fingers digging into my flesh. "Just a little longer."

"Trying," I manage to grunt out, the world narrowing down to the searing connection between us. The pressure builds, a tidal wave held at bay by sheer willpower, because Sara deserves the best of me—in every sense of the word. And I won't let go until she's had all that I can give.

The world narrows to the rhythm of our breaths and the heat that binds us. Sara's body is an ocean under me, her peaks and valleys crashing into each other with each thrust I deliver. Her breasts dance before my eyes, twin beacons of desire that I can't look away from. She arches her back, offering herself completely, and bites her lip—a silent plea written in the curve of her body.

"Mike," she gasps, "I'm all yours... give me everything you have."

Her words are a siren call, and I answer with all the force within me. I pound into her harder, faster, driven by the raw need reflected in her blue eyes. My hands roam over her, gripping her ass, guiding our frantic dance. The slap of skin on skin fills the room, a primal beat that sets the pace of our passion.

Sara's legs lock around my waist, pulling me deeper still. With one hand, she reaches back, grasping the headboard—a lifeline as she begins to move beneath me. Her hips draw circles against mine, each rotation pushing me closer to the brink. She arches, her back forming a perfect bow, and lets out a moan that reverberates through my core.

"I'm coming hard," she declares, her voice breaking with the intensity of her climax.

Her pussy clenches around me, tight as a fist, pulsing with the rhythm of her orgasm. Waves of her heat roll over me, urging me on, demanding more. I feel every contour of her inner walls as they flutter against my length, drawing me into the abyss of pleasure.

And then I'm there—teetering on the edge of that precipice. My vision blurs, my thoughts scatter like leaves in a storm. Every muscle in my body tenses; it's all I can do to hold back, even as Sara's spasms milk me for all I'm worth.

"Give it to me," she urges between breaths, her fingernails digging into my back, leaving trails of fire that only fuel my need.

There's no holding back now, not when she's calling me home. With one final thrust, I let go, surrendering to the inevitability of our shared ecstasy. My release hits me like lightning, pouring into Sara with the force of everything I am and hope to be.

"Ah, Sara..." I groan, collapsing into her embrace as I flood her with my essence, marking the beginning of something profound.

Each throb of my cock sends another wave of cum deep inside her, filling her womb with the promise of new life. Our breaths mingle, heavy and erratic, as we ride out the aftershocks together, bound by the most intimate of dances.

Her legs slowly unravel from my back, but our bodies remain fused, unwilling to break the connection just yet. We're two halves of a whole, perfectly aligned in this moment of raw vulnerability and strength.

"Mike," Sara whispers, tracing the line of my jaw with a fingertip, grounding me back to reality. "That was..."

"Everything," I finish for her, knowing without a doubt that what we've shared transcends the physical. We've crossed a threshold together, and whatever awaits us beyond this bedroom door, I'm ready to face it—as long as she's by my side.

I slip out of Sara, the evidence of our passion trickling onto the cream fabric beneath us. "Sorry about your bedspread," I mutter, my breath still uneven.

Sara laughs. "Don't worry about it," she says, her voice thick with contentment. "I'd be happy if you ruined it every single day." Her eyes gleam with mischief and satisfaction.

I can't help but admire the sight before me: Sara, laid out like some goddess of desire, her body still flushed from our union. My hand, almost of its own accord, caresses her inner thigh, sliding up to where we've just been connected. She's slick, tender, and I ask, "Are you sore?"

"A bit," she admits, stretching languidly, her breasts rising high and proud on her chest, betraying no hint of their years. "But I'll get used to it."

Leaning down, I plant a soft kiss on her lips, tasting the saltiness of our sweat. The heat between us hasn't faded; it's simmering, ready to boil over again at the slightest provocation.

"Looks like we might need another shower," I say, half-joking.

"Or a bath," she suggests, her blue eyes dancing with the promise of more to come. "But let's not rush. We've got time." Her gaze drops lower, and I feel myself responding despite the marathon we've just run.

"Another round so soon?" I groan, both challenged and intrigued. "I've already given you two loads in less than an hour. I might need a minute to recharge."

"Or I could speed things up..." Sara's voice drops to a seductive purr as she hints at what she can do with those full, teasing lips of hers.

"Damn, Sara, you're insatiable." I curse, but I'm laughing, caught up in the sheer carnality of this woman. She's a force of nature, one I'm only too willing to lose myself in.

"Now you know what you've signed up for, Mr. Sperm Donor," she says, a wicked smile playing across her features.

And despite the exhaustion tugging at my limbs, I'm ready for whatever this incredible, unstoppable woman has in store for me.

I'm still feeling the warmth of Sara's body against mine when the distinct sound of heels clicking on the hardwood floor outside draws us back to reality. I lift my head, listening as the footsteps approach.

"Sounds like Martha's home early," Sara murmurs, her voice a mix of amusement and satisfaction.

"Should I... hide in the closet or something?" I ask, half-joking yet unsure of the protocol here.

Sara laughs softly, a sound that sends another wave of affection through me. "Don't be silly, Mike. Martha will be thrilled to see us together."

We're just pulling the covers up when Martha's voice floats in through the slightly ajar door. "Sara, tell me our boy did a good job."

"Damn," I mutter under my breath, a curse slipping out despite myself.

"Martha, he did," Sara calls out with confidence. Her voice rises, filling the room, "I've just had the best sex of my life and got loads of potent sperm." She says it like she's proud, like she's won something priceless.

"Perfect," Martha responds from somewhere beyond our cocoon. Then, a beat later, she adds, "And whose car is that parked on the street?"

"Later," Sara replies with a dismissive wave of her hand even though Martha can't see it. "I'll tell you later."

Sara and I quickly untangle from the sheets, our movements synchronized in a dance we're both becoming familiar with. We dress in silence, but it's not uncomfortable. It's charged, filled with the unspoken words and shared glances that say more than conversations ever could.

When we go downstairs, Martha is in the kitchen, casually leaning against the counter with a drink in her hand. She's dressed down to a tank top and a short skirt that accentuates her curves, looking every bit as flirty as the smirk on her lips.

"Mike," she greets, her eyes roaming over me in a way that's definitely not platonic. "I'm proud of you. Heard some very positive feedback about your... services."

My face heats up at her words. I can only assume Megan's been talking. "A little bird even told me you did a fantastic job making her and her friend happy."

The image of Megan's shy smile flashes in my mind, and I nod, acknowledging the compliment even as I worry about Sara's reaction.

But Sara just stands there, smiling proudly. "Can't imagine anyone who wouldn't be satisfied with Mike. He's sweet and hot, and a great lover."

"Must be the sex ed lessons, huh?" Martha teases, but there's a serious undertone to her words. "You've become quite the experienced one, haven't you? Maybe I should check on your progress sometime."

Sara's eyes twinkle with excitement, mirroring the invitation in Martha's tone. "You're welcome to join us anytime, Martha."

My heart skips a beat, then starts racing as the implication of their words sinks in. They're suggesting a threesome, and there's no part of me that wants to decline. "I'd like that," I say, my voice coming out steady despite the adrenaline coursing through me. "Really like that."


Chapter 7

I click the stopwatch and count under my breath, "And rotate. One... two... three..." Dad's knee moves in a careful circle, his face pinched with concentration. I steady his calf with one hand and watch for any sign of strain. It’s Friday afternoon at Power Fitness, an hour before my shift, the gym quiet except for the soft whir of machines idling in standby.

"Good job, Dad. Try to keep the movement smooth," I encourage, voice low, as if too loud a sound might shatter his fragile progress. It's been exactly a week since the stroke sucker-punched our world, and every day after discharge has been a battle waged in gyms and living rooms instead of hospital wards. Mom and I are on the search for a suitable physical therapy facility for Dad, but until then, we're assisting him with exercises both at home and at Power Fitness.

"Let's move on to the wrist stretches," I suggest, swapping the cold metal of the wheelchair armrest for his hand. He complies, and we work through the motions, each stretch a silent plea for the dexterity that used to sign loan agreements and swing golf clubs.

Mom stands by, occasionally reaching out to adjust a pillow or smooth a wrinkle from Dad’s exercise pants. "You know your stuff, Mike," she says, pride coloring her words. "I’m so proud of you."

I offer a smile, but it feels like I'm wearing someone else's face. Pride is a luxury I can't afford—not when every flex and bend reminds me how much Dad has lost.

"Thanks, Mom," I reply, focusing back on Dad as we transition to trunk bends. His movements are stiff, but there’s a determination in his eyes that wasn’t there yesterday.

Dad grunts as he nods, a small dip of the head, but it's enough to tell me he's fighting to get back to where he was.

I nod back, swallowing the lump in my throat. You'll get there, I want to say. Instead, I guide him through another set of bends. The gym is perfect for this—spacious, equipped just right with balance balls and soft weights, everything I need to build a program tailored for him.

"Such a charming little gym," Mom muses, her eyes straying over the equipment.

“Yup,” I say proudly as if I own the gym, “Ashley pours her heart and wallet into this place.”

Mom’s gaze turns to me as if she’s trying to read my expression. "Ashley is a lovely lady, Mike,” she says, her smile showing she knows how I feel about Ashley.

"Sure is," I murmur as I can’t help but blush, silently cursing my inability to hide anything from my mom.

I focus on the next exercise, reminding myself that my present goal is a future where Dad doesn’t need a wheelchair or my hands to guide his limbs.

"Alright, Dad," I say, steadying his shoulder as he takes a breath, ready for the next movement. "Let's keep going."

I'm handing Dad a bottle of water when the door swings open, and Ashley strides in with this well-dressed woman in tow. The woman's heels click-clack on the gym floor like she's marking her territory. I recall the name Ashely mentioned—Sandra Hilly, the potential investor.

"Mike, Thomas, Elizabeth," Ashley greets us with that easy smile of hers before turning to Sandra. "This is exactly what I've been talking about. A mobility program tailored for individuals like Thomas here. We've got the space, the equipment, and Mike's expertise."

Sandra's gaze sweeps the room, calculating. She nods as if ticking boxes in her head. "Physical therapy, high demand. You could make a real difference—and profit, of course."

Ashley's smile freezes slightly. "I'm not a licensed physical therapist, Sandra. All we could offer right now are therapeutic exercises. We need to be cautious about how we label and structure these services."

"Details," Sandra waves a hand dismissively. "We can sort that out. We can hire a professional and work on the medical procedure. Have you considered adding a spa section? Massages could complement the physical therapy aspect."

I bite back a frown. Power Fitness isn't some luxury retreat; it's where sweat and hard work shape better versions of ourselves. But Ashley just nods, polite but non-committal, and I wonder if her green eyes hold the same worry that's knotting my stomach.

"Interesting idea," Ashley says. "But let's focus on the mobility program first."

"Of course," Sandra agrees, already looking around, probably imagining massage tables where our free weights currently sit.

I want to speak up, tell Sandra this isn't what Power Fitness stands for, but I clench my jaw instead. It's not my place, and I trust Ashley to handle it. Still, I can't shake off the feeling that Sandra doesn't get it—that to her, this place is just another investment, not a community that sweats together, grows together.

"Let's discuss more over in my office," Ashley suggests, leading Sandra away. I watch them go, the sinking feeling heavy in my chest.

Dad squeezes my hand, bringing me back to the moment. He knows something's off, but I force a smile for him. We're here to get him stronger, not to worry about the future of Power Fitness—that's Ashley's battle, and I'll stand by her, whatever it takes.

The door swings shut with a soft click as Ashley and the investor disappear from sight, leaving us in the quiet of the exercise room. Mom's gaze follows them for a moment before turning to me, her brow furrowed in curiosity.

"Who was that woman with Ashley?" she asks, shifting slightly in her chair.

I grab a nearby towel, mopping at my forehead. "Sandra Hilly. She's a potential investor," I say, keeping my tone casual even though my insides are churning. "Power Fitness is in a tight spot financially. We can't get loans."

"Have you thought about asking your father or Jacob for help?" Mom's voice is gentle but probing, like she's trying to untangle a knot without pulling too hard.

I shake my head, tossing the towel onto a bench. "I talked to Jake about it," I admit, "but Ashley wants to handle this on her own. She doesn't want to trouble anyone else."

Mom nods, accepting my answer, but I see the worry in her eyes. Dad tries to speak, his lips parting, but the words don't come. It's like watching someone reach for something just beyond their grasp. The stroke robbed him of more than just mobility—it took his volubility too. My chest tightens, but I know he hates pity, so I offer him a smile instead, hoping it looks more convincing than it feels.

"Let's get you back in your chair, Dad." I bend down to assist him, my movements practiced and careful from the week we've spent in these routines. He grunts softly, an acknowledgment of the effort, as I ease him into the wheelchair.

While we stand outside the gym, waiting for the medical transportation to arrive, I receive a text from Jacob asking about Dad's condition. My brother has been regularly checking up on me ever since our father was admitted to the hospital, but he hasn't visited him again out of fear of causing any distress. I quickly reply to Jacob, reassuring him that Dad is improving. Then, I turn my attention back to Dad.

"Hey, Dad," I start, the words tumbling out of me before I can stop them. "I need you to forgive Jake...and Anna." I glance at Mom, her expression unreadable. "Jake didn't tell you about being gay because he didn't want to upset you. And Anna...she didn't know when they got married. Jake kept telling her to wait. It was hard for her too."

Dad's face is impassive, eyes locked on some distant point. I can almost hear the gears turning in his head, processing what I've said. But no words come, just a heavy silence that fills the space between us.

"Give your father some time, Mike," Mom says softly, resting a hand on my arm. Her touch is warm, a small comfort amidst the cold uncertainty.

"Of course," I murmur, squeezing her hand briefly before letting go.

We stand there together, a family weighed down by unspoken thoughts. The minutes tick by until the sound of the wheelchair van breaks the stillness.

I help my parents get in the van safely before returning to the gym. It's time to get back to work, focusing on helping my clients at Power Fitness. The familiar buzz of activity fills the air as I weave through the fitness machines and weights, making my way over to a guy struggling with his form on the bench press.

"Hey there, let me give you a hand," I say, stepping in to spot him. "Keep your elbows tucked in and drive through your chest." He nods, grateful for the help, and I can't help but feel a sense of satisfaction.

Out of the corner of my eye, I spot Ashley still showing Sandra Hilly around the gym. Sandra's voice carries across the room, her tone dripping with condescension. "You really should consider lowering your membership fees, dear. It'll attract more customers."

Ashley stands her ground, unruffled by the woman's arrogance. "Power Fitness is a boutique gym, Ms. Hilly. We're selective about our members, and we provide personalized service to each one. Lowering the membership fee might attract the wrong people and might drive some of our regular customers away."

Sandra opens her mouth to reply, but seems at a loss for words, clearly not grasping the concept that Ashley is trying to convey. She looks around the gym, searching for another flaw to point out, and I roll my eyes at her persistence. What does she think this is, just another business venture? Power Fitness is more than that; it's a community, and Ashley has worked tirelessly to build it from the ground up.

"Mike, can you come to my office for a moment?" Ashley calls out to me after she sees Sandra to the door, her voice strained.

"Sure thing, Ashley," I reply, quickly making my way over.

As soon as we're inside her office and the door is closed, Ashley lets out a frustrated sigh. Her face is a mixture of exhaustion and irritation.

"Are you okay, Ashley?" I ask, concerned for her well-being.

"No, I'm not," she admits, rubbing her temples. "I'm burning out."

"Is it because of Sandra Hilly?" I can't help but inquire.

Ashley nods. "Yes, she's not the right investor for us. She has no clue about the gym business, but she thinks she does."

"Trust me, I completely agree," I tell her, remembering our earlier encounter with Sandra. "Do you have any other options?"

Ashley nods, a glimmer of hope surfacing. "There's someone else coming tomorrow. But showing the gym again and again…it feels like I'm selling out, you know? Like I'm giving up a piece of myself each time."

I wrap my arm around Ashley's shoulders, trying to comfort her. "Be patient, Ashley. The next investor might be a better fit. And there are other ways we can promote the gym – fitness challenges, online advertisement, membership rewards..."

She looks up at me, her eyes searching for reassurance. "You think so?"

"Definitely," I reply with confidence. "And you can still contact my brother Jacob if you change your mind."

"Thanks, Mike." She leans into my shoulder and rests her head there, her body relaxing under my touch. My cock stirs as I catch a whiff of her fragrant shampoo, but I quickly suppress the urge. Ever since the Gomez incident, Ashley and I have grown closer, almost friends. But I know I need to be careful not to cross any lines. Ashley is in a vulnerable position right now, and I don't want to take advantage of that.

After a moment, she pulls away and changes the topic. "So, I wanted to discuss your hours. You asked for more a few weeks ago, right?"

I nod, surprised. "Yeah, but I thought you said you didn't have the money to pay me?"

"One of our weekend trainers just quit," she explains. "That's why I'm asking. Can you work on Saturdays?"

I hesitate, thinking about Sara and the time I've been saving for her. I don't want to refuse Ashley, but I also don't want to neglect my other commitments. "I'll think about it," I say carefully. "I actually have a job on Saturdays already."

"Another job?" Ashley raises an eyebrow. "What kind of job?"

"Uh, gardening," I answer, hoping she won't pry further. "But let me see if I can work something out. I would really prefer to be here at the gym."

"Really, gardening?" Ashley asks, her eyes wide with curiosity. "I didn't know you were a gardener too."

I shrug, feeling a little self-conscious about this side job of mine. "Well, it's not exactly what you're thinking. I don't mow lawns or anything like that. I help a friend out with landscaping."

"Interesting," she muses, nodding her head slowly. "Anyway, if Saturdays are difficult for you, how about Tuesday and Thursday evenings? I might be able to make some arrangements with the trainer who works those shifts."

My mind instantly goes to Megan, and I find myself hesitating again. It's getting harder and harder to keep my commitments straight. "I... um, I'm not sure about that either," I admit, rubbing the back of my neck nervously. "But let me think about it, alright?"

"Mike, seriously, don't worry about it," Ashley reassures me, placing a gentle hand on my arm. "We'll figure something out. Just focus on your other obligations for now."

"Thanks, Ashley," I say gratefully, letting out a relieved breath. "I'll try to give you an answer in a few days, I promise."

"Is everything okay with your life, though?" she suddenly asks, her green eyes filled with concern. "Are you handling your dad's recovery alright?"

"Uh, yeah," I reply, caught off guard by her question. "It's just that his recovery isn't my only obligation right now."

Ashley gazes at me with a hard-to-read expression, as if she's trying to piece together what other responsibilities I could possibly have. I can feel my cheeks heating up, and I desperately hope she doesn't ask any more questions.

"I completely understand, Mike," she says with a slight smile forming on her lips. "You deserve some time for yourself as well."

I recall Ashley's joke a while back about me being busy with dates, and my face flushes with embarrassment. I don't want her to misunderstand, so I stammer out, "I... I have another job besides gardening."

Ashley eyes me, skeptical, her arms crossed over her chest. I know she isn’t buying it. She nods though, a slow, deliberate movement that doesn’t match the doubt clouding her green eyes. "No wonder you've been glued to your phone," she says, but the suspicion lingers.

A silent curse slips through my thoughts, and I tense up, wondering if she’s caught snippets of my calls with Martha or any of the other women. "Trust me. It’s all for work," I add quickly, trying to smooth over any doubts she might have.

She lets out a sigh, the kind that suggests she doesn’t believe a word of what I’ve said. "Mike, you don't have to explain your personal life to me. You’re free to date whoever you want." Her voice softens. "I'm just your boss."

Date? I shake my head, a lump forming in my throat at the thought of misleading her. "I’m not really dating anyone, Ash." My voice sounds hollow even to my own ears.

The smile fades from her face, replaced by a solemn expression. "I thought you were an honest guy, Mike. But I guess I was wrong."

I feel my pulse spike, the walls of the small office closing in. "What do you mean?" I manage to ask, dreading the answer.

"Last Thursday," she begins, and it feels like the room tilts on its axis. "I saw you at the Cool Thursdays concert. You're tall, easy to spot in a crowd." Her gaze holds mine, steady and accusing. "I saw you with the two girls."

My jaw goes slack, my brain racing to catch up with this new reality where Ashley is at the same place I am—where she sees me when I least expect it. "You were there?" I gasp. "But how? Why?"

"Because I like Elvis, too," she says, almost whispering now. "I skipped work, wanted a night off. And there you were."

With my heart pounding in my chest, I curse silently as I recall Ashley's love for Elvis and the constant presence of his music in the gym. It all makes sense now, why she was at that concert too. The worst part is that she saw me with not just one, but two girls that night.

My mind races, trying to figure out how to explain everything without revealing my secret. But as I stand there, struggling to find the right words, I realize I can't keep this from her any longer. I have to tell Ashley the truth about my other job.

Determined to set the record straight, I place both of my hands on Ashley's shoulders and look her straight in the eye. "Ashley, please believe me when I say I wasn't lying. Those girls were my dates, but not in the way you think."

Ashley frowns. “What kind of dates, then?”

I pause for a moment, realizing how bad this might sound. "Please, don't get me wrong. It isn't any illegal business or anything like that. I'm a... well, a sperm donor." As I say it, I can feel my face heating up with embarrassment.

"The Natural Way fertility clinic," I explain further, hoping she'll understand. "I have to date the clients and...well, give them my sperm in a natural way. But it's part of the job, nothing more."

For a moment, Ashley just stares at me, her mouth agape. It feels like an eternity before she finally finds her voice. "Wow, that's really something quite unorthodox," she says.

Feeling the need to defend myself, I add, "Yes, I know. I was reluctant to take the job at first, but I was desperate, and Martha, the clinic owner, was very good at motivating people."

Ashley continues to gaze at me, her expression shifting. "Now everything makes sense," she says thoughtfully. "I have no doubt you're a popular donor, Mike."

I'm not sure what to make of her comment, but I reply, "I'm doing okay, I guess." Hoping to move the conversation along, I promise her, "I'll work my schedule out with the ladies and maybe I can work on Saturdays here at the gym."

"That'd be nice." Ashley's nod is automatic, her thoughts obviously elsewhere.

I leave her office feeling like a deflated balloon. The chance of something more with Ashley seems to have evaporated quicker than sweat in a sauna. As I head back to the gym floor, I can't help but wonder if being honest was the right move after all. But then again, honesty is what I pride myself on—even if it means admitting to a side gig that most people would balk at.


Chapter 8

Water pours over my shoulders, steam fogging up the glass as I let the heat seep into my muscles. It's been non-stop since Dad's stroke, shuttling between his place and the gym, squeezing in schoolwork when I can. The droplets drown out the world, but they can't silence my thoughts of Megan and Sara. I've been ghosting them without meaning to; my phone's lit up with texts and missed calls I haven't returned. They're more than clients, they're friends—people I care about—and I'm left wondering if James is still a threat to Sara, if he's breathing free air and ready to haunt her again.

I shake my head, trying to dislodge the worry. Megan has Rebecca, Sara has Martha. They have their support systems. I need to focus on what's in front of me, not on what I can't control. But damn, it's hard when you can't shake off the feeling that you're letting people down, even if your role in their life might just be as simple as being a sperm donor.

The shower cuts off with a twist of the wrist, and I grab a towel, wrapping it around my waist. My apartment feels too quiet, like it's pressing in on me with all these thoughts I'm trying to escape.

Then the door chime slices through the silence, sharp and unexpected. Who the hell could that be at this hour? Rent's paid up, and as far as I know, everything's working fine. No reason for Mr. Peterson to come knocking. I tread cautiously to the door and open it just a crack.

Peeking out, I'm hit with a surprise that rocks me back on my heels. Anna stands there, the same flirty smile playing on her lips that always gets under my skin. She looks different tonight though, a spark in her eye that's not usually there.

"Anna?" The word slips out, tinged with confusion. "Is everything okay? What are you doing here so late?"

"Can I come in?" she asks, voice holding an unusual lilt that piques my curiosity.

"Of course." I step aside, pulling the door wide. Anna breezes past me with a scent that's familiar and yet tonight seems charged with something else, something that sets my nerves on edge. I click the door shut behind us, my heart thrumming a little faster than usual. What brings Anna to my doorstep at this ungodly hour?

The scent of alcohol on Anna's breath is subtle but unmistakable. It wraps around me, a sharp contrast to the steam still clinging to my skin from the shower.

"Have you been drinking?" I ask, trying to keep my tone light, not wanting to sound like I'm judging.

"Yep," she admits with a nonchalant shrug that doesn't quite reach her eyes. "Was at this fashion show dinner thing nearby. Thought I'd drop by." Her words are slightly slurred.

"Did you drive here?" Concern laces my words as I imagine her behind the wheel in this state.

She shakes her head, curls bouncing. "No way. The girls wouldn't let me. They called an Uber for me." A small chuckle escapes her, tinged with irony. "Gave him your address. Got it from Jacob."

"Should I drive you home?" I suggest, already wondering if I have any coffee to help sober her up.

Anna looks around the apartment and then back at me, her gaze unsettlingly intense. "I don't want to go home, Mike. It's... too big. Too empty." Her voice trails off, and she swallows hard, fighting back tears.

"Here, sit down," I say gently, guiding her towards the couch. I fetch a glass of water and hand it to her, watching as she takes slow sips.

I can’t take my eyes off her. She’s as stunning as usual, wearing a black lacy shrug over a yellow cocktail dress that hugs her tantalizing curves. The light catches on the droplets that escape her lips, trailing a glistening path down to the deep valley beneath the fabric. My pulse quickens, and I mentally scold myself. Not the time, Mike.

"Did I screw up your routine? Your shower?" Anna asks, her eyes wandering over my bare torso. I can feel her gaze like a physical touch, leaving a trail of heat in its wake.

"No, you're fine. I was just finishing up." I lean against the wall, giving myself some space, trying not to think about how little I'm wearing or how much I want to bridge the gap between us.

"Good." She smiles, but it's wobbly, not reaching the usual brilliance I've seen light up her entire face. I nod, accepting her response, yet knowing that everything is far from good.

Anna sets her glass on the coffee table with a delicate clink, pushing herself to stand. Her fingers reach out and glide over my skin, tracing the lines of muscle that I've worked so hard to define at the gym. "You're gorgeous," she murmurs, her eyes dark and longing. "I've missed you."

Her hand feels like fire against me, but I can't shake off the concern nibbling at the back of my mind. She's not sober, and this isn't right. Yet, when she steps closer and pulls me into a kiss, it's all I can do to remember why I should resist. The taste of alcohol is strong in her mouth, a reminder that blazes through the haze of desire.

"Anna," I groan, pulling away from her lips, trying to anchor myself to some sense of responsibility. But she's insistent, her hands reaching for the towel knotted around my waist. With one swift tug, it falls away, leaving me exposed.

"Wow," Anna breathes out, her gaze dropping down, and I feel a mix of pride and panic as her fingers wrap around me. "It's so beautiful," she says, her voice heavy with want. "Don't you think we should use that rain check now?"

The memory of that playful promise at her pool house burns through me, igniting a fire that's difficult to suppress. But looking into her eyes, I see the gloss of intoxication, the unsteady spark of impulse. It's not just about what I want; it's about what's right for her.

"Anna, not now," I insist, gently removing her hand. My chest tightens, torn between the heat of yearning and the icy stab of self-restraint. "Let me get dressed."

I turn quickly, escaping to my bedroom before I lose any semblance of control. I pull on a pair of shorts and a T-shirt, taking deep breaths to calm the storm raging inside me.

When I return to the living room, Anna's sitting on the couch again, but the shrug she wore before is gone. Her dress drapes off her shoulders, revealing more skin than it conceals. My gaze lingers, maybe longer than it should, on the soft slopes and valleys of her flesh. I catch myself wondering how the fabric stays up without revealing everything, then spot the side zipper holding it all together.

"Are you okay, Mike?" Anna giggles, tilting her head as if she sees straight through me. "Every time you look at me, you seem... somewhere else."

"Can you blame me?" I chuckle in response, feeling the weight of her beauty like a physical presence in the room. "You stun me every time, that's all."

Sitting across from her, I force my eyes to meet hers rather than wander. It's a battle, with every curve calling to me.

I take a seat on the sofa across from Anna, gulping down the desire that's threatening to boil over. "How are things between you and Jake?" I ask, more to distract myself than anything else.

"Actually," she begins, her voice steady despite the buzz of alcohol, "we’ve just signed the divorce papers." I see a tinge of sadness in her eyes, but also liberation. "I haven't felt this free in years. No more pretending."

"Good for you," I say, meaning it. It’s not easy to end things, even when they’re broken. “It took courage to take that step.”

She nods, a wistful smile dancing on her lips. "Yeah, I guess... Jacob was generous, too. I got the house, and more."

"Then why so sad?" I lean in, concern filling my voice. Her vulnerability is unexpectedly disarming.

Anna stares into the glass before meeting my eyes. "I … I miss Jacob," she says, her voice barely above a whisper, but it's heavy, loaded with something more than just longing. "Sounds pathetic, right? We weren't really much of anything... but we were sort of partners in crime." Her laugh is sharp, like it's cutting through the silence, and then it's gone, replaced by tears that spill over and track down her cheeks. "My life's a joke, Mike. My parents split when I was just a baby because I was nothing more than a passion’s mistake. I've never known who I really am." She sucks in a breath, shaky and uneven. "And then, there's Jacob. I fell for a gay man and played his perfect little beard. Everyone thinks I've got it all because I can strike a pose, but I'm just... unloved."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. Here she is, this stunning woman who's been the subject of too many of my teenage fantasies, crumbling right in front of me. I scoot closer and wrap an arm around her shoulders, pulling her in. "You're amazing, Anna. You put your happiness aside for someone who... who doesn't see how incredible you are. But you'll find someone who does, I promise you that." I mean every word, even though my heart thunders against my ribcage, begging to be the one to prove it to her. "Guys would be falling over themselves to love you if you let them."

She sniffs, a laugh bubbling up through the sobs, and leans into the hug just a bit. I can feel her start to relax as I rub circles on her back. "Thanks, Mike," she murmurs, and I can tell she's still got a long way to go, but at least for now, she's not drowning anymore.

I'm not sure what to say when Anna tells me she's visiting my folks tomorrow, intent on apologizing for the whole charade with Jacob. I can see it in her eyes—she's dreading it, weighed down by the guilt of deception.

"Hey," I tell her gently, reaching for her hand. "Dad will understand. It's not your fault—you got caught up in something complicated."

She bites her lip, tears welling up in her eyes again. "Thank you, Mike. You're...you've always been so kind." Her voice cracks as she speaks, and I realize how alone she must feel.

“You’re always welcome, Anna,” I say, squeezing her hand.

"Jacob's already moved out," she confesses. "He's living with Peter now. And that house...it just swallows me up. I haven't shared a bed with him for years, but at least I knew he'd come back each night."

My heart clenches for her. I remember walking through the large property that day at the party, feeling small amid its opulence. "That place is an echo chamber for one," I agree. "Are you going to sell it?"

"Maybe," she murmurs, looking down. "But I love the house, you know? And I thought it would be a great place to raise a family." A pause stretches between us before she glances up, a hint of hope flickering across her features. "Would you consider renting a room from me? I could use the company, and I'll cut you a deal on the rent."

Surprise washes over me, and I nod slowly. "I appreciate that, Anna. I'll think about it, really."

"Can I...can I stay here tonight, though?" she asks tentatively, her gaze fixed on the floor. "I don't feel like facing the empty rooms."

"Of course," I assure her without hesitation. "You take the bed. I can crash on the couch."

We sit together, the silence comfortable, and before long, her breathing evens out; she's asleep, right there against my shoulder. Carefully, I scoop her into my arms, surprised by the sudden protectiveness that floods through me. As I lay her down on the bed, she stirs slightly.

"Mike, please...stay," she whispers, her voice laced with vulnerability.

"Shh, I'm here," I murmur back, easing onto the edge of the mattress. Watching her settle back into slumber, I kick off my shoes and remain beside her, just in case she needs me. I reach out, turning off the lamp, and let the darkness envelop us both.


Chapter 9

The soft warmth of the bed fades, replaced by a vivid dream that crashes over me in waves of desire. Anna's lips press against mine, searing and insistent. Her hands roam with purpose, finding the edge of my bath towel and pulling it away. The fabric falls to the ground, leaving me naked before her hungry gaze.

"Beautiful," she breathes out, her eyes widening as they take in the sight of my arousal. A pang of longing strikes me—her words echo through my mind, stirring memories of sun-soaked skin at the pool house, where she last saw me like this. Anna lowers herself gracefully, kneeling before me, and without hesitation, her mouth engulfs me.

A groan escapes my throat unbidden, and I'm captivated by the view down her yellow dress. The off-the-shoulder cut reveals the swell of her breasts, creamy and full, begging for touch. My cock twitches in response, jolting within the warm wetness of her mouth.

Anna's hazel eyes lock onto mine, an intimate connection tethering us as she slides along my length. Each pass of her red, pouty lips sends shivers up my spine. "I've wanted this forever," I confess, my voice ragged with need.

My thoughts drift, carried by the tide of sensation back to the past. I'm that skinny teenager again, meeting Anna for the first time. She's radiant in a yellow cami dress, her raven hair cascading down her shoulders like a waterfall of silk. Those brown eyes ensnare me, the most beautiful on earth, filled with light and laughter.

"Didn't know Jake's little brother was so tall and handsome," she teases, a smile playing on her lips.

Heat creeps into my cheeks; I chuckle awkwardly, tripping over a simple "nice to meet you." But before I can drown in embarrassment, Jake appears, his voice peppered with mock severity. "Stop gawking at my girlfriend, Mike."

Anna's laughter chimes through the air, musical and sweet. "Oh, Jake, stop acting like a big brother," she says, her joy infectious, even then.

That memory, a treasure locked away, fuels the passion of the moment. Anna worships me with her mouth, each stroke and suck a proof of a longing kept hidden for years.  Her tongue swirls, tracing patterns that inscribe pleasure deep into my skin. I'm lost in the fantasy, every nerve alight, burning with the fire she ignites.

"Anna," I gasp out as her mouth engulfs me, taking me deeper until I hit the narrow passage of her throat. She gags, a strangled sound that pulls me from the haze of my dream.

My eyes flutter open to darkness, a weight atop me. A warm, velvety sensation wraps around my cock.

"Anna?" I mumble into the shadows, my mind scrambling to piece together reality. The events of last night trickle back—Anna, drunk and vulnerable, sharing my bed.

"What a pleasant surprise," I say incredulously.

A soft chuckle vibrates against my skin, her movements halting. "I'm sorry," Anna whispers, her voice a sultry murmur in the dark. "I couldn't wait any longer... I was afraid you'd say no."

"Naughty girl," I groan, reaching for the lamp. Light floods the room, and I arch my back to get a better look at her. There she is, wearing that same yellow cocktail dress, straddling and bending over me, her milky breasts spilling out in full view. My heart pounds against my ribs, a primal drum echoing my desire.

Anna's tongue laps at my length like it's her favorite treat, eyes locked on mine. Her lips close around me again, and she begins to bob with precision. Up and down she slithers, her tongue tracing the underside of my shaft with each descent. Her breasts move with her—bouncing, shimmying, jiggling—and it's all I can do not to reach out and grasp them.

Pleasure builds within me, every nerve ending alight as if electrified by her touch. She works me over, her mouth an oasis of heat and wetness. The sounds of her gagging and sucking fill the quiet night, creating a symphony of raw, unadulterated desire.

Then she's on my sack, rolling my balls into her mouth with a gentleness that belies her fervor. Her hand strokes me, a world-class effort that has my toes curling, my fingers digging into the sheets. It takes all the strength I possess not to surrender to the tide threatening to crash over me.

"Anna," I manage through gritted teeth, my voice ragged with need. My body tenses, every muscle coiled tight as I fight the urge to let go. Her name becomes a mantra, a prayer, as she brings me to the edge of oblivion, holding me there with nothing but her mouth and the promise of release.

Her hand, a delicate vise around the base of my arousal, steadies me as she peers up with those clear brown eyes that hold the night's lust within their depths. "I need your cock inside me," she declares, a whisper that cuts through the heavy air like a sacred incantation.

She releases me and gets off the bed, and with a fluid grace, she peels away the yellow fabric that clings to her curves like a jealous lover. The dress pools at her feet, a forgotten canary against the dark floor. Climbing back to bed, her breasts sway with an enticing rhythm, the soft lamplight caressing each bounce, each jiggle, as if they too are hypnotized by her allure.

Without breaking eye contact, Anna's slender fingers wrap around my shaft, guiding me towards the warmth of her. Each brush against her slick entrance sends a jolt through me, making me twitch in anticipation. Her touch is deft as she circles the tip, aligning me with the promise of ecstasy.

"God, Anna," escapes from me in a ragged murmur as she lowers herself onto me, enveloping half of my length with her exquisite tightness. It's a sensation beyond words—the searing heat, the unyielding grip of her as she takes me in, an intimate dance of flesh that binds us together.

Her pussy, a living entity, writhes and pulses around me, claiming me as its own. She leans forward, her weight braced on my chest, and suddenly, her breasts are there—creamy mounds pressed together, nipples hard as pearls, begging for attention. They stare at me, challenging me to look away, but I can't. I'm entranced by every dip and curve of her body as she envelopes me further into her depths.

The room fills with the sounds of our union, the slick slide of skin on skin, the whispered gasps and moans that punctuate the night. I'm lost in the sensation, in the way she moves and takes me deeper, the vice-like embrace of her inner walls that stroke me with every subtle movement. My hands find the flare of her hips, grounding myself in the here and now, where nothing exists but Anna and the pulsing heat that threatens to consume us both.

My hands glide down the silk of Anna's skin, tracing the curves of her waist before settling on the generous flare of her hips. The reality of what's happening hits me hard—Anna, the woman I've fantasized about for years—she's here, in my bed.  Anna, my brother’s wife or soon-to-be ex-wife, a woman with desires and needs that have gone unmet, until now.

"Mike," Anna moans my name as she rotates her hips, finding a rhythm that has us both gasping. Her movements are fluid, almost artful, designed to stretch and fill herself with every inch of me. "You're so big," she whispers, her voice thick with want.

I can't help but respond, my hips lifting to meet her halfway. Her breasts press against my chest, soft and warm, her nipples like pebbles against my skin. She leans in, her lips tracing the sensitive area behind my ear, sending shivers down my spine.

"Anna," I breathe out, lost in the sensation, "this is unreal."

Her breath is a hot whisper against my neck. "I hope you are as strong as you look, baby," she says, her tone teasing and breathless all at once. "Because I plan to fuck you until the night ends."

The crude words spilling from her refined lips ignite a sudden surge of arousal within me. A groan escapes me, raw and unrestrained, as I push up into her, seeking even more depth. Anna counters, shifting back, taking me deeper, as if challenging the boundaries of our physical connection. "I love your tight pussy," I manage to say through gritted teeth, feeling the exquisite pressure of her inner walls massaging my shaft.

She moves with perfection, each contraction of her muscles coaxing a wave of pleasure that threatens to overwhelm me. With one determined thrust, she sinks down, enveloping me completely. My world narrows to the pulsing heat between us, to the sensation of being entirely consumed by Anna.

She sits upright, regal and commanding, as if she's claiming her throne. Beneath her, I'm more than willing to be conquered. Her body rises and falls rhythmically, and I watch, transfixed, as every fiber of her being seems to embrace and adapt to my size, welcoming me into the deepest parts of her.

"Baby," I whisper, my voice hoarse with desire. "You feel incredible."

Our kiss is a desperate battle of passion, tongues tangling in an urgent dance. There's a stillness to our bodies, a moment of calm amidst the storm, as if my cock is carving its permanent place within her. Anna rocks against me, slow and deliberate, and I push up with every backward roll of her hips, matching her rhythm, our movements synchronizing.

"Anna," I breathe into the kiss, her name a moan muffled by her lips.

She sits up straighter, her gaze locked onto mine, eyes dark pools of lust. Her body begins to move faster, grinding down on me, using just the top part of my shaft to tease us both. The sight of her breasts, full and perfect, bouncing in quick succession, sends a surge of desire through my veins.

"Mike... oh, Mike..." Her voice is a sultry melody that vibrates through my core.

I reach for her, hands cupping her breasts, thumbs brushing over her nipples. They're hard, responsive to my touch, and she lets out a soft moan, encouraging me to squeeze tighter. The headboard slams rhythmically against the wall, a testament to the intensity of our coupling.

"Mike, I'm going to come," she whispers, her eyelids fluttering closed, surrendering to the sensation.

"Come with me," I urge, voice rough with desire.

Her inner muscles clench around me, a velvet vise that threatens to pull the release from me too soon. But I hold back, determined to join her in climax. She suddenly impales herself deeper, and a raw groan escapes me.

"I want your seed," she breathes out, and there's a fierce determination in her voice that hits me like a tidal wave.

"Of course, you got it, baby," I say without hesitation, the words torn from somewhere deep inside—a place where fantasies and reality are indistinguishable.

Her pussy grips me in a series of rhythmic contractions, sending shocks of pleasure up my spine. Our bodies are locked in an ancient ritual, carnal and raw. My control frays at the edges, my impending orgasm a force of nature I can't—and don't want to—stop.

"Anna," I gasp, feeling the unmistakable swell of release building at the base of my spine. "I'm—"

The rest of my words are lost in the heat of the moment, our moans and cries filling the room, intertwining with the sound of flesh meeting flesh. We are nothing but pure sensation, two beings chasing the pinnacle of pleasure together.

I can't hold back any longer; the pressure builds to a breaking point. My balls tighten, a signal that I'm on the brink of losing control. Stars burst behind my closed eyelids as Anna's body locks around me, her inner muscles clamping down like a vice.

A raw groan rips from my throat, primal and unrestrained, as she goes rigid above me, a high-pitched scream of ecstasy escaping her lips. It's a sound that reverberates through the room, echoing off the walls and imprinting itself in my memory. The orgasm that I've been fighting crashes over me like a relentless wave, rushing up from my core and exploding out of me with volcanic intensity.

Rope after rope of hot cum floods Anna’s womb, each spurt feeling more intense than the last. My mind registers the sensation of my seed spreading within her, a molten river eager to fulfill the promise of life we've just whispered in heated breaths. With every pulse of release, I imagine my sperm racing toward her eager eggs, the thought alone enough to send additional shivers through my spent body.

My hips buck involuntarily, pushing deeper, ensuring every drop is deposited inside her—the woman who's haunted my dreams for years now surrendering to me completely.

The orgasm seems to stretch on forever, an unending pleasure that leaves me boneless and gasping for air. Eventually, the last of my essence trickles out, and Anna collapses onto me, her breaths coming in heavy pants. We're a tangle of limbs and slick skin, the evidence of our union glistening on our bodies.

In the aftermath, our movements are languid, tender even. I stroke Anna's hair, feeling the damp strands as I tuck them behind her ear. Our lips meet in a kiss that's soft, a stark contrast to the fervor of moments ago. My hand trails down her spine, fingertips memorizing each curve before coming to rest on the swell of her ass, giving it an affectionate squeeze.

Anna lets out a soft sigh as she wiggles in my embrace. "Thank you, Mike," she murmurs. "I've never been this happy before."

"Anytime, Anna," I reply, holding her closer. I then take a deep breath and relax, cherishing the feeling of her warm body against mine and committing this moment to memory.


Book 3: The Fruit of Life


Chapter 1

The trail winds before me like a serpentine ribbon, dipping and rising with the contours of Cedar Canyon. I glance at Megan as we trek on the uneven path. It’s been two hours since we started our hike from her place. The late afternoon sun casts long shadows, and the landscape opens up to reveal a stunning vista. Lush green hills roll into valleys, and in the distance, downtown Dallas glimmers like a cluster of jewel-toned lights.

"Wow," I exhale, my eyes drinking in the view. "This place is incredible. Like a hidden gem right in the heart of Dallas."

Megan beams, her dark blue eyes reflecting the scenery. "I come here a lot," she says, tucking a strand of her black hair behind her ear. "For exercise, or just to... unwind."

It's Thursday afternoon, and I'm surprised by the lack of crowds. We've crossed paths with only a few other hikers clutching their walking sticks and birdwatchers, their eyes glued to binoculars, thumbing through field guides with an air of concentration.

As we venture deeper into the forest, where cedars mingle with elms and oaks, the presence of others dwindles even further. The setting sun plays hide and seek through the dense canopy above us, fingers of light reaching down to dance on the forest floor. Leaves rustle in a gentle breeze, orchestrating a symphony that only nature could compose. Here, surrounded by the towering trees, the city's constant hum feels worlds away.

"Listen to that," I say, pausing for a moment. "Nothing beats the sound of the wind through the trees."

Megan nods, a serene expression on her face. "It's like the forest breathes with you," she whispers. We stand still, letting the tranquility sink into our bones. I watch her close her eyes for a brief second, as if to memorize the feel of this escape.

"Ready to keep moving?" I ask gently, not wanting to break the spell but aware that daylight won't last forever.

She opens her eyes, smiles, and nods. "Let's go."

We resume our hike, the peacefulness of Cedar Canyon wrapping around us like a comforting shawl.

The late afternoon sun casts a golden glow over the trail as we follow the creek's gentle curve. The water's murmur mingles with the rustle of leaves, crafting a tranquil soundtrack to our hike. Megan leads us to a natural rest stop—a fallen tree trunk worn smooth from countless visitors before us.

"Whew," she sighs, shedding her jacket and revealing the contours of her body outlined by a damp sports bra. "It's hot." Her voice is light but I hear the edges of discomfort in it.

I nod, my gaze inadvertently lingering on the fabric clinging to her skin. I can't help but notice how her nipples press against the material, and an involuntary reaction stirs within me. We haven’t been together since the concert night, and my body remembers before my mind catches up.

Megan's gasp pulls me out of the moment. She's caught my lapse, and embarrassment floods me. "Sorry," I manage, shifting to disguise my growing arousal. The last thing I want is for her to think I'm just like any other guy—unable to control himself, or worse, to remind her of that haunting experience from her childhood.

But Megan surprises me, her hand reaching out and resting gently over the bulge in my pants. "Don't worry about it," she says softly. "I've missed you."

A shiver runs through me, part longing, part apprehension. The sensation of her touch ignites something primal within, yet the specter of public exposure keeps me on edge.

"We should probably head back to your place," I suggest, my voice a notch too formal. I don't want to risk anything that might dredge up those shadows in her eyes again, like at the concert two weeks ago when the crowd became too much for her.

Her hand doesn't move, though, and the warmth of her skin seeps through the fabric of my pants. "I'm fine, really," she insists, her fingers tracing lines that send my pulse racing.

"Are you sure?" I ask, torn between desire and the duty to protect her. Cedar Canyon might be a sanctuary, but it's not entirely ours.

"Positive," she whispers, squeezing gently, and I'm lost in the honesty of her stormy eyes.

"Okay," I breathe out, surrendering to the moment, to her.

"Rebecca thinks it's good for me... to be outside like this," she breathes out, tracing the outline of my desire, the heat of her touch searing through me.

"Out here?" I ask, though my voice is but a whisper lost amidst the rustle of leaves and the gentle flow of the creek beside us.

"Yep. Cognitive Reconstruction," Megan says, and there's a strength in her voice that wasn't there before—a determination that Rebecca has kindled within her. She gazes into my eyes, her own reflecting the verdant hues around us. "That's why I asked you to come on this hike."

The words hang between us, heavy with implication. If this is what she needs—to reclaim herself, to overwrite the darkness with light—then who am I to stand in her way?

I pull her close, our bodies pressed together. My lips find hers, and the taste of her is like rain after a drought.

Cupping her breast over the damp fabric of her sports bra, I feel her heartbeat synchronizing with mine. Her moan vibrates against my mouth, and it's the sweetest melody I've heard all day.

Fingers fumbling, she reaches for the waistband of my jeans. The zip gives way under her touch, and then she's wrapping her hand around me, her grip both sure and explorative.

A groan escapes me, raw and needy, as I deepen our kiss, my own hand slipping beneath her bra to stroke the softness of her skin. I thrust my tongue to meet hers, mirroring the motion of my hips against her hand. Every fiber of my being is alight, burning with need, with want.

Our kiss breaks, and Megan's gaze lowers, her eyes locking onto my erection with unveiled wonder. "You're so big, beautiful," she whispers, her voice infused with awe and something fiercer, deeper. "You could make tons of babies with this."

A chuckle rumbles through me, morphing into a groan. It's incredible how brave she's become. How much she's grown since that first meeting, when shadows lurked behind her smile. Once, I thought she'd need Rebecca forever to guide her through the darkness, but Megan's proving me wrong.

Without warning, she kneels. My breath hitches, a protest dying on my lips as she takes me into her mouth. The world narrows down to the warmth of her, the wetness, the exquisite pressure as she moves. My hands thread through her short black hair, the sensation of her small mouth enveloping me obliterating every thought of where we are—the city, the trail, everything fades until there's only her, only this moment.

And I'm lost to it, utterly consumed.

I can't believe this is happening. Making out in the middle of a forest, with the earthy scent of cedar filling my lungs, isn't an everyday thing. Megan's behavior catches me off guard once again. She's unpredictable, a whimsical force of nature as she stares up at me with those deep blue eyes, shimmering like twilight over a still lake.

"Mike," she breathes between kisses, and I'm drawn back to her, my hand cradling her face gently. A loose strand of hair falls across her cheek, and I tuck it behind her ear, marveling at how the simple act sends shivers down my spine. She's innocence and naughtiness rolled into one—restrained yet wild, a living paradox that keeps me on edge.

As she kneels before me, her small mouth working wonders, my thoughts drift unexpectedly. I'm back on the dusty playground where I first fell for Emma, my childhood crush. For a year, I loved her from afar, always stepping in to shield her from the taunts of bullies. My chest tightens remembering the day Emma told me she was moving to Austin. The sadness had been overwhelming until she left me with a kiss on my cheek, a sweet memory now clashing with the raw desire coursing through me.

"Damn," I mutter under my breath, chastising myself for linking Emma's innocent peck with what's unfolding with Megan. Yet, it’s that same protective instinct that draws me to Megan, makes me want to cover her, shield her, love her. She's more than a client; she's become a friend, a lover...maybe something more?

"I want you inside me, Mike," Megan interrupts my whirlwind of memories and desires. Her voice is urgent, pulling me back to the here and now.

"Are you sure?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. "Someone might come by." My gaze scans the dense foliage, half-expecting a hiker to emerge.

Megan offers a sly smile. "This is the most secluded spot in the park," she assures me, her hands fumbling with the button of my jeans. "I've spent hours here undisturbed, just the deer and rabbits for company."

Her words fan the flames of my desire, but they also remind me of the ticking clock—the sinking sun, the encroaching darkness. We have to hurry.

"Alright then," I concede, my heart pounding against my ribcage like a caged bird desperate for flight. I let her guide me, trusting in her newfound boldness, in her need to reclaim herself in this verdant sanctuary. And as the world around us dims to twilight, I'm ready to be whatever she needs me to be.

Megan peels off her jeans and panties with hands that tremble, the fabric slipping down her legs in a whisper of motion. I watch her, this woman who's facing her fears head-on, and my admiration swells. My own fingers make quick work of my belt, freeing myself from the confines of denim.

She turns, presents her fabulous backside to me while bending over the log bench like some forest nymph claiming her place among the roots and earth. Her elbow finds purchase on the rough bark, and her roundness tempts me, pushing toward me with an unspoken invitation.

Grunting, I reach out, my palm grazing the smooth curve of her bubble butt before slipping beneath to cup the warmth of her. She's slick, ready, and I can't help but explore the silken folds that eagerly part for my touch. A finger slips inside her, and her moan fills the quiet around us, rich with longing.

"More," she pants, her voice filled with desire.

I step behind her and position myself at her entrance. The snug fit of her body welcomes me as I push inside, each of us exhaling sharply at the connection. Megan's soft moan tickles my ears while she presses back, urging me deeper.

Again, I thrust, and she moves with me—her ass a dance of curves against my hips. She clenches around me, muscles fluttering with a skill that belies her inexperience. Instinct takes over; my palm connects with her flesh, a playful reprimand.

"Naughty girl," I tease, my voice thick with arousal.

Her giggle is breathless, gasping out between the impacts. "I like it... more."

So I oblige, my hand striking her again, marking her skin with my desire. The slaps echo softly, blending with the chorus of nature around us—the gurgle of the creek, the rustle of leaves.

It's surreal, the wild, natural beauty here blending with the rawness of our joining. The scene could be plucked from a fantasy, too perfect, too lush, yet here we are. I try to ground myself, to ignore the whimsical thoughts that threaten to distract.

And then Megan tightens around me, pulling me in further. Her cry breaks through my reverie—a sharp call of climax. My body responds in kind, a rush of heat as I release into her.

Breathing hard, I steady myself, my hands on her hips. I gently spin Megan around, my hands steadying her shoulders as she turns to face me. Our chests heave in unison, the afterglow of our passion painting a flush over her skin. I pull her close, wrapping my arms around her in an embrace that feels more than physical—it’s protective, caring. Pressing my lips to hers, I kiss her softly, tasting the sweet remnants of our fervor.

The forest around us is quiet, save for the whisper of leaves and the distant call of an evening bird. I hold Megan tighter, wishing against reason that this moment could be the start of something more. That maybe, just maybe, she might conceive my child right here, amidst the beauty of Cedar Canyon. And then, a silly fantasy flickers through my mind—us returning here, with little ones scampering at our feet, laughing and playing in the very spot where we've shared such intimacy.

But the rational part of me knows better. I'm just a donor to her, nothing more. Despite the depth of what we've done, there's a line drawn in the sand of our arrangement. "We should get dressed," I murmur against her ear, reluctant to break the spell but aware of the practicalities. "Before some curious raccoon decides to join us."

Megan laughs, the sound light and free. "I think you could handle a raccoon or two," she teases, her voice soft but filled with mirth.

As we pull away from each other to gather our clothes, Megan hesitates. There's a look in her eye—a mix of determination and vulnerability—that catches me off guard. "Mike, can I ask you something?" Her voice is tentative, yet there's an undercurrent of hope that makes my heart pick up its pace.

"Of course," I reply, pausing with my jeans halfway up.

"Could we... keep seeing each other? Not as a donor and client, but just us?" The question hangs between us, charged with possibility.

My heart skips a beat. This is what I've been secretly yearning for, yet I hadn't dared to believe it might happen. I nod eagerly, a smile breaking across my face. "I'd like that, Megan. Very much."

But then I remember my other commitments, the other lives that intertwine with mine in this unconventional journey. "You know I have other clients, though. Women who are counting on me, just like you did."

Megan nods, her expression understanding. "I know. And it's okay. I can share, as long as you care about me too."

"Of course, I do." The words come out earnest and true. It's more than just a reassurance; it's a promise from the depths of me. We're not just bodies intertwined; there's a bond here that goes beyond the physical.

Megan grins and leans in to kiss me. Our kiss seals the new understanding between us, deep and full of mutual respect and burgeoning affection.

Eventually, we pull apart, smiling as we finish dressing in silence. The forest watches us as we leave it, hand in hand, the future stretches out before us—unpredictable, exciting, real.


Chapter 2

The clang of weights and the whirr of treadmills fill the air at Power Fitness, but my attention is elsewhere. I'm spotting a client, counting his reps, but it's Ashley who's got my focus. She's across the room, giving pointers to a newbie on the proper form for deadlifts, her red ponytail bouncing with every enthusiastic gesture.

"Keep your back straight, just like that," I say absently to my client, who grunts in response, muscles bulging as he lifts. But my mind is on Ashley. It's been days since our last real conversation, and now there's this distance between us—a chasm that wasn't there before.

She still talks to me, sure. Casual stuff: schedules, gym maintenance, the occasional joke. But the warmth has dimmed. No more shared confidences over protein shakes or lingering chats after closing time. It gnaws at me, this shift. Being a sperm donor was personal, something I revealed because I trusted her. Now I wonder if that trust cost me something precious.

Another investor came by after Sandra Hilly—a big deal for the gym—but Ashley's kept mum about it. Every time I try to bring it up, someone needs a spot, or she's darting off to handle business. My curiosity itches like a fresh tattoo, and I'm dying to scratch.

My phone buzzes in my pocket, derailing my thoughts. I know it's got to be Anna. Mom's tied up with the house renovations, so Anna's stepping in to bring Dad here. Slipping the phone out, I thumb the screen and scan the message. They're close.

"Push through, two more," I tell my client, racking the barbell as he finishes. "Solid set, man." I slap his shoulder and make my way over to Ashley. "Anna's bringing Dad," I mention casually, trying to gauge her reaction.

"Okay, cool," she replies, not missing a beat as she adjusts a weight stack for the newbie.

"Be right back," I say and head for the front entrance, leaving behind the muffled sounds of exertions and the scent of determination that saturates the gym.

Outside, the sun casts long shadows across the parking lot. Rose, Dad's nurse, and Anna are easing him into his wheelchair. I smile at the sight, glad that Dad is allowing Anna to help, a sign that he’s forgiven her.

"Hey, guys," I greet them warmly. Anna looks up and meets my gaze, her clear brown eyes locking onto mine. There's history there, memories of a night when barriers fell and desires took hold. She's dressed down today—t-shirt and joggers—that do nothing to disguise the curves I know so intimately. As we hug, formally yet unavoidably close, heat uncoils within me, a reminder of our connection.

"Good to see you, Mike," Anna says, stepping back with a small smile that doesn't quite reach her eyes. Her voice is light, but there's a tension there, an echo of the complexities we're tangled in.

"Let's get inside," I suggest, eager to shift my focus back to where it belongs. My world's become a complicated place lately, and all I want is to find some steady ground.

I'm leading the way through the clinking and clanking of weights, past the mirrors reflecting bodies in motion. Anna trails behind me, her eyes sweeping over Power Fitness with an admiration that lifts my spirits a bit.

"Nice place," she comments, taking in the energy of the gym.

"Thanks," I reply, feeling a swell of pride. "So, what do you think? Want to join the club?"

She laughs, a light sound that bounces off the walls. "I might just take you up on that."

Before we reach the mobility room, Ashley spots us and waves as she comes closer. “Hi Thomas,” she greets my dad. “How’re you doing today?”

My dad answers with slurred but clear enough words. “I’m fine, thanks.”

Ashley’s eyes brighten when they fall on Anna, and she glances at me quickly as if waiting for my introduction. I don’t miss a beat. "Anna, meet Ashley. Ashley, this is Anna—Jacob's wife." The words hang awkwardly between us for a split second before Anna steps in.

"Actually, soon-to-be ex-wife," Anna corrects me gently.

Ashley's eyebrow arches, a silent question etched above her twinkling eyes.

"Long story," I mumble, not wanting to delve into family dramas here.

"Hi, Anna. It's good to meet you," Ashley says, extending her hand with a warm smile that seems genuine.

"Likewise," Anna responds as they shake hands.

Meanwhile, Rose and I assist my dad from his wheelchair onto the bench, making sure he's comfortable and secure. Ashley takes the moment to show Anna around, starting with how to adjust the machines.

"This is quite different from the other gyms I've been to," Anna admits, her gaze following Ashley's motions. "There's a friendly vibe here."

"It's my second home, really," Ashley confesses with a chuckle, giving a machine a pat. "I spend more time here than at my actual apartment."

"Tell me about the membership programs when you can," Anna says, already looking like she belongs among the rows of equipment and free weights.

"Sure, come to my office whenever you're ready," Ashley responds, pointing towards the glass-walled space overlooking the gym floor.

"Will do, after I'm done here," Anna replies, but I jump in.

"Go now, it's fine. I've got things covered with Rose."

Anna nods appreciatively and follows Ashley's lead, leaving me with Dad and the dumbbells.

I watch Anna and Ashley disappear into the office, a small swell of relief fluttering in my chest. They hit it off, and that's one less thing to stress about on this chaotic Friday afternoon.

Turning back to my dad, I can't help but marvel at the progress he's made in just two weeks. His speech is clearer now, each word fought for and won. He grips the bench with shaking hands, pushing himself up to stand. It's only a few steps, his feet shuffling across the rubber matting, but it's a victory all the same. Determination etches deep lines across his forehead; he's a fighter, my old man, even when his body tries to betray him.

"Good job, Dad," I encourage, steadying him. A grunt is his only reply, but that's okay. Mom’s been a godsend since she came back to Dallas. Mom's always had this way of making the impossible seem manageable. The house is getting an overhaul because of her—handrails and grab bars are popping up like daisies, and there's talk of a ramp for the front steps. All on my advice. It feels good to know I'm helping, even if it's not in the ways Dad once imagined for me.

The sound of footsteps draws me from my thoughts, and I look up to see Anna returning from the office. Her face is tougher to read than one of those old Russian novels, and I feel a spike of concern.

"Everything okay?" I ask as she approaches. "Did you sign up?"

A nod, but it's half-hearted. "Yeah, I did. Ashley waived the annual fee for me."

"Really? That's generous." But something's off. Anna doesn't look happy or grateful, but instead, a bit sad. "What's wrong?"

She exhales, the air heavy with unspoken worries. "Ashley told me there's a chance the gym might close down or change ownership. That's why she waived the fee."

My heart stumbles over a beat, shock flooding my veins like ice water. Ashley hadn't said a word to me about any of this. We're supposed to be a team, aren't we?

"Close down?" I repeat dumbly.

"Yeah." Anna's gaze flicks to the floor, then back up to me. She's sad, and suddenly I am too. Power Fitness isn't just a job for me—it's where I found myself, where I met Ashley, where everything started to make sense.

"Thanks for telling me," I say. My voice is steady, but inside, I'm reeling. I need to talk to Ashley about this. Later, after everyone's gone and the weights have settled into silence.

"Of course."

Anna touches my arm briefly, a flash of warmth in the cool, open space of the gym, before she heads out to join Rose and Dad. I'm left standing by the bench, my mind racing through possibilities, through fears. But there's work to do still, weights to lift and reps to count. So I shake off the numbness and focus on the here and now, saving the worry for later.

"Good, Dad. Just like that," I encourage as my dad grips the parallel bars, his knuckles white with effort. Anna's eyes are on us, and I can feel her admiration like a tangible thing in the air.

"Mike, you're really good at this," she says, her tone genuine. "Ever thought about becoming a physical therapist?"

I pause, my hands supporting Dad's elbow. "Yeah, it's crossed my mind." I admit, shifting my gaze to meet hers. "But all that extra schoolwork..." My voice trails off, loaded with reluctance.

"How long would it take?" Anna probes, tilting her head, her curiosity evident.

"Three years for the doctoral degree, then there's the licensing exam." I reel off the facts.

"Three years is nothing when you think about it," Anna counters lightly, her eyes sparkling. "You should consider it."

I hesitate, my chest tight with a mix of emotions. "I'll think about it," I finally say, but the truth is, I’m content being a personal trainer. Happy, even.

Then Dad’s hand, heavy and warm, pats my arm. His speech is sluggish, but his intention is clear. "Do it, Mike."

My mouth falls open slightly, surprised at the encouragement. He’d always been so set on me going into finance, following in his footsteps. The weight of his expectation had always been a silent pressure, but now, here he is, supporting a different path.

"Thanks, Dad." The words come out soft, hardly more than a whisper, my heart swelling with a mix of pride and confusion.

We finish up the session, and I help Dad back into the wheelchair. Then we make our way to Ashley, who's just finished with another client.

"Bye, Ashley," Anna calls out as we approach.

“That’s it?” Ashley answers with a smile. “Are you coming back tomorrow?”

“I’m afraid not,” Anna says, glancing at me for confirmation. “We’re starting at a clinic next week, right?”

“Yes,” I say with a nod. I haven’t gotten a chance to inform Ashley about it yet. “We found a place, closer to Dad’s house.”

“I see,” Ashley smiles warmly, shaking my dad’s hand. “Well, I’m gonna miss you, Thomas.”

"Thank-you," Dad replies, his voice rough around the edges.

"Speedy recovery," Ashley says, and there’s sincerity in her voice that doesn't go unnoticed. “You’ve made great progress.”

Dad thanks her again, and with Rose's assistance, they navigate towards the exit. Anna and I follow them. Once Dad and Rose are settled in the medical transit, Anna stays behind, her gaze flickering to me.

"Ashley’s an awesome girl," she states, a small smile playing on her lips. "You’re lucky, Mike."

"Wait, what do you mean?" I ask, feeling a warm flush creep up my neck.

"Mike, it's obvious," Anna says with a knowing look. "Ashley can't take her eyes off you. She even told me you're an amazing guy."

My cheeks burn hotter. "That doesn't mean anything," I mumble, trying to brush it off. Inside, though, her words lift me. It feels good to know Ashley regards me positively despite my unconventional side gig. 

Anna chuckles softly and shakes her head. "You really should tell her how you feel, Mike. Do it before it's too late. You'll regret it if you don't."

I curse inwardly at my transparent emotions. It's like I'm a book lying open for anyone to read. As Anna turns to leave, I lean in and give her a quick kiss on the cheek. Her voice drops to a whisper, "I'll call you tonight," sending a shiver down my spine.

Back inside Power Fitness, a cocktail of hope and nerves bubbles in my stomach. I catch Ashley glancing my way a few times, but I still can't wrap my mind around the idea that she could be into me like Anna said.

The gym empties out slowly, and I bide my time, waiting for the right moment to speak to Ashley. When we're finally alone, she heads straight to the weights area, calling over her shoulder, "You can go home, Mike. I've got the closing routine covered."

Damn. She’s avoiding me again. I consider postponing the inquiry about the gym’s future like I’ve been doing in the past week, but decide against it. I'm not ready to leave, not yet. Not without talking to her.

Pretending I need to cool down, I step onto the treadmill and start a slow jog. Out of the corner of my eye, I watch Ashley. She's doing squats, her body hugged by a cropped tank top and tight workout pants that accentuate every curve. Broad hips, heart-shaped ass, breasts that defy gravity — she's a vision of strength and desire.

A surge of lust heats my blood, and I mentally scold myself. I’m not here to lust over my boss, I’m here to support her. I stop the machine and turn toward the weights. No distractions now. I have something far more important to address.


Chapter 3

I focus on weights, grunting as I sweat, my shirt clinging to my skin. Putting the barbells down, I peel it off. The air hits my skin, cool and sharp—a brief respite from the heat that's been building within me, especially now as I catch Ashley's gaze locked onto my bare chest. Her eyes hold an unspoken hunger that sends an unexpected jolt straight to my groin. I can't help but grin, feeling a mix of pride and something more animalistic as our eyes meet. She quickly averts her gaze, her cheeks flushed with a rosy hue that she probably hopes I don't notice.

"Taking a break?" I ask casually, hoping to hide the sudden tightness in my throat.

She nods, hopping off the stationary bike and making her way to the bench, a graceful athlete even in rest. I follow her lead, grabbing a towel to mop the sweat from my forehead and neck, aware of her presence like a physical touch.

We sit side by side in silence, the echo of our cooling breaths the only sound in the empty gym. The heat from her body is palpable, mingling with the lingering scent of her shampoo—a floral note cut with the musk of exertion. It's intoxicating. My body reacts, traitorous heat pooling low despite my efforts to keep this moment professional.

"Anna's lovely," Ashley breaks the silence, her voice tinged with something I can't quite place. "Gorgeous and sweet."

"She thinks highly of you too," I reply, trying to keep my voice steady while my mind races with the implications of her words.

"Good to know," she says, the corner of her mouth quirking up. A pause stretches between us, laden with unspoken thoughts. Then she catches me off guard with a question, "Is Anna more than just your sister-in-law?"

My face heats up. I'm no good at deception, and lying to Ashley feels wrong on so many levels. "Anna... she's also a client at the fertility clinic," I stammer, my words tripping over themselves. "She wants a child, and Jake... well, he can't give her one."

Ashley's smirk tells me she's not buying it—that there's another layer she's probing for. "That's not all there is, is it? There must be more."

"More?" My heart hammers against my ribs, surprised at her directness. Ashley never pries. She respects boundaries, always has. So why this sudden interest?

"Sorry," she backpedals, her smile fading slightly. "It's not my business. You don't have to answer that."

“No, it’s okay,” I say, running a hand through my damp hair to get ready for the confession. What will she think of me, knowing I’ve had a crush on my brother’s wife for all those years? But it isn’t right to keep the truth from Ashley. Moreover, I’m not ashamed of my affection towards Anna. “You’re right, Ash. I care about Anna…well, that’s an understatement. I like her… a lot.”

Ashley nods slightly. “I knew it,” she whispers before taking another swig from her water bottle.

I pause, not knowing what to make of her reaction. “That’s all you have to say about it?” I mumble.

Ashley takes a deep breath. "What do you want to hear? I’m just not surprised you have feelings for Anna, Mike. She is a catch," she begins, a slight tremor in her voice, "But I'm more interested in knowing... do you care for all the women you've helped at the clinic?"

I pause, considering how best to answer. I need to be honest with her, but I don’t want to hurt her feelings either. "Yeah, I do care," I admit. "But there haven't been many."

Ashley’s gaze intensifies, roaming over me like a physical touch, and it sends a shiver down my spine. "Those women are lucky, then," she says softly. "You're not just a kind man, Mike. You're also incredibly healthy and strong." She bites her lip, and the sight stirs something deep within me.

"Thanks," I stutter, feeling my face warm with a blush. "You're really laying on the flattery thick, Ash. If I didn't know any better, I'd say you're hitting on me."

Her voice drops an octave, husky and laced with something I dare not name. "Maybe I am."

Time seems to slow as I lean forward, drawn by the magnetic pull of her presence. Our lips brush fleetingly, a whisper of contact that has my heart pounding against my ribcage. She whimpers, ever so softly, and it nearly undoes me.

Yet, just as quickly as our moment escalates, she's pushing me away, her eyes wide with what seems like regret. "I'm sorry, this is—this isn't right. I shouldn't be doing this with an employee."

"We're friends too, Ash," I remind her gently, respecting her boundaries despite the turmoil raging inside me. Taking a deep breath, I grab my water bottle and take a long gulp, trying to cool the heat that's threatening to consume me.

“I know,” she says. “But I shouldn’t cross the line.”

I sigh, knowing I need to respect her choice. "Is it true?" I ask instead, changing the subject to what I’ve wanted to discuss all along. "About the gym closing down?"

Ashley sighs, running a hand through her ponytail. "Yes, it's true," she confirms. "The new investor wants to merge Power Fitness with his own chain. We'll lose everything we've built here—our identity, control... It might as well be a complete sell-out."

Her words hit me like a punch to the gut. Power Fitness isn't just a gym; it's a sanctuary, a place where transformations happen, where people like Ashley—and myself—have invested dreams and sweat. Losing it would be a loss much greater than just a business venture gone wrong.

"What are you gonna do after this?" I ask, breaking the quiet that has settled between us. She turns to look at me, her green eyes reflecting more than just the dim overhead lights.

"I'm not sure," she starts, her voice echoing softly in the vast space. "There's a lot to think about. Maybe I'll travel first." She pauses, a wistful smile touching her lips. "I've always wanted to see Scotland, explore where my ancestors came from."

Her gaze drifts away again, lost in thought. "Or I might go back to school, get that physical therapy degree. That was the plan, you know? Work a few years, then apply for programs." She lets out a breath, one full of regrets. "But then... well, you know. I met Chris, and everything changed."

I nod, because yes, I know the story all too well. The dream that became a shared venture, only to crumble and leave her picking up the broken pieces alone.

"Sorry it didn't work out," I say, and I mean it. It hurts to see her like this, all her hard work amounting to closure signs and empty lockers. "Maybe you could ask Jacob for help again?"

She stands abruptly, shaking her head, the red ponytail swaying with the motion. "I'm just tired, Mike. This gym... it was more his dream than mine, but it felt wrong to give up." Her hands clench into fists at her sides. "Five years... five golden years."

"Whatever you decide to do next, you've got my support," I offer, my throat tight with unspoken emotions. I stand too, wanting her to feel the sincerity in my words.

"Thanks, Mike. You have been a great help." Her smile is genuine, but there's sadness there, too. "And I'll miss you."

"Me too," I manage to say, though the words come out gruff, strangled by the lump forming in my throat. I watch her, trying to memorize the way she looks right now—strong yet vulnerable, about to step into an uncertain future, without the gym, without me.

Ashley's smile doesn't quite reach her eyes as she tells me the end isn't here yet. She has a few months left before the lease is up, and in that time, who knows what could happen. "We'll keep in touch," she says, her optimism not fooling either of us. "Heck, maybe I'll need a sperm donor someday."

The words catch me off guard, and heat climbs up my neck, flushing my cheeks. I search her face for any sign of jest, but instead, I find something deeper, a hidden truth behind her playful tone. "Are you serious?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper, because if she is, I want her to know I'm not joking when I say, "I'd be at your service anytime."

Her smile fades. Our laughter dies. And there it is—the longing in her eyes, so raw and exposed it's like she's baring a piece of her soul. She hesitates, the air between us charged with unspoken confessions. "I am serious," she admits, her voice husky. "But I doubt I can afford you, Mr. Popular."

"Pricey?" The thought makes me grunt out a short laugh, and I close the distance between us, fueled by something more than just the desire to comfort her. I grab her shoulder gently. "Ashley," I say, my voice rough with sincerity, "for you, it's free. Just say the word."

She shudders beneath my touch, her knees wobbling as though they might buckle under the weight of the moment. I catch her in my arms before she can retreat, holding her steady. I implore her with my eyes, begging her to see the honesty in mine. "Forget the gym. Forget boss and employee. Just... be honest about what you feel."

It's as if time stops while Ashley battles her emotions. Her breath hitches, her chest rising and falling rapidly beneath my hands. Then, with a nod so small I almost miss it, she surrenders to the truth.

Without another thought, I lean in, pressing my lips to hers again, tasting the mutual yearning we've kept hidden for far too long.

She moans into our kiss, a sound that reverberates through my very core, and this time, she doesn't push me away. Her hands roam across my bare torso with a frantic energy that matches the pounding of my heart. They explore my back first, tracing the muscles honed by years of training before dancing over my chest, feeling the heat radiating from my skin.

I can't hold back the low growl that escapes as I trail kisses along her neck, tasting the salt of her skin, the exertion from the day clinging to her like an invisible veil of desire. Ashley squirms beneath me on the bench, each movement sending shards of anticipation through my body.

A light bite over her tank top captures her nipple, and her response is immediate — another moan, this one filled with a need that mirrors my own. It's all the encouragement I need. Her hands move to the hem of her top, peeling it off in one swift motion, revealing the perky tightness of her breasts. I take one into my mouth, savoring the gasp that follows from her lips.

"Are you sure you want this here?" I manage to ask, voice rough with a lust I no longer bother to conceal.

She nods without hesitation, her eyes dark with longing. There's no turning back now.

I help her shimmy out of her pants, my gaze drinking in the sight of her body laid bare before me. She's beautiful — not just physically but in her strength, her resolve, her vulnerability. My hand trails down her body, over the sculpted hills of her abs, until my fingers brush the sacred warmth between her thighs.

She gazes up at me, and I see the raw desire in her eyes, a silent plea for me to close the distance between us. I quickly rid myself of my shorts, unveiling my own bare skin to her hungry eyes.

As I straddle her, she spreads her hands across my chest, tracing the lines of my muscles. "Every time you flaunt your torso at the gym," she confesses breathlessly, "I've wanted this."

"All you had to do was ask," I say, my voice laced with a hint of smugness I can't quite contain.

"You're so damn cocky," she chides, but her hands are already moving, reaching for me, grasping at my manhood with a boldness that draws a grunt from deep within me.

The last barriers between us have fallen away, and nothing else exists in this moment — just Ashley and me, and the undeniable truth that we have both wanted this for far too long.

Ashley's hands, warm and firm, envelop me with an intention that sends shivers down my spine. "This," she murmurs, her breath hot against my skin, "is the most beautiful cock I've ever seen." Her eyes, green like the lush fields of Scotland, glint with mischief as she adds, "I bet it makes the best seed in the world."

The guttural sound that escapes me is part pleasure, part disbelief. "You can have it," I manage to say through gritted teeth, "all yours for the night."

Rising up, she aligns herself with my throbbing length, her lips parting as she takes me into her mouth. The sight of her—red hair cascading over her shoulders, those pouty lips stretched around me—is more surreal than any dream I've conjured on lonely nights. A groan I can't contain echoes off the gym walls, and I wonder if this is some vivid fantasy come to life.

Her tongue swirls, her movements calculated, and I'm caught in a riptide of sensation. My fingers find her breasts, the responsive texture beneath my palms grounding me to the truth of the moment. She's real, and she's here with me. Ashley moans, vibrations sending me teetering on the edge, but I press my hand against her head, signaling her to stop. "Wait, I'm about to—" The words catch in my throat as the reality hits: she's bringing me closer to release, and I'm not ready for this to end.

Reluctantly, she releases me with a wet pop, lying back down on the bench. Her legs fall open like an invitation, one I accept eagerly as I spread them wider. My fingers explore the slick heat of her sex, teasing out her swollen clit and the silky folds that beckon me further. As I slip a finger inside her, Ashley's gaze turns hazy with desire, and the air between us crackles with intensity.

"Please, Mike," she begs, her voice filled with need, "give it to me."

"Easy," I tell her, though my own restraint is fraying. I sink to the floor, my tongue tracing the path my fingers just took. Her juices are sweet, addictive, and I savor them as if they're the last drops of water on earth. Each lap of my tongue draws gasps from her, and our eyes lock—a silent conversation where every unspoken word is understood.

"I can't believe this is happening," she whispers, sounding almost awed.

"Believe it," I murmur against her flesh, teasing her clit anew. Her hands find my hair, tugging gently as she moans my name. "Stop teasing," she pleads, but the plea only fuels my desire to draw this out, to worship every inch of her until she's quivering and spent beneath me.

I straddle Ashley once more, the warmth of her gaze beckoning me closer. My heart thunders as I align myself with her, and with a single fluid motion, I'm enveloped completely. Buried to the hilt inside her, her tight heat clutches at me like a fervent prayer. A slow thrust, savoring the sensation, and she's under my skin, wrapped around my soul.

"I love this, Mike, this erotic workout," Ashley gasps, her stormy eyes reflecting a raw passion that matches the rhythm of our bodies. She meets every one of my deliberate movements, pushing up against me, demanding more.

Her legs entwine around my waist, pulling me deeper. "Faster, Mike," she urges, and my body responds before my mind can catch up. Her words ignite something feral within me, but it's her next confession that brings a halt to my movements.

"Ever since the interview... I've wanted you." Her voice is thick with emotion, her hands exploring the planes of my back. "You were so mature, although still a college kid, it was hard to resist you..." She trails off, but I see the truth in her eyes—she's been fighting this just as hard as I have.

I'm floored, flattered beyond belief. To hear Ashley, confident and independent, admit such longing—it's more intoxicating than any aphrodisiac. Leaning down, I capture her lips, pouring every ounce of my unspoken desires into the kiss.

"I feel like the luckiest guy on earth," I confess between breaths. Never had I imagined that Ashley, who embodies strength and determination, could harbor feelings for me—feelings so deep and intense. “I thought you were mad at me.”

“Of course I am,  Mike,” she says, clenching her pussy muscles on my shaft as if making her point. “Sperm donor? Sowing your wild oats all over Dallas? You’re killing me.”

“I”m sorry, Ash,” I say, groaning. “There’s nothing wild. I assure you. And honestly, I didn’t know you cared about me at all. You don’t seem to need anyone.”

She whimpers beneath me, her nails digging into my flesh. "You're wrong, Mike. Every woman needs a man, no matter how strong she is." Her voice is a whisper, but it echoes loudly in the empty gym. "And I need you more than you know."

Those words shatter the last of my restraint. I surge back into her, losing myself to the rhythm of her body, to the heat of her flesh. We move together, a dance as old as time, and yet, with Ashley, it feels like a revelation. Each thrust is a declaration, a promise of protection, of love—of everything I've yearned to give her.

"God, Ashley," I groan, feeling the crescendo building within us both.

"Mike!" she cries out, her body tensing, gripping me tighter.

We reach the edge and topple over into bliss, our climax a shared explosion of pleasure that obliterates thought and time. At this moment, nothing exists but Ashley and me, and the new bond we've forged—raw and beautiful.


Chapter 4

The morning sun filters through the leaves, casting dancing shadows across the backyard as I help Dad navigate the garden's winding paths. The scent of damp earth and fresh blooms hangs heavy in the air, a natural perfume that fills me with a sense of calm. Mom walks on his other side, her hand gently supporting his elbow. The garden is her pride, a chaotic splash of color with roses, tulips, and daisies clamoring for attention among the green.

"Watch your step here, Dad," I say as we approach an uneven section of the stone pathway. He nods, concentrating hard on each careful movement. I can feel the tension in his arm, the effort it takes him to remain upright.

"We should do something about these paths," I say, more to myself than anyone else. "Make them wider, smoother."

Mom looks around, considering my words. "You're right, Mike. It would be a good project." She smiles at me, appreciative of my concern.

Once we've made a full round and Dad is resting comfortably on the patio, I pick up the shears and start trimming the roses.

"Your technique is quite good," Mom says, peering over my shoulder. "Where did you learn to trim roses so well?"

A blush creeps onto my cheeks. I can't tell her about Sara, can't explain how those lessons were part of something deeper, something secret. I hate keeping things from Mom, but a promise is a promise, and Sara's privacy means everything to her.

"Uh, I've been working part-time as a gardener," I stammer out, hoping my voice doesn't betray the half-truth. "Picked it up over the past month or so. Actually, I'm heading to work this afternoon."

Mom places a comforting hand on my arm, her brown eyes filled with concern. "That must be difficult, working two jobs. I'll talk to your father. You can always move back home, you know."

I shake my head, although a part of me yearns for the simplicity of that offer. "I'm fine, Mom. Really. And Anna... she offered to rent me a room if I need it."

"Anna is such a kind soul," she murmurs.

“She certainly is,” I mumble, my blush deepening. Shit. I’m keeping too many secrets from my mom. I’m no better than Jacob.

"Anna's been through a lot," Mom says, unaware of my inner struggle, her voice tinged with sympathy as she snips at the overtaking ivy. "You'll be good to her, won't you?"

"I sure will," I promise, wondering whether she’s guessed about the new relationship between Anna and me.

"Speaking of being good," Mom continues, an odd twinkle in her eye, "you aren't by any chance working for Sara Collins, are you?"

My heart leaps into my throat. How does she...? My mind races, but lying to Mom isn't an option. "Yes," slips from my lips before I can think better of it. "How did you know?"

"James called me a few days back," she reveals casually as if discussing the weather.

"James," I spit out the name like it's poison, remembering the man is currently on bail. "What did he want?"

"Odd conversation, really," she muses, tracing the rim of a terracotta pot with her finger. "He called me out of the blue, mentioned Sara was back in town, and suggested she could spruce up our garden."

I'm gritting my teeth so hard, it's a wonder they don't crack. I doubt that James dares to harm Sara again, but he is playing games, trying to wedge his way between Sara and me.

"The funny thing is when I asked him for Sara’s number, he said I should ask you about it." She frowns slightly, clearly puzzled by the exchange.

Damn him. I curse inwardly. James' ploy is clear as day: he's trying to isolate Sara, make her vulnerable. But I can't let him win.

"Mom," I start, my resolve steeling. It's time to come clean. "There's something I need to tell you, and I hope you won't be upset."

Her chuckle surprises me, light and free. "Mike, I don't mind that you're working for Sara. Is that what this is all about?"

"Actually, no," I admit, feeling the weight of my secret starting to lift. "I work for her, yes, but there's more. I'm... seeing her, too."

I see it in slow motion, Mom's mouth dropping open like she's caught between words and wonder. The shears fall from her hands, landing with a soft thud on the well-tended soil. “You aren’t kidding, are you, Mike?”

“No, Mom, I’m afraid not,” I say, my heart pounding in my chest.

“Tell me how it happened,” Mom says. “Why don’t we sit down first?”

We sit down on a bench next to the rose bushes, and then I tell my mom everything, from signing up at Martha’s fertility clinic, to meeting Sara as a client. My mom listens intently, her mouth opens but she doesn’t make any comment, not even long after I finish my confession.

It feels like the world holds its breath for a moment. But then again, it's just me waiting for her reaction, hoping I haven't crossed a line I can't come back from.

"Mom?" I edge closer to her on the bench, my heart thumping an erratic beat. "You okay?"

Nothing. Just silence and her wide eyes locked onto mine.

"Can you speak to me?" My voice is barely above a whisper, but it feels like I'm shouting. "Please, say something."

Then, out of nowhere, she laughs. It's not the reaction I expect, and it jolts me more than her silence.

"Mike," she says, her laughter subsiding into a warm smile, "you really had me there for a second."

"Sorry," I mumble, relief washing over me. "Just didn't want you to... I don't know, have a stroke or something."

"Stroke?" She waves a dismissive hand. "No, no, just trying to wrap my head around it all. Your lack of girlfriends had me worried for a while. Not that I thought you were gay—not that there'd be anything wrong if you were—but you've always been shy, haven't you?"

"Kinda." I scratch the back of my neck, feeling sheepish under her gaze. "So, you're not mad?"

"Mad?" She gives me that look, the one that says 'silly boy'. "I'm ecstatic. To think I'll have a village of grandchildren soon!"

I can't help but chuckle at that. A whole village, huh? That's one way to put it.

"Mom, there are rules, though." I try to bring some reality back into the conversation. "I mean, with the clinic. There's only so much I can donate."

"Of course, honey. And you won't do this forever, will you?"

"Nope. This is just temporary." I pause, taking a breath before diving into what really matters. "And about Sara. I've always liked her. But she's been hesitant about us, you know? Please, don't hold it against her."

Mom reaches out, cradling my face in her hands, her touch as gentle as ever. "I could never be mad at Sara. I've always liked her too."

"Really?"

"Really." Her thumbs caress my cheeks, wiping away worries I didn't even realize were there. "Just promise me one thing."

"Anything."

"Be kind to these women, Mike. Each and every one of them. They deserve your respect, not just because it's your job."

"I will, Mom. I promise." And I mean it, every single word. These women, Sara included, they're trusting me with a part of their lives. The least I can do is honor that trust.

As I guide Dad back into the house, his steps are shaky but determined. Mom's voice drifts over to us, light and airy like the morning breeze through the open windows. "Mike, could you ask Sara about the garden? It needs her touch."

"Sure, Mom," I nod, my mind already picturing the lush transformation Sara's skilled hands could bring to life.

Before I can turn to leave, Dad's grip on my hand tightens. His eyes, clouded with the fatigue of his walk, hold a glint of something important. "Stay a moment, son."

"Okay," I reply, curiosity pricking at me. I glance at Mom for an explanation, but she only nods with a smile as we navigate our way into Dad’s study.

The room smells of old leather and wood polish, and every surface is a testament to Dad's meticulous nature. He settles heavily into his chair behind the oak desk, an imposing fortress in a sea of papers and memories. Mom assists him with a tenderness that belies the years of strain between them, then turns to me, her hands fishing out a brown envelope from the drawer.

"Your father has something for you," she says, her voice tinged with a secret excitement.

Taking the envelope feels like lifting a tiny piece of the unknown. My fingers fumble slightly as I pull out the documents inside. The title "Living Trust" stares back at me, bold and official, and a surge of confusion hits me. I vaguely recall Jacob mentioning this a while ago. Dad set up a fund for each of us, but we aren’t supposed to receive anything until we turn thirty.

"Mom, Dad, what's this?" My eyes dart between the two of them, searching for clues.

"Your trust fund," mom explains. “Your dad had the lawyer revise the terms. He set aside part of it to pay for your college expenses, but he wants you to give you the rest now.”

"Wait, why?" I stammer, thinking of the jobs I've been juggling, the loans I've been managing.

"Because you need it," Mom says softly, but I'm quick to shake my head.

"I don't, really. I can make do—"

But Dad cuts me off, his words slurred but firm. "It's for the gym."

I blink, sure I've misunderstood. "The gym?"

"Your father wants you to invest in the gym," Mom clarifies, her hand reaching across the desk to squeeze mine.

“Really?” I still can’t believe it. The gym means a lot to me, but Dad, he’s only been there for a few times.

“You’re doing something meaningful there, son,” Mom says. “We don’t want it to close down.”

The weight of the documents in my hand suddenly feels like a life raft in a stormy sea. I can't keep the tears brimming my eyes, and before I know it, I'm wrapping my arms around Mom, pulling her into a tight embrace. "Thank you," I whisper.

"Of course, darling," she murmurs back, her voice thick with emotion.

I turn to Dad, and even though our relationship is more complicated, this gesture bridges some of the distance between us. I hug him, too, feeling his frail frame against mine. "This... This is a life saver, Dad." My voice cracks.

"Happy to help, son," he says, and there's a chuckle in his voice that I haven't heard in a long time. It's warm, genuine.

"Would you guide me through the paperwork?" I ask, knowing the legal side of things is not my strong suit.

"I’ll handle it," Dad assures me, and I feel another piece of tension release from my shoulders. I lean down and stamp a kiss on his forehead, earning another chuckle from him.

"I can't wait to share this with Ashley," I say, already picturing her reaction. The thought of calling her crosses my mind, but no, this news deserves to be delivered in person. I need to see her face when I tell her.

"Before you go," Mom says, touching my arm gently, "invite Ashley for dinner tomorrow."

I recall it’s my dad’s birthday. "Will do, Mom." The idea warms me, bringing Ashley into our family circle like this.

I step outside, pulling out my phone to call Sara, feeling a pang of guilt for running late. "Hey, Sara, I’m gonna be a bit behind schedule today," I say, hoping she'll understand.

"Don't worry about it, Mike," she replies, her voice casual and slightly distracted. "I'm almost done for the day anyway. Meet me at Martha's later."

"Sounds like a plan. See you soon." As I hang up, I am puzzled at the change of plan. Sara told me we were going to work on a flowerbed and it would take us an afternoon to finish it. But then again, it isn’t unusual for her to change work plans, especially when clients make the requests.

Driving to Power Fitness, my thoughts race ahead to Ashley, to how I'll frame everything. When I arrive, I spot her immediately, the flash of her red ponytail unmistakable as she corrects a client's posture. Her dedication is one of the many things I admire about her.

"Mike?" She looks up, surprised but pleased to see me, and excuses herself from the client. In the privacy of her office, she draws the blinds, and then she's in my arms. Her hug is fierce, followed by a deep kiss that sends a rush of desire through me. "Missed you," she breathes, and I can't help but chuckle.

"Hasn't even been a day," I tease, but her intensity is infectious.

"Feels like forever," she husks, and her hand wanders with bold intent. My body reacts instinctively, but I place my hands on her shoulders, steadying us both.

"Wait, Ash, we need to talk. It's important." My words come out rushed, trying to keep the urgency in my voice without alarming her.

"Can't it wait?" The look in her eyes is playful, challenging, and then she's dropping to her knees before me. "I need a taste first."

Her transformation from the tough-as-nails gym owner to this softer, more vulnerable version of herself is striking. It's like she's shed a layer of armor overnight.

Part of me wants to give in, to lose myself in the pleasure she promises, but I hold firm. "Ash, please. Stand up."

Her eyes meet mine, a flicker of confusion crossing her features before she slowly rises. "Okay, you've got my attention. What's so important?"

Taking a deep breath, I say gently but firmly, "it's about Power Fitness."

Ashley's eyes flicker up to mine, the fiery spark still there but tempered with something new. "What about it?" She's asking me, but her hands are saying something else entirely.

I steady my voice, knowing this could change everything for her, for us. "I've found an investor." The words hang in the air, and I can tell she's struggling to switch gears.

"Who?" she asks, but her gaze hasn't left the outline of my body, her intention clear.

"Me," I admit, and watch as her face shifts through surprise, realization, and then excitement.

She stands up swiftly. "Are you serious?" The skepticism in her voice is warranted, but I nod, affirming my commitment.

"Yeah, I am." I take a moment to explain about the trust fund. "I just got access to it."

Her reaction is immediate. She's thrilled, bouncing on the balls of her feet. But then she pauses, grabbing my hands. "Mike, don't make an impulsive decision on my account."

"Who said anything about impulse?" I counter, squeezing her hands. "This is something I want to do."

"Mike, you could do so much with that money," she says earnestly. "Finish college without working, go straight for your DPT..."

"None of that matters if Power Fitness closes down," I interrupt. The thought of losing the place where we met, where we grew close—it's unbearable. "I want to save the gym, Ash."

She bites her lip, looking away. "But I can't promise it will do well. You might lose everything."

"Then that's a chance I'll have to take." I step closer, our breaths mingling. "I can't give up without trying."

Tears well up in her eyes, and she throws her arms around my neck. "Thank you," she whispers before pressing her lips to mine. Our kiss is fierce, passionate—two people holding onto each other like a lifeline.

The knock on the door is abrupt, jarring us back to reality. "Ashley? You in there?"

"Shit," I mutter, pulling away and zipping up quickly. "Gotta go, anyway. Gardening job."

She rolls her eyes, a playful smirk on her lips. "Go ahead, sow your oats. Just save some for me."

"Will do," I reply, grinning despite the interruption. Then I remember Mom's invitation. "Oh, and my mom invited you over for dinner tomorrow. It’s my dad’s birthday."

Her eyes light up, brighter than I've ever seen them. "Really? I'd love to."

"Great." I lean in for one last quick kiss. "See you then."

And with that, I leave the office, my mind already racing with plans for Power Fitness.


Chapter 5

I pull up to Martha's house, the driveway already crowded with her elegant sedan and Sara's rugged truck. The sight catches me off guard. I'm used to seeing the doctor out and about on weekends, not holed up at home. Shaking off my surprise, I step out of my car and approach the front door.

My knuckles rap against the wood, the sound echoing slightly in the quiet afternoon air. A minute stretches by, testing my patience, before the door swings open. There stands Martha, her usual sharp attire replaced by a robe of thin silk that hugs her figure like it's part of her. Memories of our hands-on sex ed, which happened to be my first real experience with a woman, flood my mind, sending an unmistakable twitch of arousal through me. "Hello," I finally manage, forcing the word out past a suddenly dry throat.

"Mike," she greets me with a chuckle, her voice rich and inviting. "Come in. Sara's upstairs."

I follow her lead, taking the stairs behind her. Martha fills me in on Sara's rough day as we ascend—her voice casual but filled with concern. Apparently, Sara's clients have no patience for the natural growth of cypress trees, opting for instant gratification over Sara's carefully planned landscaping. She spent the morning digging up the trees and returning them to the nursery.

"Man, I wish I'd been there to help her out," I comment, picturing Sara handling the laborious task all on her own.

"Thankfully, she's feeling much better now," Martha replies, glancing back at me. "A hot bath and a massage can work wonders." She says it with a warmth that makes me think she cares for Sara more than just a friend.

The soft notes of a melody float through the air, wrapping around me like an invisible caress as we reach the top of the stairs. The door to Sara's bedroom stands ajar, a portal to another world where an exotic, tangy scent mingles with the warmth of the hallway, inviting me in.

I peer inside, and the sight that greets me steals the breath from my lungs. Sara lies sprawled across her bed, asleep on her belly, her skin glowing in the afternoon light filtering through the window. A sheer sheet pools around her hips, revealing the full, enticing curves of her backside. Glistening beads of massage oil cling to her smooth skin, tracing a path over the rise and fall of her muscles. She looks serene, untroubled, and so damn inviting it's all I can do to keep from crossing the threshold and claiming every inch of her right then and there.

"Mike?" Martha's voice is a soft prompt, tethering me to decorum.

"Should we... let her sleep?" I ask, though my body screams in protest, every fiber wired with an electric charge of desire that begs to be unleashed.

Martha shakes her head, her hazel eyes dancing with an impish glint. "No, she's been looking forward to seeing you,” she says as she moves gracefully toward the bed. She reaches out and touches Sara's shoulder gently. "Sara, Mike's here.”

Sara stirs, a languid stretch rippling through her body before she turns her head, her long, blonde hair spreading over one shoulder. Her blue eyes, heavy with the remnants of sleep, find mine. "Hi, Mike," she murmurs, her voice husky.

"Hey," I manage, my throat tight. "How are you feeling?"

"Much better now," she replies with a soft smile, a faint flush coloring her cheeks. "I didn't mean to fall asleep, but Martha has magic hands."

"Would you like something to eat? I can make us lunch," Martha offers, already turning toward the door.

But Sara's hand reaches out, catching Martha's wrist. "Don't go," she pleads softly. "I was hoping for more of your wonderful massage."

Martha's melodious laughter mixes with the lingering notes of the soft music in the air. "Mike, why don't you see to Sara's needs?" she says with a playful raise of her eyebrow.

"Have you taken any massage classes?" Sara asks, her gaze fixed on me, a challenge in the blue depths of her eyes.

"Uh, not yet," I admit, scratching the back of my head, "But planning to, soon."

"Perfect," Sara beams. "Seems like Martha can give you your first lesson."

Martha turns to me, her hazel eyes twinkling with mischief. "Interested?"

I nod, trying to ignore the twitching below my waist. It's clear we're skirting around something more than just a simple massage.

"Watch me first," Martha instructs as she positions herself by Sara’s side. Her hands, skilled and confident, start at Sara's shoulders. She works her palms in slow circles, pressing into the flesh. I watch, mesmerized, as her hands glide down the smooth expanse of Sara’s back, eventually reaching the curves of her buttocks.

Sara moans under Martha's touch, the sound raw and inviting. “Lower,” she pleads. “Yes…there. That’s the sore spot. Harder, please. Ohhh.”

Damn. Just hearing her moans ignites a fire within me. I have to force myself not to let my thoughts stray. Sara must have strained her glutes from all the squatting she did while digging up the trees earlier.

Martha's skillful touch will heal, I think, as her fingers sink into those tight muscles. When Martha looks over at me, gesturing for me to come closer, I step forward eagerly.

"Your turn," she says, stepping aside to make room for me at the edge of the bed.

The moment my hands touch Sara’s skin, a surge of heat courses through me. Her ass is soft yet resilient beneath my palms. I press in, kneading the supple flesh, and feel it spring back each time I release. The scent of the massage oil fills my nostrils, sweet and intoxicating.

"Harder, Mike," Sara insists, squirming slightly on the bed. Her moans grow louder, pleading for more pressure.

"Like this," Martha guides, placing her own hands over mine. She shows me how to apply more force, her fingers directing mine to press deeper.

Suddenly, Sara arches up from the bed. "Spank me," she breathes out, looking back over her shoulder at me.

I pause, unsure of what to do, but Martha takes the lead and demonstrates. She reassures me that it's not really spanking, just a matter of slapping Sara's buttocks to stimulate her muscles. I observe as Martha quickly slaps Sara's bottom cheeks, causing them to jiggle and turn red. Sara responds with soft moans and pleas for more.

Martha's fingers dance across Sara's skin, her slaps rhythmic and precise. The plush globes of Sara's behind jiggle and quake with each playful hit, flushing a deeper shade of rose. I'm rooted to the spot, my breath hitching in my throat as I watch. Sara's moans are soft but fervent, her voice filled with both frustration and delight.

"More," she whispers, her words almost lost amongst the sounds of her flesh being tenderly smacked.

"Patience, darling," Martha chides with a grin. She’s teasing Sara, drawing out the anticipation, and it's working. Her hands slide lower, down the smooth terrain of Sara’s thighs, leaving trails of glistening oil. She massages there, her palms pressing deep before journeying up again to knead the soft mounds of Sara's backside. She parts Sara's cheeks, just slightly, giving me an unobstructed view of her slick, wanting folds. My cock twitches hard against my jeans, and I have to bite my lip to stifle the groan clawing its way up my throat.

"Looks like you'll be doing laundry again soon," Martha jokes, eyeing a growing damp spot beneath Sara.

"Changing sheets is just part of the weekly routine," Sara purrs back, her eyes twinkling with mischief. The exchange ignites something primitive within me, and my body thrums with need.

"Show-off," Martha retorts, but there's no heat in her words, only fondness.

"Can you blame me?" Sara counters. Then, with a coy tilt of her head, she adds, "I think I need something... deeper."

Martha chuckles, a low sound that vibrates through the room. Her hand slips between Sara's thighs, fingertips barely grazing her heated center. "Such a naughty girl," she murmurs, but the affectionate tone tells me she's anything but displeased.

Sara's giggle is like music, light and teasing. "You taught me well," she shoots back, glancing at me. Her eyes are alight with desire, and my heart hammers against my ribs. The air around us crackles with erotic energy, and I know we're all on the same precipice, waiting to tumble into the abyss of pleasure together.

As I hover at the edge of the bed, Martha's laugh hangs in the air like a seductive echo that sends shivers down my spine. "Mike," she says, stepping back with a grace that speaks of her confidence, "it looks like you're up."

The restraint it takes to keep my hands steady is monumental. My body screams for me to close the distance between Sara and me, to claim her in ways I've only allowed myself to imagine. But Martha's gaze, filled with a fiery desire, pins me in place. I continue my massage, thumbs pressing into the supple flesh of Sara’s oiled backside, but her playful complaint cuts through the tension.

"Enough with the teasing, Mike," Sara murmurs, her voice husky with need. "I think I'm quite ready for... more."

Martha nods at me, a knowing gleam in her eye, then moves towards the door as if to leave us to our passions. Yet Sara's hand reaches out, catching Martha's wrist. "Stay," she breathes, and there's no mistaking the invitation in her tone.

A look passes between Martha and me, a silent question hanging in the balance. My heart races, blood pounding in my ears, and I give the only response I can — a nod barely perceptible, yet loaded with consent.

Sara rises, her movements fluid like water, and rolls over onto her back. The light catches on the curves of her body, highlighting the contrast of her fair skin against the darker silk of the sheets. She pats the space beside her, and Martha hesitates for just a moment before complying.

And then, they're kissing. It's a sight that knocks the wind from me — pure, unadulterated passion. Martha's dark curls fall around her face, creating a veil that partially obscures their lips meeting, but nothing can hide the electricity that seems to crackle between them. Sara's blonde mane spills across the pillow, a golden halo framing her flushed cheeks.

When they break apart, Martha looks over at me with a challenge glittering in her hazel eyes. "Well?" she asks, a smirk playing at the corner of her mouth. "Are we going to put your expertise to the test?"

My response is a low growl, the sound torn from deep within my chest. There's no holding back now, not with the way Martha tosses the gauntlet at my feet. Her words are an ignition, setting aflame the last of my restraint. I'm experienced, yes, but this — the two of them together, with me — this is uncharted territory.

"Let's see what lessons we can learn together," I say, my voice rough with desire.

I step closer, every nerve ending alight, my entire being focused on the entwined forms of Sara and Martha. Their complementary beauty strikes me anew – how Sara's lightness plays off Martha's darker allure. And as I join them, the anticipation of what comes next is like a tangible force in the room.

With a guttural sound that speaks to my raw need, I stand and shed my pants in one swift motion, the fabric pooling at my feet. My breath is ragged as I climb onto the bed, positioning myself behind Sara. Her legs part like the pages of an intimate journal, inviting me to read every line of her body written in the language of desire.

My hands, steady yet trembling with anticipation, cup the warm silkiness between her thighs. A sheen of arousal coats my palms as I stroke her, back and forth, exploring the slick folds of her sex. Sara's moans are music, a symphony of pleasure that amplifies with each caress. She bends forward, her shapely ass raised in libidinous invitation, while her lips find Martha's breast. The sight of her tongue tracing circles around Martha's nipple sends my arousal soaring.

"Ah," Sara gasps, her voice muffled against Martha's skin.

I draw back my hand and deliver a sharp spank to Sara's ass, watching in fascination as the ripples travel across her flesh. Her juices glisten on her inner thighs, evidence of her fervor. Emboldened by her response, I slide two fingers inside her, feeling the clench of her muscles. "Is this what you meant by a deep massage?" I ask, my voice thick with lust.

"Yes, oh God, yes!" Sara cries out, pushing back against my hand.

I smirk, knowing the power I wield over her senses. But her pleas for more, the way her body arches for deeper connection, compel me to fulfill her request. My cock throbs with the urge to plunge into her heat. I tease her entrance with the tip, drawing out a desperate whine from Sara before finally granting her wish. My hips drive forward, sinking into her welcoming depths.

"Fuck," I groan, the sensation almost too much to bear. I pause, letting us both adjust to the union, to the intimacy of flesh enveloping flesh. Over Sara's shoulder, my eyes meet Martha's. There's a silent conversation there, one that speaks of shared hunger and unspoken promises.

"Your shirt, Mike," Martha urges between moans, her gaze fixed on my torso. "Let me see all of you."

"Watch closely then," I say, chuckling at her demand. In one swift move, I strip off my t-shirt, and it joins the rest of my discarded clothing. Martha's hands immediately come up to explore my bare chest, her touch sending shivers down my spine despite the heat that engulfs us.

"Beautiful," she murmurs, and her praise is another kind of caress.

Encouraged by her words, I reach down, my own hand finding the curve of her breast, squeezing gently in rhythm with each thrust into Sara. Our collective moans weave together, creating a tapestry of carnal delight that drapes over every corner of the room.

Heat coils around us, a living thing as Sara's voice quivers through the haze of lust. "Mike... it's too much," she gasps, her body tensing beneath me. I feel the rhythmic clenching of her, pulling at me, and it's like I'm caught in a riptide — swept away by the sudden surge. A feral groan tears from my throat as I spill into her, warmth flooding between us, a connection beyond flesh.

"Already?" Martha's playful whine cuts through the afterglow, but there's a glint in her eyes that tells me she's far from disappointed. "I'm just getting started."

Sara chuckles, her breathless voice sprinkled with apology. "Guess we wore him out... But don't worry, Marth, the afternoon is young."

They usher me back, insist I lie down, and I comply, my body humming with spent pleasure. Yet, their words stoke a fire that refuses to die — desire flares again as Sara and Martha kneel on either side of me. They lean in, their tongues tracing paths along my sensitivity. It's like waking from one dream only to tumble into another.

Their lips meet, their hands wander; golden and snow-white skin contrast stunningly as they work in unison, coaxing life back into me. My hands greedily explore their curves, fingertips sinking into yielding flesh.

"Remember me?" I jest as they break their kiss, their laughter like music.

"Impossible to forget," Sara teases, her hand wrapping around me. "And now, it's Martha's turn. Give her your seed, Mike.”

I’m taken aback by the request. “Are you sure?” I ask Martha.

“Yes, please?” she says, her eyes shimmering with excitement.

"My pleasure." The weight of the promise sits heavy and thrilling on my tongue.

Martha straddles me, guiding me to her entrance. The warmth is immediate, enveloping.

“You have no idea how much I missed you,” Martha says as a deep moan escapes her throat.

"Same here," I murmur, honesty bleeding through the lust.

As she rocks against me, her breasts sway hypnotically, and I'm captured by the sight. My hands reach up, palms cupping the softness of her, thumbs brushing over sensitive peaks.

Sara lies beside us, a vision of self-pleasure, her moans punctuating the air. "Join us," I urge, unwilling to have her on the outskirts of this shared ecstasy.

Without hesitation, Sara moves in behind Martha, her hands sweeping over the landscape of Martha's body, joining mine in worship.

Sara's fingers work Martha with a gentle ferocity, kneading her breasts and pinching her nipples into hard peaks. I'm caught in the visual feast of it, the pressure building inside me as I watch. But Martha's tight embrace around my shaft is unrelenting, her hips rolling in a rhythm that has my whole body tensing to keep up with her. It's a sensual dance, one where she leads with every grind, and I struggle not to finish too soon.

"Martha," I gasp out, our slick bodies moving in sync, "we should switch—better for what we're aiming for, right?"

"Ah, you've been paying attention," she breathes, her hazel eyes alight with a mix of lust and appreciation. She lifts herself off me, and I miss her warmth instantly.

Flipping over, Martha lies on her back, a silent invitation that I don't hesitate to accept. I position myself between her legs, catching her gaze as I slide back into her welcoming heat. Her sharp intake of breath matches my own; a perfect harmony of pleasure.

"God, yes," Martha moans as I thrust into her, her pelvis rising to meet mine with an urgency that says she's as lost in this moment as I am.

Then there's Sara, wrapping her arms around me from behind. The softness of her breasts pressing against my back contrasts with the fervent way Martha's taking me below. Sara's lips find my neck, leaving a trail of kisses that sends shivers down my spine. The room is alive with our moans, the erotic symphony barely drowned out by the soft music playing in the background.

"Mike, please..." Martha's plea is raw, desperate. Her hands roam her body, squeezing her own nipples, chasing the edge she's so close to tumbling over.

"You got it," I assure her, intensifying my pace. My thrusts grow deeper, spurred on by the dual sensations of Sara's caresses and Martha's wet heat clutching me tighter with each movement.

I'm balancing on the knife-edge of control, driven by the need to fulfill Martha's desire, to plant my seed deep within her. As I look down, the sight of her beneath me—flushed, writhing, completely undone—it's almost too much. But I hold on, because this moment isn't just about pleasure; it's about the promise of something more.

The pressure builds inside me like a gathering storm, each thrust igniting more of the burning tension that's wound tight in my core. Martha's beneath me, her body a canvas of pure desire, and I'm the artist painting strokes of passion with every movement. Her eyes are locked onto mine, hazel flames licking at the edges of my restraint.

"Mike... now..." she breathes out, her voice hitching as her body arches up to meet me.

It's all the permission I need. I let go, releasing myself with a force that feels seismic, a torrent of warmth flooding into Martha. My hips drive forward, instinct taking over as I seek to bury every last drop within her, to fulfill the silent promise we made in this tangled embrace.

Exhaustion creeps in, muscles trembling from the effort, but I stay connected to her a moment longer, feeling the aftershocks of our climax ripple through us. Then, with care, I lower my weight onto her, our sweat-mingled skin sticking slightly, the heat between us a living thing.

I roll off Martha, my breaths coming in heavy gasps as I sprawl on my back. The ceiling swims above me, but I feel grounded by the presence of Sara and Martha on either side. They lean in, their lips pressing warm, grateful kisses upon my cheeks.

"Thank you," Martha whispers, a smile playing at the corners of her mouth. She closes her eyes for a second, as if making a silent wish. "I hope it's a girl."

Sara's kiss is soft, her blue eyes twinkling with a different kind of hope. "And I'm crossing my fingers for a boy. One with your hair and those eyes."

I can't help but smile, the satisfaction of the moment filling me up. There's a comfort in knowing I've given them both something precious, something they've longed for. I close my eyes, letting their wishes and gratitude wash over me, and I sink into the blissful haze that follows the storm. It's a dreamlike peace, and I savor it, surrounded by the two remarkable women who pulled me into their orbit and showed me a world of pleasure and connection beyond anything I could have imagined.


Chapter 6

I pull up outside the urban mosaic of brick, steel, and glass that towers over the Farmer's Market District. It’s Ashley’s half day, and the gym's already shuttered by two, giving me enough time to go home and scrub away the sweaty scent that clings to my skin after a shift. Now I sit in my car, hands resting idle on the wheel, eyes taking in the lush greenery that seems almost out of place in the concrete sprawl.

As I wait, a woman emerges from the apartment building—a vision in flowing green satin that clings to her like a second skin. With each step she takes on those perilous high heels, her fiery red hair dances upon her shoulders, taunting the sun with its vibrancy. She’s carrying a large shopping bag, and I can't help but watch, transfixed as she glides across the lawn with a grace that makes my heart skip.

For an instant, the woman halts, peering around as if searching for something... or someone. Then, with purpose, she strides directly towards me, and it's like my pulse is trying to break free from my chest. The realization hits in a sudden rush—this enchanting mermaid is Ashley.

"Mike?" Her voice brings reality crashing back, and I realize I'm just gawking at her like some slack-jawed idiot. With a start, I jump out of the car and hurry to open the door for her.

"Everything okay?" Ashley asks, amusement lighting up her meticulously lined eyes, which seem to sparkle with a new intensity against the hue of her dress.

"Uh, yeah. Just—" Words fail me as I take her in, this woman I've only known in workout gear, now transformed into elegance personified. "You look incredible," I manage to say, though it feels like an understatement.

Ashley's cheeks take on a hint of rose, complimenting the green of her dress. "Thank you, Mike," she says in a melodious voice.

I take the shopping bag from Ashley as she slides into the passenger seat. As I return to the driver’s seat, my car feels inadequate. It’s an old model, nothing fancy, and in her presence, it seems even more so. I've cleaned every inch, but now it feels like a child's attempt at tidiness. Ashley doesn't seem to notice or care. Instead, she's apologizing for making me wait.

"Got a bit rusty with the whole dressing up thing," she confesses with a sheepish grin. "Makeup and hair aren't really my forte anymore."

"You're perfect," I tell her, and I mean it. The wait is nothing compared to the sight of her now. Leaning across the console, I capture her lips with mine, feeling her respond immediately, the kiss deepening in a way that sends heat coursing through me.

My breath hitches, and reluctantly, I pull back. Can't lose myself, not now. We have a dinner to attend, and I can't be distracted by how much I want her.

As we drive, I steal glances at her, each one adding kindling to the fire inside me.

She catches me once and laughs, warning me to keep my eyes on the road. My heart's racing, and it's not just from driving.

"First time bringing someone home," I admit, unsure why I'm sharing this. Yet with Ashley, things I'd normally keep close seem to spill out.

"Really?" Her tone holds surprise and something else—pleasure?

"Yeah, it's special." Even as I say it, I cringe inwardly at how corny it sounds, but it's true.

Then I remember the shopping bag in the backseat. "What's in the bag?" I ask, curious despite the nerves fluttering in my stomach.

"Gifts for your dad," she replies, her hand resting briefly on the bag. "Just some things that might help with his recovery."

"Gifts? You didn't have to do that," I say, frowning slightly. Mom and Dad are grateful enough for the help with the gym. They wouldn't expect anything more.

"Mike, I owe them," she insists, turning to face me, her green eyes serious. "Your parents stepped in when I was about to lose everything. This is the least I can do."

Her words sink in, and I feel a swell of pride for my parents' kindness, mixed with gratitude for Ashley's thoughtfulness. They helped her keep her dream alive, and now she wants to give back. That's just who she is.

"Thank you," I say. "They'll love it, Ashley. Just like I—" I cut myself off before I say too much. But yeah, just like I love everything about her.

The doorbell chimes, a familiar echo through the house I grew up in. It's strange to be on this side of it, waiting for someone else to answer. When the door swings open, Anna's there, but not the Anna I've been used to seeing lately. Her auburn waves have been replaced by long, silky black hair that frames her face like a raven's wing. The green contact lenses are gone, and she looks back at us with eyes as warm and brown as freshly brewed coffee—the very same that stole my breath away when we first met.

"Wow, Anna. You look... different," I say, and it's true. There's something freeing about her change, a shedding of some invisible weight.

She laughs, a sound bright and genuine. "Thanks, Mike. I like it too. No more pretending."

Ashley steps forward, and they embrace—a tableau of contrasting beauty. Anna, all soft lines and elegance, and Ashley, vibrant strength wrapped in satin. They pull back, already bubbling with things to say to one another, and I can't help but grin at the sight of them.

"Shall we?" I gesture towards the interior, and we move into the warmth of the house.

I lead Ashley to the kitchen first, where Mom is instructing the housekeeper with the precision of a general. She turns, her face lighting up at our entrance.

"Mike! And Ashley, you made it!" Mom exclaims, and I feel a tickle of pride introducing Ashley here, in the heart of family life.

"Everything smells amazing, Mrs. Anderson," Ashley says with that easy charm of hers, and Mom flushes with pleasure.

"Thank you, dear. Dinner will be ready soon. Now, Mike, go say hi to your father while I finish up here."

Nodding, I guide Ashley toward the library, a room steeped in memories of Dad and his books. We find him settled among the shelves, an island in a sea of literature.

"Happy birthday, Dad," I say, stepping into the room.

"Thank you, son." His voice carries that old authority, but it's softened around the edges now.

Ashley presents the gift bag with a flourish. "I brought you something, Mr. Anderson. Just a token of my appreciation for all your help."

"Ah, you shouldn't have," Dad protests, but he's already reaching out, curiosity etched into the lines of his face.

"Please, just open it," Ashley insists.

He relents, and as I lay out the contents—vitamins, essential oils, a massage device, an exercise kit—his eyes widen with each item.

"These will be perfect for your recovery, Dad," I add, hoping to bolster her thoughtful gesture.

"Thank you, Ashley," Dad articulates slowly but distinctly. "And I do wish Power Fitness all the prosperity in the world."

Our shared moment of gratitude is pierced by the ring of the doorbell followed by my mom’s cheerful answer.

The timbre of Jacob's voice slices through the air, quickening my pulse. Dad's grip on the armrest tightens, his body language spelling out the discomfort that words would fail to convey. I gently rest my hand on his shoulder, offering silent solidarity. His muscles relax marginally beneath my touch, but the tension in his jaw remains.

"Mike," Elizabeth's voice has the calm of settled waters, "could you and Ashley step outside for a moment?"

"Of course, Mom," I reply, exchanging a brief, concerned glance with Ashley before we make our exit.

We find ourselves back in the living room, the familiar space now a stage for uncertainty. Jacob's there, looking like an older, more corporate version of myself, minus the athlete's build.

I nod and say hi to him, while wrapping a hand on Ashley’s shoulder. "This is Ashley, the owner of Power Fitness."

"Nice to meet you both," Ashley says with her usual warmth, but I can sense her picking up on the undercurrents in the room.

"Elizabeth mentioned the dinner," Jacob starts, his voice even, "and I wanted to come. If Dad isn't up for it, no hard feelings—I'll just leave the gift."

"Thanks, Jake," I say, appreciating his consideration despite the gnawing feeling that maybe this isn't the right time for reunions.

Just then, Mom reappears, pushing Dad's wheelchair ahead of her. "Let's head to the dining room," she announces, her tone brooking no argument.

"Happy birthday, Dad," Jacob says, stepping forward with a reserved smile.

"Thank you," Dad replies, his voice careful, controlled.

As we move toward the dining room, I'm caught between hope and apprehension. I hope and silently plead that the family dinner will go smoothly, at least on the surface.

Moments later, I balance my fork on the edge of my plate, glancing at everyone seated around the dinner table. The air is thick with unspoken words and past grievances, but we all put on our best faces, trying to make this birthday dinner for Dad feel normal. I catch Jacob's eye, and he angles his body towards me, breaking into the silence.

"Mike, how's school going?" He asks, a genuine note of interest in his voice.

"Good, good. Just finished up some midterms, so it's a bit of a breather now," I reply, grateful for the distraction. "And how's the bank treating you?"

"Busy as ever," Jacob says with a half-smile. "But it keeps me on my toes."

Across from me, Anna is animatedly discussing her latest endeavor in the world of fashion, her hands moving gracefully as she describes the photo shoot. "The theme was urban elegance," she says, her eyes sparkling. "Imagine skyscrapers back-dropping sophisticated designs. It was quite the experience."

Ashley leans forward, engaging Anna with a bright smile. "That sounds amazing, Anna. Hey, would you consider doing an advertisement for Power Fitness? We could use someone with your... flair."

"Absolutely," Anna replies without missing a beat, and I can tell Ashley's pleased by her eagerness.

Conversation shifts as Mom brings up the new health clinic she's spearheading, but my attention is momentarily stolen by the casserole in front of us—Ashley's favorite, apparently. She's digging in with gusto, and I can't help but feel a twinge of pride that I remembered right.

"Elizabeth, this is delicious," Ashley declares after swallowing a mouthful. "I absolutely love it."

"Mike mentioned it was your favorite," Mom chimes in, casting a warm glance my way. My cheeks heat up under their combined attention, and I suddenly find my napkin fascinating.

"Thank you," Ashley says, her gratitude directed at both of us, while I sense Anna's knowing smile from across the table. She hasn't said anything, but I can tell she's pieced together the shift in dynamics between Ashley and me. Nothing gets past Anna.

Dinner progresses, and just when I think the tension might snap like an overstretched elastic band, Mom stands, glass in hand, signaling for our attention. She's always had a knack for smoothing over rough waters, and tonight is no exception.

"Here's to Tom," she starts, her eyes tender yet resolute. "For a speedy recovery and for being the heart of this family." Mom goes on to thank me and Anna for helping with Dad’s rehabilitation. And then she nods towards Jacob, who's been helping mom with the home improvement projects and taking over Dad’s work as well. "And to Jacob, for all of his help, both at home and at the bank."

Dad looks up from his plate, meeting her gaze for a brief moment before giving a small nod. It's not forgiveness—not yet—but it's something. A thaw in the frost that's settled between them. He raises his glass too, his voice low but audible. "Thank you, everyone."

Glasses clink gently, the sound echoing softly around the room. Like magic, the tension dissipates, replaced by a fragile sense of camaraderie. I take a sip from my own glass, watching as Dad's stern edges soften ever so slightly. I'm quietly impressed by Mom's deft handling of the situation. Even without saying much, she's orchestrated a moment of peace, however temporary it might be. I guess that's just what she does—she holds us together, even when we're at risk of falling apart.

The clinking of glasses fills the room again as Mom drops a bombshell that feels like it should've been obvious, but somehow wasn't. "Tom and I have ended our separation," she announces, her voice steady, confident. It's as if a weight lifts off everyone's shoulders—a collective sigh without sound—and then the room bursts into cheers.

"Already contacted the lawyers," she continues with a smile, eyes darting between Dad and me, "the agreement we drew up before I left Dallas is terminated."

I'm grinning, glancing over at Ashley who mirrors my expression, her eyes sparkling in the warm light of the dining room. We raise our glasses once more, the sound of celebration echoing against the walls.

"However," Mom adds, cutting through the lingering cheer, "I do need to head back to Fort Worth for a few days next week." Her gaze locks onto mine. "Mike, can you come by and check on your father and the house while I'm gone?"

"Of course, Mom," I reply without hesitating. It's not even a question in my mind—I'd do anything for this family, fractured though we may be.

Jacob chimes in from across the table, his voice smooth and assured. "I can also take some time off. I've got PTO saved up." There's a new softness to his features when he looks at Mom, something I'm not used to seeing from him.

"Perfect," she says, and just like that, there's a plan in place.

Later, after dinner has been devoured and plates cleared away, we find ourselves scattered around the living room, sinking into the comfortable silence that comes with full stomachs and content hearts. Dad's in his favorite armchair, looking more relaxed than I've seen him in ages. Jacob's talking about some deal at the bank, and I'm half-listening, half-watching Ashley as she laughs at something Anna says.

"Everything okay at the bank, Jacob?" Dad's voice cuts through the chatter, and it's like he's flipped a switch—the room goes quiet. There's a tension there, but it's different now, not so sharp-edged.

"Everything's fine, Dad. You just focus on getting better," Jacob answers, leaning forward, earnest. "We all hope you'll come back soon, though. It's not the same without you."

There's a pause, heavy with words unsaid, and then Dad smiles. It's lopsided and doesn't quite reach his eyes, but it's more than I've seen in a long time. "Actually," he starts, and there's a hush, "I think it's about time I retire."

The word hangs there, retirement, like it's something foreign and unexpected. I exchange a look with Mom—we're both a little sad, sure, but beneath that, there's relief. An early retirement will release Dad’s stress and be good for his recovery. Plus, he and Jacob are finally communicating and repairing the rifts in our family.

Laughter fades and the evening cools as Mom's voice, gentle but firm, cuts through the post-dinner tranquility. "It's getting late, kids. You all have work tomorrow." Her reminder sends a collective groan around the room, but we know she's right. We stand, stretching limbs stiff from hours of sitting, and start our goodbyes.

Jacob and I make our way to the driveway, the gravel crunching underfoot. He claps a hand on my shoulder with an appreciative squeeze. "Thanks for looking after Dad, Mike."

"Of course," I reply. "No problem at all."

He hesitates, eyeing me with a look I can't quite read before speaking again. "Listen, take care of Anna for me, will you?" His request throws me off balance, and heat creeps up my neck. How does he...?

Jacob chuckles at my expression, a low, knowing sound. "I've seen the way you look at her, kiddo." My heart skips a beat, but before I can stammer out a response, he continues, "I think you should move in with her. The property's too big for her alone."

The idea hangs between us like a dare. Move in with Anna? Does he mean renting a room in her house, which I’ve been considering? No it doesn’t sound the same. My brain starts racing through the possibilities, each more intimidating than the last. "I'll... think about it," I manage to get out, still reeling from his perceptiveness.

"Good man," Jacob says, giving me another pat before heading to his car.

Shaking off the disorientation, I find Ashley and Anna by Anna's chic vehicle, their heads close together in conversation. Anna's laughter rings clear in the cool night air, a sound that always seems to send my thoughts into overdrive. I approach them, trying to steady my nerves.

"Ready to hit the road?" My voice sounds more casual than I feel.

Ashley turns to me, her eyes sparkling with something mischievous. "Actually, I'm not headed home yet. Anna's invited me over for a drink."

"Really?" I blurt out, unable to hide my surprise—or is it disappointment? She's spending more time with Anna?

"Mike, you should come too," Anna suggests, her gaze flicking to mine with an encouraging tilt of her head. "We were going to talk about a possible ad for Power Fitness."

"Besides," Ashley chimes in, her tone light but insistent, "you're pretty much co-owner of the gym now. It's like a mini celebration."

A mini celebration. The words echo in my mind, stirring a mix of anticipation and anxiety. "Sounds great," I say, doing my best to match their enthusiasm. "But if you're riding together..."

"Follow us in your car," Anna offers with a smile that's too contagious to resist.

"Okay then." I nod, the prospect of the night's unforeseen adventure sparking a thrill in my chest.

I watch the two of them slip into Anna's car, the engine purring to life. I turn back to my own, an older model that suddenly feels starkly plain compared to Anna's elegant lines. Sliding behind the wheel, I give myself a moment. What’s gonna happen? I have a feeling this isn’t just a business meeting or a celebration of my ownership of the gym. My hands tremble as I start the engine and grip the wheel.

As the car headlights illuminate the path ahead, I let out a slow breath. What adventure lies ahead? With Ashley and Anna, it could be anything. And I'm ready for it—whatever 'it' turns out to be.


Chapter 7

The gates to Anna's Highland Park estate swing open, and I follow Anna’s car up the winding driveway. The mansion looms ahead, a behemoth silhouette against the dark sky. Anna parks and Ashley steps out, and her gasp slices through the evening coolness. "It's like something out of a movie," she breathes, her green eyes wide as she takes in the grandeur.

"Are you living here all by yourself?" Ashley asks Anna, a hint of incredulity in her voice as we approach the towering front doors.

Anna laughs, a light sound that dances on the breeze. "Yes, it's just little old me. Insane, I know." She gestures at the vastness before us. "Nearly thirty rooms, including a mudroom and a yoga room."

Inside, the opulence hits me even harder than the first time I visited. The marble flooring gleams under my shoes, reflecting the elegant staircases that spiral upwards. Luxurious chandeliers dangle above our heads, casting a soft glow over everything. At night, with lights illuminating every corner, the interior is a spectacle that commands awe.

"Come on, I'll give you the grand tour," Anna says, leading us past the foyer.

Ashley agrees eagerly, and I follow suit. I didn’t have a chance to see it the last time when I was here as my mind was preoccupied by other things.

We stroll through two dozen rooms, each more lavish than the last. There's a music room with instruments lined up like soldiers waiting for command, a library that echoes with the potential of books yet to fill its shelves. We pass seven bedrooms—each sanctuary complete with its own bathroom. But it's the master bath that steals my focus.

"Here's my favorite spot in the house," Anna declares, gesturing to the spacious bathroom centered around an oval bathtub that looks big enough to swim in.

"Wow, I could spend all day in there," Ashley giggles, her imagination likely painting a leisurely soak.

"An hour, at least," Anna confesses with a wink.

I can't help but be stirred, remembering how just nights ago, Anna’s voice caressed my ear through the phone, telling me about her “bath.” My thoughts drift unbidden to images of her submerged in soapy water, her skin slick and flushed from the heat. And then, I hear her whispers and moans while picturing her touching herself, her legs parted and inviting...

"Mike?" Anna's voice pulls me back to the present. "You okay?"

"Y-yeah," I stammer, trying to shake off the fantasy. "Just... impressed by the place."

"Wait until you see the entertainment room," Anna says with a mysterious smile. Her words hang in the air as we continue the tour, but my mind remains a few steps behind, still entrapped by the allure of the marble and the imagined steam rising from the bathwater.

Descending the spiral staircase, I trail behind Anna and Ashley, my senses still reeling from the opulence of the master bathroom. The grandeur of Anna's home seems endless, a stark contrast to my college apartment's utilitarian confines. I can barely wait to live here.

"Here we are," Anna announces as she ushers us into her fully stocked bar, a space that could rival any high-end lounge in the city. My eyes scan the built-in oak shelves, each one brimming with an array of fancy liquors, the bottles glinting like jewels under the subtle lighting.

"What's your poison, Ashley?" Anna asks, a playful lilt in her voice as she gestures toward the dizzying collection.

"Something light, please. Maybe a white wine?" Ashley's emerald eyes sparkle with joy, mirroring the warm tones emitted by the surrounding lights.

"Coming right up." Anna retrieves two crystal glasses with the grace of a seasoned hostess. She fills them with precision, then hands one to Ashley with a flourish. "And for you, Mike?"

I shake my head, a polite smile curving my lips. "No thanks, I've got to drive later."

"Always the responsible one," Ashley says, her voice warm with gratitude. She takes a delicate sip, her gaze resting on me with approval. "You're such a sweet gentleman, Mike."

"Can't argue with that," Anna chimes in, her clear brown eyes meeting mine. "It's rare to find someone like you these days, Mike. You've got so many good qualities."

"Hey, now." I can feel the heat rising to my cheeks, my skin prickling at their praise. "Don't give me too big of a head."

"Too late for that," Anna quips, a mischievous twinkle in her eye. "Besides, for a big man like you, a big head is only fitting."

Laughter spills from us, a shared moment of delight that lightens the air. We leave the bar behind, stepping into the adjacent entertainment room—a sanctuary of luxury and comfort. Rich, velvety fabrics envelop the space, the sumptuous textures inviting touch. Hand-carved woodwork and ornate moldings line the walls, whispers of the wealth that has touched every corner of this mansion.

My gaze is drawn to the centerpiece: a state-of-the-art home theater system boasting a screen so massive it consumes the entire wall. It looms before us, promising cinematic adventures in unparalleled clarity. Plush, reclining seats and couches promise solace after long days, their embrace both welcoming and exclusive.  Soft lighting fills the room, creating subtle shadows that dance along the walls.

With a flick of her wrist, Anna brings the sound system to life, and the thrum of sensual music fills the space, the bassline pulsating like a heartbeat beneath our feet. A shiver runs down my spine—not from the chill of the night, but from the charged atmosphere that Anna has conjured with a mere touch.

"Nice, huh?" Anna's voice is tinged with pride, and rightfully so. This room is more than just a place to watch movies. It's an experience, painstakingly curated for pleasure and escape. I nod, captivated by the environment she's created, yet acutely aware of the women beside me—their laughter, their presence, a heady mix that threatens to intoxicate me more than any liquor ever could.

The music's pulse fades to a background thrum as Anna steers the conversation towards business. I'm still reeling from the grandeur of the entertainment room, but Ashley's voice snaps me back to the present with talk of billboards and TV commercials.

"Billboards seem the way to go," Ashley muses, her fingers tracing the rim of her crystal glass. "Less costly, and they can make a big impact. I've got some ideas stewing around."

Anna leans in, her eyes sparkling with genuine interest. "I'd love to hear them. I may not be a professional ad woman, but I've learned a thing or two from the campaigns I've been involved in."

We huddle closer, forming a makeshift war room. "Okay, so picture this," Ashley starts, her enthusiasm infectious. "You're wearing some snazzy, functional athletic wear, lifting a barbell, muscles on full display. The tagline reads: Power Fitness — Where Beauty Meets Strength."

I glance at Anna, expecting her to jump on board, but she hesitates, a self-deprecating chuckle escaping her lips. "Ashley, that's flattering, but I'm no muscle model. Maybe Mike here would be a better fit for that image. He'd probably draw in loads of lady customers."

I feel my face burn, a flush of embarrassment mingled with flattery. "Come on, Anna, you're joking." My protest is weak, though; the thought isn't entirely unappealing.

"Or," Ashley continues, undeterred, "you could strike a yoga pose. Something graceful, showcasing flexibility and strength."

Anna nods slowly, pondering. "I did a photoshoot once for a sportswear line. We might find some inspiration there. Give me just a minute. I’ll be back," she says as she stands up.

After Anna goes upstairs to grab her laptop, I pull Ashley close to me for a quick kiss. "I love this house," she says with a smile after we break apart. "You should move in here."

"You're okay with that?" I ask.

"Why wouldn't I be?" she replies. "I'm not the jealous type, Mike. And besides, we're not officially dating."

Her words make me feel both relieved and unsure. "Thank you for being understanding," I say.

"Well, don't get me wrong," Ashley amends. "I would love for you to be mine alone, but I know that's not possible. So I'm happy to share you with others, as long as they're worth it."

I grin at her words. "Don't worry, Ash. They are."

"Can I meet them all someday?" she asks eagerly.

I hesitate before replying, "Sure, I'll ask them."

"Great! Maybe we can have a party or something — the Mike Anderson Harem Party," Ashley says playfully.

"Stop it," I say with a blush, unsure if she's serious or not.

"I love that idea!" Anna chimes in as she walks into the room, having overheard our conversation. "When is a good time? Maybe for Thanksgiving, or after Thanksgiving? We can have a party right here in my huge house."

Ashley immediately agrees and I find myself unable to decline. Thankfully, Thanksgiving is still weeks away so I don't need to worry about it just yet.

Moments later, I'm sitting on the edge of Anna's luxurious cream-colored sofa, my gaze fixed on her laptop screen as she clicks through folders with practiced ease. The room is drenched in soft, ambient light that gives everything a golden hue, highlighting the opulence of Anna's place.

"Here we go," Anna announces with a click, and suddenly the screen comes to life with images of her in various athletic poses. She's stretching in tight yoga pants, muscles slim yet defined, then running with a fierce determination, her sports bra complementing her toned physique. Each photo is more captivating than the last.

"Wow," Ashley breathes out from beside me, leaning forward, her eyes wide with admiration. "Anna, you're absolutely gorgeous."

Anna's cheeks turn a rosy pink with the compliment, but she waves it off with a laugh. "Thanks, Ash. Those were fun to shoot."

"Hey, Anna," I jump in, feeling a little bold, "do you still have those Sports Illustrated photos? They might give us some ideas for the billboard."

Her head snaps toward me, eyes narrowing playfully. "How do you know about those photos, Mike?"

I feel my ears heat up, and I can't help but stammer a little, "Uh, well, they’re all over the internet, aren't they?"

"Have you been stalking me online, Mr. Anderson?" Anna teases, a mischievous glint in her eye.

"Stalking? No, no," I rush to clarify, chuckling nervously. "Just... appreciating art. And you've got quite a few beautiful pictures out there."

"Appreciating art, huh?" Ashley joins in, shaking her head at me with a smirk. "That sounds like a convenient excuse for being naughty."

"Hey, if collecting beautiful pictures is wrong, then I don't want to be right," I defend myself with a grin, trying to play off the embarrassment.

Anna just laughs, clicking away on her laptop again. "I'm just teasing, Mike." A pause, then she adds, "These are old anyway." The next folder opens, and there she is, Anna in a white bikini, lounging on a sandy beach, the very image of sensuality.

A familiar tightness forms in my pants as I remember nights spent with that picture etched into my mind. My pulse quickens, and I shift uncomfortably on the couch, hoping neither of them notices my physical reaction.

Before I can see the next image, though, my phone chimes loudly in the quiet room. I glance down and see Rebecca’s name flash across the screen. That's weird; she never calls or texts. Excusing myself, I stand up and walk to the living room, trying to calm the sudden rush of adrenaline.

"Everything okay?" Ashley calls after me, concern tinting her voice.

"Should be," I call back, opening Rebecca’s message. It's brief, asking if I can meet her in person as soon as possible. Something important that can't be discussed over the phone.

"Tuesday afternoon or evening?" I reply, trying to sound nonchalant while my heart races.

"Meet me at my office at four," she replies quickly, along with the address.

"Got it," I type back and lock my phone, sliding it into my pocket. My mind races with possibilities about Rebecca's urgent message. Could it be about Megan? We haven't spoken since that day at Cedar Canyon, and a pang of guilt twists in my gut. Maybe I was too impulsive, letting passion override prudence.

Shaking off the feeling, I decide there's nothing I can do right now. Focus on the present, Mike. Rebecca will fill me in on Tuesday.

Heading to the bathroom, I need a minute to cool down and gather my thoughts. The room is lavish, marble gleaming under the soft lighting, but the astonishing surroundings only briefly distract my attention. I splash water on my face, watching the droplets distort my reflection before they spiral down the sink.

I dry off and head back to the entertainment room, ready to dive back into brainstorming ad ideas. But the sight that greets me knocks me off my feet.

Anna and Ashley are on the couch, locked in a deep kiss. Anna leans back into the plush cushions, her body language open and inviting, while Ashley presses forward, one hand trailing up Anna's thigh, hiking the hem of her dress higher. Soft moans fill the room, mixing with the faint music still playing through the speakers.

My throat goes dry, and heat rushes to my cheeks—and other places. They look beautiful together, but I'm not sure what my role is here. Should I announce myself, give them privacy, join in?

"Mike?" Anna's voice is breathy, tinged with desire. Her eyes flutter open, locking onto mine, and she gives me a small nod. It's an invitation, but I hesitate, caught between arousal and uncertainty.

Ashley turns her head slightly, her lips parting from Anna's with a wet sound. "Don't just stand there," she teases, her voice husky. "Come closer."

My heart hammers against my ribs as I take a step forward. The slideshow on the laptop continues its loop, images of Anna in lingerie flashing across the screen, their seductive power evident. No wonder the air crackles with sexual energy. Those photos could set anyone on fire.

"Sorry," I mumble, trying to sound more confident than I feel. "Didn't mean to interrupt."

"Who says you're interrupting?" Anna's question is peppered with flirtation, and she tugs gently at the zipper on Ashley's dress, revealing more of her pale, smooth back. Each pass of her fingers leaves a trail of goosebumps in its wake.

"Seems the pictures got us... inspired," Ashley adds with a smirk, her eyes glinting with mischief. She shifts her position, straddling Anna now, and the movement causes her dress to fall open slightly, hinting at the curves hidden beneath.

"Can't blame you," I say, voice rough with suppressed desire.

Ashley's lips travel from Anna's neck down to the sensitive hollow of her throat, and I watch, mesmerized, as she kisses a path along Anna's cleavage. The sound of Anna's moan vibrates through the room, tugging at something primitive within me. My blood heats, desire coiling tightly.

But this isn't my moment. This is intimate, sacred almost, and I should leave them to it. I shift, ready to offer them privacy, but Anna catches my eye, a glint of something playful yet commanding in her gaze.

"Mike," she says, her voice a silken thread pulling at me. "Stay."

Ashley lifts her head, smiling at me over Anna's shoulder. "Don't go. We might need an extra pair of hands soon," she teases.

I hesitate, caught between the urge to join them and the respect I hold for their space. But when they both beckon me, inviting me into their world, I can't help but succumb. I sink into the recliner opposite them, granting myself a front-row seat to the show that unfolds before me.

Ashley's fingers find the hem of Anna's dress, sliding it up with deliberate slowness, baring the smooth expanse of Anna's skin to my hungry eyes. With graceful movements, Anna wriggles free from her panties, tossing them aside. The sight of her, so open and unguarded, sends a jolt straight to my groin.

"Come here," Anna breathes out, her voice husky. She extends a hand to me, her curls tumbling around her face like a fiery halo.

I rise and move toward them, the air almost thick with anticipation. I sit close beside Anna, feeling the warmth radiating from her skin. My lips find hers in a deep kiss while my hand sneaks beneath the fabric of her dress. Cupping her breast, I tease her nipple, rolling the hardened peak between my thumb and forefinger. Her back arches, pressing into my touch, and she lets out a low whimper.

I break our kiss and glance down, catching sight of Ashley. She's moved between Anna's thighs, her tongue playing along the delicate folds of Anna's sex. The sight is raw and beautiful, stirring a growl from deep within my chest.

"Please, Ash," Anna pleads, her body undulating with each flick of Ashley's talented tongue.

"Make her come," I whisper, my own voice ragged with arousal. Ashley looks up at me, her eyes dark with lust, then focuses once more on Anna. She lavishes attention on Anna's clit, circling it with fervor.

Anna's breaths come faster, her chest heaving against the open air. Ashley's dress has slipped, revealing her pert breasts, bobbing rhythmically as she devotes herself to Anna's pleasure.

The scene is too much, too intense. I groan, unable to contain the torrent of desire crashing through me. I stand abruptly, my body taut with need, knowing that I am not just an observer anymore—I'm part of their symphony, a participant in this dance of flesh and want.

Kneeling behind Ashley, my hands find the softness of her breasts, and she sighs into the touch. My fingers tease over her skin, feeling her respond to every caress. A low moan slips from her lips—a sound that sends a jolt straight through me.

"Mike..." Anna's voice is breathy, infused with a heat that mirrors my own. I glance at her, flushed and beautiful, her eyes fixed on us. The moment hangs heavy with desire.

My free hand wanders lower, slipping between Ashley’s thighs to find the wet heat waiting there. My fingers slide over her, the slick sounds of her arousal filling the room. Their twin moans intertwine, a chorus of pleasure that urges me on.

"God, this...this is the hottest thing I've ever done," Anna confesses, her gaze locked onto the intimacy of our touch.

"Uh-huh," Ashley agrees, reduced to monosyllables by the waves of sensation crashing through her.

I push up Ashley's dress, revealing the curve of her ass, barely contained by a thin piece of fabric. The sight steals my breath—she's wearing a thong, something so daring beneath the elegance of her dress. It's ridiculously sexy.

"Look at you," I murmur, and Anna gasps, echoing my thoughts.

Ashley laughs, a sound edged with desire, as she peels away the thong. "I was hoping to get laid tonight," she admits, her tone playful yet raw with need.

"Naughty girl," I chide lightly, delivering a gentle slap to her exposed cheek. The contact makes her giggle, but there's a confession in her eyes that tells me she's serious.

"Can't blame me," she shoots back, eyes glinting. "You've had me wound up for days."

Anna's laughter joins ours, the sound light and wicked. "I get it, Ash. Mike's like some kind of...addiction," she teases, her words fanning the flames inside me.

"Enough teasing," I growl, the strain in my voice betraying just how close I am to losing control. "Or I might just..." But their playful challenge cuts me off.

"Give it to us, Mike," they say together, voices dripping with want.

A groan rips from my throat as I stand, hastily shedding my pants. Their dual gasp hits me like a punch, their eyes wide, hungry, burning into me. Power surges within me, a sense of virility I never knew I could feel.

Standing behind Ashley, I part her thighs, the anticipation palpable. Then, I'm inside her, enveloped by the warmth of her body, the sensation almost too much to bear. Her moan is a sweet reward, a confirmation of shared ecstasy.

"Fuck, Ashley..." I manage through clenched teeth, beginning to move, finding a rhythm that has us both gasping for more.

Ashley's moans cut through the thick air, her body clenching around me with a need that echoes my own. I move within her, each thrust met by her hungry grip, and she whispers to the room, "Oh God, Mike... it feels like heaven."

I barely hold back a groan, sweat beading on my forehead as I focus on the pleasure we're giving each other. My gaze drifts to Anna, who watches us, her fingers lost beneath the hem of her dress. She feigns envy but there's a spark in her eyes that tells a different story. "I'm so jealous right now," Anna playfully pouts, though her self-caress betrays her true feelings.

"Come here," I say, voice husky with desire. Anna moves next to Ashley, close enough for me to reach out. My hand leaves Ashley's hip, finding Anna's warmth. A single finger slips inside her, and she gasps, arching into the touch.

Ashley, caught in the throes of passion, doesn't miss a beat. Her hands find Anna's breasts, shaping them, teasing the peaks into hard points. The sight is almost too much, but I keep my pace steady, savoring every second.

Anna's breath catches, her release building until it breaks free. She throws her head back, a raw scream marking her climax. Then she laughs, high and light, flushed with afterglow. "God, that was amazing... but I want more," she confesses, a glint of mischief in her eyes.

"Don't worry," I assure her between gritted teeth, feeling my own peak approaching. "There's plenty left for you." It's cocky, sure, but the look in their eyes tells me they don't mind at all.

Still riding the waves of her orgasm, Anna turns her attention to Ashley. "You are so beautiful," she murmurs, sliding down the couch to admire her. Her hands trace the contours of Ashley's breasts, leaving a trail of goosebumps in their wake.

The scene before me, the feel of Ashley's body yielding to mine, and the sound of Anna's voice praising another woman—it's a sensory overload, but one I'm not willing to end just yet. I brace myself, determined to make this moment last for all of us.

As Ashley's soft voice announces her impending orgasm, my body tenses in anticipation. I can feel the tension building up within me as I thrust deeper and faster into her, my fingers digging into the firm flesh of her bubble ass. The heat between us is palpable, our bodies moving in perfect synchronization. Suddenly, Ashley's walls spasm around me and I can't hold back any longer. My own release crashes over me like a powerful storm as I join her in climax.

Her walls clench me with fierce waves, igniting a feral urge to give her everything she desires. But I curb my urge as I remember Anna, who is waiting for her turn. I pull out of Ashley and order Anna to take her place on all fours. Without hesitation, I plunge my erection into Anna from behind.

Anna gasps in surprise and pleasure, “I can’t believe you’re still so big and hard.”

I chuckle. “It's because I have two hungry women to please, baby.”

“Ooh, so cocky,” Anna playfully chides but her walls tighten around me quickly.

As we move together in an intimate rhythm, Ashley sits down on the couch next to us and begins touching herself while watching us make love. Her moans blend with ours as we reach our respective climaxes once again, joined in a passionate trinity of desire and pleasure.

Minutes later, the three of us lie on the spacious couch, exhausted. I glance at the clock on the wall — it's past eleven.

"It's getting late," I say. "But I don't feel like driving anymore."

Ashley nods in agreement. “Let’s all nap for a while.”

"Why don't we just stay here for the night?" Anna suggests, sitting up. "There are plenty of rooms in my house."

I nod eagerly, grateful for the comfortable alternative.

"That sounds perfect," Ashley says with a yawn.

“I’m going to draw a bath,” she says, turning to Ashley. "Would you like to join me?"

Ashley doesn't hesitate. "Of course!"

Anna then turns to me, her eyes twinkling mischievously. "I would like to invite you, too, Mike, but I’m afraid you’ll take up the entire tub though."

I grin slyly, knowing she’s joking because the tub is large enough for three. "I can just be on top of both of you."

The ladies laugh merrily. "Well, why not? Maybe it'll work," Anna says before leaving the room with Ashley. “We’ll be waiting. But you should rest up because you’ll need all your strength for the bath.”

Their sultry laughter echo down the hallway as they go, reigniting my desire for them. I close my eyes with a sigh, my heart racing as I realize that sleep will be nearly impossible tonight.


Chapter 8

The red bricks of the therapy office in Oak Cliff stand out against the clear, blue sky as I pull open the heavy glass door. The scent of lavender and something citrusy hits me as soon as I step inside. There's a calmness here that feels worlds away from the chaos of campus life.

"Good afternoon, you must be Mike," the receptionist greets me with a knowing smile, her eyes glinting behind thin-rimmed glasses. "Dr. Johnson is just finishing up with a client. Please make yourself comfortable."

"Thanks," I reply, finding a spot on a plush couch in the corner. It's one of those deep-seated ones that you can sink into, soft fabric comforting against my palms. Around me, abstract paintings hang in simple frames, the colors muted but warm. Low light from tastefully placed lamps casts a soothing glow throughout the space.

I'm just starting to relax when the sound of a door opening echoes down the hallway. Voices follow, a back-and-forth volley of gratitude and reassurances. Then comes the clicking of heels on hardwood. "Thank you," a woman's voice says, light but firm. "No problem, take care and see you next week." There's no mistaking it; that's Rebecca.

When she rounds the corner into view, my breath catches for a moment. She's not the free-spirited hippie I remember, the one who painted with her emotions on full display. Instead, Dr. Rebecca Johnson stands before me, looking every bit the professional in a tailored charcoal gray pantsuit. The cut of it flatters her figure, sharp and smart, while a light blue blouse adds just the right touch of softness. Her shoes, black pumps with modest heels, click with authority against the floor.

Her blonde hair isn’t loose and wild, but swept up in an elegant twist that reveals the graceful line of her neck. Makeup enhances her features subtly, adding to the air of confidence that surrounds her like a new kind of aura.

"Hi, Mike," she says and the warmth in her voice is familiar, a reminder of the woman beneath the doctor's facade. Her smile doesn't falter as she bids farewell to her departing client. Once they're gone, her gray eyes – now mirroring the steel of her suit – lock onto mine. "Please, come with me to my office."

"Sure," I manage to say, standing up. Her presence is commanding, yet there's an ease to her that wasn't there during our last meeting. I follow her, feeling like I'm keeping pace with someone entirely new, wondering what this unexpected side of Rebecca means for our conversation ahead.

The door clicks shut behind us, a soft echo in the quiet hall that seems louder than it really is. Rebecca's office is organized, calm, with a sense of order that's almost palpable. I follow her to a small kitchenette where she fills two mugs with water and drops in the tea bags.

"Chamomile," she says, offering me one of the steaming cups. "It's soothing."

"Thank you." I accept the mug, warmth seeping into my palms. I take a seat on the edge of her couch, careful to leave space between us. The fabric is plush beneath me, but it does little to ease the tension building inside my chest.

"Is everything okay with Megan?" I ask, hoping my concern doesn't sound out of place.

Rebecca shakes her head, the movement measured. "No, Megan's fine," she replies. There's an undercurrent in her voice, something I can't quite read. "Just give me a moment, please."

"Okay." I nod, trying to still my racing thoughts. Silence wraps around us like a blanket, only the occasional clink of our mugs breaking it. I sip at the chamomile, but it's too hot and scalds my tongue. I wince.

Her eyes are fixed on some distant point, her mind clearly churning through whatever message she's about to deliver. I watch her, trying to reconcile this composed figure with the woman who laughed so easily under the starlight. She's still Rebecca, but facets of her I haven't seen before are coming to light.

The silence stretches until it’s almost unbearable. Finally, she lets out a small laugh, not of amusement but more like a release valve for her nerves. "Sorry," she starts, her apology floating in the air between us. "I'm just... trying to sort my thoughts."

"No problem." I set my mug down, leaning forward slightly, eager for her to continue.

She inhales deeply, and when she speaks again, her words hit me like a freight train. "Mike, I'm pregnant." The certainty in her voice cuts through any hope of misunderstanding. And then she adds the part that roots me to the spot. "And it's yours."

For a second, my brain short-circuits. The room spins a bit as I nearly choke on another sip of tea. Pregnant? How? We’ve been together only once. But I didn’t use any protection, did I? I curse my negligence silently. The idea didn’t even cross my mind as I was so focused on Megan that night.

"Rebecca, I..." My voice trails off. "I'm sorry. This is unexpected."

“It isn’t your fault,” she says. “I wasn’t being careful. I was too eager to help Megan. The funny thing is, I’m the one expecting, not her.” She chuckles lightly, but her laughter sounds bitter.

"Are you absolutely sure?" I ask, leaning forward, my fingers tracing the lip of the tea mug. "About being pregnant, I mean."

Rebecca nods slowly, her gaze steady on mine. "Yes, Mike. I'm certain. After I missed my period—which is always punctual—I took a home test. And to be completely sure, I followed up with an appointment at the gynecologist's office." Her voice is calm, but there's an undercurrent of something else. Resignation, maybe?

I rub the back of my neck, feeling a sort of helpless disbelief. "I can't believe it. We only...you know, once."

"Once is all it takes," she says, almost clinically.

"Damn," I exhale sharply. "I should have worn a condom. I am really sorry, Rebecca."

She gives a half-smile. "Well, I was wearing an IUD. Been using it for years without any issues." A wry chuckle escapes her. "But then again, I've never had sex so intense. It seems your sperm took it as a personal challenge and knocked the device out of place."

We both laugh at that, though it's a bit hollow. I can tell we're both nervous, using humor as a shield against the weight of the reality crashing down on us.

"Okay," I say, trying to gather my thoughts. "So, what are you planning to do?"

She pauses, looking into her tea as if it holds answers. Then she looks up, her eyes meeting mine squarely. "I'm going to have an abortion."

The word hits me like a punch in the gut. "What? Are you sure about that?"

"Mike..." She starts, then stops, her mouth pressing into a thin line.

"Because if it's about not wanting to do this alone, you won't have to. I mean, we barely know each other, but I wouldn't just bail on you—or our child." My words tumble out, earnest and more than a little panicked.

"Thank you," she says, her voice softening. "That's very kind, and I believe you'd be true to your word. But it's not about that. I don't want to be a mother. I've never wanted that. That's why I've had the IUD since I was eighteen."

I sit back, letting her words sink in. Her resolve is clear, and it’s her body, her choice. But I’m the father of the baby, and I can’t accept her decision. "Does Megan know?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper. The question hangs heavy in the air between us.

Rebecca shakes her head, a strand of blond hair escaping her meticulous updo. "No," she says, her voice quivering. "She can't find out. She'd... she'd kill me for what I’m about to do." Her eyes dart away, filled with an anxiety that makes my stomach churn."Please, Mike. This has to stay between us."

I run a hand through my hair, feeling the weight of her secret like a physical burden on my shoulders. It's a lot to ask, keeping this from Megan. But then, the thought of that little life inside Rebecca makes me pause. "You need to think about this," I urge her, trying to keep my tone gentle yet insistent. "Really think about it."

Her gaze snaps back to mine, and I see something crumble behind those piercing eyes. "My mind is made up," she says, her voice breaking. "I didn't tell you to get your approval, Mike. I just thought you should know."

The frustration boils up inside me, mixing with a sudden surge of helplessness. Why bring me here if my opinion doesn't matter? If there's no room for discussion? "Then why am I even here, Rebecca?" I can't keep the edge out of my voice.

And just like that, her composure shatters. She covers her face with her hands, her shoulders shaking with silent sobs. I've pushed too hard, expected too much. She's not the unshakable therapist right now. She's vulnerable, raw with emotion.

"I'm sorry," I say, closing the distance between us. My arms wrap around her, pulling her close. She resists for a moment before collapsing against me, her body racked with heavier sobs.

"It's your choice," I murmur into her hair, regret lacing every syllable. "I shouldn't have raised my voice. It's not my place to tell you what to do."

She pulls back after what feels like an eternity, fumbling for a tissue. I watch as she wipes her tears, blows her nose, and tries to piece herself back together. "It's not your fault," she whispers, her apology muffled by the Kleenex.

"Rebecca..." I start, but she cuts me off.

"There's something else I need to tell you," she says, her voice steadier now but still tinged with sadness. "Something important. And then... then you can tell me if you think I should have this child."

I reach for Rebecca's hand, the one not clutching a balled-up tissue, and give it a gentle squeeze. "Okay,” I murmur, wondering what she’s about to tell me.

She hesitates, her gaze fixed on our entwined hands. "The reason I don't want to be a mom," she starts, her voice cracking with vulnerability. "It's... I'm afraid I won't be any good at it."

I blink. “What? Why?”

“I’m not from a good family. My parents, my brother..." She pauses, takes a deep breath, and then the words tumble out like they've been dammed up inside her for too long. "All of them were dealers. And they made me sell drugs when I was only twelve, even to kids at school."

The confession hits me like a punch to the gut. I sit there, my mouth agape, trying to reconcile this revelation with the woman I see before me.

"Everything fell apart when I was thirteen," she continues. "We got busted, the whole family. I ended up in juvie, but only for a few months. After that, foster care." She shrugs, as if the weight of those memories is something she can just shake off. "Never heard from my parents again. My brother, he tried to get clean, but addiction had him in a vice grip. Eventually, he disappeared too."

"Rebecca..." Her name escapes me as a whisper. How did she rise from that chaos to become who she is today?

"Well, it turned out okay for me in the end. Found a decent foster home, went to college, became a doctor. Now I try to help people who are trapped where I once was." She offers a wry smile, but it doesn't reach her eyes.

I pull her closer, feeling the tremble in her shoulders. I kiss her forehead, a silent offering of comfort. "I'm sorry you went through all of that," I say, my heart heavy.

"Compared to the lives destroyed by drugs, what I went through is nothing." Her voice is firm, but I sense the guilt that gnaws at her edges. "But I can't shake off the guilt. I hate them—my parents—and I hate myself for being a part of their world, for hurting others."

"Rebecca, you were a child," I interject softly, wanting her to see the innocence that was stolen from her.

"I know, but... the shame of it all," she whispers, closing her eyes against the memories. "I can't bear the thought of bringing a child into this world with such a tainted legacy."

"Rebecca," I say, trying to pour every ounce of sincerity into my words, "your past, your family... none of that defines who you are. You've built a life dedicated to healing, to helping others find their way out of darkness."

"Maybe," she says, the doubt clear in her voice. "But that fear... it's always lurking there, telling me I'll just repeat the cycle."

She watches me, searching my face for any sign of doubt or pity, but she'll find none.

"You're not destined to repeat their mistakes. You didn't choose where you came from, but you chose where you're going. And that's what matters." I pause, feeling the heat of conviction rising within me. "You've fought through every obstacle thrown at you and emerged stronger, wiser. That's the woman I see. That's the person who deserves all the happiness this world has to offer. So, Rebecca, the real question is—do you want this baby?"

For a moment, there's only silence, punctuated by the ticking of the clock on the wall. Then she sniffles, her lashes wet with unshed tears. She blinks rapidly, as if trying to clear her vision, or maybe she's attempting to dispel the fears that have haunted her.

Her nod is almost imperceptible at first, but then it grows more certain. "Yes," she whispers, her voice barely audible. "God, yes, I do. When I first found out, I was... I was actually happy, before all the doubts rushed in. I let them overwhelm me, cloud my judgment." She takes a shuddering breath, squeezing my hand.

A smile breaks through the tension knotting my chest, and relief washes over me. I squeeze her hand back. “I’m glad. Let’s have the child, then. I promise you, Rebecca, I’ll give it my everything.”

Her laughter is no longer bitter, but lighthearted and cheerful. “Thank you. I don't need your money, Mike. But I'd like... I'd really like you to be part of our child's life. You're going to be an amazing father."

Her compliment feels like sunlight after a storm, warming me from the inside out. "I’ll do my best. And hey, I'm here for you, too. Anytime you need to talk, vent, anything—I'm your guy."

"Thank you," she says, and I can hear the smile in her voice. It's like she's shedding the weight of her burdens, one by one. "It's nice to be on the other side for once. To be the one being taken care of."

"Anytime," I reply, meaning every word.

Then her eyes find mine again, and this time they shine with a different light—hope, maybe, or something just as powerful. "You know, Mike," she says softly, "you're the sweetest guy I've ever met. I'm so lucky... We're so lucky to have you."

Before I can respond, she leans forward, closing the distance between us. Her lips meet mine in a kiss that feels like a promise—a deep, consuming connection that speaks of shared futures and unspoken vows.

As I kiss her back, I pour all the support and commitment I feel into it, hoping she understands that whatever comes next, we'll face it together.

As our lips part, I'm left with the taste of her — a mix of vulnerability and strength that's uniquely Rebecca. My heart hammers against my chest, matching the pulse I felt throbbing beneath her skin.

“Hey,” I start, clearing my throat as we both come back down to earth. "What do you say about dinner tonight? We could celebrate the news."

She blinks, the remnants of our kiss still painting her features with a soft glow. "I don't really have any plans," she admits, tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear.

"Great." A smile tugs at my lips. "How about we keep it just us tonight? Could use some alone time, you know?"

Rebecca's answering smile is like dawn breaking through. "That sounds perfect," she says. "Though, we can tell Megan soon. She should know too."

I nod, agreeing silently. "Yeah, but that can wait. Tonight, it's about us... and the little one." The words 'little one' send a thrill through me, cementing the reality of it all.

"Alone time it is, then," she agrees, her voice lightening.

We stand up from the couch in unison, the space between us now nonexistent. She's in front of me, her eyes sparkling, a quiet strength returning to her posture. "Let's go to my place," she suggests. "I warn you, though, I'm not much of a cook."

"No worries. I've got two hands and a willing heart," I say, my tone playful yet sincere. "I'll help. Besides, getting better at cooking is part of the whole parenting package, right?"

"Right," she chuckles, a genuine laugh that makes my own heart feel lighter.

And then we're close again, closer than before, if that's possible. She leans in, and our lips meet once more in a tender echo of the earlier passion.


Chapter 9

A month later

The scent of blueberry pies wafts through the kitchen, mingling with the remnants of Thanksgiving spices still lingering in the air. Anna's at the stove, flipping a pie onto a plate with practiced ease, and she glances over her shoulder at me and Ashley. "Whipped cream for your pie, Ash?"

"No thanks, I'm absolutely stuffed," Ashley says, patting her stomach with a satisfied smile.

We're gathered around the dining table in Anna's house, the clock nearing noon. Late breakfasts have become a new norm since I moved in last week, especially after festive feasts like yesterday's dinner at my parents'. The array of leftovers crammed into the fridge promises more indulgence to come. It's a cozy domestic scene, one I didn't expect to find myself in so easily.

Ashley's already been staying over these past few nights, her presence a natural fit in this growing household. She's set to move in soon, and it feels right, like pieces falling into place.

I take another bite of my pie, the tartness of the berries bursting on my tongue. But the taste fades as I look across the table at Anna and Ashley. They're both clad in identical cotton one-piece night dresses that Anna has loaned out to Ashley—like a uniform of intimacy. Their dresses are a loose fit, yet the soft fabric clings to their curves in all the right places. Their hair and eyes might be different—Anna with her straight black hair and clear brown eyes, Ashley with her vibrant red ponytail and lively green gaze—but they could almost pass for twins. Almost.

It's hard to keep my eyes off them. Hard to focus on anything but the way those nightdresses leave little to the imagination. Two sets of nipples press against the thin material, betraying their lack of bras. A surge of heat travels through my body, pooling low in my gut.

"Mike? Earth to Mike," Anna teases, waving a hand before my dazed eyes.

"Sorry," I stammer out, trying to regain some semblance of composure. "Pie's just really good."

But it's not the pie that's got me spellbound. It's them. Last night—and the night before that—are fresh in my mind, an intoxicating blend of sweat and skin that seems to grow more addictive with each encounter. With every moment, my desire for them builds, an appetite that refuses to be sated. It's insane how much I want them, how they've become my every waking thought.

"Easy there, tiger," Ashley chuckles, catching my heated gaze. "You're looking at us like we're part of the breakfast menu."

"Can you blame me?" I reply, a half-smirk playing on my lips despite the thudding of my heart. "You two make those nightdresses look like haute couture."

Anna laughs, a melodic sound that eases some of the tension coiling within me. I love making her laugh. And I love how Ashley's eyes crinkle at the corners when she joins in, both of them unaware of the effect they have on me—or maybe they're not so oblivious after all.

Taking another bite of pie, I try to focus on the flavors and ground myself in the present. But even the sweetest blueberries can't compete with the craving that's consuming me. The more they give, the more I want.

And as I sit there, caught in a whirlpool of lust and pie, I wonder if I'll ever get enough.

The sensation is like an electric charge in the air, the kind that precedes a storm. I'm not sure if it's the aftermath of last night's feasting or the way the morning sunlight filters through the windows, casting lazy beams across Anna and Ashley's faces. They're close, almost touching, and there's a playfulness between them that borders on something more, something that stirs the beast within me.

"Anna, you've got a little..." Ashley trails off, her fingertip coyly pointing to a drop of blueberry filling clinging to Anna's chin.

Without missing a beat, Anna leans over, and her tongue darts out, quick and precise, swiping the sweet remnant from Ashley's skin. It's a simple gesture, intimate and teasing all at once. My gaze locks onto the spot where their lips meet, and my pulse starts hammering hard enough to drown out the soft clink of cutlery against plates.

"Shit," I mutter under my breath, but it comes out more like a choked gasp. I clear my throat, trying to wrench my thoughts back to something less primal. But they just laugh, their eyes gleaming with a shared secret as they break away from each other.

"What about you, Mike?" Ashley asks, her voice a mix of innocence and mischief. "Do you want anything else?"

"Actually," I say, forcing levity into my tone, "I think I've got some blueberries on my lips too."

Her smirk is immediate, a silent acknowledgment of the game we're playing. She shares a look with Anna, one that speaks volumes without a single word being uttered.

"Let's take care of our man," they chime in unison, their movements synchronized as if they've rehearsed this moment.

They move closer, hands warm on my shoulders, the heat of their bodies seeping through the thin layer of my pajama shirt. It's disarming, the ease with which they claim my personal space, straddling my thighs with a confidence that leaves no room for protest—not that I'd ever consider it.

Their lips meet mine, soft and insistent, and I groan into the kiss, a sound torn from deep within my chest. My tongue joins theirs, dancing and twining in a rhythm that's become familiar yet always feels new.

As their hands travel downward, my body responds instantly. The fabric of my pajama shorts offers no resistance as they slip their hands inside, freeing my cock into the cool morning air. Their fingers wrap around me, and I can't help the grunt that escapes my lips—raw and guttural.

"God," I rasp out, the word barely audible above the blood roaring in my ears.

On their knees now, they share the task before them with a grace that might have been beautiful in any other context. Their tongues work in tandem along my shaft, wet and warm. Every swipe sends a jolt straight to my core, and I know any pretense of finishing breakfast is long gone now.

"Fuck," I curse, knowing full well that restraint has fled the scene, chased off by the twin engines of desire kneeling before me.

Anna's gaze is playful, a hint of mischief dancing in her eyes as she pulls away from my throbbing length. "I've got an idea," she purrs, reaching for the can of whipped cream left forgotten on the table. Before I can react, she coats the tip of my shaft with a generous dollop of white fluff. "This will make you even more delicious."

"Damn," I mutter, a mix of surprise and arousal coursing through me at her boldness. I watch, captivated, as she leans forward, her lips closing around the cream-covered head of my cock. She sucks hard, her tongue swirling to catch every bit of sweetness, and then she looks up at me, her eyes glinting with naughtiness. "You're my favorite cream cone," she teases after swallowing, her voice thick with desire.

Ashley doesn't miss a beat, leaning in to capture any stray trails of cream with her own eager mouth. I groan, feeling the heat of her breath against my skin as she cleans me off, her hands maintaining a gentle stroke along my shaft.

"Fuck, you two are making me hungry," I rasp, my voice barely above a whisper as my hunger shifts from food to something far more primal.

With a sultry smile, Anna lifts her dress, exposing her breasts before smearing them with a streak of whipped cream. Arching her back, she presents herself to me, a feast for the senses. I lean in without hesitation, my mouth enclosing over one cream-topped nipple. Her moan vibrates through me, spurring me on as I suckle, tasting the sweet mixture of cream and her skin. All the while, Ashley's mouth envelops my crown, her lips and tongue working in unison as she takes me deep within her warm embrace.

The sensation is maddening, but Anna isn't finished yet. With a swift movement, she clears the dining table, the clatter of dishes a distant sound compared to our heavy breathing. She climbs atop, lying back with legs spread wide, an invitation I'm powerless to resist.

I grab the whipped cream, squirting a trail down her inner thighs, watching the white contrast starkly against her skin. My tongue follows the path I've created, lapping at the sweetness until it reaches the source of her arousal. The taste of her is intoxicating, a flavor no confection could ever match. As I draw her clit into my mouth, sucking gently while thrusting a finger inside her, Anna writhes beneath me, uttering sounds of pleasure.

Beneath the table, Ashley's attentions grow more fervent. Her mouth works magic on my pulsing manhood. Her tongue is a relentless force that drives me closer to the edge. I murmur a half-hearted warning, telling her she should let me inside, but she ignores me, taking me deeper into her throat.

Pressure mounts, heat coils tight in my lower belly, and as Anna clenches around my probing fingers, her climax triggers my own. I shudder, my release overwhelming as it pours forth, spurred by the dual sensations of Anna's slick heat and Ashley's insistent mouth. My groans mingle with their sighs, the room echoing with the sound of our shared ecstasy.

Ashley's weight settles into my lap, her body a familiar warmth as she wipes the corners of her mouth with the back of her hand. We lock eyes for a moment before our lips meet in a kiss that’s both tender and charged with the aftermath of what we've just shared. The feel of her is grounding, a necessary anchor after the high tide of pleasure.

"Naughty girl," I tease, my voice low, "wasting such a perfect load."

She smirks up at me, mischief dancing in her eyes. Anna, still flushed from her own climax, slides off the table with a grace that belies her just-undone state. She shares a look with Ashley that I know too well—it's the prelude to a revelation, one that promises to be as life-changing as anything I've faced thus far.

"Mike," Ashley starts, her smirk fading into something softer, more serious. "We have something to tell you."

My heartbeat picks up its pace. "What's going on?" I ask, my curiosity piqued.

"Ready?" Ashley turns to Anna, who gives a small, affirmative nod. They take a deep breath and say in unison, "We're pregnant."

My mouth falls open in shock, a tingling sensation spreading through me like wildfire. I've been half-expecting this news, given our unrestrained passion over the past month, but hearing it confirms a whole new reality. My arms instinctively wrap around them both, pulling them close as a grin stretches across my face.

"Are you sure?" I ask, though the evidence of their synchronicity suggests no doubt.

"Yes," they assure me, their voices blending together. "We did the tests yesterday. Positive."

I kiss them each again, my mind racing with visions of the future—our future. It's wild, unexpected, and utterly thrilling.

"Damn, four out of six," I murmur to myself, thinking of Megan and Rebecca, who shared their news just a month ago. Only Sara and Martha remain, and I wonder about the odds.

The doorbell brings us back to the present. We scramble to clean up and straighten our clothes, transforming back into a semblance of decency. Opening the front door, I'm met with the sight of Megan and Rebecca, their presence a soothing balm to the chaos of emotions swirling within me.

"Hey," I greet them, offering each a cheek kiss as I usher them inside.

"Anna, Ashley, meet Megan and Rebecca," I introduce, and they exchange warm greetings, assessing each other with curious glances.

"Nice place you have here, Mike," Megan remarks, her gaze sweeping the expansive foyer. "Got any more rooms for rent?"

Anna laughs, light and musical, and replies, "Of course, there's always room for more."

Laughter and light-hearted banter fill the room as Megan and Rebecca get comfortable, making themselves at home amongst the other women. It's a sight that warms my heart—these important individuals in my life coming together, forming bonds that I hope will last.

Before the warmth of the moment can fully settle in me, the doorbell rings again. This time, it's Sara and Martha standing on the threshold. The air seems to shift, charged with an expectancy that has nothing to do with our previous indulgences.

"Mike!" Sara almost sings out the moment she steps inside, her eyes shining bright with unspoken news.

"Let me guess, you're pregnant!" The words leap from my mouth before I can catch them, an instinctual response to her radiant expression.

Sara's jaw drops momentarily, but then her lips curl into a wide grin. "How did you know?" she teases, though her mock annoyance is betrayed by the twinkle in her eyes. She playfully scolds me for snatching away her big reveal.

"Sorry," I chuckle, pulling her into a heartfelt kiss that draws cheers from the others. Her arms wrap around me, and the connection feels deeper than ever, affirming the new life we've begun to create together.

As our lips part, Sara's smile holds more than just joy—it's edged with triumph. "I have another piece of news," she says, her voice filled with relief. "James got a year of jail time for physical assault and trespassing, plus a five-year restraining order."

The tension that’s been coiled tight within me since James first started his harassment unravels in an instant. "Thank God," I exhale, embracing Sara once more, this time with the weight of worry lifted from my shoulders.

Martha steps forward, and I turn to her, a surge of gratitude filling me. Without hesitation, I enfold her in a hug. "Thank you, Martha. For everything—from finding us a good lawyer to standing by Sara in court."

She pats my back, a gesture both comforting and supportive. "It's no problem, Mike," she replies, her voice warm. "Congratulations, by the way."

Breaking the embrace, my enthusiasm bubbles over as I share my own news with her. "I'm going to be a dad for the first time... well, five times over, actually." The words sound surreal even as they leave my lips.

Martha's reaction is pure elation, her eyes lighting up. "That's wonderful, Mike!" Her happiness for us is genuine, untainted by her own struggles.

One by one, the women gravitate toward Martha, wrapping her in hugs and murmurs of thanks. Martha isn’t just the owner of a fertility clinic to us, but has become an integral part of this unconventional family we're building.

As the warmth of the embraces fades, I catch Martha's eye, the softness in her gaze striking a chord within me. "Martha," I begin, my voice steady despite the thrumming of my heart, "I can't wait to hear about your own little miracle."

Her lips curve into a bittersweet smile, and she exhales a sigh that seems to carry years of quiet resignation. "Mike, you've brought so much hope back into my life, but..." Her gaze shifts, gathering the strength to face her truth. "I've tried for so long, let it go, but you—you made me believe again. The odds might be slim, but seeing you, my best donor, and the others so happy... it's more than enough."

A pang of guilt gnaws at me, sharp and sudden. Have I really done enough? "Martha," I say, my promise firm and earnest, "you will get what you want too. I know it's been tough, but we're not giving up—not now, not ever."

She nods, her appreciation evident in the grateful squeeze of my hand.

The room is abuzz with chatter when Martha leans in closer, her voice low and serious. "So, Mike, are you thinking about taking on any more clients?"

My pulse quickens as the room goes silent, all attention swiveling my way. A sea of expectant faces watches me, each one a story, a shared victory, and a piece of my life.

"Uh," I hesitate, my mind racing. I clear my throat, steadying my resolve. "No, I think I've reached my limit." A chuckle escapes me, born from nerves and contentment alike. "This journey with you all has been more incredible than I could've imagined, but it's time I focus on the present blessings. There's also the gym now, which needs my dedication just as much."

A sense of relief floods through me as their excited cheers fill the room, reverberating with our collective happiness. There's laughter, there's love, and most importantly, there's a bright future that I am eager to embrace without any hesitation or doubt.

I lead the way through the grand foyer, each step echoing off the marble as I show off the house to my guests. As we wind back into the dining room, Anna and Ashley have already laid out a spread that looks like it's straight from a gourmet magazine. Delicate slices of smoked salmon are fanned on a crystal platter, their edges glistening.

"Anna, this looks incredible," Sara compliments, her eyes taking in the arrangement before she turns to me with a knowing smile. "You're a lucky man, Mike."

"Tell me about it," I reply, still marveling at how my life has become this rich tapestry of relationships and unexpected joy.

Martha is by my side again, her wine glass half-empty but her spirits high. She catches my eye with a mischievous glint. "It's a pity I'm the only one who gets to enjoy this excellent Merlot." Her voice lilts playfully.

"Is that a challenge?" I tease and grab an empty glass, pouring myself a modest portion. Martha raises her glass in a silent toast, and I clink mine against hers, savoring the bold flavor as it warms my throat.

Around us, conversations ebb and flow like gentle waves. Anna earnestly discusses garden layouts with Sara, who's gesturing animatedly with her hands, painting a picture of verdant lawns transformed into blossoming sanctuaries.

Ashley, muscles toned from years of dedication to fitness, is sharing her passion with Rebecca and Megan. They're nodding enthusiastically as she describes exercises tailored for expectant mothers. "You know, I might just start a prenatal class at the gym," Ashley muses, the corner of her mouth twitching up in excitement. "You guys would join, right?"

"Absolutely," Rebecca responds, her face brightening at the prospect. Megan nods, her shy demeanor giving way to a spark of anticipation.

There's a sudden pause in the hum of conversation, and I turn to see Anna standing tall, clapping her hands for attention. Everyone's gaze shifts to her as she announces with a flourish, "I've got a whole shelf of board games for us to dive into!"

A beat of silence follows. Then, Sara clears her throat gently. "That's... thoughtful, Anna, but maybe something else?" she suggests, tactful but honest.

"Okay, no problem!" Anna rebounds quickly, her enthusiasm undimmed. "We could hit the home theater—got a killer sound system and everything."

I watch as the group collectively exchanges glances. The idea doesn't quite strike a chord, but there's no dip in Anna's spirit—proof of her resilience.

"Pool party would've been perfect," Sara murmurs wistfully, looking out the windows where the landscape is lush but the air too crisp for bikinis and sun loungers.

"Maybe next time," I offer, feeling a sense of camaraderie building despite the lackluster reaction to the entertainment options.

Here we are, a group connected by complex threads, yet it feels as simple and comfortable as any family gathering. No grand activities needed—just being here is enough.

The lull in conversation feels like the calm before a storm. I sense a shift in the air, charged with anticipation. Martha sets her wine glass down on the coffee table with a soft clink and straightens her shoulders, her eyes glinting with mischief.

"Okay, girls," she starts, her voice cutting through the quiet. "We all know we aren't here for the food or to watch movies." Her gaze sweeps across the room, locking onto each woman in turn. "We're here to get to know each other. To find harmony because we all love Mike and want him in our lives." She turns to me then, a knowing smile curving her lips. "Not just for his sperm, but for his heart and soul."

A flutter of laughter ripples through the group, and I can't help but feel both bashful and proud under their collective gaze.

"Let's share some secrets, shall we?" Martha proposes. Rebecca cocks her head to the side, her eyes sparkling with curiosity. "What kind of secrets?" she asks.

Martha wiggles her eyebrows, a mischievous grin spreading across her face. "Secret sexual fantasies."

The chuckles that follow are tinged with excitement; I see cheeks flush and eyes shine with the thrill of naughtiness.

"Since I'm stirring the pot," Martha says, leaning forward with her elbows on her knees, "I'll go first." She pauses, her hazel eyes scanning us as if gauging our readiness. "Perhaps due to my years of neglecting my sexual needs for the sake of building a career, lately, I've often fantasized about being with multiple men at the same time."

"Wow, that’s ambitious," Sara comments, her blonde hair catching the light as she shakes her head in mock disbelief.

Rebecca leans back into the couch, her voice low and thoughtful. "I've imagined being taken by a cop." She doesn't elaborate, but I understand the depth behind her words—our shared moment when she confided in me about her past at her apartment that day.

Megan tucks a strand of black hair behind her ear and speaks up softly. "I'd like to be blindfolded, not knowing what comes next." Her confession is gentle, yet it resonates with a boldness that seems new to her.

Anna, ever the adventurous spirit, chimes in next. "Sex outdoors for me—a connection with nature, raw and exposed." Her clear brown eyes reflect the wildness of her dream.

Ashley's eyes meet mine, a playful smirk dancing on her lips. "I fantasized about doing it in my gym—and let's just say, fantasy became reality." Laughter erupts, and every pair of eyes flicks to me. I can’t suppress my boyish grin—I made that happen.

Sara's giggle pierces the mirth. "You know, I've been thinking about making a sex tape. Watching myself afterward could be... enlightening." She looks around, a challenge in her gaze.

"Actually, that's not a bad idea," Martha responds, her tone conspiratorial. "With smartphones, recording has never been easier."

And then, I'm the focus of everyone's gaze, the room humming with anticipation. I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry, and I can feel heat creeping up my cheeks. "Well," I start, voice unsteady at first, "I've had my share of fantasies since puberty, about many women... including Anna and Sara." A collective breath seems to be held before I continue, "And man, am I a lucky guy to have some of those dreams come true. My current fantasy is to … have a harem.”

The group breaks into knowing giggles, and Martha's eyes shine with mischief as she leans forward. "Who would be in this harem of yours, Mike?" she probes.

I meet her gaze, emboldened by the playful atmosphere. "All of you," I say, gesturing around the circle. "Right here, today." I let out a shaky laugh, pushing past my nerves. "I envision an Alaska King bed where we could—well, where we could have an orgy every night."

Gasps ripple through the room, a mix of shock and delight. The ultimate naughty fantasy hangs in the air like a tangible thing.

Then, Anna's voice cuts through the haze of arousal, smooth as silk. "Your lucky day, Mike," she says, a glint in her eye. "I have just what you need—the yoga room."

My mind races as I blink, the image of the yoga room springing to life behind my eyelids. That space inside the herb garden, vast and inviting, like a large bed under a sheltering roof, adorned with comfortable carpets and cushions. It's intimate yet open, the glass doors blurring the lines between inside and outside.

Anna stands now, her excitement palpable. "I've been dreaming of making love there," she confesses, her brown eyes reflecting the lush greenery that frames the yoga room. "With the glass doors, it's almost like being outdoors. And don't worry—it can be heated."

The ladies murmur as they exchange eager glances.

"Today's the day then," Anna announces, a smile playing on her lips. "We can all live out our fantasies. We’ll blindfold Megan, and let Sara record the orgy. Mike, you can be the cop Rebecca's been craving." Her gaze flits to Rebecca, who responds with a mischievous grin.

Martha tilts her head. "And what about mine?" she asks, voice sprinkled with intrigue.

Anna winks at her. "I've got a dozen dildos of different sizes and shapes. You can enjoy them all, Martha."

Laughter erupts from Martha, light and carefree. "What are we waiting for, then?" she questions, the challenge hanging in the air.

The ladies rise, their movements fluid and eager. I stand too, heart racing at the prospect of what's to come.

On my way out, I catch a glimpse of Rebecca whispering to Megan, and I understand what it’s about. I stay behind and ask Megan whether she’s up to participating in the activity, and she nods vehemently. “I wouldn't miss it for anything.”

I grin. “That’s the spirit.”

A moment later, the warmth of the yoga room envelops us, sunlight filtering through the glass doors. Megan's soft moans drift to my ears as I watch her body arch beneath Rebecca's diligent tongue, the blindfold making every touch an unexpected delight. I kneel behind Rebecca, taking her rhythmically, savoring the sight of her passion-wracked frame.

"Harder," she gasps, and I comply, my hands gripping her hips with a firmness that matches the hunger in her voice.

Across the room, Martha is on all fours, presenting a view that stirs the animal part of me. Anna and Ashley are there, each wielding a dildo like an artist with a brush, painting pleasure onto Martha’s body with every stroke.

"Spank me too," Martha pleads in a throaty voice that echoes around the sunlit space. Anna and Ashley exchange a look, full of shared understanding, before delivering firm, resonating slaps that make Martha cry out in mixed pain and ecstasy.

Sara, leaning against the wall, records everything. Her phone is steady in one hand while the other explores her own body, a smile of disbelief playing on her lips. "Never thought I'd be doing this... it's filthy, and God, it's hot."

I'm lost in the sensations, the sounds, and the hedonistic tableau unfolding around me when Rebecca's inner muscles clench around me, signaling her nearing climax. "I'm close," she breathes, "but save it for Martha. Give it to her."

Nodding, I gently pull away from Rebecca, who collapses in a satisfied heap next to Megan. I move behind Martha, whose eyes meet mine with an intensity that ignites something feral within me.

"Ready for me, Martha?" I whisper, sliding into her with ease born of mutual desire.

"God, yes," she hisses back, pushing against me as I begin to thrust. Anna and Ashley have moved on to Megan and Sara now, fulfilling their roles with practiced ease. The dildos glisten as they work, the air thick with the scent of arousal.

The room is filled with moans, a symphony of pleasure that weaves around us. Anna was right—this feels carnal, unrestrained, like we're part of nature itself. Birds flutter overhead, curious about the commotion, while squirrels scamper close, only to dart away at our human noises.

"Mike," Martha groans, her voice filled with urgency. "Do it. Fill me up."

I reach down, fingers finding her swollen clit, rolling it gently as I continue to drive into her. My breath hitches, the edge approaching fast. "I've got you," I whisper, my voice barely more than a growl. "You'll get what you want."

Her response is a scream, loud enough to startle the wildlife peering in at us. She clamps around me, and it's all I can take. With a final thrust, I release into her, feeling her shudder beneath me, our cries mingling and soaring high into the rafters.

The aftershocks ripple through us, and as we catch our breath, the room settles into a quiet hum of contentment. The moment is raw, unfiltered, and completely ours.

Exhausted, we collapse into a tangle of limbs and satisfied sighs. The sun's warmth lingers in the yoga room, now mixed with the heat we've generated together. I draw in a deep breath, my chest rising and falling steadily as I savor the closeness.

"Thank you," I murmur, my gaze drifting from one beautiful face to another. "Today was...incredible."

Their smiles are lazy, content. The soft press of lips against my skin feels like gratitude made tangible. Anna nestles against me, her silky hair tickling my arm. Megan's dark blue eyes meet mine, a quiet intensity within them that speaks more than words could. Rebecca's free spirit radiates as she plants a gentle kiss on my shoulder, while Martha's sharp hazel eyes hold a glimmer of mischief even now.

"Thank you for sharing," Sara says, her voice husky, her blonde hair a halo around her head. "For your passion, your seed." There's a strength in her tone, the same iron will that built her landscape business from nothing but lawns and dreams.

I feel humbled, grateful for their acceptance and the trust they've placed in me.

Anna stretches languidly, her body a portrait of satisfaction. "We should do this more often. In fact, why don't you all just move into my house?" Her suggestion hangs in the air, half serious, half playful.

Megan and Rebecca exchange a glance, a silent conversation passing between them before they nod. "I’m interested," Megan says, her shyness nowhere to be found in the glow of post-orgy bliss.

Rebecca nods in agreement. “Me, too. My tiny apartment is insanely expensive, and I’ve been wanting to move for years, just haven’t had the time for apartment hunting.”

Martha chuckles, her laughter rich and full. "Tempting, but my place is just as big. And besides," she winks, "I enjoy my independence too much.”

Sara's head bobs in confirmation. “I love your house, but I also love Martha’s.”

"Fine, fine," Anna concedes with mock disappointment. "But you have to promise to come over for every party. Especially if it's anything like this."

"Deal," Martha and Sara say in unison, and a round of giggles ripples through our group.

Lying there among these incredible women, I'm hit by a wave of contentment. This isn't something I could have ever dreamed of—surrounded by affection, desired, and free to pursue my own path. I close my eyes for a moment, committing the feeling to memory. I know that this feeling will stay with me regardless of what happens tomorrow. Today has been a turning point, a day that will be remembered forever.
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The whir of electric fans blends with the rhythmic clanking of metal as I step into Power Fitness. It's Sunday morning, and the gym buzzes with a different kind of energy today. We're hosting a charity bench press competition, and the air crackles with anticipation. My gaze sweeps across the sea of competitors warming up, their muscles bulging under the strain of barbells. I can't help but feel a rush of pride.

"Big turnout," Ashley comments, her voice barely rising over the clamor of excited chatter and the thumping bass of the warm-up music.

"Looks like it," I agree, my eyes tracking to the local news crew setting up by the juice bar. "Media's already swarming."

Ashley's red ponytail swings as she nods, a clipboard clutched in her hand. She's in her element, confident and commanding. The competitors respect her, maybe even fear her a little when she's got that 'don't mess with me' look.

We kick off the event with brief introductions. I clear my throat, grabbing the microphone. "Welcome to Power Fitness's annual Bench for Bucks!" Applause erupts from the spectators crammed along the walls and spilling out onto the sidewalk. The summer sun filters through the large windows, spotlighting each contestant as they take the stage. One by one, they lay back on the bench, grip the bar, and hoist the weight skyward.

"Push! Push!" I find myself shouting encouragement alongside the crowd, caught up in the collective excitement. The clang of a successful lift followed by a roar of applause becomes the day's rhythm.

As the last competitor reracks his weights to a chorus of cheers, I'm already thinking about the next phase. Ashley and I head to the therapy room, transformed today into a recovery zone. The participants file in, their adrenaline slowly giving way to fatigue.

"Great job out there," Ashley says, her green eyes bright as she hands out towels and guides each person to the massage tables lined up against the mirrored wall.

"Thanks, Doctor," a burly guy with a sleeve tattoo responds, easing himself onto a table.

Doctor. That word fills me with an unfamiliar warmth. It's not just a title. It's recognition of Ashley's dedication. She's more than just the vibrant life of the gym now – she's an expert, a healer. After the gym started picking up, she went back to school to get her Doctor of Physical Therapy degree. It was tough, balancing everything, but here she is, living her dream.

"Can't believe you pulled it off," I murmur, admiration lacing my voice as I roll out the kinks in a participant's shoulders.

"Believe it," she replies with a grin, working skillfully on a hamstring. "And you... co-owner and father extraordinaire." There's a tease in her tone, but also pride.

"Doing what I can," I say, trying to keep it light, though truthfully, I'm spinning more plates than a circus act. Yet the sight of Ashley, so accomplished and assured, reminds me why we push ourselves.

We work side by side, our hands moving in synchrony, easing the strain from bodies pushed to their limits. It's rewarding, in a way that's different from personal training. We're helping these guys recover, not just pushing them to go harder.

"Alright, last one," Ashley announces after what seems like hours. The room has mostly cleared out, save for a few stragglers stretching in the corner.

"Nice work, Doctor Williams," the final client says, rolling off the table with a satisfied groan.

"Anytime," she responds, her eyes meeting mine with that spark of shared triumph.

"Doctor Williams," I echo softly once we're alone, and she shoots me a playful glare.

"Get used to it," she challenges, tossing a towel at me.

I catch it, laughing. "Already am." And it's true – I'm proud of her, proud of us, and ready to tackle whatever comes next.

The clang of weights settling onto their racks echoes one final time through Power Fitness, signaling the end of another successful event. I take a deep breath, letting the satisfaction settle in my chest. It's been a long day, but worth every second. As the last of the gym patrons head out, the space grows quiet, almost peaceful.

I'm about to help Ashley with the cleanup when my phone vibrates against the reception desk. Martha's picture flashes on the screen, and I can't help the smile that breaks across my face. I swipe to answer, already knowing what this call is about. Today is Martha’s twins' birthday and we’re having a party.

"Hey, Martha," I greet, bracing myself for the chaos I imagine is unfolding at the house.

"Mike! The kids are asking for you." Her voice is filled with the warmth and laughter that seems to fill our home these days. There's a brief scuffle, and then Liam’s small voice pipes up.

"Daddy, when you coming home?" His question is eager, expectant.

"Happy birthday, champ!" I say, grinning despite myself. "I'll be home soon, buddy. Save me some cake, okay?"

"Okay!" he chirps before the line goes dead, leaving me with the echo of his excitement.

"Time to wrap it up," I tell Ashley, who's already started gathering massage oils and towels. We move quickly, both of us falling into the practiced rhythm that comes with years of working side by side.

Before we shut the lights off, I catch her by the arm and pull her close. The gratitude surges from me as I press my lips to hers. "Thank you for today, Ash. For organizing all this."

She smiles against my lips, “Thank you, too. And it’s amazing how supportive our members are, isn’t it?” Her eyes are shining with pride, and I feel a surge of admiration for her. This place wouldn’t be what it is without her energy and her drive.

"Yep. Power Fitness is thriving,” I continue, thinking aloud. "Remember when we were worried we couldn't keep the doors open?"

"Seems like a lifetime ago," she murmurs, resting her forehead against mine. “Thanks to you too, Mike. Your support has meant everything.”

Our kiss deepens, and a familiar heat curls low in my belly. The urge to take her right here, on one of the benches we've wiped down a thousand times, is overwhelming. It's been too long since we’ve had a moment to ourselves, just the two of us, with no interruptions. Damn responsibility, always getting in the way.

But there’s a party waiting for us, a whole houseful of family and celebration. And though part of me rails against the interruption, another part—the part that’s grown along with this unexpected, sprawling family—knows where I need to be. With a regretful sigh, I step back from Ashley, smiling ruefully.

"Let's close up," I say, and together we finish the job. We walk out, locking the door behind us, leaving the scent of sweat and success behind as we step into the sunlight. A new urgency propels me forward. I’m ready to go home and embrace the beautiful chaos of fatherhood.
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The hum of the SUV's engine fades as Ashley and I step onto the familiar cobblestone driveway of Anna's Highland Park estate, which has been the residence of my harem and me over the years. The scent of charcoal and smoked meat drifts in the air, evidence of ongoing festivities in the backyard. We make our way through the ornate wrought-iron gate that guards the property, the sound of children's laughter growing louder with each step.

"Sounds like they've started without us," Ashley says, an amused glint in her green eyes.

"Wouldn't be a party if they hadn't," I reply, my heart swelling at the thought of seeing my kids. The sprawling lawn comes into view, dotted with colorful balloons and streamers that flutter in the breeze. A bouncy castle anchors one corner, a hive of activity with tiny bodies clambering up and sliding down in a never-ending loop.

Without a second thought, I kick off my shoes and make a beeline for the pool, where the crystal-clear water ripples invitingly. I shed my shirt and dive in, surfacing to the sound of squeals and splashes. The water is shallower than usual, a safety precaution we take whenever the little ones are swimming.

"Daddy!" Bella, Liam’s twin sister, exclaims, paddling over with arm floaties hugging her.

"Hey birthday girl! Ready to get dunked?" I tease, lifting her high before plunging her gently under the surface. Laughter bubbles up around me as Anna and Sara join in the aquatic chaos, their maternal instincts balanced perfectly with playfulness.

Martha and Megan man the grill like seasoned pros, flipping burgers and hot dogs with a rhythmic cadence. Smoke curls up toward the azure sky, mingling with the aroma of sweet barbecue sauce and seared meat. They catch my eye and wave, their smiles bright despite the responsibilities they shoulder.

As I tread water and watch my family, it hits me just how surreal this life is. Twelve kids at twenty-four—each one a part of me, yet so distinct, so full of potential. Birthdays fill our summer calendar, necessitating an organizational system that would put most event planners to shame.

And we're not done growing. Anna's hand rests on her slightly rounded belly as she floats by, and Megan's smile is softer, more content with the life stirring within her. Our home feels smaller by the day, the din of chuckles and conversation a constant reminder of our need for space. The new building on the property, designed to give Martha, Sara, and their kids a place to stay, has become an essential refuge.

Plans to expand further loom on the horizon, the vacant lot next door beckoning with possibilities. It's a future filled with construction noise and the cries of newborns, but as I glance around at the faces of my loved ones, I wouldn't have it any other way.

I hoist myself out of the pool, and grab a plush towel to pat dry. My feet pad over to a lounge chair on the sun-kissed deck, where I collapse into its comforting embrace. A cocktail finds its way into my hand—Ashley's doing, no doubt—and I take a long, satisfying sip, letting the cool liquid slide down my throat.

As I settle back, the scene before me is a vibrant tapestry of life and love. My kids, each a mini universe of energy and joy, are engrossed in games that only the innocent could invent. Their mothers, my six incredible partners, guard and guide them with an elegance that takes my breath away. They're not just sexy or beautiful; they're fierce lionesses caring for our pride.

Rebecca catches my eye as she sits on a nearby chair, nursing Kattie, the newest addition to our ever-growing family. Her blond hair glimmers in the sunlight, framing her face in a halo of warmth. I remember how she hesitated before giving birth to Alex, our oldest child, wary of motherhood. But now she cradles our baby with such natural grace it's as if she was born to do this. The tenderness in her gray eyes, usually so piercing and free-spirited, softens as she brushes a gentle finger across our child's cheek. She looks up, and our gazes lock—a silent conversation of gratitude and love. She leans over to plant a kiss on my cheek, leaving a trace of warmth that lingers longer than the contact itself.

"Grandma! Grandpa!" The excited shouts snap me out of the moment. I twist around to see my parents walking through the gate, their arrival sending ripples of excitement through the backyard.

Liam and Bella, the birthday twins, are the first to reach them, flinging themselves into the open arms of their grandparents. Water splashes onto Mom and Dad’s clothes, but they just laugh, the sound rich with genuine happiness. Dad's eyes, once dulled by illness, now sparkle with vitality. It's been years since his stroke, and his recovery has gifted us with more moments like these.

"Angels." Dad chuckles, pointing to each kid and naming them with an ease Mom sometimes struggles to match. But she tries, her love for this chaotic brood clear in her effort.

"Mike," Mom says, turning to me with a look that carries the weight of her heart. "This village of grandchildren... it's exactly what I dreamed of when you told us about your side job." Pride swells in her voice, the same nurturing tone that's carried me through life's storms and sunshine.

My cheeks heat up under her praise. "Thanks, Mom," I manage to say, though it feels inadequate for the enormity of her words. They've seen me graduate, watched the gym grow, witnessed the birth of every single grandchild. And here we are, living a life they couldn't have imagined.

"Truly proud of you, son," Mom adds, her smile radiating the warmth of a thousand suns.

"Really, son, the way you've managed everything... it's impressive," Dad says, his voice steady and sure. It's a far cry from when I was younger, when he'd lay out my life like a financial portfolio—something to be calculated, with risks managed and returns maximized. But here, now, his pride isn't about numbers or net worth. It's about life, sprawling and messy and beautiful.

"Thanks, Dad." My words feel small, almost lost amidst the laughter and splashes echoing around us. "Graduating felt good, but this—" I gesture to the chaos of love and family surrounding us, "this is something else."

"How’s the gym?" Dad asks, his eyebrow arching as he takes in the full picture of our lives—not just the kids and the women but also the business that's become another extension of our family.

"Better than ever. We’ve just had a successful bench press charity event. And we've got new programs rolling out, physical therapy's been a hit. Ashley just nailed her DPT license too." The pride in my voice is undeniable. She's worked so hard for it, and the gym's success is as much hers as it is mine.

Dad nods, considering my words, then leans forward, elbows on his knees. "So, when are you going to take that next step? Get your own license?"

The question hangs there, a challenge wrapped in a simple inquiry. I hesitate, weighing my answer. "I've got enough doctors in the household, don't you think?" I try to keep it light, but Dad's gaze doesn't waver.

"Maybe," he concedes, "but never hurts to add one more. Especially if it's you."

"I know, I just..." I trail off, searching for the right words. "I need a break from school. Just a little one.” Ashley's already offered to help me through the program whenever I'm ready. She believes in me that much.

"Fair enough." Dad's response is gentle, no push, just a nudge—a reminder that the path's there, waiting. "Just something to consider."

"Understood." I nod, grateful for the space he gives me now, a far cry from the rigid expectations before.

Shaking off the weight of future decisions, I dive back into the present, where the pool beckons with the promise of cool relief from the summer heat. The kids erupt into cheers as I cannonball into the water, sending waves crashing over the edges.
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Amid the splashing and laughter, I spot Layla, our babysitter, walking towards us with a colorful gift bag in her arms. She hands it off to Liam and Bella, who are practically vibrating with excitement. "Happy birthday, munchkins!" she sings out, her smile lighting up her face.

"Thank you!" they chime in unison.

Layla, Sara’s niece, has been with us for three years now, watching over every one of my children like a loving and protective older sister. It’s amazing how much she has grown—into a stunning young woman, her warmth and kindness shining through in everything she does. It's easy to forget she's only nineteen, the way she handles responsibility with such grace.

"Going to change, be right back!" she calls out before heading toward the pool house.

I'm treading water when Layla steps back into view from the pool house, and everything seems to slow down for a moment. Layla, in a bikini, is a revelation. Sun-kissed skin, curves in all the right places. She’s stunning, exuding a femininity that I've never noticed before—or at least, never allowed myself to notice.

"Hey Mike!" Layla waves, her smile as bright and innocent as ever. A sudden heat creeps up my neck as I wave back, forcing my gaze away before it lingers too long. My heart thumps against my chest in a rhythm that feels too loud. There's a tightness in my stomach, a stirring of something I immediately try to quell.

"Isn't she a lovely girl?" Sara's voice cuts through my internal reprimand, and I turn to see her observing Layla with an approving nod.

"Y-yeah," I manage to stutter out, feeling the rush of blood to my cheeks. Damn it, get a grip, Mike. You have a beautiful family. There's no need to let your eyes wander, especially not toward someone who's practically family herself.

Layla, oblivious to the turmoil she's stirred within me, bounds over to where I float, her movements fluid and graceful. As we play Marco Polo with the kids, her arm accidentally brushes mine, sending an unexpected jolt through me. I shift position, moving away subtly, but Layla seems to orbit around me, her presence a constant pull on my senses.

"Daddy, you're it!" one of the kids shouts, and as I blindly chase their giggles and splashes, I feel Layla use me as a shield in the game, pressing her soft body against my back as she hides from the seekers. The unexpected contact sends another shockwave through me, stronger this time, and I curse under my breath.

"Gotcha!" I spin around, making it look like I'm going after the children, but really it's just an excuse to put some distance between Layla and me. I launch into butterfly strokes, the powerful movements propelling me forward, creating a cascade of water that douses the squealing kids—and Layla too.

"Wow, Mike, that was awesome. Teach me how to do that!" Layla's hand lands on my arm, her request genuine and eager. It would be so easy to say yes, to guide her arms, to mold her body to the right form... But something holds me back—a voice, a memory, a sense of duty.

"Thanks, Layla, but I'm not sure I'm the best teacher for that." My words feel lame even to my own ears.

She looks at me, a little crestfallen, then shrugs it off with a resilience I admire. "It's okay, maybe another time."

"Maybe," I echo, though we both know it's an empty promise. The truth is, I don't trust myself around her right now, not with these traitorous thoughts and reactions betraying my usual self-control. I take a deep breath, focusing on the laughter of the kids, the warmth of the sun, anything to anchor me back to the man I am—the man who loves his family, who values loyalty above all else.

I'm also an ass, no doubt about it. Saying no to Layla's simple request feels like kicking a puppy, but I know it's the only way to keep my head on straight. She skips off, laughter mingling with the splashes and shouts of the kids as she rejoins their game, her sunny disposition undimmed by my rejection.

Her enthusiasm is contagious. It always has been. The kids love her, and so do we—all of us. Layla's got this knack for caregiving that you don't see often. She didn't just stumble into it; it's her calling. And thinking about how she grew up on a farm, shaping her life around nurturing and growth, it makes sense why she's majoring in child development. She's blossomed into this person who's irreplaceable to our family. But to her, I'm just Mike—boss and father figure, nothing more. That's what I have to keep telling myself, anyway.

"Food's ready, everyone!" Martha calls out, her voice carrying over the commotion.

The declaration prompts a mass exodus from the pool. Little wet bodies scurry towards the house, eager for the promise of barbecue. Megan helps herd them along, while Mom and Dad wrap towels around the twins, chuckling at something Liam says.

"Mike, you can use the pool house," Martha shouts over the noise.

"Got it, thanks!" I holler back, grateful for the quiet moment alone.

The water laps gently against the sides of the pool as I float there, taking a second to savor the solitude. It's not long before I pull myself out and head for the pool house, leaving wet footprints on the warm stone path.

Inside the pool house, it's silent. I assume I'm alone and step into the bathroom. Steam clouds the air, mingling with the scent of shampoo. I halt my steps as I realize I’m not alone.

Layla stands there, wrapped in a towel, her skin still glistening from her own shower.

"Sorry!" I blurt out.

"Mike, it's fine, really," she laughs, brushing off my embarrassment with a wave of her hand.

"Right, okay..." I mumble, turning away, feeling heat crawl up my neck.

But then Layla loosens her grip on the towel and lets it drop to the floor. My gaze swings back to her without permission, drinking in the sight. She's beautiful, confident, and completely at ease with her own body.

My body betrays me, reacting to her in ways I wish it wouldn't. A flush of shame washes over me as I catch myself staring. This isn't right. "I should go," I say, voice strained.

"Wait, Mike," Layla says softly, reaching out to touch my arm. “Please, stay.”

I'm frozen, the feeling of Layla's fingers curling around my arm keeps me rooted to the spot. My heart is thumping hard against my chest, and I'm almost too scared to breathe as she looks up at me with those wide eyes, full of something that feels dangerously like hope.

“What…do you…want, Layla?” I manage to mumble.

"You, Mike," she whispers, and I can hear the tremble in her voice. "In case you haven’t noticed, I've had a crush on you since Sara brought me here the first time."

The words hit me like a punch to the gut. All this time, all those looks—was I blind? Her confession hangs in the air between us, heavy and undeniable. I lick my parched lips, “That’s not possible,” I murmur. “You were so young.”

She bites her bottom lip. "I know. It sounds crazy. I’ve never had a crush like this before meeting you,” she speaks slowly, her voice trembling. “And after I started working for you, I just couldn't help it. You’re such an amazing guy and a perfect dad. And I've been thinking... dreaming about having babies. With you."

My jaw slacks open. There's no denying the earnestness in her gaze and the blush on her cheeks. I struggle to find words, any words, but they're lost in the shock of her revelation. "Layla... I had no idea," I stammer.

"I know you have a lot going on, Mike. You don't have time to notice someone like me," she says, looking down momentarily before meeting my gaze again. But then she does something unexpected—she takes my hand and places it against her perky breast. Her skin is soft and warm beneath my palm.

A part of me wants to pull away, to run from this complication, this temptation. Yet, I can't deny the surge of desire that courses through me at her touch.

Then, without another thought, I'm leaning in, and my lips are crashing against hers. It's a kiss born of pent up desire, of months—no, years—of unspoken tension. Layla's lips are soft, eager, and when I pull her closer, her body molds perfectly to mine. My hand roams to her backside, palming her bubble butt, feeling her heat even through the fabric of my swim trunks.

She guides me towards the couch, laying back with an invitation in her eyes that sends my heart racing. She spreads her legs, and there's an urgency in her voice that I can't ignore. "Please, Mike. I want you. I need you."

Something primal within me roars to life at her plea. I kneel between her thighs, my hands tracing the lines of her body before I taste her. She's drenched, ready, and when I slide a finger inside her, the tightness surprises me.

"Layla..." I gasp, pulling back slightly to look at her. "You're..."

"A virgin, yes," she breathes out, her chest heaving. "Please, be my first. Pop my cherry, Mike."

Every fiber of my being screams to claim her, to fulfill her request, to give in to the lust that's clouding my judgment. But as I hover over her, the reality of what we're about to do hits me like a cold shower.

"Sorry, Layla, I can't," I say, my voice a raspy whisper. The weight of my responsibilities, the love for my family, it all comes crashing back. I take a deep breath, trying to cool the heat that threatens to consume me.

Layla looks up at me, confusion and disappointment etched across her face. I wish I could explain—the tangled web of my life, the children who call me daddy, the women who count on me. But there are no words that can bridge the gap between desire and duty.

"Forgive me," I murmur, standing abruptly. I rush back to the house, leaving Layla behind, and cursing myself. Damn. I am the biggest jerk on earth.
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The scent of grilled meat fills the air, mixing with the laughter of children and the casual chatter of adults. We're all gathered around the picnic tables, heaping our plates with food from the generous spread laid out on colorful tablecloths. I balance a plate in one hand, making sure to grab an extra helping of Megan's famous potato salad.

"Happy birthday, kiddos!" I say, my voice warm with affection as I take a seat beside Martha. She smiles at me, her eyes reflecting the golden hues of the setting sun. Next to her, Liam and Bella, both turning three today, beam up at me with chocolate-smeared faces, their joy infectious.

"Thanks, Daddy!" they chorus before returning to their feast of BBQ and cake.

The evening sky shifts into deeper shades of pink and orange as the party continues. Eventually, we gather the kids together for the ceremonial blowing out of the candles. I stand behind Liam and Bella, my hands resting gently on their shoulders, feeling a swell of pride as they puff their cheeks and extinguish the tiny flames in one breath.

"Happy Birthday to you...," the melody rises from our collective voices, filling the backyard with a sense of unity and celebration.

Amidst the singing, I catch Layla's gaze across the table. It's brief but intense, and I can't help but feel a pang of regret. My throat feels dry as sawdust, and I have to remind myself to join back in the song.

What's wrong with me? I've never struggled with fidelity before. My harem has always been my focus, my everything. And yet, Layla's confession and touch has stirred something unfamiliar within me—a desire that trespasses the boundaries I've always respected.

The song ends, and applause breaks out as Liam and Bella giggle with delight. I clap along, forcing a smile, but I'm hyper-aware of Layla's presence. She's watching me, I can tell. The way her eyes linger just a fraction too long, the soft tilt of her head when she looks away—it all speaks volumes.

Lately, it's true, there's been a shift. With six women and a dozen kids, our household is a whirlwind of activity centered around the little ones. It's natural, I guess, for the women to be more absorbed in motherhood than in me. But that doesn't excuse what happened in the pool house. That doesn't justify the hunger that roared to life at the touch of another woman's skin.

I shouldn't have behaved that way. It goes against everything I believe in—everything I've built with these incredible women who trust me, who've chosen this unconventional life with me.

"Mike, can you pass the ketchup?" Anna's voice pulls me from my thoughts, and I hand over the bottle, grateful for the distraction.

"Of course," I reply, trying to shake off the unease that's settled over me like an uninvited shadow.

As the evening winds down and the sky darkens to twilight, I vow to keep my desires in check, to honor the commitment I've made to my family. But the image of Layla, the taste of regret, lingers stubbornly in my mind, a reminder of a line I nearly crossed. A line I cannot, must not cross again.

The last of the balloons drift lazily towards the ceiling as the party winds down, and it's almost like they're taking the noise and chaos with them. It's nine o'clock, give or take, and my folks are pulling on their coats, offering up promises to be back for Anna’s daughter, Charlene's birthday next week. They always make a big deal out of grandkids' birthdays. Mom's got this way of making each one feel like they're her favorite.

"Take care, Mike," Dad says, clapping me on the shoulder with that firm, no-nonsense grip he's known for. "We'll see you next Saturday."

"Can’t wait," I reply, trying to match his smile.

Layla's still here, floating around the house like a guardian angel. She's helping the women herd the kids upstairs, tucking them into bed after a sugar-fueled day. I can hear her gentle voice, a soothing melody over the tired protests of little ones not quite ready to end the day.

I stay out of her orbit, keeping to the living room where the wine has come out and the conversation's turned to adult things. Sara's holding court, her blonde hair catching the soft glow of the lamps, eyes keen beneath the calm exterior she's mastered over the years.

"You're quiet tonight," she observes, swirling her glass as she looks at me. "Something on your mind?"

I hesitate, then let out a breath I didn't know I'd been holding. Might as well be honest. "Layla and I... we kind of... ended up together in the pool house earlier." My cheeks burn with the confession, and I brace for a storm that never comes.

Instead, I'm met with laughter—warm, inviting, surprising. I blink, not sure if I've missed something.

"Mike, we knew exactly what would happen when you went out there," Anna chimes in, her exotic eyes dancing with amusement.

"Wait, what? This was some sort of setup?" The words tumble out, confusion lacing every syllable.

Sara shakes her head, the corners of her lips quirking up in a sly grin. "Not a test, Mike. We trust you. Layla's had eyes for you since day one. She’s a nice gal. We love her. The kids love her. We thought it was time she joined us, if you're alright with that."

"Joined... us?" I stutter, feeling like I've just missed a step going downstairs. "But the house... it's already so full..."

"Mike, we're expanding the property, remember?" Anna reminds me, as though it's the most obvious thing in the world. "The question is, do you like her?"

I think about Layla—the sparkle in her eyes, the warmth of her laugh—and without meaning to, I feel my face heat up again. "I mean, yes, I like her. I always have, but I hadn't thought of her that way until... today."

"See?" Rebecca adds, her gray eyes softening. "You're a good man, Mike. You deserve this. You deserve her. She can give you all the attention we haven’t given you lately."

Their smiles are reassuring, wrapping around me like a blanket, and somehow, in this crazy, unconventional family of mine, everything feels surprisingly right.

I'm still reeling from the revelation, the wine glass cradled forgotten in my hand, when Layla descends the staircase. She looks different somehow, more distant, her usual smile replaced by a sober line. "I just wanted to say goodbye," she announces, and the room's warmth seems to dim. "I won't be coming back to work here."

"Wait, why?" Sara's voice cuts through my surprise, sharp and clear. The others are silent, their gazes swinging between Layla and me.

Layla hesitates, her eyes flitting to mine with an unreadable expression. "It's... I just think it's for the best."

Damn. Of course she isn’t coming back, after what I did in the pool house. I open my mouth to speak, but Sara beats me to it.

"That's too bad," Sara says, a playful edge to her tone, "especially since Mike was about to give you a private lesson on butterfly strokes."

Her words hang in the air, charged like the space between two magnets. Layla's eyes snap to mine, widening. "Is that true?"

I nod, my heart kicking against my ribs. "Yeah, if you're still interested."

The grin that breaks across Layla's face could outshine the sun. "Yes!" she exclaims, and without thinking, I close the distance between us, pulling her into an embrace, my lips finding hers. Around us, the women erupt in cheers, their laughter echoing off the walls.


Thank you for reading the Donor’s Harem. I hope you enjoyed it.

For a continuation of the epilogue and other free bonus scenes, please visit my website at https://kohenking.wordpress.com/


Harem Adventure Series by Kohen King:

The Writer's Harem

A writer's dirty fantasies come true…

After James's neighbor, John leaves his family, James finds himself to be the center of three gorgeous women's attention. John's daughter Tessa and her friend Lizzy both want James to be their first and only. Linda, John's wife whom James has lusted over for years, isn't shy to display her affection for him either.

James has been a Don Juan all his life, but he wants the three women for more than a fling. He wants a family with not just one but all of them, and he will show the ladies he's got enough supply to make everyone happy!

The Lifeguard's Harem

One hot summer, two busty MILFs and a sexy virgin.

Kevin is an introvert and has never had a girlfriend before graduating from high school. But after he starts working as a lifeguard at a local gym, his life is about to change. It doesn't take Kevin long to fall head over heels for Brianna, a beautiful but aloof blonde girl of his age. Kevin asks her out and gets a humiliating scorn. Brianna's busty step mom, Sandra witnesses the drama and offers to help Kevin win over the young woman by giving him a makeover. After giving Kevin the best haircut he's ever had, Sandra takes a step further and teaches him how to pleasure a woman. Before Kevin knows it, he's lost his virginity to the older woman. After that, Kevin's love life takes a dramatic turn. He not only gets to have Brianna, but also Nancy, Sandra's gorgeous sex therapist friend, and experiences role play and kinky sex with her. The three women's appetites are insatiable, and they compete for his attention and want him from all positions, front and behind, indoors and outdoors. Fortunately, the quiet young man is well-endowed and has inexhaustible reserves to meet their demands.

The Rancher's Harem

When Paul's compulsive gambler brother leaves for Vegas and neglects his family and business, Paul not only shoulders the burden of running their ranch alone, but also struggles with his long-hidden lust for his brother's wife Molly, a buxom blonde MILF and his daughter Laila. The two ladies' eagerness to please Paul makes it even harder for him to do the right thing.

As if he isn't facing enough challenges, Molly's stunning stripper friend Jackie, a busty dark-haired beauty, comes to work for Paul. The three gorgeous women are determined to not only assist Paul in running the ranch but also satisfy his sexual needs and put his virile seed to good use.

The ladies' enthusiasm convinces Paul that his luck has changed and his lonely days are about to end. It takes him little time to get used to the extravagant foursomes they indulge him with. The only thing left for Paul to do is come up with ways to take over the ranch entirely so he and his harem can live there happily ever after.

The Investor's Harem

When Bob promised his dying friend he would take care of the three women in his family, he didn't know what exactly he got himself into.

Now he not only finds himself responsible for saving John's breast implant company, but also in charge of the three gorgeous women's happiness. John's widow Helen is a stunning model who became famous with the very product made by John's company and Bob is one of her fans. John's older daughter Evelyn, a beautiful redhead and an intelligent medical student is determined to pursue her dad's unfinished dream but is unsure about a match her dad made for her. And last but not least, Lisa, a capricious blonde who's been close to Bob since she was little, demands Bob to take her V-card.

Will Bob be able to keep his promise while struggling with forbidden lust for not only one but all three women?

The Detective's Harem

Three seductresses and a lonely bachelor…

When Detective Mark Jackson agreed to solve a case involving the death of Bill Walker, a strip club owner, he had no idea he would be investigating three gorgeous women.

Walker's daughter Nora, a college sophomore, had been Mark's obsession and the reason he visited the local coffee shop where she worked every morning. Despite their age difference, Mark couldn't resist the obvious chemistry between them. And when the younger woman eagerly offered Mark her cherry, there was no way he could refuse her.

Riley, the top stripper at Walker's club, was a golden-skinned busty beauty no man could ever resist. The fact that Riley turned out to be Nora's best friend only made her more attractive. After an accidental voyeurism, in which Mark discovered the two women's amorous relationship, he found himself onboard a ship of threesome adventure.

Sophie, Walker's wife, a blue-eyed beauty with auburn hair, was a living embodiment of Mark's teenage fantasies.  Needless to say, he fell for her at first sight, even though she was the prime suspect in the case. The sexy woman did not hide her interest in Mark either, and her blowjob seduction attempts put Mark's willpower on trial. 

The three women had distinct personalities, but they were closely bonded with one another, and they all had the hots for Mark. Mark cared for the feisty but vulnerable women just as much. The problem was, of course, they were all suspects. Could Mark put his lust aside and focus on work, or should he let go of his moral qualms and enjoy his luck with the ladies?

The Camper's Harem

Dan's divorce turns out to be the best thing that's ever happened to him. 


Otherwise, he wouldn't find himself on an adventurous cross-country road trip, not to mention meeting three gorgeous women who worship him and vie for his attention. Dan is willing to give everything he has in order to settle for an idyllic life with the naughty brunette, the voluptuous redhead, and the sassy blonde virgin. But he must give up his six-figure job first and also deal with a jerk who thinks he owns the women. Is Dan up for the challenge?  

The Baker's Harem

When Max comes home to sell his dad's bakery, he doesn't expect the trip to take long, not to mention the adventures that await him.

Oak Springs isn't just a town stuck in time but a place that reminds Max of lost love. Twenty years ago, Sarah, Max's first girlfriend, left him for another man. Max has never gotten over her. Now, not only has Sarah returned to town, but she's also living in his house with Max's stepsister Elena and her daughter Mia. The three women, two gorgeous blondes and one fiery brunette, are determined to keep Max in their lives.

Will Max give up his high-paying IT job in a modern city and return home to a small town to become the head of an unconventional household?

The Walker’s Harem series: Books 1 to 3

Book 1

Getting fired isn't the end of the world.

At least not when your boss is a jerk, and you can find a better job. Losing a girlfriend can also be a blessing, especially if she's been cheating on you.
After both unfortunate events happen to Jeff on the same day, he turns over a new leaf and starts an adventure he hasn’t dreamed of. He takes jobs that his ex-girlfriend thinks beneath him, and he dates multiple women at the same time. Starting with his neighbor, a gorgeous brunette whom Jeff has had a crush on for a long time but hasn’t had the freedom to flirt with, and Julia, a beautiful blonde much older than Jeff who seems to love dogs more than men.

Book 2

Three drop-dead gorgeous women in three days…

Jeff puts his past behind him and starts a new life. The sizzling night with his sexy neighbor Sienna certainly helps. But he has barely had the time to indulge in his exhilarating relationship with Sienna when her protective friend Sarika enters the picture. The voluptuous, dark-haired beauty might be demanding, but she undoubtedly lusts over Jeff. The two temptresses open the door to an unconventional relationship Jeff has never dreamed of.

Meanwhile, Jeff’s attraction for Julia compels him to spy on the stunning blonde. And the discovery of the older woman’s secret draws him even closer to her.

Despite his incredible luck with women, Jeff isn’t ready to commit to any of them yet. The ladies, on the other hand, are eager to go steady with him. Jeff now faces a dilemma of choosing among his new-found love interests. Needless to say, he wants them all, but can they get along with one another?

Book 3

A pleasant surprise back home…

Jeff returns home to his family’s ranch and sees Vicky, his high school sweetheart, again. As Sienna predicted, his feelings for his first girlfriend haven’t gone away. The reunion only renews the longings that Jeff held back as a teenager, and he finds the new, sophisticated town veterinarian irresistible. On top of that, Vicky brought home a cowgirl as fiery as herself. Sky is a curvy blonde girl that has a body of a porn star and rides like a rodeo champ. Jeff is impressed by the woman after witnessing her barrel race in a bikini, but Sky’s hostile greeting sets an unpleasant tone between them. Jeff decides to stay away from the fierce cowgirl, but his attempt doesn’t last because everyone in his family expects him to team up with Sky to compete in the upcoming county rodeo.

During his stay, Jeff also realizes his love for the ranch and is tempted to take it over from his dad. But the decision will affect everyone’s future. Will his harem move to the ranch with him, and how will his family react to his unconventional relationship with multiple women?

The Waiter’s Harem

Escorting Mom's best friend turns out to be quite an adventure.

Nathan gives up a promising career in NYC and returns home to manage his family's restaurant. When his mom's best friend Maddie needs a ride after having one too many at her birthday dinner, Nathan doesn't hesitate to offer her the service. The twenty-five-year-old had a major crush on the gorgeous blonde, but Maddie's marital status and their age gap stood in his way of pursuing the curvy beauty. Maddie is recently widowed, and Nathan can't wait to take the opportunity to confess his feelings to the older woman. Maddie delights Nathan with her eagerness to reciprocate, but also surprises him by her sexual inexperience. It's up to Nathan to teach the middle school teacher skills that will turn their evening into a lot more than just a short ride home.

Thank you for reading my book!

Please leave a rating on Amazon to let me know how satisfied you are.

Sign up for my newsletter for new releases at:

https://mailchi.mp/751940357b5e/kohen-king-sigup

Follow me or check out my other books at:

https://www.amazon.com/stores/Kohen-King/author/B09TZC99PJ

For free bonus scenes, visit https://kohenking.wordpress.com/
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