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      It was raining when the Ottobot arrived out front of the Kaapo-Gerhardt Fertility Center. Sean flashed his ApplePay to the dancing cartoon taxi driver on the automated vehicle’s touchpad, and it gave him a big wink and a thumb’s up.

      Carly had been nervous and scattered all morning but Sean had remembered the umbrella and he held it for her outside the cab’s door. He escorted her, hand in hand up the blank concrete steps and past the glass and black steel doors of the clinic.

      In the foyer, he jerked the umbrella’s chrome runner mechanism back and forth, shaking the wet off the black nylon and Carly shook her hair out. There was a plain-faced receptionist who watched them from behind her acrylic barrier, and she smiled when Sean smiled. They approached the desk and told her they had an appointment. The receptionist told them they were to go to the examination room first, and that was in the western wing on the third floor. With a smile and the press of a button on her console, the acrylic divider between them illuminated with a map, a red line drawn to illustrate their path from the reception to the examination room.

      “Don’t be nervous, Carly,” he told her as they rode the escalator and he held her hand still. “I’m going to be with you every step of the way.”

      “I know,” she said and gave him a weak but earnest smile.

      

      When it was their turn, a tall Persian nurse in gray nurse’s scrubs and matching niqab waved to them from next to the reception desk, under the square-arched entrance to a corridor that led to the exam rooms. Sean helped his wife to stand, and they worked their way between the low tables and the knees of the other waiting married partners. Giving each of them a nod, they received one in return; everyone smiling with nervous apprehension.

      They joined the nurse who held a tablet against her bosom, and she bowed her head as they drew near, turning then and leading them down the hall. It was quiet except for the sound of their heels on the glossy concrete floors. Metal doors lined both sides of the corridor, leading to separate private exam rooms. The nurse took them to the end, on the right-hand side, and opened the door for them, let them pass.

      Sean let Carly ahead of them, and when they were all in the room the nurse said, “There’s a gown for you on that coat hook,” indicating a dove gray hospital gown in the corner. “If you’d like to disrobe, the technician will be in shortly.”

      The room was small with tiled mossy green walls and a polished stone floor. Against one wall there was a hospital bed with stirrups, the back angled for the patient to recline. Next to it was a tall stool; left of the hospital bed was a metal tray-table on rubber wheels and on the table various black-faced pieces of medical equipment with flashing lights. At the top was a large monitor, though it was in screen saver mode now, folding and closing geometric patterns while in between patients. A holster slung the side of the table, a ceramic wand slid into it.

      Carly quietly said to the nurse, “Yes, thank you. I’ll get prepared.”

      Sean asked, “I’d like to stay if that’s allowed.”

      The nurse paused, hand on the doorknob, said, “Yes, we encourage that.” Then she closed the door.

      Sean said to Carly, “I want to stay. Is it all right if I stay with you?”

      Carly was taking her sweater off and she said, “Yes, Sean. I want you here with me. I want you with me every step of the way.”

      He felt relief at that, the situation strange and exciting and he didn’t know how much involvement he was entitled to. But he knew that when it came to the birth of his baby, he wanted to be there every step of the way.

      Carly was unbuttoning her shirt now and Sean folded her sweater, placed it on a metal stand at the foot of the bed. When she had the shirt off he said, “You want help with that?” indicating her bra.

      “Yes, please,” she whispered, turning her back to him and playing with her hair, chin tucked low.

      He unhooked her bra and ran it off her shoulders. She covered herself and he unzipped her skirt from behind as well. Shirt hung on the coat rack, he brought down the medical gown for her. When he turned she had made it out of the skirt and leggings, standing there now only in her panties, an arm crossed over her chest.

      “Here,” he said, and held the gown out so she could walk forward into it, putting her arms up and through the sleeves and he closed it around her back tying it loosely at her waist.

      “Thank you,” she said.

      He kissed her forehead and held her for a moment as she was putting her hands under the gown, slipping her panties down her legs, stepping out of them. Sean stooped to retrieve them then tucked them underneath her neatly folded sweater.

      They stood staring at each other, uncomfortably. This was a huge and incredible day. All their paperwork had passed. They’d jumped through every hoop presented. They were allowed to procreate.

      He held a hand out and said, “You need help to get up there?”

      “Okay,” she said, gave him her hand.

      He led her to the bed, she climbed up, swiveling, legs held together and her heels coming down to rest between the stirrups. She crossed her hands over her knees.

      “It’s going to be okay,” he said, and put a hand over one of hers.

      She said, “My heart is beating a thousand miles an hour right now, Sean.”

      “Don’t worry, Carly, every—”

      The door opened behind them, a technician coming in wearing a lab coat, head down, reading something on a thin LCD tablet. “Okay, okay,” he hummed as he continued to read their file. “Carly and Sean York … Exciting day, is it?” he said, showing them a big mechanical smile, tucking the tablet under his arm.

      “It really is,” both of them said together but out of sync, then grinning at each other warmly.

      Sean reached out a hand to the technician who shook it, then Carly’s. He said, “It’s good to meet you. I’m Gonzalez, your health technician. Let’s get you on your way, do what we need to do here, then you can go up and see Dr. Chang.”

      As he fired up the machine, the geometric patterns washed away to reveal a display divided in segments for a camera input and graphic readouts. They were all blank at the moment with no data to convey.

      Gonzalez was a little older than them, perhaps in his mid-thirties; he wore a gray nurse’s smock under the lab coat. A tattoo of a Marines anchor on the back of his right hand peeked below his sleeve. He was well-groomed and handsome despite the peppering at his temples. He snapped on latex gloves and went to the foot of the table. He rested his hands on Carly’s knees and said, “Carly, would you put your heels in the stirrups for me, please?”

      “Okay,” she said, and with her knees pressed together, she angled her feet into the stainless steel hoops at the foot of the bed.

      “Sean, you can take a seat at the side of the bed,” Gonzalez said, “and hold your wife’s hand if you like.”

      “Yes, I’d like that,” he said and moved to the tall chair at the opposite side of the bed, putting his butt in it, elbows across the bed’s rail, and he held Carly’s left hand in both of his.

      Gonzales removed the wand from the holster and held it out, took a small dropper of clear liquid and raised the wand to point upright. It was shaped much like a penis, with its rounded globe on the end. It was white, enamel, and it looked rather large. From the dropper, Gonzalez squeezed five or six drops of a clear gel that then dribbled down the sides of the wand. He said, “Today’s the big day?”

      Carly said, “Yes,” her voice a tiny whisper.

      He put the dropper back on the table, and with his latex fingers stroked the gel up and down the shaft of his device. He said, “Today you pick your donor?”

      Sean said, “We do.”

      “That is exciting,” Gonzales said, eyes still watching the wand.

      Now he regarded the readouts on the screen, gauging Carly’s heart rate and pulse, some of the other squares flickering to life now as he put feedback stickers on her arm. He moved aside the gown to bare her waist and Carly’s skin went to goose bumps. Three of the circular stickers were placed in a triangle vectored around her navel.

      He watched the screen again. “You’re looking good,” he said then moved to the foot of the table, put one hand on her knee and said, “Could you, please…?”

      Carly’s knees parted slowly, exposing her bare sex to Gonzalez who watched with blank expression. Carly’s fingertips pinched into the back of Sean’s hand with her rising tension.

      “It’s okay,” he whispered to her.

      Gonzalez smiled, withdrew the wand again to show it to her. He said, “Carly, this wand is going to give me a lot of information that we’re going to need in order for you to conceive. I’m going to insert it now, and it may be a little uncomfortable at first.”

      A soft whisper from Carly: “Okay…”

      “It’s not that similar to what it’s anatomically based on,” he joked, “but it’s large enough to expand your canal and that’s how we get the feedback we need to read for the assessment.”

      “I’m ready,” she said.

      Sean leaned forward and watched as Gonzalez worked the large bulbous end of the wand against her mound, her pink lips separating to accommodate it. When he inserted it, she grunted.

      “That’s all right,” he hummed softly, “you’re doing very good…”

      It was pushed into her further, Gonzalez’s eyes moving from Carly’s spreading sex and up to the screen.

      Sean looked away. He whispered to her, “Are you okay?”

      “It’s a little uncomfortable…”

      “Look there,” Gonzalez said, smile spreading. On the screen there was a dazzling array of feedback. Inserted deep inside her, the wand was providing information; oscillating parallelograms and wave signs, the big camera screen showing them the high-definition view of her pink interior.

      Carly seemed to relax now, mesmerized by the data being shown. “What does it all mean?” she asked.

      “It means you are very healthy. And you’re going to make a great baby.”

      Carly bit her lip and almost sobbed with sudden joy.

      More data clicked on the screen and Gonzalez interpreted for them. “Yes, your insemination will be between the 15th and the 16th, that’s… Anywhere starting eight days from now. And other than that, Mrs. York, everything is in tip-top shape. You’re a healthy young woman and more than ready to conceive.” With that as punctuation, he clicked off the wand, and the screen went blank; he slowly withdrew it from her and as it came free, she brought her knees together and made a soft hiss.

      “That’s all right,” Gonzalez said put a hand between her thighs; his fingers massaged her labia. “That’s all right, you did great,” he said.

      He took a paper towel and cleaned her while Sean held her hand. Latex gloves snapped off, he tossed them into the trash and hung up the wand. He said, “You can go out to the east wing now and meet with Dr. Chang. All the data I’ve retrieved here will be available to her, and you two can get this show on the road. I think two weeks from now you are going to be a pregnant young woman.”

      Carly lay her other hand over top of Sean’s, he overtopped that one; all of their hands laying over top of one another.

      He said, “You hear that?…”

      She pursed her lips and leaned to him. They kissed.
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      They walked the halls of the expansive clinic, crossing the cavernous lobby and finding Dr. Chang’s office in the eastern wing. Their first visit to the famous Dr. Emily Chang had been at her office in the suburbs, and it was there they’d been selected to attend this prestigious clinic. This was their first visit here.

      After fifteen anxious minutes of waiting in her office, a nurse followed on the heels of a happy young couple who exited embracing and smiling. Before they had even left, the nurse was reading her tablet and calling out, “Mr. and Mrs. York?”

      Sean helped Carly to stand again, and they were escorted to see Dr. Chang who sat at her desk, a slab of steel with monitors, awards on the shelves behind her. She had a view east toward the city, beyond a smoky glass window on the far side of the room. She was looking at the results of Carly’s exam, nodding and smiling as though she liked what she saw.

      Before they’d even sat, she said, “You ought to be very proud of yourself. Your genetics are Citizen C, but it’s obvious you live a healthy lifestyle. You could easily be ranked Citizen B or maybe even an A.”

      Carly beamed, taking that enormous compliment from somebody so prestigious with great charm. “Thank you,” she said. “We both watch what we eat and we exercise.”

      The doctor swiveled her monitor away from her and folded her fingers together, leaned on her desk. She said, “Now, Sean, I remember from the office visit, you’re a Citizen G2.”

      He said, “Right. Extenuating circumstances. I’ve been cleared to procreate, I was awarded a license with Carly, but I want…” He turned in his chair to hold Carly’s hand, “We want the best for our baby.”

      “That’s very noble,” Dr. Chang said. “And an incredibly wise decision. Now, we just have to go through some of the bureaucratic end of this…”

      She swiveled the monitor around to face them and said, “Sean, I need you to make a statement to the camera.”

      Sean saw his own face there, green dots dancing over his eyes where the camera was recording his retina. She said, “Just touch the screen for me there with your thumb.” In the bottom corner of the display was a black square with a flashing arrow. He pressed his thumb to it and it registered his print.

      He said, “Okay.”

      “Please read the information on the screen out loud and then agree, if you do, and when you’re done, please sign the bottom.”

      Sean leaned forward and straightened the monitor so his face was square within the frame. Carly put a hand on his back and rubbed it in circles while he read:

      “I, Sean York, of sound mind, am stating that we are entering with the clinic an agreement to provide fertility services. Both of us have been cleared for procreation, Carly York received her license three months ago, SG-101795 and I did as well on the same date, GK-591107, Subsection A. I am choosing to engage in the Many Stars Genetic Program offered by The Administration. And I do so willingly and with great care. I am selecting, in co-operation with my wife, a donor with properly matched genetics alternate and complementary to my wife’s.”

      When he was done, he moved the pen from the bottom tray below the monitor and scrawled his signature below his own face. He tapped the screen.

      “And there we are,” Dr. Chang said. “You’re making a wonderful decision. Many Stars is a noble cause. I know it comes with many incentives the young family might want—”

      Sean said, “It’s not just the financial supplement. The incentives are for our child. And I believe the decision is for the good of our nation.”

      Dr. Chang smiled, fingers weaving together under her chin. “Well said.”

      

      The monitor was angled now for both of them to peruse the screen, and Carly had inched her chair closer. They were shoulder to shoulder while Dr. Chang watched them from the other side of the desk.

      “How about this one, Sean? Look at his education.”

      Sean said, “Yes, he looks good. Harvard. Click on his picture.”

      Carly tapped on the man’s name and a portrait swooped up so they could see him.

      Carly said, “He has a good facial structure.”

      “He does,” Sean agreed, then said, “go on to the next one.”

      They went on like that for a few minutes, each swipe of Carly’s finger bringing them the profile of another potential donor. Dr. Chang said she had twenty-one candidates that were excellent matches for Carly’s genetics, describing the possible donors as puzzle pieces. They would have shapes that would match Carly’s cutouts, and together they would make a whole. She’d seen Sean’s worried expression, said, “And you, Sean, are part of the big picture as well. You are your own important piece.”

      When they got to the fifteenth candidate, the carousel began again with the first donor.

      Carly asked, “How many was that?”

      Sean reached over now, tapped the screen, and counted profile pictures with his finger. “Twelve, thirteen, fourteen… It looks like fifteen.”

      Carly said, “What’s this blue folder in the corner?” She looked up at Dr. Chang.

      The doctor said, “The blue folder is a special segment of your applicants.”

      Sean said, “Why are they in their own folder?”

      Carly said, “Yes, what is the blue folder?”

      Dr. Chang said, “They’re not better applicants in any way. They’re just ones who also checked the box indicating that they would be willing to conceive by natural methods.”

      Carly said, “What does that mean?”

      Dr. Chang said, “Not artificial insemination.”

      Sean was having trouble following. “Not done in a laboratory? Done where?”

      “Natural insemination can be done anywhere,” Dr. Chang said.

      Carly said it again, her voice curling up higher as she struggled to comprehend. “Natural insemination?”

      Dr. Chang was having trouble communicating, and she didn’t seem like the kind of woman who had that trouble. She smiled, said, “You know. The old-fashioned way.”

      Sean jolted, turned to regard Carly, saw her face frozen in half-surprise. Her mouth was open and the corner of her lip was raised in a smile.

      She repeated: “The old-fashioned way?”

      Dr. Chang laced her fingers together again and eased back in her leather chair. She said, “There are couples who look for that.”

      Sean was still having trouble keeping up. “These couples look for what?”

      Carly said it for him. “A natural conception.”

      “I know you’ve indicated along the way,” Chang said, “that you wanted as many natural components to this process as you could.”

      Sean said, “Yes, but…”

      “I did,” Carly said, that half-surprised mirth narrowing to one of concentration.

      Sean asked her, “What are you thinking?”

      Carly tapped the blue folder.

      Now they were looking at six applicants. Instead of statistics, Carly used her finger again to indicate on the screen that she wanted to see their faces.

      Now they were both looking at the faces of six handsome men. Two Latino, two black, one Asian, and one white guy who Sean figured must be some kind of Eurasian.

      Carly studied their faces.

      He asked her again, “What are you thinking?”

      “I don’t know,” she said.

      Carly tapped the screen again. Now she was looking at the face of the first man, a handsome Latino guy with a goatee and a thick head of hair brushed back from his face. She touched the man’s jawline on the screen, her finger tracing down to read his stats.

      Sean said, “A natural insemination?”

      “You know how I feel…”

      “Yes, but are you prepared for this?” Was he prepared for this?

      “I don’t know,” she said, and swiped her finger to the next applicant.

      Sean watched, stomach twisting as Carly regarded six impressive men that she would consider conceiving with in the old-fashioned manner. His heart was fluttering and his fingers were locked together in tight scissoring, his thumbs working around each other with nervous tension. The old-fashioned way?

      He asked Dr. Chang, “What does the old-fashioned way entail?”

      Dr. Chang said, “That’s entirely up to the two participants,” paused then and added, “And you, of course. But it usually involves a two day window on Carly’s dates provided by the examination.” She turned to regard the readouts sent to her by Gonzalez.

      Sean said, “The 15th and the 16th. Eight days from now…”

      Carly still flicked through the screens and seemed more focused than ever, her face very close to the monitor. She was looking at one of the black men.

      Dr. Chang said, “So for two days The Administration arranges with whoever you may have obligations to be absent, to be sequestered—”

      “Sequestered where?”

      “At your home. Or wherever you might choose. As long as the donor agrees as well…”

      “In our home?”

      “Sure, if that’s what you wish, and it’s all right with the donor. For two days he’ll stay and make sure that conception is likely to have been achieved.”

      “The old-fashioned way?”

      “The old-fashioned way,” she agreed. She wasn’t smirking, showed no humor. She treated it very seriously. He still wasn’t sure. “You mean this man would have intercourse with Carly?”

      Carly said, “What do you think of this one, Sean?”

      He watched Dr. Chang for another heartbeat, forced his eyes to look at the monitor. Carly’s thin graceful finger pointed the face of a handsome black man. She said, “Look at this, he’s a war hero, too. You love stories about war…”

      
        
          
            [image: ]
          

        

        * * *

      

      In an Ottobot on the way home, Sean stared out the window while Carly’s knees bounced with nervous tension. She said, “You’re not saying anything.”

      “What’s there to say?”

      “We’re in this together.”

      He sighed, and while he still felt funny about the whole situation, as he still spied out the window he reached to the side until he found Carly’s hand blindly and held it.

      She stroked his knuckles with her thumb. She said, “We can cancel it.”

      “You don’t want to.”

      “You know how I feel, Sean.”

      “I do.”

      Her thumb tapped at the back of his hand. “Hey. How do you feel?”

      Still looking away, he said, “I want you to be happy.” He let his voice get thin and high at the end of the sentence. He wasn’t sure.

      She said, “It makes me happy, Sean. I didn’t like the examination. I didn’t like that wand being put inside me. It was so… clinical.”

      “Yes, but…” He couldn’t even say it.

      “What? Say it…”

      “There’ll still be something put inside you,” he said and he couldn’t hide a bit of anger in his voice as he turned to look at her and lock eyes.

      She said, “We can cancel it,” and she patted the back of his hand.

      He said, “No, we don’t have to. I just need some time.”

      She said, “Maybe if you meet him…”

      “We’ll meet with him. We will, I just…”

      She said, “I understand. You know that I’ve always wanted this to be a natural process. Everything is so medical these days.” She shrugged looking out the window. Pedestrians walked with their faces down regarding their devices, toxic rain beat on their plastic umbrellas and the streets were lit with the flashing screens of LCD advertising.

      He said, “I agree.”

      “It’s what I want, Sean. I’m not joking. I am serious. Natural conception has meaning…”

      He tried to push images out of his head and just concentrated on his wife’s sweet face. He put his other hand over hers again, and now he stroked her knuckles. He said, “I want what you want. We’ll do it if that’s the way you want our baby conceived.”

      “Don’t you?”

      “Should I want that?”

      “Don’t you think it’s beautiful?”

      “It is. Is it not beautiful to have it done by injection at the clinic?”

      “No, Sean, that’s beautiful too. It would give us our baby. But say it again…”

      “Say what again?”

      “What’s the alternative?”

      “To have the conception done by injection at the clinic?”

      She gave him a warm smile. “Or you could be there with me, in our home, holding my hand…”

      He smiled too, hid his face from her and looked out the window. She was right…
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      Sean and Carly arrived at the restaurant first and watched out the window for their potential donor to arrive. They were in G-Kong, a stylish Cantonese restaurant at the border of Chinatown where it met the Arts District. The first floor of the massive restaurant was a bustling food market with exotic imported products, fruits and vegetables, and extensive aquariums with all sorts of fresh fish that could be butchered on site.

      They were seated in a booth on the second floor, a window behind them looking down over the traffic on Hudson Street with its towering liquid-crystal displays, and twinkling diodes run on strings, crossing back and forth over the street, running from the lampposts. Sighting their dinner guest would be difficult if he came from the sidewalk below. Nevertheless, they both watched over their shoulders down to the intersection, waiting to see a beautiful Citizen A coming along from the north.

      Carly sighed now, softly said, “What if he doesn’t like me?”

      “His file said he had 20/20 vision, Carly,” he said, giving her a warm and caring look.

      “I’m a C, Sean.”

      “What does that say about me, Carly?”

      “You’re not a real G, Sean ... just because, you know ... the genes ... you’re a C—you look like one and you know it. You’re like me,” she said, and she put her hand on his forearm.

      “Carly, don’t be silly. He’d be crazy to reject us. He knows you’re a C, and he agreed to meet us. He wouldn’t waste his time...”

      She muttered, “Maybe he wants a free diner.”

      “Baby,” he laughed and ran his fingers over her cheek. “He’s an A. An engineer for The Administration. He doesn’t need us to buy him a dinner.”

      “Not a couple of dumb old Cs,” she said and leaned on him, exaggerating sullenness.

      He laughed and put an arm around her, gently shook her as she lay against him in the booth, both of them facing into the busy restaurant now.

      “Oh, shoot, Carly, Carly,” he said, sitting up straighter and urging her to do the same.

      The stairs from the foyer to the second floor were double-wide, running in the centre of the building, and there, emerging between two poppy red columns bobbed a head of close-cropped hair; a black man, well-dressed, his roaming eyes giving him away as someone looking to meet with another party. It had to be him.

      When he mounted the steps and turned, it was obviously Hollis Beaumont. He was large, and impressive, and handsome. Tall, maybe six-and-a-half feet, wearing tight gray slacks, black shining shoes, and a black dress shirt under a black suit jacket. He had a stylish mustache extending like bird wings below his sharp nose, down past the corners of his plump lips.

      “Oh, my God,” Carly side and he felt her hand grip his thigh under the table.

      “That’s got to be him, Carly,” he said, feeling a rising anxiety as well. Sean raised his hand timidly and got Hollis’s attention.

      “That’s definitely him,” she gasped, narrowing her eyes to scrutinize his face.

      The man nodded and gave them a wide, white-tooth smile that gleamed in the dim restaurant.

      “Oh, man, Carly, it is him—it’s him, he’s coming over here.”

      “I know, I know, I see him,” she whispered and lowered her gaze to the table.

      “Should we stand? Carly, should we stand?”

      “You stand. I think I sit.”

      “Okay, Yes, you’re right. You’re right, you stay,” he said, and worked himself out of the booth, standing now to greet their guest.

      When he was close, Hollis was intimidating. He had a friendly smile and a nice face, twinkling light in his hazel eyes—but he was massive; a head taller than Sean. When Sean extended his hand in greeting, Hollis’s grip dwarfed his.

      “I guess you’re Hollis,” he said, “I’m Sean. Sean York.”

      “Hollis Beaumont, Sean, very nice to meet you,” Hollis said, his voice even deeper than Sean had anticipated.

      They continued to shake hands, Sean having trouble breaking eye contact, but he did finally, gesturing then with his free hand toward Carly and saying, “And this is my wife, Carly.”

      Carly was too nervous to remain seated, squirming out of the booth now and standing and holding a hand for Hollis to shake. She looked so tiny next to him. He took her fingers between thumb and forefinger and gently shook. She whispered, “He-hello, Mr. Beaumont,” her small voice lost in the din.

      “Just Hollis,” he said with a smile, reading her lips, “Hi, Carly, I recognize you from your pictures.”

      “You do?”

      “Yes, your eyes, and that hair color.”

      “Do you like my hair?” she said, running her fingers to tuck her lustrous light blonde locks behind an ear.

      “I do,” he laughed, a warm and pleasing—and very masculine—sound.

      Sean said, “Well, please, come on and join us, we can have some dinner, we’re supposed to get to know each other.”

      “Yes, that’s a good idea, he said. You haven’t ordered?”

      Sean said, “No, just some sparkling water,” as Carly got back in the booth, Hollis following after her, and him coming around from the other side to pinch her at the booth’s apex.

      Carly said, “It’s so strange to meet this way, I wish it was under different circumstances.”

      Hollis rested his forearms on the table, put his fingers through each other, and regarded her, his smile pulling up one cheek. He said, “And how would that be?... Better circumstances...?”

      “I don’t know,” she said timidly. “Just not so weird.”

      Hollis tilted his head and narrowed his eyes to regard her. He had handsome eyes, sloping and narrow with long black lashes. He said, “You know, I like the way we’re meeting. I think this is a profound way to meet.”

      Carly gasped. “Oh, I didn’t mean …”

      “Don’t worry, I understand. It’s a little awkward. I feel it, too. But it must be worse for you than me.”

      Hollis lay one of his huge hands over top of hers and she gripped his thumb with her thin white fingers. It was a wonderful and friendly gesture, but seeing her being consoled by this powerful man stabbed Sean’s heart. But then again—this was the genetic product they were looking for. A handsome, smart, capable and caring human being.

      Hollis continued: “It’s perplexing for me, given the decision I have to make—but I admire you for making the choice you are. I think this is an amazing thing. That’s why I enlisted. I knew that I would qualify, and I think that it’s a powerful program.”

      Sean said, “Oh, I do as well. Wholeheartedly—I mean, obviously, since we’ve committed ourselves to it—but I really do think it’s something all of us, society, should strive for. I know it’s not mandatory—that they only provide incentive but I think what The Administration offers is very generous.”

      Hollis said, “I agree.”

      Sean said, “And you work for The Administration?”

      “I do. I’ve worked for them now for seven years.”

      Carly said, “You’re an engineer?”

      “That’s right. A systems engineer.”

      Sean asked: “What kind of work do you do for them?”

      Hollis smiled and said, “I’m not at liberty to say.”

      Sean chuckled, impressed. He held Carly’s other hand and gently squeezed it. “Classified? That must be pretty exciting.”

      “We do good work,” Hollis said, his eyes lowered to read from the menu.

      Carly said in a tentative voice: “We believe in The Administration. Believe in its programs.”

      Sean agreed: “We do. And we believe in the Many Stars…”

      Carly backed him up: “If we blur race, we blur disparity.”

      “Racial purity is conflict,” Sean repeated The Administration’s mantra.

      Hollis let Carly’s hand go and returned to the menu. He said, “I read that you, Sean, have a license to procreate with your wife.”

      “Yes. I qualified to mate with her. However, I’m a Citizen G—”

      “Not really, though,” Carly said to Hollis.

      “I’m A Citizen C, but I have something deep in my genetic history. I’m a carrier for—”

      Hollis said, “I know, I read your file.”

      “My genetic... glitch... wouldn’t be transferred to our baby. That’s why I was awarded a permit.”

      “No,” Carly agreed, saying to Hollis, “We could have a healthy baby.”

      Hollis said, “But, generations from now...”

      Sean said, “Three generations from now, if our children’s children’s children met a mate they loved, but... were a bad genetic match...”

      Carly squeezed Sean’s hand. “They could pass it on.”

      “So you’re choosing to eliminate it now,” Hollis said.

      Sean said, “It’s the right thing to do.”

      “We want the best for our baby,” Carly said.

      Hollis sighed then raised a hand, waving to their waitress who hurried to the side of the booth. He ordered for the table, asking for Pine-patterned Egg, Congee, Choy Sum, Zhaliang, and a Razor Shell Hotpot—doing it in rapid-fire Cantonese for the waitress then breaking off in English for Sean and Carly’s benefit.

      Sean squeezed Carly’s hand tightly and when she looked to him he shot his gaze into hers, his face held in tense questioning. He darted his eyes to Hollis for her, indicating he wondered how she thought it was going. She bit her lip and shrugged slightly, shaking her head. She didn’t know.

      Hollis turned to Carly as the waitress nodded and darted swiftly to the kitchen. “And you wanted a natural insemination?”

      “I did. I do. If... if you were... willing.”

      Sean said, “Hollis wants to know why, Carly.” He turned to Hollis, said, “Carly wants as natural a child-birth as she can. Like her—”

      “But we believe in science,” Carly interrupted.

      Sean stammered. “Oh, no. I mean, yes, of course we do. We’re not hippies or witches or anything.”

      Carly lay her hand on Hollis’s big wrist and his eyes lowered to where she touched him. She said, “I think there is an intangible bond when the birth is biologically natural, despite what science says. And Sean and I will say it a million times: we want the best for our baby.”

      Hollis looked to Carly, his expression serious, his eyes traveling from her pale white hand and up to her eyes. Slowly his head began to nod. He said, “This is a big decision. For all of us. The Clinic has you cleared for insemination, and now, normally, I have no role... they take my donation and deliver it to whoever is a qualified match. But I agree that natural insemination has an intangible value. It’s why I registered.”

      Carly chewed her lower lip, eyes focused on Hollis’s while she waited on his words.

      Hollis licked his lips, his eyes now moving to Carly’s, hers parted in anticipation. He said, “I ordered the shellfish because tonight is the last night you’ll be able to enjoy it. At least over the next nine months.”

      Carly’s lips trembled as she struggled to confirm what this meant. She just wanted to hear the words. Sean squeezed her hand, and he ran his thumb over her knuckles. Her mouth opened and closed, her eyes darted back and forth over his. “Wha—you mean...”

      Hollis said, “Carly, I knew when I sat down with you that you were perfect.”

      “I… I am?”
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      The apartment on the 44th floor of the Mandarin Emperor had been their home for the four years since they’d been married. Fourteen-hundred square feet, clean and angular and devoid of artifice. Their home was about function and good design. They knocked over the two small xericulture garden pots on the ebony table in the hall, stumbling in together, hands running over each other’s body.

      “Mm, oh my God, Sean... I can’t believe it,” Carly gasped around the kisses she ran over her husband’s neck.

      “Mm, I love you, Carly,” he gulped around his own kisses as his hands stroked her back, their feet skittering in the small granite stones scattered from their broken pots over their black marble floor. He slammed the door, kicking it with the toe of his shoe, then shoving his wife against it. She cried out, held his gaze for a long moment, then a smile pulled one side of her face.

      “He’s perfect. Sean, isn’t he perfect?”

      “He is.”

      “Oh, my God, Sean. I can’t believe he agreed,” she said, holding her forehead as if she were feverish. He could see her cheeks were flushed even in the dim.

      “I can, Carly. We’ll be great parents. He knows it.”

      Their legs were crossed like scissors—her right leg between his two, the other on the outside of his thigh. Carly pressed her sex against his thigh, squeezed his leg between hers.

      He said, “You really want it natural?”

      “I do, Sean, I really do,” she said, her hips beginning to swivel, her pussy squashing against him. He flexed his thigh for her, gave her something hard to work against.

      “You’re prepared for that?”

      “What do you mean?” she gasped as he ran his tongue along her neck.

      He said, “You’re going to make love to another man.”

      “Are you okay with it?”

      “I want what you want, Carly.”

      “Sean, I really want this.”

      “Okay, okay, Carly,” he said, mind reeling, feeling his wife’s hot crotch grind against his leg

      While he took her mouth with his own, one hand gripping her neck, his mouth formed a seal over hers and her little tongue darted against his. His free hand ran up under her skirt. Carly made muffled appreciative sounds knowing where his hand was headed. He shoved it up high enough to feel her bare tummy then dug his fingers underneath her tights, underneath her panties, down through her pubic hair.

      From her humping against him, she’d smeared her warm sexual excitement all up her hips and her mound. He felt her coarse wet hair scratching at his fingertips. When he touched her labia, she blurted into his mouth.

      He laughed, said, “God, Carly, you’re so wet. I can’t believe how wet you are.”

      Carly gripped his shoulders, dug the points of her fingers into him as he stroked her, felt her wet and slippery hood, slipped a finger inside her. She gasped and moaned, threw her head back, her chin tilting to the ceiling.

      “God, Sean,” she gasped, “his voice is so deep. Did you see how big his hands were?”

      “You like him?” he asked, his finger slipping in and out of her with ease. He added another.

      “Mm, he’s-ss perfect, Sean…”

      He bumped his forehead against hers, eyes point blank in front of her baby blues. His fingers worked in and out of his wife as she pinched his leg with her thighs, and he pleasured her with three fingers now. When she opened her eyes, and they stared into one another, he said, “Carly, we’re going to have a baby.”

      She held his cheeks, eyes wet and shining, and she whispered, “I know, baby—we’re going to be p-parents.”

      “I love you so much,” he said.

      “I love you, too, Sean. So much. You’re going to be the best dad,” she whispered and gripped the lapels of his suit jacket, pulling him gently to return to her lips.

      She opened his suit jacket roughly, pulled back from the kiss. She tugged the jacket down his arms and he removed his hand from her panties. His fingers dripped with her sexual lubricant.

      She said, “Take me to the bed, Sean. Make love to me.”

      

      Carly clung to him, putting her arms up and around his neck, one thigh climbing up his hip. He reached down and grabbed the back of both her thighs and hoisted her up. He stumbled with her through the front hall, crashing against the walls as he went, then down the corridor that led to the bedroom.

      He stumbled past the threshold, dropping her legs before they made it to the bed then holding her by her waist and walking her backward until she fell onto their bed. He was up and over her, hands taking her sweater and lifting it up. His kisses went from her mouth down to her bare belly, kissing her warm stomach and along the ridges of her ribs. Her arms crossed one over the other and pulled the sweater over her head. Her long blonde hair tumbled out of the neck hole, fanned out on their charcoal gray sheets.

      “You’re so beautiful, Carly,” he sighed.

      She watched him as she lay back, thumbnail pressed between her perfect white teeth, head cocked in a coquettish manner, watching her husband get to his knees as she lifted her legs up and he tugged on her leggings and threw them to the floor. He kissed both her knees as she held them together, hips writhing back and forth as she flexed her muscles, and he supposed grinding her sex between her legs.

      Seeing the man that would put his seed inside her had driven his wife wild tonight. She was more aroused than he could ever remember. More than when they lost their virginity together on their honeymoon night in Barbados. They’d never been with anyone before, either of them, having behaved themselves in segregated college. He’d met her at a marriage mixer the month before he graduated—a reliable way for the schools to combine compatible partners. He hadn’t believed his luck when he’d been paired with the most beautiful girl in the room. He had a lot to offer, not being wholly unattractive and of course being very employable.

      Her leg scissoring, one knee up, one knee down, he kissed the inside of her thigh. Slowly they parted, and he kissed higher.

      “What are you doing?” she asked.

      He paused. “Do you want me to?”

      “I don’t know,” she mumbled. Then her voice even softer: “Yes,” she said, “try it.”

      He kissed up her thigh, and she kept herself covered still. As he got closer she parted her legs, allowing him in there. He’d never touched a woman with his tongue before. Tonight seemed like the right time. Her energy, her arousal, it was igniting his own. He loved to see her this way.

      With his hands he guided her knees farther apart and his wife let him. He looked between her legs, saw that part of her that was hidden from everyone, saw its beauty and its perfection. Pink and wrinkled and shining, so inviting; he got his mouth between her legs and felt her trembling.

      He asked her: “Is this okay?”

      He thought she nodded, but her head thrust back into the pillows, too embarrassed to watch. She produced a lot of wet. He could smell her, smell that musky excited scent, saw the glistening sheen that her arousal had produced and smeared all between her legs.

      He darted the tip of his tongue across that swollen pink part of her and his wife bucked at the touch. It was coppery and bitter and so amazing. He spread his tongue wider and touched her low and it made her uncomfortable, her legs coming together to close around his ears. Her nails ran through his hair and now she was sitting up.

      She said, “Come up here with me, Sean. Make love to me…”

      

      He unbuttoned his shirt while he kissed her, and she squeezed his erection through his pants. Shirt off, pants unzipped, his fly opened, he undid his belt, pulled his pants down. Now he was kneeling and she was sitting, his penis pointed toward her. He ran his hands through her hair while she looked up at him. Here was an opportunity for her to try using her mouth but she wasn’t interested. It was so close to her pretty lips. He wouldn’t ask—but would love to feel what it would be like to put his arousal inside her mouth, feel her tongue on him.

      “Please, Sean, make love to me—I need it so bad,” she whispered. “I really do…”

      “Lay back for me, Carly. Go on and put your head up on the pillows…”

      “Hurry, Sean,” she said, wriggling up the bed, one hand between her legs, pressing down onto her womanhood. “Get a condom, please…”

      Since they’d been cleared for procreation—Carly with flying colors, Sean with a bureaucratic reluctance and a caveat—Carly had been weaned off her government contraceptive injections. Sex these last two months had been strange and archaic. He’d been pulling a rubber sheath over his erection to insert it into his wife. The whole idea was weird, but given that she was fertile now and he wouldn’t be the fertilizer, he was using manual contraception. He missed the feel of her membranes against his, but they didn’t want him ejaculating inside her.

      Inside the drawer of the bedside table his hand banged around till he found the foil square that held a latex SnugSafe. He tore the holographic metal paper, pulled out the greasy rubber while his beautiful Carly watched his hands work, her own both pressed between her thighs as her bare legs writhed in the sheets with what she did to herself.

      When he had his pants and shirt off and the condom rolled down to the base of his erection, he got over his wife on all fours. She opened her legs wider for him.

      He said, “Are you ready?”

      Between her legs, her two sets of fingers pressed down, running in hard, tight circles. He could hear her wetness. She said, “I’m so ready, Sean.”

      He lowered his lips to hers, taking her kiss, holding the base of his erection as he moved his hips to hers. Her hands parted, and he felt the pads of her fingertips pushing his stiffness toward her entry. The tip of him parted her and he slid up inside. She sighed into his mouth.

      Carly felt incredible around him; hot even through the rubber. He began to grind into her, doing it slow and easy while he kissed her and the feel of her nails dragging on his back made his hair stand on end.

      Eight days from now another man, a stranger to them, would be doing this with his wife. She would run her nails up that man’s back while his penis was inside her; though she may not—this was to be clinical and purposeful, not intimate. But the idea that she may be taken away by passion, as she was tonight, excited him. His wife wanted this the natural way. And the natural way was so dirty.

      What would it be like to see her with another man? Could he watch her make love with Hollis? Insemination performed the organic way was so thrilling—so natural. So biological. But, he supposed, that was the beauty of nature. Hollis was an incredible man and they would be lucky to have him donate his genetics inside his loving Carly. Deep inside.

      That was another issue: Hollis was a big man. He had big hands that dwarfed Carly’s elegant digits. He would be large everywhere. When Hollis had approached the table Sean noted the bulge in his finely made slacks. Didn’t think that was an accident of tailoring. Was pretty sure that was genuine flesh that pushed his pants out that way. Two things: 1) Would Carly be able to accommodate a man like that? And: 2) Was Sean comfortable with Carly accommodating a man like that?

      “Oh, Sean,” Carly gasped, her hips bucking up to meet his thrusts now, her voice high and breathy. “Oh, you’re so hard... so, oh, h-hard.”

      He was, too. The sound of her ecstatic voice, the notion that he would witness her like this—see her taken away to somewhere libertine in the arms of another man—had his heart racing faster than he could ever remember. His hips drove harder and harder, faster and faster. Their bed made soft banging noises against the wall. Carly began to grunt with his thrusts, her back arching so her sex tilted hungrily to his fucking.

      He watched her underneath him, her eyes rolled up, her mouth hanging open. He’d never seen her like this.

      A crazy idea crawled up his back and whispered in his ear. She was hot and wet tonight, Sean, but not for you... she has a curious ache for the man who would come inside her next week…

      He hated it at once, and in the next heartbeat he was in love with it, the very notion pulling his trigger.

      “Agh, oh, mmph,” he blurted as his own abrupt orgasm surprised him. He buckled, curled his back, tightened his stomach muscles, all while still trying to put his thing as deep into Carly as it would go.

      “Oh, Sean, oh no, oh,” she moaned with a tinge of disappointment that their session was done just as it was getting good.

      “Sorry, mm, oh, sorry,” he sighed, hips still grinding, his cock still pulsing inside her tightness as his seed shot into its rubber pouch.

      “Oh, Sean,” Carly whined, her neck curled so her head thrust back into the pillow, her eyes squinted shut.

      “I’m sorry, Carly,” he said again, “just give me a few minutes, I can go again.”

      “Okay,” she sighed, “careful,” she added as he withdrew his waning hardness from her. She ran the ‘V’ of her two fingers on either side of his shaft, sitting up to watch between her legs. “Make sure it doesn’t slip off, Sean.”

      “It won’t, Carly,” he said.

      “You’re not as hard now, Sean, you could pull out of the condom...”

      “I’ve got it,” he said, pinching the rolled lip of the condom against the base of his cock, feeling it slip a little. When he withdrew, the reservoir tip of the condom swung heavily with the load he’d propelled into it. That could have been in his wife.

      “Careful,” she reminded him, scooting farther up the bed, like she was afraid his seed would drip on her.

      Sean backed off the bed, slipping off the condom as he went. When it was free, he tied it in a knot and took it into their bathroom, throwing it in the trashcan.

      

      Carly was in bed when he returned. He climbed in next to her and found she had tucked the sheets around her body. He snuggled closer, and she turned to him.

      “Isn’t this so incredible, Sean?” She was beaming.

      “It is, Carly.” He lay his hand on her cheek. She fidgeted under the sheets, her hands twisting at the fabric with nervous excitement. It had been a stressful few days and now it was ended with the greatest news.

      Now a new tension had emerged: counting down the days until their donor would come to deliver Carly’s insemination…
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      Carly took an hour long bath, and she was still in there now forty-five minutes later, accompanied by the whine of her hairdryer. Tonight was the night. Shortly, there would be an announcement from reception they had a visitor. The visitor would take the elevator to the 44th floor and a knock would come to the door. The man that would donate his genetic material for the sake of their child would be in their apartment. Here to perform his task.

      The previous week had seen tension like he never felt before. Being around Carly was like walking on eggshells. He supposed after ceasing the contraceptive injections her body was flooded with hormones, reignited and put into hyper-drive now that she’d been accepted and approved by the donor. She wasn’t like the Carly he knew—these days prone to frustration; throwing spoons down when she found she’d added too much sugar to her tea, looking in the mirror when she dressed in the morning and sitting on the bed and crying, on the phone with her mother and crying again, sitting in the kitchen and dabbing her eyes with a tissue …

      In an effort to suppress her wild emotions, she’d been going to yoga every night since they met Hollis at the restaurant. Getting her mind together. Spending some time meditating, getting in tune with herself. On Tuesday she’d gone to the salon, the expensive one over in the Financial District. Got herself a fresh new cut and wash. Nothing too fancy, in fact she looked as stunning as ever, not really more so—but he imagined the appointment was for herself. Something to do with her idle time while they waited for their two-day conception window to open. Hollis was arriving on day one of that window.

      “Hey, Sean…?”

      He’d been loitering near the bathroom door and didn’t mind getting called out.

      “Yes,” he said rising up from the bed where he’d been sitting on the corner listening to her perform her ablutions in the bathroom.

      From behind the door her muffled voice: “Can you come in here?”

      “Yes, Carly,” he said, standing right outside the door now. “You want me to come in?”

      Her soft voice said, “Yes, please.”

      He opened the door and entered their bathroom, granite counter down one side with deep stainless sinks and a full-length mirrored wall; their electronic steel woshuretto toilet at the end, the left an entire glassed-in unit, also black marble, twelve shower jets protruding. Beyond the shower: their bathtub.

      The room still smelled like the lavender and vanilla oils that his wife had soaked in for an hour. Standing in the center of the room, wearing a white terry robe, bare legs and feet, one stepped over top of the other, bare toes curling, Carly said, “It’s almost time.”

      “I know,” he said, taking her in. She’d blowdried her beautiful blonde hair out, and it bounced on her shoulders. He said, “You look beautiful, Carly.”

      “Thank you.”

      “What did you want?”

      “Do you think he’ll like me?”

      “He already likes you, Carly. We met him and he agreed to this night.”

      “I know, but… I mean will he really like me?”

      “Of course he will…”

      Carly fidgeted, rolled her eyes. “Sean… will he… like my body?”

      “Oh, Carly, come on, honey. Of course he will. You’re so beautiful…”

      Her brows furrowed with worry and she said, “I know. I know, but he’s…”

      “I know,” Sean interrupted. “I know he’s an A. You’re an A, Carly, you are…”

      She undid the belt on her robe and his eyes glued to the movements of her hand. When the ends dangled she slowly parted the terry cloth and he saw her completely bare. She was naked under her robe. Between her legs the scratch of muff had been shaved clear. She said, “Did I do too much?”

      “Wow,” he said, not sure how to react. “You took it all off.”

      “Oh no, Sean, is it funny? Is it weird?”

      “No, probably. It’s nice,” he said, wondering why on earth his wife would have done that.

      She said, “When I was at the salon I had them groom me… You know, down here,” she said, swinging her hips a little. “They waxed just along the edges. And I… I don’t know, I just felt funny about it. Then I was in the bath just now, and I wanted to tidy it… And I don’t know what I did.”

      “You just did that now—you shaved it all off?”

      “Sean, I’m so embarrassed.”

      “No, don’t be Carly.”

      Her face grew more troubled. “And my body, Sean…” She let the robe drift down her shoulders then fall to the floor. “Will he like this,” she said, averting her eyes from his, casting them toward the bathtub, afraid of what he would say.

      “Carly, what does it matter? He’s already seen you. He knows what you look like…”

      “Not naked, Sean,” she said firmly.

      “No, not naked, Carly. But… You’re going to be under the sheets. He’s not going to see you…”

      “He will, he’ll look.”

      “It’s not about that, Carly. He’s here for one reason.”

      “Sean,” she said, her lips turning to a trembling bow as she fought back tears. “You don’t know what it’s like.”

      “What what is like?”

      “You don’t know what it’s like for me…”

      “What do you mean I don’t know what it’s like—what is what like?”

      “This is so stressful, Sean… there’s so much I…”

      “You’re not changing your mind, are you?”

      “No,” she said, eyes going wide now. “You just don’t understand…”

      “No, I don’t. He’s coming to donate his genetic material. You’re acting like—”

      “Acting like what, Sean?” Her soft expression tightened. “Acting nervous? Acting crazy? Sean, the man has to be aroused for this to work. I have to make him … produce his genetic material …”

      “Oh,” he grunted. He came to her now, wanting to put an end to this madness. He stepped so his feet were on either side of hers, held her elbows and she lay her body against him. He said, “It’s your hormones. I know. I mean... I don’t know. I can’t even understand. Whatever you want to do Carly is fine with me. Whatever you want to do I’m right here for you. I’m going to be here every step of the way.”

      “I’m sorry,” she said. “I’m sorry, Sean, for being such a basket case.”

      “That’s okay, baby. You’re my basket case. I like what you’ve done down there. Hollis will too.”

      “Will he?” she said softly against his chest, sniffing afterward. She brushed tears from her cheek.

      “He’s going to go out of his mind. Not that that’s what I want…”

      “No, me too. That’s not what I mean, either…”

      “I get it,” he said. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen. I’m not just saying that because you’re my wife. I mean it. When I saw you at that mixer my heart was beating out of my chest.”

      “You’re so good to me, Sean. I’m so glad I married you,” she said running her hands over his shirt.

      “We can get through this. I know how weird it is. You’re the one that wanted it this way and I respect your choice. This is the way it’s going to be, and I’m right here with you from beginning to end. And there’s no way you won’t provoke… his seed.”

      “Thank you,” she said.

      Then, from the front hallway, they heard the chime sound, a hailing from the front lobby. Hector, the concierge, on the speaker system, his soothing voice saying, “A visitor for you, Mrs. York. Mr. Beaumont has arrived.”

      “Oh my God,” she whispered briskly. “Oh my God, Sean. He’s here…”

      

      They met Hollis at the door of their apartment hand-in-hand as a couple; receiving him as they would receive a dinner guest. Together saying, “So great to see you, please, come on in,” they gestured inward to their abode while stepping back to give him room. Hollis said his introductions, stepping through, one hand trundling a wheeled suitcase behind him.

      They ushered Hollis into the apartment and Sean took care of his suitcase, wheeling it to the side. Carly took his coat and hung it up in the closet.

      Sean said, “Please, come on and sit in the living room.”

      “Thank you,” he said, his deep voice sounding so huge in their familiar little apartment. He was big and impressive, wearing a black suit and a black dress shirt. He walked across the marble, his expensive size-fourteen dress shoes clopping on the marble.

      Carly whispered to Sean: “Do we offer him a drink?”

      “Of course we offer him a drink,” he whispered back.

      “No, should we offer him wine? Does he drink?”

      “Shoot, I don’t know. Should we? He didn’t have alcohol at the Chinese restaurant.”

      “He might look down on that.”

      “We don’t even drink …”

      “I know, but we have wine in the apartment,” she said, her voice getting hoarse now from sustained effort keeping herself quiet while panic rose inside her.

      “Mr. Beaumont,” Sean said sharply. Carly buttoned her lip.

      Hollis turned and said, “Just Hollis, Sean.”

      Sean said, “Hollis, can I offer you a sparkling water?”

      “Sure,” he said absently, “that would be nice,” and made his way to the center of the family room, the twinkling lights of the city spread out before him past the glazed windows. He stood with his hands on his hips taking in their apartment.

      “I like your place,” he said.

      “Go, go to him,” Sean whispered to Carly as he headed into the kitchen.

      “Yes, okay, okay, hold on,” Carly said. Sean saw his wife’s cheeks stained red.

      “It’s going to be okay,” he whispered hoarsely before disappearing into the kitchen.

      From their fridge, he took three bottles of sparkling water from France, put them on a tray and brought them out to the family room. Hollis sat on the loveseat, Carly had nervously perched herself on the arm of the big leather chair next to it. She had her hands together on her thighs and knees pressed together, her toes pointed in open-toed mules.

      Sean put the bottles on the steel coffee table. As he turned to retrieve their crystal glasses from the ebony sideboard, Carly said, “Hollis was just saying that he lives in the Old Ward. You always said you’d like to live there.”

      Sean brought three glasses to the table and set them down, saying, “I would. Before I was at college, I always dreamed one day that I’d live in that neighborhood. It’s so…”

      Hollis said, “Historical.”

      “It is, that’s right. There’s a certain authenticity to it. I know it’s been modernized, but at its core it just seems so much like the way things used to be.”

      Hollis said, “That’s exactly why I’m there.”

      Carly chuckled softly, said, “And you can afford it, working for the administration.”

      Sean winced, worried how that would be received. But Hollis laughed, leaning forward to take his water. “It’s worth every penny,” he said. “It’s nice to belong to a neighborhood.”

      “It is nice to have a sense of belonging,” Carly said.

      Hollis agreed. “To belonging,” he offered, and raised his crystal glass, and Carly darted forward to grab hers so she could toast.

      “To belonging,” Carly said, and she raised her glass high. Sean took his as well and then the three of them clinked their glasses together. They drank. Sean watched his wife eye their donor nervously over the rim of her glass…
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      After the small talk waned, the room grew quiet. Carly brushed something imaginary off her skirt and cleared her throat. Hollis shifted in the leather love-seat.

      They’d talked now for almost twenty minutes. Where did you grow up? Oh, that’s interesting. Have you ever been to Ibiza? No? You should really go sometime. Experiences in college, family life… but now the conversation had run its course.

      It was Sean’s turn to clear his throat, then he said, “How do we… start this?”

      Hollis leaned back in the love-seat and raised his eyebrows, gaze lowered to the empty glasses on the table. He said, “Well, I suppose we should just start how these things start. Sean, the clinic told me the husbands will sometimes want to be there. And you indicated on the paperwork that was what you wanted as well…”

      “Yes, I want that. Carly wants it, too,” Sean said, turning to his wife who nodded in agreement. “I want to be there every step of the way. Carly wants me there,” he looked toward Hollis now, adding, “I definitely want to be part of the conception.”

      “That’s good,” Hollis said. He adjusted his pants a little, tugging them at the knees, sitting up straighter. He clasped his huge hands together and his eyes leveled on Carly. They stared at each other for a long moment, Carly growing uncomfortable and absently scratching at her collar. Hollis said, “Carly. Would you like to come and sit with me?”

      That rosy flush returned to Carly’s face, and she blinked wetly a few times before turning to Sean. They said nothing, their eyes passing over one another, then Carly rose from the chair where she sat, crossed to sit next to Hollis. She looked so very small next to him. Sean sat on the couch, the coffee table with the water and empty glasses between them. Hollis sat with his arm on the love seat, and now Carly sat next to him. There was a foot of space between their hips. Hollis held out a hand, palm up. Carly looked at it, her face getting redder. Slowly she extended a hand and Hollis took it in his grip. He ran his thumb over her knuckles. He said, “You have beautiful hands.”

      She nodded, returning the compliment. “You have beautiful hands, too,” she said. “They’re very big.”

      “You like them?”

      “Yes.” She made an odd grumble in her throat, then said, “I do. I like your hands a lot.”

      Hollis said, “Would it be all right if I kissed you?”

      Carly’s gaze traveled away from Hollis. Now her eyebrows raised and her eyes went wide, staring at nothing on the floor. She slowly looked to Sean. This was not something they had discussed. He didn’t imagine that they would be sitting side-by-side on the love seat like this. He didn’t know what he pictured, truthfully he had pushed most of the details out of his mind—either in an effort to not confront them, or in an effort not to be prepared to protest them. Ultimately, he thought that he just wanted things to progress whichever way Carly wanted. He wanted to see what his wife desired.

      He shrugged. And Carly’s eyebrows raised.

      She mouthed What?

      He mouthed Okay.

      She turned now to look up to Hollis and said, “Yes. Okay.”

      “Good,” he said. “I want that.”

      “Yes,” she said. “I want this to be natural.”

      Their faces came together and Carly’s eyes slowly closed. Hollis rested his massive hand in the space between her neck and her shoulder. Their mouths came together, Carly’s plump pouting lips pressing flat against Hollis’s. They made a soft smacking sound, Carly made a delicate grunt in her throat.

      They came apart but stayed close. “Was that nice?” Hollis asked, his voice a low grumble.

      “Yes,” she said weakly, her hand coming up to push her hair back behind an ear. “Yes, that was nice.”

      “Good,” he said and kissed her again.

      Her head tilted to accept it, and her mouth opened. The smacking sounds returned, more earnest now. Carly’s lips parted and her tongue presented itself to Hollis. His tongue danced across hers and Sean reeled. This was so wrong. It hurt his heart. So wrong yet somehow so right. So bureaucratically and genetically approved. He hated it. He loved it. He wanted to stand up and call it off. He wanted to send Hollis home. He wanted to bend her over the arm of that couch and deliver his G-class seed inside her.

      Everything was upside down. The room spun.

      He wouldn’t do any of those things. He would watch. He would get a grip on this jealousy and he would watch his wife receive the seed that would become their baby.

      He grew uncomfortable, resting his back into the seat, unbuttoning the top button of his shirt and twisting his neck around. He dug his fingertips like claws into his thighs. Carly continued to kiss this man. The two of them making out like they were dating now, man and receptive woman, mouths locked.

      His wife grew aroused. Sean grew aroused. Profoundly excited, his penis lengthening and hardening inside his suit pants. Hollis’s must be doing the same…

      It would be happening soon. Whatever this big man sported between his legs would be shown to his wife. She would see what made a man a Citizen A. She probably had always wondered.

      Hollis’s hand traveled, running down her arm, resting at her waist, big enough to take up most of her side. His thumb rested underneath her bosom. Carly’s hand moved, going up the arm that held her waist, traveling to his shoulder. Her hands dented the fabric of his suit jacket. She moved to his neck, her pale hand stark against the dark tendons of his muscular bull neck.

      Sean watched her hand drift downward, slipping under the suit jacket. She was feeling him through his shirt. Sean grew more uncomfortable. She eased his suit jacket back.

      Their kiss broke and Hollis removed it for her, his big hands parting lapels, his chest spreading beyond it as he pulled it down his shoulders. Carly’s eyes were glued to his body.

      Her hand returned, spreading five fingers wide across his massive chest, smoothing it, feeling it. Hollis was muscular, and it was evident even through his clothing. Her free hand went to her waist, touched the back of Hollis’s hand, gripping it lightly and urging it higher. Now he was cupping her breasts. His big hand mashing the cashmere fabric of her sweater. Their kissing resumed too. Sean had to stand up to adjust his pants.

      He felt woozy, sweaty. He sat back down and tugged some room for his arousal.

      While Hollis kissed her and felt her breast, Carly’s hand rested in the middle of Hollis’s thigh…

      

      The smacking of their moist lips filled the room and Carly’s hand began to travel higher, working its way to Hollis’s hip. Their breaths came quicker, whisking through their noses while their mouths worked on one another. Then Carly gripped Hollis between his legs.

      Sean was astounded at what it did to him. A spike of arousal from his perineum up to the top of his brain. A bolt of hot excitement shot through him. Tinged with bitter jealousy and angst, he fought the urge to end their union right here and right now. His mouth fell open as Carly gently kneaded what was behind the fabric. It filled her hand and he could see that it was huge and soft and pliable in her grip.

      They parted, Carly pulling back to look in Hollis’s eyes. While her hand still worked, fondling his manhood, she breathed softly, “Oh, wow, wow…”

      Now Hollis took the hem of her sweater and lifted it over her head, pulling it right up and tossing it behind her. Carly’s hand immediately returned between his legs. The kissing resumed, Hollis beginning to unbutton her blouse.

      When he had it open, he pushed it over her shoulders and she let him, sitting there now in a silky black bra that Sean had never seen before. A special purchase she must have arranged sometime during the week in preparation for this evening.

      While she sat still in her bra, Hollis leaned back into the corner of the loveseat, unbuttoning his own shirt but his eyes watched Carly. She watched her own hand on the man’s bulge.

      Hollis sitting back like this now opened his hips up. Sean could see it—see what Hollis had between his legs behind the fabric. Massive, a long and thick shaft pressed the fabric out, causing a shine along its highest ridge. Carly’s hand gripped and squeezed it, worked up and down from between his legs along its length to where it ended at his hip. It was enormous. Carly was mesmerized.

      Hollis had his shirt open now and was pulling it off. He was in incredible shape. Thick, muscular chest and arms, and a tight midsection that rippled in segments.

      “Oh wow,” Carly said again, her hand moving from his erection to touch his body. “You’re so muscular,” she whispered, “I’ve never seen anyone so beautiful.”

      “You’re beautiful too,” he said, looking her over, sitting there in her skirt and bra, her beautiful light blonde hair tumbling down one shoulder.

      She put both hands on his chest, smoothing over his muscles, ridges and shelves; down his tight midsection, heading between his legs. She lay two hands over the shape of his cock, feeling what was under the material. It had grown even harder, its thickness pressing tight against the fabric, the thick rib that would run the underside pressing out now too. Carly traced its shape with her fingertips.

      Hollis liked the feel of her hands on him. He watched her, chin tucked to his chest, eyes half-lidded. When she put her fingertips around the tip he groaned and his head leaned back into the cushions. He sat up then, quickly, drawing his knees up. He held both her wrists in one hand, stopping her.

      Carly startled, her face worried as if she’d done something wrong. She said, “What? Did I—”

      Hollis said, “No, it’s okay. It just felt really good…”

      “I want it to—”

      Hollis said, “No. The clinic told me to abstain. From the time they first contacted me, I haven’t had sex. Haven’t even touched myself. It’s very sensitive right now… Your hand felt too good…”

      “Even through your pants?”

      “It’s been quite a while.”

      “Is it sore?”

      “No, the opposite,” he said, reached up and held her chin, brushing his thumb over her lower lip. “Like ticklish. You know, where it feels so good but you just can’t take it?”

      She said, “Yes,” her voice soft.

      He said, “Maybe you could show me to your bedroom.”

      Her eyes still on his she said, “Yes. I’d like that…”
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      Hollis stood first, wearing only his suit pants, his massive arousal pushing the material out, running crossways from between his legs and up underneath the pants pocket. His muscles rippled, and he held out a hand for Carly. She took it, and he helped her stand, her eyes level with his collar. Her skin looked electric white next to how dark he was. She wore only a bra and her skirt and tights.

      “It’s this way,” she said, and she ran her fingers between Hollis’s. She stepped around the coffee table, nodding her head to Sean, raising her eyebrows, expressing, I can’t believe this is going to happen.

      When the two of them passed, Sean stood and followed. All three of them walked along the hall toward the bedroom, Carly leading the way.

      The bedroom shared the same view out over the twinkling lights of the city. The bed was king-size, low to the ground, set in a gleaming ebony frame.

      Carly and Hollis stopped at the foot.

      She looked up to her donor, her feet tucked in her velvet mules, rolling around on her ankles nervously. He still held her hands.

      Turning to Sean, Hollis said, “You can have a seat there for now. Come up near the bed when we’re ready.”

      “Okay,” he said, voice silent—he cleared it, then said more audibly: “Yes, okay, I’ll sit here.” There was a leather armchair by the floor to ceiling windows. He turned and sat himself in it.

      Hollis loomed over his wife, lips moving down to Carly, her up on her tip-toes to meet them while he undid her bra behind her back. He ran the straps over her shoulders and let it fall free, stepping back so he could look at her. Carly was about to burst out of the room she was so nervous. Sean could see her trembling from where he sat.

      Hollis said, “You’re very beautiful. Your husband is so lucky.”

      Carly’s mouth worked around, but she said nothing. Sean said, “I am lucky, Carly. I love you.”

      “I love you, too, Sean,” she said though her eyes remained turned up to Hollis.

      Now he undid the skirt zipper behind her, stepping back and letting it run down to the floor, Carly swaying her hips from side to side and stepping out of it. She stood only in her leggings. She looked stunning. Her pale creamy skin, her upright, swaying breasts tipped with rosy pink, her nipples hardened; long, beautiful hair, so pale and so blond, tumbling behind her and over one shoulder, the tips of her locks touching her breast. She wore black leggings that hugged her tightly and showed off her curves.

      Hollis tucked a finger into her waistband, lowering them on one side, revealing her belly, then lower, showing the concave hollow where her thigh met her hip. Carly helped him now, still trembling, running both her hands underneath her leggings and panties and pushing them down. Hollis stepped back to watch her. She pushed them to her knees, then lifted each leg and turned them inside out, tossing them to the floor. When she stood she did so nervously, her two hands coming together between her legs to cover herself.

      Hollis said, “Let me see.” His voice was firm, his command unavoidable.

      “Okay,” she whispered, and slowly she moved her two hands to hang at her sides.

      Hollis looked at the tight, cleft mound she had shaved. He stepped into her space now and let his hands explore her body. He started at her shoulders, moving down her arms, big black hands covering her waist, slipping up to cover her breasts, his thumbs rolling over her rosy buds. Up over her shoulders, his hands then went down her slender back, pulling her to press against him; his hands cupped her buttocks now.

      Sean saw his wife gently kiss the skin of Hollis’s chest. Puckered plump, her lips pulled a suction seal against his muscle. Working towards a nipple, she took it in her mouth, her pink tongue visible for a moment as she flicked at it then consumed it.

      “Oh no,” Sean whispered, the sight so lurid that he felt lightheaded.

      Her hands came up Hollis’s thighs, little fingers digging into the muscle, feeling him all around, touching the backs of his thighs, roaming the swell of his round rump. They came together then, following his belt to where it met at the buckle. Metal clicked and clanked as she undid it, fingers then tugging down his zipper.

      Sean’s heart raced. He was breathing rapidly. Carly was doing the same, he could see it. Saw the excitement in her...

      She parted his fly and tugged the pants down, Hollis helping out, pushing them down his thighs till they fell to the floor. He wore white briefs pulled away from his belly by his arousal. Carly’s eyes looked there. Her lips slightly parted, two hands ran over its huge shape again—a little cautious this time, not wanting to tickle him.

      Her eyes turned up to Hollis, and she said, “Can I see it?”

      Hollis answered by running his thumbs to the sides and then taking his briefs down and stepping out of them.

      His manhood was enormous. It swung between his legs, bobbing up and down as he removed his underwear.

      While Hollis’s head was turned, Carly looked to Sean, her brow knit with worry, and she mouthed, “Oh my God.”

      His erect penis looked as large as her own forearm.

      

      Hollis kissed her again, holding her neck in both hands, thumbs brushing her jawline. Carly’s hands wanted to touch that thing between his legs, but since he said he was so sensitive, instead she touched his stomach muscles, the ridge of muscle at his hipbone, her nails running up and down his thighs and up to run through his pubic hair. She stepped closer to him, her hands gripping his buttocks again, his big penis pressed against her belly between them. It made Hollis groan.

      “Up, up,” he said softly in a low grumble, putting a knee on the bed and indicating for her to join him.

      Carly climbed up on the bed, then turned to lay on her side, a hand covering between her legs demurely. Hollis loomed over top of her, two hands out on either side, kissing her again. Sean’s view was between his legs, getting a look at his big hanging testicles, his dangling penis that drooped to touch the sheets. Then he could see white fingers against Hollis’s black skin. His Carly handling their donor’s huge implement of conception intimately while they kissed.

      Sean wiped his brow, this display about a thousand times more exciting than he even thought it could be. It was so wrong yet so permitted. So necessary. He had to sit here and take it, he shouldn’t stop this. He should just sit and watch and enjoy its beautiful significance. Enjoy it because there was no changing it. He was exempt from making a decision.

      Now, while the two continued to kiss and Sean stared at his wife’s hand as it clumsily stroked their donor’s tremendous manhood, he noticed Hollis’s hand waving to him, encouraging him to join them on the bed.

      This was it. This was where it was going to happen, right here right now. That thing between his legs was going to go inside Sean’s beautiful wife and those hanging eggs would loose their contents within her.

      He stood, adjusting his pants, his arousal almost painful now. He walked to the side of the bed, sat on one hip up in the pillows looking down toward them where they lay at the middle of the bed. Hollis put his hands on Carly, guiding her higher.

      Her head tilted up, her eyes meeting Sean’s upside down. She was shocked to see him there, hadn’t noticed he’d joined them. She smiled. She came up next to him, laid her head on a pillow. Her right hand felt around, looking for his. He reached out, and he held it tightly.

      “I love you,” she whispered.

      She lay naked on her back, head in the pillows, a hand in his, her knees up, feet flat on the bedspread, legs parted for their donor. He was on his knees between her legs, his big hands on her thighs. He got himself into position, and Carly turned to regard him now. He kissed her again, his big plump lips pinching her lower one and pulling it away, letting it pop back into place. Carly’s chest rose and fell rapidly, her excitement building with intensity. She watched between his legs as he gripped his erection put it where it should go. It looked so huge next to her. Almost unreal. Carly’s nails dug into the flesh of Sean’s palm.

      Hollis pressed the tip and Sean saw Carly’s bright pink lips part for him. Huge glans fixed in place, Hollis got over her again and kissed her. Carly’s breath came rapidly, a whistling wheeze in her chest.

      “Oh, Sean,” she whined. “Sean…”

      Hollis pressed into her and Carly moaned.

      “You okay?” Sean whispered. She didn’t answer, but he saw her head nod in small, quick increments, her eyes still fixed between them looking at that huge black thing trying to push inside her body. She dug her nails into him harder.

      “Carly?” Sean whispered.

      Hollis was having trouble getting it into her. Without asking, Hollis’s kisses went from her neck down to her chest, and he withdrew his penis and it fell to the sheets again. He took one of her nipples in his mouth and Carly turned to look at Sean with surprise.

      Hollis plucked it, his plump lips pressed down to clamp it, pulling softly and letting it go. He said, “Where do you keep your lube?”

      “Lube?” Carly gasped.

      Sean said, “We don’t use lube.”

      Hollis said, “Sean, I have some lube in my suitcase…”

      Carly said, “I don’t want… chemicals, or anything. I want this to be natural…”

      Hollis still between her legs, looked mirthfully over Carly. Her mouth worked on something to say, not sure what Hollis wanted to hear. Slowly Hollis began to smile. He closed his eyes and kissed her again, lips traveling down between her breasts, lower over her tummy. Sean watched his big huge hands gripping the outside of her thighs.

      “Oh, Sean,” Carly gasped. She looked up to her husband, expression bewildered. She squeezed his hand again and he could feel her palm was sweaty.

      “It’s okay, just let him work…”

      “What’s he going to do?” she whispered.

      Sean brushed his fingers through her hair. Hollis’s mouth made wet smacking sounds as he kissed and suckled the flesh around her belly button.

      “Oh, Sean… Sean…”

      Hollis worked his lips even lower now, over the soft swell where she once had sported her blonde and wiry hair. Carly’s legs moved in and out, her knees up, feet pointed and dangling loosely, Hollis’s big hands still gripping her haunches. Sean watched as his pink tongue worked its way out and reversed a trail that split her, skewered then disappeared into her bright pink folds.

      Carly quivered and groaned, her hips bucked, her nails dug into Sean’s palm.

      “It’s okay,” he whispered, “go with it, Carly, go with it…”

      

      Hollis’s head rocked in circles, his tongue darting and plunging, going wide and sweeping up and down. He kept his eyes closed, lost in some sort of trance, enjoying what he was doing and Sean was very sure that he was good at it. It wasn’t like the other night when he’d attempted this with her, and she felt so uncomfortable that she rejected him. She wouldn’t reject a Citizen A. She wouldn’t reject Hollis. Maybe not just because of his status, but maybe because what he did was better. She certainly responded enthusiastically now.

      Sean watched her belly rise and fall, saw a tremble in it. She made soft whimpering sounds, and she squinted her eyes tightly shut. She worked her head back and forth as if she were saying no, but her hips were in disagreement, bucking forward to receive the pleasure that Hollis’s tongue gave her.

      “Sean, Sean,” she gasped again, and he noted now a shimmering sheen to her chest. Her creamy flesh had blushed.

      As she began to breathe quicker, the soles of her feet stroked over Hollis’s muscular back. Still she gripped Sean’s hand, her other hand tucked up near her neck demurely, nervously. He wondered what she thought. He knew she was receiving pleasure, knew she enjoyed it, but there was a certain puritanical vise that locked her up and kept her from releasing what was inside her.

      Hollis’s hands swept up and down the backs of her thighs as he continued to work, his right hand coming in to join his tongue. One long and thick black finger began to mash and probe; Sean watched it slowly sink inside his wife.

      Carly gasped brightly, humped her hips to receive it, threw her legs around Hollis’s neck and locked her ankles. Her gasping became high and excited whining.

      “Oh, Sean, oh, Sean… what’s he doing to me? … Mm, Sean, mm, what’s happening?…”

      “I don’t know,” Sean murmured, eyes glued to the point of action, the place where another man pleasured his wife in her most intimate space. And did so masterfully.

      “Oh, Sean,” she said urgently now, tugging on his hand, “oh, Sean, something’s happening…”

      Now her hand clutched at her chest, dead centre over where her heart would beat. Her nails scratched over her own flesh and left fuzzy red lines.

      “Oh, shoot, shoot, oh, wow, Sean,” she babbled.

      “Carly… you okay?…” Sean asked her, wondering now if she was in some sort of medical crisis. But Hollis worked her harder, his hand formed in a fist, one long middle finger extended out, hard and straight, and he ran it in and out of her while his tongue darted over her sex. Carly bucked and sighed and whined.

      All at once, the hand that covered her heart formed a fist and slammed down into the bedding as her back arched violently, her head thrusting back into the pillow; she twisted and writhed in the bedding and Hollis extended a hand up and lay it flat over her tummy, his fingers extending from pubic bone to rib cage. He caressed her and cradled her and held her in place while he continued what he was doing between her legs with his tongue. Carly hissed and moaned and beat the bed with her fist.

      Sean swore she had dug flesh out of his palm with her crushing grip. “Carly, Carly, Carly,” he said, his face analyzing her snarling expression and trying to pry her nails out of his palm. “Carly, you’re hurting me… you okay, Carly?”

      From between her legs he heard Hollis say: “She’s going to be all right, Sean.”

      “What’s happening?”

      Hollis continued, smoothed her stomach while withdrawing his finger from her, his narrow and calm eyes regarding Carly as her breath heaved and her breasts jiggled, her nipples scrolled to long buds.

      “She’s feeling good, Sean, just feeling very good.”

      He looked to Hollis and said: “Was that an orgasm?”

      Hollis smiled warmly his eyes still on Carly. “Yes. That was an orgasm.”

      Now Sean gripped Carly’s hand in two of his, his thumb hooked over hers, the other pressed over the back of her knuckles, and he held it close to him. He leaned to her and kissed her cheek while she heaved breath, a whine somewhere in her throat still.

      Sean said, “Is she okay?”

      “Yes,” Hollis said. “She’s feeling really good right now.” He rose up on his knees and caressed Carly’s thighs.
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      Carly’s cheeks glowed and Sean watched as her breathing subsided from hoarse and erratic, gradually returning to normal. As she came out of her orgasm and grew aware of her surroundings, soft moans began, hidden in her throat. She brought her hands up to cover her cheeks, and she rolled her head to Sean, her features pulled with guilt.

      He leaned over to kiss her forehead. “You okay?” he asked her.

      “Yes,” she whispered. “You okay?”

      “I want this.”

      She had no response, only stared back at him wide eyes blinking.

      Between her legs, Hollis watched them, big hands stroking up and down the outside of her thighs. He said, “That’s never happened before?”

      Carly shook her head no. Sean shivered, on the edge of embarrassment.

      Saliva and her own wetness gleamed on the swell of her mound. Hollis’s manhood throbbed, proudly engorged, heavy, and unlike Sean’s when he was aroused, Hollis’s hung pointing downward and away from his body. It dangled between Carly’s white thighs and Sean still couldn’t get over the size of it.

      The grip Carly had on his hand released as she sat up, and his fingers were damp and cold in her absence. Hollis lowered his lips to kiss her again and her thin pale hands caressed his neck lovingly, this man who had given her the first orgasm in her life. The fact that Hollis and Carly shared something intimate like that twisted at him, and he could see in his wife’s eyes a passion and awe for the man that would soon deposit his genetic material inside her. But he’d been married to her for four years and he’d never given her that pleasure—he’d rather she had it by Hollis than never having it at all.

      Carly pulled from their kiss, her hands resting on Hollis’s broad chest, and looking in his eyes she said, “Can I … could I get it wet … with my mouth?”

      Hollis held her shoulder with one hand, the other running up and down her back. “Yes. I’d like that.”

      Then, as if to remind Sean of her pragmatism over her lewdness, she added, “To… make it slippery.”

      Hollis, leaning back so his erection was presented to her said, “Careful. I am close.”

      That enormous tool he had dangled stiffly right before his wife and she studied it without touching; her eyes roamed up and down. Sean inched down the bed so he could watch.

      When he pictured this evening he’d thought of Carly on her back with her legs open, their donor, already with an erection, would get in place and pump a few times until the deed was done. This spectacle tonight was becoming what he would have predicted was his worst nightmare, but instead his heart was pounding, strong and energetic, his fingertips tingled, his scalp prickled with electricity. And within him a jealous blade had slipped into his heart, but instead of harming him, killing him, it had somehow poked into his pleasure center.

      When Carly reached her small hand to hold Hollis’s bare erection Sean moaned audibly and moved a hand to cover his mouth.

      

      Carly studied it up close and in the light, first holding it in one hand, her grip loose, second hand joining, the thing longer than her two hands together. Then her fingertips slowly began to explore, grazing up and down, dancing over the raised edges, the cable underside, the thick veins, the swollen coronal ridge, the slippery point of her index finger swirling around the very tip, making Hollis groan. He leaned back, softly chuckling, saying again, “Careful, Carly.”

      “I know,” she whispered, her eyes still on this totem. She took her palm and pressed it to the big thing’s belly, pushing it flat against Hollis’s hard stomach.

      Now Carly’s gaze turned to Sean, and he saw her awed expression, saw that she still breathed heavy from the pleasure that this man just delivered her. It wasn’t often that he saw her motor revving like this, and never in such a high gear. He loved to see this look in her eyes. She struggled with something to say to him, like she was trying to include him, but didn’t know how. She took her right hand, stroked down Hollis’s shaft, her fingers forming a loose claw on his hanging testicles. At her touch they pulled up into a tight wrinkled bag. She looked back to Sean and said, “Our baby is in there somewhere, Sean.”

      “I know,” he said, and leaned forward and rested his hand on her pale smooth back.

      Then she was gone, returning to her donor, giving his equipment the attention now. She was tentative, hesitant, but he could still see that she was wracked with an eagerness. She wanted to put her mouth on it, but was unsure. She gripped it loosely in the middle, didn’t stroke it; he imagined she feared being scolded by Hollis. Still holding it in an upright angle she brought her lips to it and gave it a timid little kiss on its hole.

      “That’s good,” Hollis whispered in a low grumble.

      “Okay,” she whispered in return. Now her tongue darted out, coming to a point and drawing along the lines of his big swollen glans. Dipping up and down on the underside, pressing into the tip, then growing more bold, tongue getting wider and stroking up and down the shaft.

      “Oh, careful,” Hollis reminded her. “That feels too good.”

      That made Sean’s wife happy. She was so unsure, and to hear such encouragement brought her some happiness. Sean was glad to see it, he wanted her tension away. Although he didn’t think it could ever leave him.

      She looked up at Hollis now and asked: “Can I put it in my mouth?”

      Hollis cupped her head with one big hand and stroked his thumb along her cheekbone. “You can, just… be careful.”

      “I will,” she said, and without further hesitation, she lowered her head to it, parted her lips, and Sean watched as it sunk inside her mouth, her jaw opening wide as it could to accept it.

      Hollis gripped her head now in one hand, his eyes closing, and he kept reminding her: “Careful… careful …”

      “Mm-hmm,” Carly hummed around Hollis’s cock. She let it get a little deeper and Hollis hissed with pleasure.

      Slowly, Carly drew her head back, her lips coming to a pouting point at the tip of Hollis’s huge cock, leaving the end-third shining wet. She kissed it again, and smiled and bit her lower lip, her eyelids fluttering then she looked to Hollis for approval.

      “That’s enough,” he said. “For now. I think we need to do this …”

      The point of her canine pinched her lower lip until her smile spread wide and she said in a squeaky gasp: “Okay.”

      Then she was moving, sitting on her butt and scooting herself to lay back on the bed, her head on the pillow. She kept her knees together, but was more free with her body now, her arms out to the side, her breasts exposed to Hollis.

      Sean joined her, also crawling higher up the bed to plant his hip up near her waist, sitting next to her. He sought out her hand, warm now, a little fever burning inside his wife—and he loved to see it, loved to know that she had a sex furnace inside her, however small, and it was being stoked right now. Whatever it took to get that fire going he loved to see the result. Her pale skin was flushed red, her breath came in deep and steady gasps, her pupils wide, her eyes glistening wet, her mouth parted, corners still tugged to the beginning of a smile. And her nipples had scrolled far from her body, condensed into excited buds. He couldn’t see from where he sat, but he imagined her pink flower, that little slit between her legs would be plump and ready, glistening with excitement. Between his own legs, his arousal was astounding. Inside, there was still a small jealous gremlin that urged him to put an end to this. Saying Send him home, put your own seed in her, don’t let another man claim her. But the real Sean wasn’t listening. The real Sean wanted this. Maybe had always wanted this from the moment she scrolled through the profiles of other men but was afraid what it would mean if he admitted it.

      Hollis walked on his knees, put his huge hands on Carly’s thin white knees. He smiled, and she smiled, too, wide enough to show off her teeth.

      “You ready?”

      She nodded rapidly.

      Hollis parted her legs, sliding his big thumbs to the inside of her knees, opening them wide. Her white thighs spread, in between them both Sean and Carly saw the implement that would provide them with their baby. His huge hanging manhood, glistening with wet, throbbing with excitement, thick veins coursing through it. This was going to be it now. Sean squeezed Carly’s hand.

      “Oh wow,” he heard Carly whisper.

      With her legs parted, Hollis eased himself even closer, taking her right knee and easing it up to Carly’s shoulder, and Carly lifted her left leg on her own, fully exposing herself to this man. Hollis hefted his tool, and it plopped over her glistening mound. Sean saw it pink and shining in the moment before it was eclipsed by Hollis’s huge black cock. He slipped it up and down, and Carly moaned and clenched her eyes, dug her head back into the pillow, pointing her chin to the ceiling. That simple movement, that display of desire, shot incredible jealousy and lust through Sean and he wrapped both hands around his wife’s frail digits.

      “You ready?” he asked her.

      “So ready,” she sighed, and again, that display of desire from her sent an incredible jolt of dirty ecstasy through him. Yet that gremlin was still whispering Don’t let that go in her, look at that thing …

      “I know,” he whispered to the gremlin…

      

      Hollis’s hips slipped back and forth, his cock sliding over her sex, drawing back finally until the glans rested in her furled little flower. Now Carly squeezed him, her nails digging into his flesh again.

      And then it began; Hollis’s hand slipped over the top of his cock, the pads of his two middle fingers pressing the big corpulent head inside Carly. It slipped past her ring of membranes and Carly’s mouth twisted into a snarl.

      He whispered, “You okay?”

      “Mm-hmm,” she hummed.

      Hollis said, “You’re wet now.”

      “Yes,” she gasped.

      “But you’re so tight,” he added.

      “Yes,” Carly agreed, open-mouth smiling

      “I’ll be careful,” he said.

      Now his hands gripped her hips, Carly drawing both her knees up and spreading herself wide for this man. He pushed himself in, Carly grunting in her throat as he did, but she accepted him. Inch by inch, forward, and slipping back, forward again, deeper this time…

      It took a little while, but soon Sean saw Hollis’s cock shining with Carly’s wet, slipping in and out of her now, a few inches gently working back and forth.

      Hollis pressed his fingers into her her soft hips, his own face twisting up with pleasure, grunting, “You are really tight.”

      Carly grunted again, nodded, eyes still closed.

      Hollis began working in earnest. Working toward the sexual expulsion. He watched as his own cock plunged and pulled out of this other man’s wife; not going deep, just in and out halfway, and Sean could see his wife’s tight insides gripping his shaft as he withdrew.

      “He’s big,” he said to his Carly.

      She squeezed his hand, dug her nails, gasped, “So big,” and her mouth stayed hanging open.

      Hollis leaned forward, planting his hands on either side of her, one in between Sean and Carly. Her eyes opened, her gaze point-blank up into this other man’s eyes. They watched each other, eyes darting as Hollis very purposely pushed himself deep inside her.

      Sean watched the two of them stare into one another, watched as almost every inch slipped inside his wife’s body and her mouth continued to open wider and wider. Then he was back out, back in, thrusting, out and in, getting serious now. A drop of sweat came from Sean’s own nose, dripping on his hand and slipping between his and Carly’s, making them slick.

      He pressed her hand tighter between his. She looked beautiful like this.

      They went like that for a long while, Hollis drawing out and thrusting deep, not quickly but very purposefully, their eyes still on one another. Then the pace became more urgent. And every time Hollis pushed himself deep, he grunted now. And then Carly responded as well, grunting immediately after his. His low animal sounds, her high feminine gasp… Sean’s eyes grew wider. He hated it, and yet he loved it so much, too.

      “That’s it,” he encouraged them, the gremlin clasping both its claws to the sides of its head in disbelief at his acquiescence.

      Hollis pounded her now, the headboard beginning to rattle, Sean riding up and down as the mattress bounced on their solid ebony bed. Carly whined, her feet bouncing over Hollis’s round, muscular shoulders. Each thrust brought a desperate cry from her; Sean saw her free hand clutching Hollis’s hard, humped back, feeling his muscles, her hands turning to claws and dragging her nails over his skin as her squeaks became a long eager whine.

      “Oh yes, oh yes, oh yes,” she began chanting as she was pounded by this huge man.

      Hollis’s grunts became a long grumble, incessant and eager and primal; so close to delivering his biological necessity inside the host.

      Carly dug her nails deeper into Sean’s palm and he crushed her hand between his.

      “Oh yes, ah, oh yes…”

      Hollis’s beautiful body shone in their table lamp’s shine, white wet light zipping over the highlights of his muscle. He pounded and pounded, his groaning and grumbling building to a tremendous roar. Carly thrust her head back into the pillow and cried out. And then Sean knew what was happening. His wife was being delivered the genetic material that would produce their baby.

      She cried and moaned, head twisting in the pillow, and Hollis thrust and thrust, dug himself deeply and held it, pinned Carly tightly to the bed, suddenly grabbing her arms and forcing her back.

      Sean watched Hollis’s face as it twisted with what looked like anger but he knew it was victory. This was biological vanquishing. He was ensuring his seed to be passed on. The superior seed, the biological apex that deserved to exist. Free of disease, free of failure, free of anomaly. Hollis’s arms shook and trembled and Sean looked to see that he had that enormous thing almost completely inside Carly, his pubic hair hiding her pink parts.

      “Oh yes, oh I can feel it, I can feel it, you’re coming, you’re still coming…”

      Then Hollis collapsed on her, taking her lips, kissing her passionately, and Carly returned with the same. Her hand whisked away from Sean to encircle Hollis’s broad back, her nails lightly dragging back over his skin.

      Sean caressed her shoulder.
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      It was done. He knew it was done. There was no going back now, this huge man had ejaculated deep inside his wife. It was what she wanted. It was what he wanted, too. It was contractually agreed upon. Hollis also wanted this. But something like what he had just witnessed shouldn’t have been so … lubricious. It shouldn’t have been so exciting. Not to him, not to Carly. But denying that it wasn’t was insane. This man had made his wife come with his mouth. His wife had asked if she could put her mouth on his penis. He’d deposited his genetic material inside her. But he did it with energy, and with passion. Sean would never forget the way Carly’s toes curled when she felt this big man come deep inside her. Even now, his mouth was dry as cotton. He wiped at his brow and found himself clammy.

      He said, “That’s it?”

      Hollis was still inside her. “Yes,” he said.

      Carly said to Sean, “He ejaculated.”

      “That’s good,” Sean said quietly.

      Hollis wiped his mouth on his shoulder, raised himself to look at Carly. He asked her, “You good?”

      “Yes,” she said. “I think so.” Her cheeks were rosy and her eyes glassy.

      Slowly, Hollis withdrew himself from between her legs. Sean watched as that huge tool came out of her, glimmering with their wet, still not believing that his wife accommodated that.

      Carly moaned complaint, her knees squeezing against Hollis’s sides. “Careful,” she said.

      Hollis slowed his withdrawal and all three of them watched as it emerged from inside her. He kept the crown snug inside her and Carly slipped her hands down on either side, resting her thumbs against the sides of his shaft.

      “Squeeze it,” he said.

      Carly’s right hand formed a circle around the middle of the shaft, pulling it to make sure he was emptied inside her. Then she guided Hollis out of her and clamped both hands over her sex.

      Hollis groaned, sat on his haunch, his hand on her knee, smiling at both of them.

      Carly’s face looked pained and now she drew both her knees up to her chest, tilting her rump up toward the ceiling.

      Sean said, “That was incredible.”

      Carly agreed, eyes closed, saying, “Yes, it was. Thank you.”

      Hollis said, “My pleasure,” still smiling.

      Sean stroked a hand up and down Carly’s thigh. He said to her, “Everything okay?”

      “Yes, really yes,” she said more brightly. Her eyes fluttered open, and she looked at him. She slipped one hand from between her legs, and reached for him and he held it, feeling it wet.

      He said sweetly, “We’re going to have a baby.”

      She said, “We’re going to have a baby,” her voice a soft whisper, a smile lighting up every part of her face. He leaned over, and her lips met his eagerly. He caressed her cheek now, and bit at her lip.

      Sean sat up, squeezing Carly’s knee a few times. He said to Hollis, “You want a drink or anything?” Then to Carly: “Do you want something? Can I get you anything?”

      Carly said, “Yes. I would love a drink of water, Sean.”

      “Okay, I’ll be right back.”

      He left them there, the two of them naked on his bed. When he was out of the bedroom, he had to stop a moment, leaning forward with his head more to the level of his heart before he would pass out. His erection was pounding. He squeezed his own knees, took deep breaths. When he was ready, he stood, but still he leaned his back against the wall outside the door to his bedroom. He could hear them talking in there. Low grumbling Hollis, Carly giggling.

      He exhaled, got himself together, went down to the kitchen and got a few bottles of sparkling water. He had just witnessed the most incredibly dirty thing. What would produce their baby should not have been so intense. But he supposed, had he and Carly done it together, naturally, he would hope that would it have been as exciting and passionate as what he’d seen with her and Hollis. The baby being created under circumstances like that—even if it wasn’t him, the father, providing seed—was still a beautiful thing. Carly was right. A baby produced under such human circumstances would have that something intangible. As difficult as it was initially, the decision to have Hollis inseminate her was the right one.

      When he returned, entering his bedroom with three bottles held against his body by his forearm, he found the two of them still on the bed naked. Hollis had put himself up to sit next to her, his head on the pillows. Carly still had her knees to her chest and her sex pushed up so Hollis’s seed wouldn’t escape. She had her knees together, ankles crossed over one another. She was laughing about something.

      Sean got on the bed and passed the bottle to Hollis and he opened it himself. Sean opened one for Carly and handed it to her.

      “Thanks, Sean,” she said, and pushed herself a little higher so she could take a drink.

      Sean rested a hand on the back of her thigh, tilting her hips toward him to take a look between her legs. She took a long sip of the water, face still sweaty and red, moved her fingers away so he could see. Her sex was engorged, darkened and swollen, and very, very wet. He saw nothing seeping from her, but then with her hand away a bright shining pearl swelled in her folds.

      “Uh-oh,” Sean said, and he pushed it back in with his own fingers.

      “Mmm,” Carly groaned, appreciating his gesture and also enjoying his touch, swaying her hips and making his fingers stroke her a little. She took another sip of her water, eyes fluttering, wiping at her mouth with the back of her wrist. She turned to Hollis who was also taking a long drink. She said, “Are you ready to go again?”

      Sean said, “Go again?”

      Carly said, “Yes,” then turning back to Hollis, saying, “I can go again.”

      Sean said, “Right now? Shouldn’t you let that… settle?” He nodded his chin to her upturned sex.

      She said, “We’re supposed to do this is much as we can.”

      “I know,” he said.

      Hollis set his almost empty bottle on the night table, leaned back on an elbow and looking to Carly, said, “Yes, I’ll be ready in a few minutes.”

      “Good,” she said, and she reached a hand to him and patted his cheek.

      

      This time without asking, Carly lay her palm on Hollis’s muscular neck and slowly their lips came together in a soft kiss. Hollis looked in her eyes, stroked his hand up and down her waist, and then they kissed again, this time longer, more protracted. Their heads twisted against one another their mouths locked in place, Hollis’s hand running along her rib cage and Carly’s thumb stroking his jawline.

      It was time to go again. Time to plant more seed inside her. Sean’s own heart rate raised, he felt his elbows riding up and down on his rib cage as he breathed heavily watching his wife prepare to have sex with another man again.

      Their kiss broke, and Carly’s hand traveled Hollis’s body. Her own eyes tracked its movement, looking as it moved over the round globe of his shoulder, cupping then the swoop of his muscular chest, the pad of her little thumb running a circle over his dark nipple. Then lower it went, and Sean had to adjust himself. He sat up to see. He was behind her, his pale little wife between the two men. And he wanted to watch what she did.

      Now all three of them watched her hand as it smoothed over the hard ridges of his midsection, then up to his hipbone reaching around and caressing the globe of his buttock. His huge penis drooped straight to the side, the tip somewhere in the bedsheets. And now Carly’s hand came over his thigh, turning to a claw and running her nails over the muscles there. She saw how his manhood hung, watched it now, gauging its size again, surely. It was a magnificent thing and his wife seemed to respond to that.

      Now the decision was made that she would touch it, and her hand stopped wasting time stroking on his thigh, dragging her nails into his pubic hair and then spreading the grip to circle around his hanging half-flaccid member. She picked it up out of the sheets and squeezed it, fondled it, held its weight in her palm, her eyes watching. She let it drape over her wrist and fondled his testicles. They’d read together that doing that could stimulate sperm production. Carly spent a few minutes holding them, caressing them, running her thumb and index finger over their sagging shape. They would hang, they would clench, and Carly enjoyed touching them.

      She whispered to him without looking over, eyes on Hollis’s testicles in her grip: “Our little baby is in here somewhere, Sean.”

      Hollis’s cock grew in size, sticking out from his body now but still hanging into the bedding. When she hefted it again it was much larger, much thicker. She began to stroke him, going underhanded, gripping it and holding it pointing to the ceiling. Hollis rolled to his back and Carly never let go, sitting up now and hovering over his stomach.

      She put her mouth on it again, this time with no warning. He’d already come. He wasn’t so sensitive. Though Sean thought, gauging his hardness, that using her mouth on him was irrelevant—the man had already attained an erection. But Carly got on her knees now, her butt pointed toward Sean, and he rested his hand on the small of her back as her head began to bob up and down. Sean watched Hollis now as his eyes closed and he lay his head back in the pillow. His own big hand came to rest on Carly’s shoulder as she worked her mouth over his huge organ.

      Carly raised herself on her knees and threw one leg over Hollis’s hips. Now Hollis’s eyes opened, and he held his two hands up to steady her.

      Sean said, “What are you doing?”

      Without looking to Sean, she said to Hollis, “Is it okay for me to be on top?”

      Hollis said, “You want to be on top?”

      Carly nodded.

      Hollis gave her no response, but his hands touched her tummy, slipping upward to cup her pert little breasts. Now Carly leaned back, twisting to put a hand behind her, finding Hollis’s erection, stroking it up and down a few times and then guiding it toward her entry. Sean watched her face as she wriggled her hips, her hand behind her, fixing this man inside her entry. She made uncomfortable faces, eyes rolled to the ceiling, still biting her lower lip. Then she rested both hands together on Hollis’s chest and Sean watched her mouth gradually wind open as she sat herself down, impaling her insides on their donor’s weapon.

      “Oh… Oh wow, oh wow, that’s big,” she said.

      Hollis’s hands explored her body while she sat with him sinking deeper inside her. She swiveled her hips and closed her eyes, head hanging forward.

      Hollis said, “You feel so good…”

      “Tell me more,” she whispered.

      Hollis said, “You’re beautiful.”

      “More,” she whispered, hips rolling.

      “You’re so tight it hurts…”

      “Does it hurt you?”

      “Just tight… feels good… does it hurt you?…”

      She moaned, then said, “No, it feels … really good.”

      Hollis glanced briefly to Sean, wary, then turning back to watch Carly’s scrunched-up face, he said, “You’ve got the tightest, most perfect pussy…”

      “Oh,” she gasped, and Sean watched as the swiveling of her hips grew more intense. Her hands turned to claws again, her nails pushing into the hard muscle of Hollis’s chest.

      Hollis said, “I’ve never felt one so tight.”

      “Oh, ah … yeah?” she squeaked, her hips bucking.

      “And I couldn’t imagine a girl more beautiful…”

      “Oh, mm … yeah?” she squeaked again, falling forward, hands planting on either side of Hollis’s neck and bunching up fistfuls of pillows.

      She humped him. She did it ferociously, body bucking and writhing, hips swiveling and bouncing. Hollis reached up and cupped her hanging breasts and it made her cry out. She clamped a hand quickly overtop of one of his and squeezed it, pressed it so he would grip her tighter.

      “Oh God,” she gasped, bouncing harder. Hollis responded, his own hips thrusting up from the bed, Sean watching the long muscle of his thigh as it flexed.

      They went on like that for a long while, and Sean knew it would happen, was desperate for it to happen again. And it did. Carly suddenly stopping, her thighs clenching against Hollis’s waist, tossing her head back, long blonde hair swishing against skin; she gulped and then croaked, held her breath for a long while, and every bit of her trembled. The muscles of her legs quivered visibly, her arms shook. She was coming again.

      Both Sean and Hollis watched her as she rode it out. They let her enjoy it, and then as she drew in a loud ragged breath of air, Hollis bucked her off him and she fell in the sheets between him and Sean.

      She opened her legs to receive him again even though her eyes were closed. But instead he took her hips and rolled her onto her stomach. Acting quickly, now he gripped her at the waist and hoisted her up onto her knees, her face dragging across the sheets. He gripped his cock and stroked his tip up and down her glistening sex.

      “Yes, oh yes,” Carly gasped, and he plunged himself inside her again. She cried out a harsh, brittle sound and Sean’s heart jumped in his chest. He grabbed her shoulder, and she covered her hand over his and squeezed it as she was fucked; this big man holding her in place and pounding his massive weapon in and out of her. His wife dug her nails into him, leaving more ragged skin-torn lines on him. He’d collected quite a few this evening.

      Hollis pounded and pounded, and Carly’s hair spun around, her head whipping up and down, then burying her face in the sheets. He pushed her down, his big hand spread on the small of her back, easing her forward so she lay flat on her stomach. She kicked her legs weakly and Hollis grabbed her ankles, spreading her legs wider and laying himself over top of her, his cock still buried inside her. He pounded her like that, his weight on her back forcing the air from her lungs and she gurgled and heaved for breath, saliva sputtering from her plump lips.

      “Oh God, Sean, oh my God,” she panted.

      Sean gently shushed her and stroked her hair, running his thumb over the shape of her ear.

      Between them, his own cock throbbed ferociously. This was far more powerful than he ever even imagined. This was even wilder than the first time. And the first time had shocked him. Was this the way he wanted his baby to be conceived?—his wife on all fours, pushed down in the sheets pinned below this huge man as he thrust his enormous cock in and out of her.

      Is this the way a baby should be made?

      Sean stroked his wife again, looking to Hollis whose face was twisted with focus, driving into his wife, his muscles twitching and gleaming. Sean said, “Hey …” Intending to suggest that this was maybe too much.

      But Hollis said, “I’m going to … mm, come.”

      Sean realized that’s what it was about. Hollis had to be induced into projecting his seed inside her. If this is what it took, then this is what they would need to do.

      He said, “Okay.” Letting it go.

      Now Hollis’s grip hauled Carly back up onto her knees, his weak little wife going along with it, propped up on her knees and elbows now as this big man fucked her hard.

      Sean watched her face up close as she came again. Whatever Hollis did, it worked for her and he could tell that she was coming.

      And then so was Hollis; roaring out loud and proud, gripping her hips hard, thrusting himself deep inside, holding, drawing back, doing it again and again, drawing back and driving himself deep and holding, Carly wailing, her hand clutched Sean’s wrist hard enough to hurt him, her nails digging into his flesh.

      She gasped, “He’s coming. Oh, he’s coming again.”

      Sean used his other hand to pry her grip before she drew blood.
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      When Sean awoke again, it must have been two or three in the morning, he figured. Knew that he’d been asleep for longer than a nap. His eyes opened—surprised to find himself face-to-face with his wife who was also awake. Her eyes were open, too, and her mouth agape. She looked to be in some distress. Stomach cramps, something internal…

      It was all very groggy, him still partially sleep, and it would be a few moments before he remembered the situation.

      “Carly,” he said, and he put a hand on her shoulder. He felt her rocking.

      There was a time on their honeymoon where Carly’s system disagreed with the local water. She spent a night with fierce stomach cramps. That was her face right now.

      A hand moved to her body, smoothing down to her tummy, caressing her over her navel. There was movement there, a rocking again. That hand pulled the sheets down and he saw that her legs were parted. One knee slightly bent toward him the other open and pointed to the ceiling, her legs parted. On her thigh lay an object, black against her skin.

      “What’s…?”

      It was all coming back to him now, each heartbeat bringing him to the present. Their donor. His testicles laying on her leg. The rocking?—Hollis had her from behind.

      “Oh, Carly…” he said, not able to hide a certain hurt. This was, of course, to be expected—just, when he had so much concern for her well-being, to find the truth to be that she was receiving another man couldn’t help but hurt him.

      She was still naked, the sheets pulled back now, her pale skin glowing from the moonlight that came in the apartment’s Lexan windows. At her waist he saw fingertips gripping her tightly. A black hand holding her steady while she was fucked. Each thrust into her made her gasp, and even though he was awake, she seemed to still wish to be quiet. So it was a squeaky sort of moan, and her gasping breath fluttered his eyelashes.

      He caressed her cheek now, admiring her face. She was so close to him, looking in each other’s eyes, though hers were glassy. It was as if he was the one inside her right now—he could imagine that it was him looking to inject his genetic material inside her. He could imagine, for the moment, that it was him bringing this wrought expression from her. His arousal was prompt and proud; the tip of his penis straining against the front of his pajama pants. As he watched her he hiked them down, somehow embarrassed by his own excitement; he got them to his knees, down to his ankles, doing it without Carly even realizing. Slowly, as he watched her face, his hand came to grip himself. He found it slippery, the pre-come already seeping from him.

      He stroked himself while he watched another man fuck her right in front of him. He watched every bit of her, every tendon as it pushed against her skin, the way her mouth opened and closed as she received Hollis’s thrusts. Everything about it was startlingly beautiful. But then she caught him. Her eyes lowered, saw the movement of his hand, realized that he was masturbating in front of her. She didn’t like the idea of him masturbating, even before tonight.

      “No,” she breathed softly. “No, Sean, don’t…”

      As Hollis continued steadily thrusting himself inside her from behind, Carly’s hands touched his stomach, down between his legs and the idea that she might touch him had his heart racing. But she didn’t, instead her two hands seeking his wrists and holding him steady, stopping him from stroking himself.

      She whispered, “Not in the bed… not in the bed, Sean…”

      Was she afraid his seed would somehow find its way between her legs? It was unlikely, but he understood. So he let himself be held, her hands gently circling his wrists—feeling the movements of her body as this other man continued to fuck her.

      His cock pulsed clear lubricant, running down his shaft like a stream, dripping onto the sheets and beading up in his pubic hair. His balls ached fiercely. He died for her touch right now.

      And then Hollis’s pace came quicker, not aggressive as he had earlier when he pushed her face in the sheets and flattened her little tummy to the bed, but enough to get himself to where he needed to be, suddenly grunting and bucking against her, Carly’s body jumping on the bed as the mass and force of their powerful donor heaved her body. Sean saw those testicles that lay on her thigh climb high, imagined them growing smaller as they flexed their contents inside his wife.

      Hollis grunted and groaned as if he also was trying to be quiet—like the two of them had started this little endeavor while Sean slept and had conspired to keep it between them. That notion stabbed at him in a frighteningly lubricious way. His heart jumped at the idea that they would share something between them. Of course, the whole idea for these two days was that they would share a lot between them. A lot as in as many times they could. A lot as in his seminal fluids. Up inside her.

      It was too much. His stomach cramped and his balls felt like someone held them in a vice. There was pain in his heart, pain in his stomach, pain between his legs. And his mind tumbled over and over as if it fell down a cliff side.

      He scrambled backward out of the bed, stumbled to his feet, his erection never harder in his entire life. He ached to touch it, but he hunched over holding his stomach and stumbling toward the bathroom, pulling up his pajama pants as he went. He heard Carly calling his name but he couldn’t stop. He wanted to be alone…

      

      He found his way through the open door to the bathroom in the dark, hand whisking to the side, finding the switch and turning on the halogens hidden in the ceiling. But when he closed the door it was blocked by two pale hands wrapping around the side.

      “Hold up, hold up, Sean,” Carly said in a whisper, pushing the door and coming in and standing with him now completely naked. She looked up to him and kissed him on the chin, one hand slipping down her stomach and clutching herself between her legs, not wanting that valuable seed to stream out of her. She said, “What’s going on?”

      Sean said, “Close the door,” as he backed himself to lean against the long marble counter, between their two stainless steel sinks.

      She closed the door and locked it, turned to him, hand still clutched between her thighs, saying, “What is it? Are you okay?”

      “Yes,” he said, “I just got… I don’t know… overwhelmed.”

      “I know,” she said. “I know… It’s a lot.” She came to him and pressed her thigh to his and leaned her shoulder against him, the two of them both looking into their empty shower stall.

      His heart still pounded, and he felt his pulse in his neck. Between his legs his penis was like a steel bolt and he knew if she were to tap it it would be like solid stone. They stood side-by-side for a long while, Carly clutching a hand between her legs, her head coming to fall against his shoulder. When his heart rate slowed, he said, “It really is a lot.”

      She said, “Did we wake you?”

      “I don’t know,” he said. “Maybe. I woke up, and I thought something was wrong with you.”

      “We just had another opportunity…” she said quietly. “We were trying to be quiet.”

      He said, “Carly would you tell me something…?”

      “Tell you what?”

      “Would you be truthful with me?”

      “Of course,” she said, and she looked to him now, resting her chin on his bony shoulder. Hands switching, her other one going between her legs, the first one coming to scratch at his chest. He could feel the slickness against his neck.

      He said, “Do you like it? Like it with Hollis?”

      “Like it… Like, you mean…?”

      “Having sex,” he said, turning down to look in her eyes.

      She didn’t look away, held his gaze, her expression falling to troubled. She said, “Yes. I suppose I do.”

      “You like it?”

      “Yes,” she said, still watching his eyes. He admired her honesty.

      She said, “Is that okay? I guess it hurts you…”

      “No,” he said, looking away now. “I think… I like it too.”

      “You like that I like it?”

      “I guess I do. I didn’t know what to think or what to expect. I guess it makes sense, doesn’t it? I wouldn’t want you not to like it…”

      She held his gaze but said nothing.

      He said, “He doesn’t hurt you?”

      “Hurt me?”

      “With his size.”

      “Oh,” she said, and now her eyes darted away.

      “Does he?”

      She looked back and said, “A little, I guess, but… I like it.”

      “Oh, wow,” he said, and he had to take a deep breath, leaning forward and putting his hands on his knees.

      “I’m sorry,” she whispered and rubbed her nails in circles in the center of his back.

      “No, it’s not even bad. I don’t know what I’m even feeling. I feel like I should be mad, but everything about this is just so right.”

      “It is, isn’t it?”

      He put his hand over his chest and said, “I think my heart is in a vice right now, but I don’t know…”

      “Don’t know what?” she said, and that hand that scratched circles on his back embraced him now, and she pressed her naked body to him.

      “Is it weird that I really do like this?”

      “No, why?”

      “I feel like it should be weird.”

      “We’re making our baby, Sean.”

      “I know, but it’s not just about our baby, this is so… Arousing. For me…”

      “Oh,” she said, and they both stared at the floor for a while before she said, “That’s a really good thing though, I think.”

      “Just don’t hurt my feelings,” he said.

      She said, “Sean, the last thing I ever want to do is hurt your feelings.” Now she kissed his neck.

      He said, “You didn’t want me to masturbate in the bed.”

      “No, I didn’t.”

      “You didn’t want me to accidentally—”

      “Don’t say that. Don’t say that… I mean, I guess it occurred to me. I just didn’t want you to do that. I wanted to do it for you.”

      “But you didn’t.”

      “But I want to.”

      He felt warmth spreading from his heart, the vice slowly scissoring away—not gone for good, but just letting some of that blood flow again. He straightened, and his eyes darted down, Carly’s following. His arousal was fierce still. It hurt. On his blue pajama pants, the point of his erection pushed itself out and there was a dark blue circle of wet. He pulled the waistband down and showed her.

      She said, “I’ll do it for you,” and with one hand between her own legs, reached to touch him and he stopped her, his turn to grab her wrist.

      He said, “Would you… Use your mouth on me…?”

      “On this…?” she said, motioning with her chin to the thing he held.

      “Yes,” he said. “Like you did with Hollis.”

      “You want that?”

      “Yes. Please, Carly.”

      She smiled, one side of her cheek pulling up and her eyes narrowing. She said, “I’d love to, Sean.”

      She turned to face him, kissed the hairy scruff between his nipples, kissed him above his navel as she lowered to her knees, squatting between his legs. She pulled his pajama pants down lower and helped him to step one foot out, his meager manhood bouncing before her eyes.

      She held the base of his erection between two fingers and thumb, looking at it, and he felt a sudden wave of self-consciousness. He’d always been enough for her before, but this evening she held something truly astounding. He felt strangely belittled. But she made no comment, only closed her eyes and opened her mouth, let him sink inside.

      He’d never been in her mouth before, never been in anyone’s mouth before. He didn’t know what to expect, but what he found was incredible. The fact that she would do this was so dirty. And he wanted to know his wife’s dirty side.

      She sunk him deep, lips right down into his pubic hair, drew back, plunged again and that was all he could stand. That soft, slippery, velvet feel of his wife’s tongue along the underside of his cock made him explode.

      He saw her flinch as he shot off inside her mouth with incredible force.
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      Sean woke with morning light flooding the bedroom. Face down in the bed, he lay on the right-hand side where his wife would normally sleep. As his eyes grew adjusted to the bright, he blinked, raised up on his elbows to look to the left. Carly lay between him and her donor. All three of them were naked, Carly peacefully sleeping, face placid, her breaths coming in soft puffs from her pouted lips. He wondered what she dreamed. Under the thin skin of her eyelids he could see her eyes flitting left and right.

      Hollis was awake, laying on his back staring at the ceiling, looking lost in thought. His hand came up, and he caressed the muscle of his chest. He blinked some more; the light catching the golden shades of brown in his dark eyes. He inhaled deeply, his head turning in the pillow to regard Sean. They didn’t say anything to each other, merely looked at each other with calm trepidation.

      Hollis sat up, the silky sheets sliding over his dark skin and gathering around his waist. He rubbed his face then looked out the window.

      Carly finally stirred, her eyes flickering open, going round and wide, closing then doing it over again as she came further awake. She inhaled and moaned; the moan became a laugh and she stretched under the covers. Sean watched her legs stretch out, and her toes make tents of the sheets at the foot of the bed.

      Carly saw her lover sitting next to her, and her thin white hand rested on the center of his broad back. She said, “Good morning.”

      Hollis repeated her groaning chuckle now and eyed her over his shoulder. A smirk spread, his plump smile crawling up to one side, indenting his cheek.

      “Good morning,” he said, his voice a deep baritone that sounded striking in the quiet stillness of the early-morning bedroom.

      Her hand caressed him in circles now, her thumb kneading his muscle. She said, “How did you sleep?”

      He turned at the hips, reached a hand around to hold hers. He said, “Great. How did you sleep?”

      “I was out cold.”

      “I was too,” he said.

      “I feel so tired this morning,” Carly sighed, “but it’s the good kind of tired.”

      Sean watched and bit his lip, wondering how long it would take before his wife remembered her husband was in the bed with them.

      Hollis said, “I’m starving.”

      Another appreciative groan from Carly. “I’m so starving too.”

      Yes, you both worked up an appetite…

      Hollis watched her now, the two of them looking into each other’s eyes and not say anything. After a long moment, Hollis said, “You think it took?”

      She shrugged, showed him a pleasant but noncommittal expression. “It might have.”

      “We’ve got more time.”

      “I need to eat first,” she moaned and hid her face.

      Hollis chuckled. Now his eyes moved up to regard Sean. He said, “What do you say? You hungry too?”

      Sean thought about it, waiting for Carly to turn and see him. Really see him. He watched her profile as her head turned on the pillow and she smiled at him.

      He said to her, “You want to order something in?”

      Carly purred, turned in the bed until her knees pressed his hip. She said, “Sounds good.”

      Hollis said, “Let’s go out.”

      Now Carly was turning away again. “Go out?”

      “Yes, let’s go out. Let’s get some fresh air and stretch our legs. Let’s get some good cuisine, I’m buying.”

      Carly’s legs stretched under the sheets again, and she rolled to her other side, her knees pressing against Hollis now. She said, “You’ll take us out?”

      Hollis said, “Where would you like to go?”

      She said, “I need about four pounds of good, healthy food…”
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        * * *

      

      They got dressed after showering—each taking their turn in the bathroom but making it quick—and half an hour later all three of them were getting out of an Ottobot near Houston Street. Hollis said he knew a place that Carly would like. Sean wondered how the hell this guy thought he would know what his wife liked already…
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        * * *

      

      The restaurant was an Indian place plugged into a former Jewish delicatessen in the Old Ward, and Carly really did like it.

      The old art déco building had been stripped and gutted, but its old-feel features were still there. Out front, the neon letters proclaiming DELICATESSEN remained, curved around the blunt-nose corner-entrance. Instead of pictures on the wall showing celebrity chefs and politicians, now it was paintings of Hindu gods and a large photo of an old man with glasses and a bed sheet that he was sure was Mahatma Gandhi. It had a decidedly British flavor too that you didn’t often see in Indian places these days—but Hollis was right, his Old Ward neighborhood had a certain aged authenticity you just didn’t get to see anymore.

      The staff knew Hollis, and as they came in, husband-and-wife owners gathered at the bustling counter with big smiles to greet him. He took the menus from them in a very familiar way, smiling and talking about the weather, shouting over the busy crowd, and he ordered a pot of black tea and a plate of puris before they even sat down.

      It was the wife that escorted them through the restaurant, packed this time of day, standing room only at the lunch counter that once served pastrami sandwiches and pickles.

      Hollis attracted attention, and Carly was up front—he wondered if she was smiling, feeling the influential man’s hand on the small of her back. Sean brought up the rear, mostly avoiding eye contact with the seated patrons but regarding them from his periphery.

      They were brought to a banquette at the back, in a raised section about two feet above the main floor. Carly stepped up carefully, and Hollis paused behind her with his hand still on her back, guiding her to go first into the booth.

      Carly had dressed casually, but still dressed up properly in a shirt and sweater combo and a wool skirt. She wore leggings and her loafers were polished till they gleamed.

      She made a funny face as she sat down and slid herself to the apex of the banquette. He asked her, “You all right?”

      She made a funny snarling sort of grimace and whispered, “I’m a little tender down there.”

      He stifled a groan and rested his hand over his stomach. There was something that charged him up knowing she still felt the effects of having sex with this big man last night; that he left her with more than his seed deposited inside her, he left her with experience, he left her feeling what he’d done to her.

      He said, “I hope you’re all right. I hope you’re not hurting.”

      Hollis slid to sit on her opposite side and he said, “What’s wrong?”

      Carly moved closer to him, said, “Oh, nothing. I was just telling Sean I’m a little sensitive.”

      “Something bothering you?”

      Sean said, “No, she means downstairs.”

      Hollis looked puzzled.

      Carly got close to him and cupped her hand to the side of his head and whispered in his ear.

      Hollis’s eyebrows raised as Carly related to him that his size and vigor had left her tender this morning.

      Hollis said, “Hold on,” and he raised a hand. The waiter was there within seconds, and Hollis asked for a glass of water and two aspirin.

      Carly said, “ASA is natural—thank you.”

      He patted her arm, and without asking her to, Carly hooked hers underneath his and they hugged their bodies together for a moment, Carly putting her cheek on his shoulder.

      She said, “Don’t worry about me. I actually feel amazing this morning.”

      “Amazing?” Sean said, opening the menu, its stiff spine crackling.

      “Blissful,” she sighed, and opened up her own menu.

      He set his down. “Blissful? What does that mean?”

      She saw what her husband might have inferred from what she said and her expression went serious. She set her menu down and rested her hands flat, her wedding band winking. She said, “Blissful, Sean. I think we just conceived our baby.”

      He nodded and pushed away the sullen expression that wanted to weigh down his features. “All right,” he said.

      Hollis said, “You okay, Sean? This is hard?”

      He shook his head no, eyes turned down and reading the breakfast entrées.

      Carly said, “He’s okay. He likes it.”

      His eyes darted up to see her with the menu up to her face her eyes turned down, oblivious she was revealing that bit of personal and private information.

      “Carly,” he said, his tone scolding.

      Her eyes flitted up, her mouth looked shocked. She said, “Oh, sorry. I thought that was nice…”

      Hollis said, “I think it’s cool. Cool that you like it.”

      Sean said, “You think it’s cool?” He bit at the inside of his cheek.

      Hollis hadn’t even opened his menu, but he tented his fingers over top of it and slid it around in a circle over the place mat. He said, “You’re a big man. A real big man.”

      Sean couldn’t tell if he was being taunted or not. He waited for more.

      Carly said, “He is a big man.”

      Now he saw his wife watching him across the table and her expression was earnest.

      “He’s so strong.”

      He liked the adverb strong over big. Because he was not a big man compared to Hollis the hero, the genetic superstar who loomed at least a foot taller than him, hands twice the size of his, sexual equipment maybe three times as large in volume, perhaps four. But yes, he was strong.

      Hollis said, “It’s not just Carly that got me here. I admire her. But it’s you, Sean, too. I admire that strength. You’re a strong man. A strong man will raise a strong child.”

      This made Carly grin, her eyes gleaming wet under the shaded dome light over the table. She looked at him admiringly.

      “Yeah?” he asked, kind of liking it now.

      Carly said in the exact same tone: “Yeah.”

      

      They’d wasted their time reading the menus because Hollis ordered for them, choosing five dishes for the whole table. Dhoklas, puttus, vellayapams—or something like that—and a whole bunch of other things he didn’t recognize; plus more tea, some juice, and lots of chutneys.

      Mostly they chatted about the weather and tiptoed around politics until the food arrived. The items were set in steaming platters in the center of the table and Hollis metered out the hot plates for them to serve themselves. But he was the one who put the items on Carly’s plate, and she asked what each one was, and Hollis would tell her what the ingredients were and how they were cooked, even sometimes talking about the history of the dish. They drank tea and ate. Hollis asked Carly if the aspirin made her feel better.

      Carly made a pinched sort of smirk, and Sean could tell she’d clasped her thighs together under the table. She rolled her eyes up like she was thinking about it. She said, “Yeah, I feel better.”

      With a mouthful of steamed idli, Hollis asked her, “Was I too rough?”

      Carly put a spoonful of upma with green onions in her mouth and shook her head no. She pursed her lips and then fanned her mouth as her dish was too hot. They all waited for her, watched her chew and swallow. She took a sip of water and said, “No, not too rough at all. You are really good.”

      “Thank you,” he said, smiling and watching the side of her face.

      She tilted her head and rolled her eyes. “Really good,” she repeated.

      Hollis rested a hand over top of hers. She moved a little closer till their shoulders touched. She said, “You’re just really big. Like a lot bigger than what I’m used to.”

      Hollis nodded, took a bite of his idla. He said, “You can tell me whatever you need. Tell me to go slow, tell me to go fast, not to go too deep… Whatever you need, you just have to tell me and I’ll do it.”

      Carly nodded, her eyes turned up as she was thinking. She said, “Okay,” and made a dry sort of croaking sound like she was hesitant to add something.

      Sean cleared his throat and said, “What is it?”

      To Hollis, she said, “You did everything right… I don’t think you can help your size…” Then she made a funny face, continued, “I think you should, you know, come inside me as deep as you can, anyway.”

      Sean’s stomach turned over, and he had to ease back from the table. It affected Hollis too, he stared straight ahead and Sean would swear the man was repeating those words over again in his mind. Sean’s heart raced. Hollis set his fork down with a loud clank on his plate. He gathered up his napkin and wiped his mouth. Carly looked between them, watching both their faces. She said, “Is that wrong? Should I not say that?…”

      Sean shrugged. It hurt him, stuck a blade inside him and twisted a little. But with that twist his wound was opened wide enough that liquid pleasure flooded where he’d been stabbed. He said, “No, it’s okay…” His mind moved quick but his words were slow. He said, “That’s… why we’re here. That’s the… point… in the whole… thing.”

      Hollis nodded along, watching Sean speak. He said, “Yes, Sean’s right… He’s right, it’s just hearing you say it…”

      Her cheeks had flushed and her eyes shone brightly again. Her lips had parted and Sean was sure her breaths were coming quick. She said, “If I shouldn’t have said that, I’m sorry. I was just being…”

      Hollis finished for her: “Clinical?”

      She nodded, eyes still alert. “Clinical,” she agreed.

      Hollis said, “Well it’s working.”

      “What’s working?”

      Hollis looked around the busy restaurant to make sure no one was watching. He put his hand over top of hers again then drew it underneath the edge of the table. Sean’s heart gave a loud thud like a slamming drawer. He bolted upright, his eyes wide. He watched as Hollis led his wife’s hand under the table in between his legs. He watched her shoulder move as her hand felt the man’s crotch. He watched his wife’s eyes as they gazed into Hollis’s. Watched his wife’s eyebrows raise high as she felt what the man wanted her to feel…

      Now her head tracked to the right, and she regarded Sean with an awkward smile. Hand still squeezing under the table. She said, “Wow.”

      Sean said, “Wow?”

      Hand still between Hollis’s legs, she leaned close to Sean and whispered, “He’s hard right now.”

      “I figured,” Sean said and while it hurt that this was happening, he knew the reason behind it, and he knew his wife’s sincerity. He said, “Do you think you should do it?…”

      “Do you think we should?”

      “Right now?… Yeah, we’ve only got this window, you’re supposed to do it is much as you can…”

      “Here?” she said. Instead of outright saying No, she began to look around, wondering if she could get away with it. That made his heart race harder. The idea that his wife might do it had his pulse racing…

      Hollis said, “What do you think?”

      Carly was still looking around, her shoulder moving as she rubbed his cock through his pants. She said, “Where?”

      Sean said, “Go to the bathroom. You’ve got your reproduction license…”

      That made Carly dart her eyes to Hollis. He gave her a small nod. “The bathrooms?” she whispered

      Hollis didn’t need any more encouraging, and now he reached between his legs and took her hand, slid out the opposite end of the banquette guiding Carly along behind him. She slipped out to stand as well, and he put his hands on her hips, guided her to stand in front of him. In the moment before she blotted the view between his legs, Sean could see the front of Hollis’s trousers tented out by his erection. Carly looked down and behind her, wondering what Hollis was doing, then realizing she needed to shield him so the patrons wouldn’t see his enormous baby-maker.

      “Okay, come on, come with me,” she said and shuffled down the two steps, walking slow so Hollis could be close behind her.

      Hollis said to Sean, “We’ll be right back.”

      Sean said, “Okay. I’ll be here.”

      Now he watched as his wife shuffled down the aisle toward the bathrooms, Hollis pointing the sign out over her shoulder as they squeezed through the crowd gathered at the counter.

      Carly hadn’t said a thing to him before she left. All she could think about was having sex with their donor…
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      Sean sat for five minutes but didn’t eat anything. Used the tines of his fork to poke through the idra, drawing lines in the green chutney and dissecting parsley leaves, but he didn’t put anything in his mouth. He thought he could sit there and wait, but after only a few minutes he was going out of his mind. What were they doing in the bathroom?

      Well, it was a stupid question. He knew what they were doing. But was Carly enjoying it?

      Another stupid question.

      He let his fork down onto the plate with a loud ceramic bash. He laced his fingers together, clenched his face and squinted up at the bright lights of the overhanging lamp. He could imagine what they were doing. Could imagine the sounds his wife was making right now as she acquired baby material from another man. Another man who drove deep pleasure into Carly, provoking sounds from her he’d never heard before. A man who brought a rosy shine to her face and a glassy, vacant quality to her eyes. And that smile on her face…

      He untucked his shirt from his pants, let it hang below the sweater. He was hard as a rock. Slipping along the banquette, he eased down the two steps adjusting the front of the sweater to make sure the shirttails covered the bowed out front of his pants.

      The closer he got to the bathroom the harder his heart pounded. The vision of the lit-up letters spelling out convenience room warbled and blurred. Then he was passing underneath, going down the old narrow hallway. He paused at the door that went into the washroom, worried about what he would hear. Then worried the door would be locked. That got him moving again, and he pushed with his tented fingers, relieved to feel the door push away in the frame.

      Now he was slipping inside, letting the door close behind him gently so it wouldn’t make a sound. There was no one else in the bathroom, but there were two people in one of the stalls. There were five stalls along one wall but he could tell which one they were behind. There was a soft, gentle gasping ballooning out the top of the cubicle frame. Syncopated breathy Carly sounds as she was fucked by Hollis.

      His feet shuffled along the tiles, keeping his back to the mirrored wall, then he opened the cubicle next to theirs and stepped inside. There was a gap between the dividing wall and the floor—about two feet of space below. He could see Hollis’s huge shoes.

      The man was seated, legs out wide, on the toilet. Inside that space Sean could hear his own wife gasping with pleasure right next to him. They had slowed when he came in, both of them aware that another patron had entered the washroom, but it didn’t stop them. Their breaths came quicker; Sean squeezed his erection through his pants.

      Carly began a soft moaning in time with the pounding. But then a new sound began. Soft breaths, the gentle whine of pleasure, then the soft whomping of flesh against flesh. Carly’s bottom bouncing in Hollis’s lap. Sean watched the space, watched Hollis’s shoes shift around on the floor. Hollis began grunting as well, a low grumbling sound that came with each thrust.

      As the gasping came at a more frenetic pace, Carly suddenly slipped from his lap and Sean watched his wife’s loafers come down hard on the floor on either side of the toilet. He watched the bend of her foot as she orgasmed on her lover’s huge cock; heard her cries of ecstasy and watched her legs shake. She was clutched to Hollis; he knew it. He could only see their feet but he knew his wife had her arms wrapped around his neck, grinding her bottom down on the huge erection buried deep inside her.

      Hollis was coming now too, his feet kicking, his grunts becoming groans. When he ejaculated inside her, Carly let out a loud, plaintive cry. It was a joyous sort of sound despite a certain lamenting in it. Lamenting the act was over. Lamenting the pleasure was done. But the delivery of this man’s seed was the whole reason they were even here.

      Sean pulsed pre-come inside his underwear and his stomach ached. He could hear both of them panting now, breathing and chuckling against each other. Carly set her feet flat on the ground, and she rose up off of Hollis. She stood now and must be leaning against the door of the cubicle.

      Carly said, “You look so amazing right now.”

      Hollis’s deep voice: “You do too. Show it to me.”

      Carly gasped. “Show it to you?” Her voice was a soft hiss.

      “Take your hands away and show it to me.”

      There was a long moment of silence and then Carly’s feet shuffled and he could see her loafers spreading a little wider on the floor and he was sure his wife was showing the mess between her own legs to the man who’d made it.

      Hollis’s deep voice again: “Now that looks amazing.”

      “Doesn’t it?” Her voice was light and happy.

      “It looks amazing, Carly. You’re going to be an amazing mother.”

      Despite the hurt it put in him, there was something warm and tender about Hollis’s words. Soft pleasure began to thud with the emotional hurt that was pounding through his bloodstream right now.

      They were muttering things to each other now and Sean couldn’t make out what they were saying. She was whispering and Hollis was chuckling. Sean watched the big man’s shoes move around now, and then Carly’s moving. He watched Carly’s shoes shuffle around till she was facing away, her face must be right against the cubicle door. Hollis moved forward, sitting on the edge of the toilet. Kissing sounds came, and there was only one thing it could be…

      

      Hollis’s lips on Carly’s backside. Maybe kissing her rump, maybe kissing the backs of her thighs. Maybe even if she bent over far enough, the man could be suckling at her sex. But then wouldn’t he be removing the seed he’d just put in there? Sean groaned again, grabbed at his stomach as the spicy chutney whirled a lazy dust devil inside him.

      Now Hollis was standing again, the sound of the toilet seat groaning as his weight came off it. Sean watched his big size 14 shoes come around on either side of Carly’s size 6 loafers. Low grumbling again, the big man whispering in his wife’s ear.

      Sean’s ears were alive, picking up every sound in the silent bathroom. He could hear the soft mucous membrane sounds as that huge cock slid inside her, Hollis doing her again right away, this time from behind. Carly let out a gasp; he watched his wife’s loafers go up on their toes. She made a pained, complaining sound as he entered her—but then the whomping of flesh again,  and any sound of displeasure was replaced with Carly’s gasps of lust.

      Hollis fucked her hard from behind until the vestibule door was banging in its frame. Carly cried and cried as she was taken. Her feet slid around on the tiled floor like she was dancing. She was powerless against this man. His thrusts had her shaking and sliding, and his poor wife was holding onto the door as best she could.

      Sean wiped at his brow and looked at the inside of the door of his vestibule. There were two coat hooks set in it. Now he could picture Carly holding on for dear life right next to him, locked in that sweaty little sex box, her two pale hands gripping similar stainless steel hooks, supporting her weight, holding himself in place while their donor fucked her from behind.

      Then it was happening again, Hollis growling and groaning, banging her hard, holding himself deep, withdrawing and plunging again. Each time he drove deep inside her, Carly cried out. Each time he thrust inside her, the door banged and rattled. Sean stroked over the front of his pants and could feel gleaming warm wet under the fabric. He ached to be the one who was doing this for his wife. He ached to be giving her this pleasure; he ached to be giving her a baby.

      He listened again as the breaths came ragged and hard, long and panting, Hollis’s chest heaving against Carly’s back. After a long while, they started chuckling again. Long, funny, embarrassed sounds. Then he heard a zipper being drawn up, the jangle of a belt buckle. He watched Carly’s feet turn around so she was face-to-face with Hollis. He could see her knees bending as she straightened her skirt. She said to Hollis, “I think that one did it.”

      Hollis chuckled. “You think that was the one?”

      “That felt like a good one,” she laughed.

      “Was it deep enough for you?”

      Carly’s high lilting laugh. Then: “It was deep.”

      They came closer together, Sean was sure they were embracing. They kissed. Wet mouth sounds now. Then Hollis’s deep voice again: “You’re going to be the best mother.”

      Carly’s whisper: “I know.”

      They were silent for a long time, just holding each other. Carly turned, the lock clicked, and the two of them shuffled out into the bathroom. Sean rose, feeling bad he’d hidden next to them while they did that, feeling embarrassed for them given the soft and dirty things they said to each other. Intimate things. But he had to be honest. He unlocked his own door, stepped out into the bathroom.

      Carly and Hollis were washing their hands at the sink, both of them turned to see who was coming out of the vestibule, both of them raised their eyebrows seeing Sean. He came to the sink next to them. Hollis asked him, “You still okay?”

      “Yes,” he said, just looking at his own reflection in the mirror as he scrubbed his hands with hot water.

      Carly was watching him, shaking water off her hands before going to the auto-dry. Her eyes never left him.

      As Hollis joined her, putting his hands under the almost silent hot air blast, Carly smiled then came to stand behind him at the sink. She looked over her shoulder at him, watching his eyes in the mirror. He smiled for her, a truthful smile, but pained just the same. A difficult smile that was hard to muster, but he did mean it.

      She said, “I’m sorry if it’s hard. I know what you’re going through. Well—I don’t know, but you just keep letting me know. Don’t shut me out.”

      “Okay,” he said, sniffed, then asked, “You did it twice?”

      She grimaced, but held his gaze. “Yes,” she said.

      He lowered his eyes now. She hugged him, stroked his chest. As Hollis dried his hands under the hot air beam, she let one hand drift down along his stomach over his shirttails. She knew what she would find—suspected what she would find—and she was right. She caressed the hump that pressed out the front of his pants.

      She said, “Why don’t you come with me into the stall? Come in there with me and I can do that thing again with my mouth…”

      He smiled, his heart flooding with warm love for her. He put his hand over top of hers, made her squeeze him through his pants. He said, “I’d like that. Let’s wait till we get home…”
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      Instead of taking an Ottobot back to the apartment, they decided they’d walk. The Old Ward was bustling with street traffic, but soon they were cutting across Regency Park where the crowds thinned. At one point walking its gravel path, Sean took Carly’s hand. They walked side-by-side and Hollis was on Carly’s right. She squeezed Sean’s hand, then with her right hand sought out Hollis’s. He looked down, then gripped her small delicate fingers between his.

      While they walked and talked, Sean watched how small Carly’s hand looked in the big man’s. It made him contemplate the size and strength of the baby he would raise. It was exciting. He would be a good father and he would raise a strong son or daughter.

      By the time they were crossing into their neighborhood, the upscale but completely modern and newly built J’nzhǎn Ward, Hollis was beginning to divulge tales of the war. No guts and glory stories, just behind-the-scenes of being in a brutal forward operating base in Europe. It was sad sometimes, but also heartwarming at other times, too. Carly took on a somber expression and chewed the inside of her cheek while Hollis spoke.

      They were silent in the lobby of the Mandarin and continued to stay silent in the elevator ride to their apartment. Once past the front door, Carly trudged languidly to the living room sofa and fell on it. She moaned. Sean asked her what was wrong, and she said, “Nothing is wrong at all. I feel a-mazing. The big breakfast, a nice walk in the fresh air. The simple things… but they’re so awesome…”

      And don’t forget your experience in the bathroom.

      As if she knew it too, she drew her knees up and lay on her side, like she was keeping the seed in her belly. Hollis strolled in, hands in his pockets, eyes cast out and looking at their view of the city. He said, “What do you want to do now?”

      Carly said, “I need a nap.”

      Sean winced. There was something he needed, and now she’d forgotten. Though he lost his full raging erection somewhere in the park, it had never gone completely away. Just walking with his wife while she held another man’s hand had him excited for some reason.

      Hollis agreed with Carly. “Yeah, that would be all right,” he said, and he sat down on the other end of the couch. Carly straightened her legs and Hollis took her ankles, then in a somehow territorial move, he eased both her loafers off and set them on the floor. He began to rub her feet.

      Sean said, “I think I’m going to change into something comfortable.”

      Both of them grunted some sort of affirmation that they’d heard him, but Carly closed her eyes and made a purring sound as their sperm donor rubbed her feet with his huge strong hands. Sean stood a moment longer, watching his wife’s toes flex under the black woolen tights she wore. And he couldn’t take it anymore, felt himself getting aroused again, returning to full hardness.

      In the bedroom, he shod his casual wear and put on clothes for lounging around the house. Something stretchy, something baggy. Something that would hide his arousal. With a baggy sweatshirt and loose cotton lounging pants, he returned to the living room.

      There was part of him fully prepared to see the two of them coupled together, pants pushed down to their knees, maybe him over top of her, doing her from behind like an animal, maybe Carly on her back, her knees up rubbing his hips while his bare ass rose up and down, his huge tool stabbing deep…

      But they were napping. Both of them exhausted and sated. They’d fallen asleep while Hollis had rubbed her feet. His hands still cradled them.

      Both of them breathed softly and Sean took a spot in the lounge chair opposite the couch and watched them. With their eyes closed, he handled himself over his pants, considered just taking it out and getting it over with. Considered heading down to the bathroom and doing it where there would be no chance he’d be caught—but he sure would like to look at the two of them while he did it…

      In the end he did nothing. Fell asleep while watching them.

      It was only a few hours that he napped, but when he awoke his wife and their donor were at it again…

      

      It was late afternoon now, and the sun was descending from its highest point. Squares of afternoon light fell on the couch and lit up another torrid display.

      Carly had woken, changed her direction on the couch and now she was at Hollis’s side. Hollis still sat with his back against the V of the arm and the seat back, he had one arm curled around Carly. They kissed. Their mouths moved softly and slowly, suckling on each other’s lips. Wet sounds of smacking and soft groaning now too; the passion beginning to build between them.

      Carly whispered in Hollis’s ear. He caressed her shoulder, his other hand coming to rest over her sweater, stroking on her tummy. He nodded, they pulled their faces back but said nothing. Carly did it again, easing forward, inching up his body a little so she could whisper in his ear again. Hollis nodded again, and they looked at each other’s eyes for a moment.

      One more time… Carly used her elbows to get close to his ear, cupped her hand on his cheek and whispered to him. Hollis stroked her stomach.

      Then the eye contact again, the two of them looking into each other, communicating something. Hollis’s thumb stroked her middle.

      Carly asked him: “Can you go again?”

      Hollis gave a slow and single nod.

      They kissed, this time holding their lips together and rocking their heads. Their breaths soon came slow and heavy, long snorts as the passion renewed. Hollis’s hand rose up from her stomach and caressed her breasts over top of her sweater. Carly’s did the same, moving downward instead; starting on his hard stomach then squeezing his penis through his pants.

      It wasn’t long before Carly’s legs were squirming, her thighs rubbing together, and she became so aroused she couldn’t contain it.

      He’d never been more glad to be wearing loose pants. It hurt that she’d forgotten him, but he was still included. Still allowed to sit and be present while his baby was made. But he wondered how these things normally went. Was it always like this? Was the wife always insatiable? When donors visited, was it routinely a marathon of sex like horny bunnies? How many wives wanted it like this?

      Now Carly was whispering in Hollis’s ear again, raising up on her knees. It pushed her rump up in the air, and Hollis’s hand draped over her buttock as she whispered to him. His long fingers traced down to find the hem of her skirt and he slowly lifted it. It was revealed to Sean it wasn’t really tights that Carly wore but long stockings held up with garters. He could see the creamy white flesh of her thigh, so pale against Hollis’s hand. The big man’s fingers pressed shallow divots into her softness.

      Still Carly whispered. Sean groaned. He said, “What are you whispering about?”

      He gave her so much leeway but he hated feeling left out.

      Carly kept whispering, finishing what she had to say. Then she was backing off the couch, extending her hand, holding Hollis’s for a moment, the two of them squeezing each other then letting go.

      She came to the lounge chair, straightening her skirt as she went. Her stocking feet made no sound. She put her hands on the armrests on either side of him, getting close.

      He asked her again, “What were you whispering?”

      She said, “I want something beautiful, and I wanted to make sure it was okay with Hollis before I do it.”

      “What is it?”

      “You’ll see.”

      She rose to stand above him, extended her hand to him now. He gave it to her, felt the warmth of her flesh in his grasp. He stood, looking in her eyes, the light behind him making her pupils shine. She took a step back, and he took a step forward. Hollis rose too, and Carly extended her other hand to him.

      Now she was almost giddy, acting shy but committed to what she’d started.

      She walked backward, leading them down the hall to the bedroom, one of their hands in each of hers. At the bedroom door she let them go, turned and entered. They followed.

      At the foot of the bed she turned again. She said, “Sean, come stand at the side of the bed.”

      Hollis came in to stand next to her, unbuttoning his shirt as he walked.

      Carly watched him for a moment, standing right next to him, seeing his beautiful black muscle revealed in the open halves of his shirt. She ran her fingertips over the hard muscle of his stomach, biting her lower lip.

      She looked again to Sean, said, “Now you. Take your clothes off…”

      

      Sean was reluctant to undress in front of them. Carly had given her instruction and then left him to do it.

      Now her hands were inside Hollis’s open shirt as he pulled it off and down his arms. She caressed his chest, his shoulders. Her fingernails drew lines down his muscular arms.

      Hollis pulled her in for a kiss, her body pressed against his, he stooped so their lips could meet and Carly went on her toes. While they made out, Hollis drew down the zipper on her skirt and let it fall to the floor.

      Now Carly was in her shirt and sweater, the shirttails hanging down to hide her panties—if she wore them—and just the black straps holding up the pinched tops of her black knitted leggings. It was the most unexpectedly sexy thing he’d ever seen. He groaned, found the strength to remove his shirt at least. He tossed it aside and put a knee on the bed.

      Carly caught him. “Your pants, too. And then get up on the bed, sit up in the pillows.”

      “What are you going to do?”

      She smiled. “You’ll see.”

      They resumed kissing and Hollis’s fingers gathered her shirt and sweater, slowly lifted them. Carly see-sawed, her body rubbing against his as her tops were lifted; she raised her arms over her head and Hollis pulled them free and tossed them away. Carly’s lustrous hair swayed and danced on her bare back. She hadn’t worn a bra. She hadn’t worn panties. Now she was there in a garter and stockings and nothing else.

      He asked her, “Didn’t you wear panties to the restaurant?”

      Hollis answered. “No, she didn’t.”

      Sean groaned again, felt a knot tightening at his core, an internal struggle as he tried to comprehend his wife. She was kissing Hollis’s chest, her hands together at his waist and undoing his belt. It wasn’t long before the zipper was down and the pants fell to the floor. Hollis hadn’t worn underwear either. His cock pointed downward but was swollen, enormous. Carly rubbed her stomach against it, kissed his chest and cupped his testicles in one hand, milking his manhood with the other. Hollis kissed the top of her head.

      Now Carly was backing away, leading Hollis to follow, this time not by the hand but by the penis. She brought him to the bed, climbed up, let his cock go and it tapped against his thigh. She rolled to get on all fours, walking like a cat up the bed to meet Sean at the pillows. She looked down and showed disappointment.

      “You’re supposed to have your pants off.”

      He said, “Why do I have to have my pants off?”

      Hollis got on the bed, coming behind Carly on his knees. She said, “Take your pants off, Sean.”

      “Why?”

      “Just do it, please. It’s special…”

      “What is it?” There was a timid sound to his voice.

      She said, “Are you shy? Are you embarrassed for Hollis to see your penis?”

      “No…”

      “Don’t be, Sean. It’s beautiful. Your penis is amazing. You’re my husband and you’re perfect. So perfect. Don’t be ashamed to show it to us.”

      He straightened his legs, but was reluctant. She was eager to get started, and couldn’t wait for him; now extended a hand, slipped it under the waistband of his sweatpants and tugged downward. His hands came to stop her.

      She said, “Don’t be shy, Sean. You’re not as big as him, I know. But it’s still a beautiful thing you’ve got.”

      Something in her words made him mad, something else guided his hands to move away and let her pull his pants down. She slid the cotton down his thighs, he lifted his butt up off the bed with his heels. She pulled his sweatpants off and threw them away. His cock was as hard as it could be. It was out for everyone to see. It wasn’t that he was ashamed of it, it’s just that it didn’t look anything like what the man that was giving her their baby had. What he had between his legs was so different and the effect Hollis’s had on Carly was pronounced. Carly didn’t care, smiled when she saw his erection, and he caressed her arms.

      “What’s happening?” he asked her.

      Still on all fours, she got over top so their faces were almost touching. She whispered, “I wanted to make sure it was okay with Hollis and he said it is. I want to put you in my mouth, okay?”

      He swallowed audibly. “Okay.”

      “I’m going to put you in my mouth and Hollis is going to take me. I want you to come inside my body at the same time he does.”

      Sean reeled, it felt like there was nothing behind him; he was going to fall off the edge of a cliff. He felt at once ashamed and unworthy but also simultaneously loved completely and understood. He squeezed her arms tight as if to prevent himself from falling off that cliff. His heart pounded and his vision was blurry but he could see her beautiful face smiling at his. She loved his reaction.

      “Okay?” she whispered.

      “Okay,” he said, and she was already moving, her lips pressing and kissing on his collarbone, suckling on his skin down his chest. As her kisses moved lower, her hand stroked his erection. He didn’t want to look. Didn’t want to be reminded of the size difference in scale with her pretty hand. So he looked to the ceiling.

      It was heaven feeling her warm velvety mouth encompass him fully. The soft sucking sounds, and her head bobbing. Slowly his eyes tracked down and he could see Hollis preparing himself behind Carly. He’d been stroking his erection, and it was tremendous now. He laid it over her bent over rump, the thing black and intimidating against her pale softness. Carly swayed her hips, felt his hard heavy thing gliding over her. It was up to her tailbone. That’s how deep he would go. The likelihood of conception had to be a hundred percent with the man’s size and capability. He had the largest delivery system a man could have.

      Sean groaned, raised a forearm across his eye—still he wanted to look. He raised it to his brow, squinted and watched as Hollis drew his hips back and let the big round helmet nestle in Carly’s folds. He guided himself into her, doing it slow, the crackling sounds of his penetration loud in the room. Carly blurted air around his penis in her mouth. She moaned, and Sean could see her thighs flexing, her rump pushing back, eager for the man’s penetration.

      And then it was happening: Carly’s mouth bobbing on his erection, one of her hands squeezing and tugging on his testicles. Hollis’s big hands wrapped her narrow waist, and he fucked her carefully. Each whomp of his hips brought the slightest jiggle to Carly’s flesh. Hollis was being gentle, careful not to hurt his tender wife. It was somehow a heartwarming and beautiful moment. He even met Hollis’s gaze a few times. The two men conjoined with this beautiful woman, the two of them providing her with a product, providing her with the nurturing care she would need, each of them serving different roles but doing it with the same wonderful intent.

      His vision grew hazy, and he caressed his wife’s neck and shoulders while she sucked him. She seemed to be good with her mouth now; or at least good at anticipating her husband’s arousal. When he would get too close, she would slow and stop squeezing his testicles. The whole time she was taking her lover from behind she was timing their mutual eruption. She wanted it to be simultaneous.

      Then the next thing, Hollis and he were working together. The eye contact was back, the two of them very serious about what they were doing. Sean lay on his back with his legs out like a frog, his wife’s head bobbing and rolling in his lap. Her huge black lover taking her from behind, trying to put his seed deep inside her. Both of them began to make grimaces, baring their teeth, their brows lowered. Sean matched Hollis’s breaths, both of them heaving lusty sounds.

      They timed it right.

      Hollis went first, squeezing Carly’s narrow waist tight, his big strong fingers pinching her soft flesh, Carly crying out around Sean’s cock. Hollis roared and thrusted deep. Sean erupted in his wife’s mouth. Carly moaned, the airy sound closing off as she sealed her lips around his erection. He ejaculated in her mouth, filled her up until she was snorting. Hollis was withdrawing and thrusting again, roaring and grunting each time. Then Carly was down on her elbows, her face off his cock, her cheek on the inside of his thigh. He saw her pouty lips hanging open, semen spilling onto his thigh. She moaned and gasped and Sean was sure she was also having an orgasm. He stroked her hair and watched her.
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      It was almost three in the morning when Hollis woke Sean up by rummaging around the room. It was the sound of the zippers on his suitcase being jingled. Sean roused, looked around the dark room, could see Hollis crouched down on the floor lit by the pale twinkling lights of the city.

      Carly still lay on the bed, in the middle, face down and naked. She still wore her garter and stockings.

      Now Hollis was at the side of the bed, he whispered to Sean, “Do you have condoms?”

      Still groggy, out of it, Sean said, “Condoms?… Yeah, in the drawer.” He pointed weakly at the nightstand table.

      Hollis opened it quietly, rooted around until he felt what he was looking for. In his other hand he held a tube; Sean gathered that’s what he had retrieved from his luggage.

      He asked, “What’s happening?”

      Hollis didn’t answer, instead walking around the foot of the bed to resume his spot on the other side of Carly. Sean was on his side now, caressing the small of Carly’s back. Her skin was warm where he laid his hand and he wondered if there was something growing now.

      Carly made soft little groans in place of snores. Now Sean could see Hollis on his back, his shape black against the white of the sheets. The skyscraper lights traced the curves of his muscles in a pale blue. The guy was erect.

      Taking his cock in one hand, he held it upright toward the ceiling. He had the condom packet open and put a rubber over the tip, struggling to stretch it over his size.

      Carly was stirring. Her face was flattened against the pillow, her lips pouting. She frowned squinting at him. “What time is it?” she asked him.

      “Almost three,” he said, watching Hollis again, and rubbing her back.

      Carly grunted, closed her eyes like she would go back to sleep. Sean drummed his fingers on her shoulder blade.

      “What…?” she mumbled.

      Hollis was up, on his knees now straddling Carly’s thighs.

      That woke her up; her eyebrows raised and her eyelashes fluttered. Her head lifted from the pillow looking to see over her shoulder what was happening.

      “Shh,” Sean soothed her.

      “What’s going on?”

      Now Hollis was over her back on all fours. Big hands on either side of her shoulders, the tip of his latex covered cock tapped at her tailbone.

      Hollis said, “I want you to relax for me.”

      Carly struggled to come awake. Her eyes fluttered again, and she rounded her eyes. “What? Relax?…”

      She lifted up on her elbows, Hollis rested a huge black hand in the center of her back.

      “Stay like that,” he urged her.

      She listened to this guy they barely knew—though he’d been vetted by the clinic and the administration—allowed him to take control even in the bedroom. Even when their conception was already assured.

      The hand he placed on her back slipped lower, fingers dragging, plucking at the edge of her garter belt. He said, “You have such a beautiful body.”

      Carly squirmed, the man’s words having an effect. “I do?”

      “You are unbelievable,” he said, his hand going lower, caressing over her butt cheek. He dug a thumb in it, then his other hand was there. The big man on his knees now, both his large hands on her pale white buttocks. With his thumbs, he peeled her apart like an orange. Exposed her anus, tugging high enough that her pussy would show.

      “So perfect,” he said.

      Now he reached out, took the small tube he’d held in his hand from off his pillow. He squirted something into a palm, rubbed his two hands together and stroked over the condom.

      Carly’s whispered to Sean, “What’s he doing?”

      “I don’t know…”

      Carly did nothing to inquire further; lay there submissive, trusting the man they’d invited to their bedroom. Now his hands were back, and he ran the underside of four fingers up between her thighs, then through the crack of her bottom. He massaged her asshole, and Carly sang a low note. Sean watched her hips rise up, exposing herself fuller to this examination.

      Sean was hard again. Stiff as a spear, the tip of his cock poking into the bedding. He freed it, but kept it covered with sheets before Carly told him to.

      Now Hollis guided his cock down the seam of her ass and Carly inhaled deeply and held it. Her eyes were wide and unblinking as she anticipated what he would do.

      As Hollis pushed himself into her, Sean watched her black stocking feet come up and her arches curled. She protested sounds of complaint and gathered up sheets in her fists. Her once wide open face pinched closed.

      He whispered, “You okay?”

      She puffed her cheeks like she was going to blow out a candle; but she nodded yes.

      “You’re okay?”

      She nodded again.

      Sean watched, saw the great difficulty Hollis had getting inside her now. It dawned on him…

      “Where is he putting it?”

      Carly didn’t answer, just shook her head no this time.

      “He’s not putting it where he should?…”

      Now she nodded yes.

      “Is that okay?”

      She nodded yes again.

      He squeezed and rubbed her arm and Hollis sank himself deeper. Sean was sure it wasn’t her vagina he was entering. And it occurred to him, sleepy cobwebs clearing from his vision: a condom? Why would he want a condom?

      This was not procreation…

      

      Sean sat up, hips even with Hollis’s now. He could see the man’s black hands silhouetted against his wife’s pale flesh. His thumbs separated her cheeks and his enormous penis was pushing into her anus.

      “What are you doing?”

      “It’s okay.”

      Sean’s eyes were glued to where the man’s organ penetrated his wife. He said, “That’s not for procreation.”

      Hollis said, “No, it’s for Carly…”

      Sean sat back on his heels. Bewildered. Carly hadn’t said no. Had felt him putting that thing in her bottom hole and hadn’t squirmed away or told him not to do it.

      Now the man stroked it in and out of her. Just a bit, just a few inches slipping in and out of her ass. Hollis leaned forward, guided Carly’s hand down to her side. She was bewildered too, eyes closed, face still pinched. Once Hollis guided her hand underneath her, she knew what the man wanted.

      Sean watched below Hollis’s cock and could see her glossy clear-coated fingernails slipping over her sex. Carly fingered herself and stroked over her button while this big man took her ass.

      Sean put a hand over his heart. It was fluttering under his palm. This was not in the agreement. This was not in the paperwork. This wasn’t procreation—this wasn’t anything. What the hell was it?

      He leaned back farther on his heels, put his hands out behind him to support his weight. His cock stuck straight up from his lap, glistening with his own pre-come. He started to smile and then chuckle. His beautiful wife, his introverted and shy sexually inexperienced wife, lay face down and naked wearing only stockings, her heels kicked up, her ass being penetrated by another man’s huge organ. And she fingered herself. Brought herself pleasure. This wasn’t procreation. This was just that: pleasure.

      He laughed hard enough his shoulders shook. He should be mad but he was the opposite. With the soles of his feet down on the bed, he leaned forward and hugged his legs; chin sitting on his knees he watched this beautiful sight. Watched as this other man delivered bizarre, almost degrading pleasure to the most wonderful person Sean knew. Watched her take that big thing and watched her fingers mash down on her pleasure stripe.

      Slowly her mouth fell open and her gasps puffed across her pillow. He watched her pouted lips begin to open and close the closer she came to her orgasm.

      When she finally did, she kicked her heels up higher and squirmed underneath him. Hollis let his cock withdraw from her, and the condom shone with her wet. Carly drew her knees up as best she could, but Hollis was still between them. She arched her back as she drew out her pleasure, her fingers rubbing in hard fast circles over her sex.

      When she was done, she was panting. Sean wanted to bring his hands together and applaud for them, but he didn’t want to attract attention to himself and spoil the moment.

      Carly panted. “Oh wow, oh my gosh, what was that, what was that?…”

      Hollis lowered and kissed her shoulder. She cooed and squirmed underneath him, smiling broadly. “That was incredible,” she said.

      “I didn’t hurt you?”

      “A little,” she said. “But not enough to make me want to stop.”

      Hollis chuckled, a deep baritone rumble in his chest. Sean watched Carly’s stocking feet stroke at the man’s muscular thighs and haunches. When her eyes fluttered open, she writhed underneath him to lay on her back. With her hands, she pushed on the man’s lean, muscular body; he fell on his side and onto his back.

      Carly was on him in an instant, lips kissing at his chest and sternum. Sean watched her hands grip his balls then come up and stroke his cock. She found the condom. It was one of his condoms, and while they weren’t the tightest fit on him, the rolled edge pinched a deep line into Hollis’s erect girth, strangling his huge size.

      Carly’s nails fumbled with the latex, tearing it; a split shot through it, the man’s dark meat bulging through the latex now. With alternating hands, she scrolled rapidly up his shaft and flung it away where it made a sticky sound somewhere on the floor.

      Then the hurt was back as Carly took Hollis in her mouth.

      She used both hands, stroking, her mouth bobbing up and down in unison, her grip swirling and squeezing.

      Hollis was instantly at the edge. His head shot back, and he made a deep groan. His knees raised, one of his hands caressed the back of Carly’s head.

      “That’s it, that’s it,” he said.

      Again: this was not procreation. This was pleasure. But not his wife’s pleasure—the man’s pleasure.

      He wanted to interject, but sat there stunned, still hugging his legs. His mouth fell open as he watched his wife work.

      When Hollis was close, she pulled back to watch. Two frail hands struggled with the man’s girth, both stroking up and down, her eyes lowered and watching with eager lust to see his eruption.

      At the first spurt she made a gasping, almost joyous sound. Then her mouth was over it, plunging the huge cock head against her palate while one hand still stroked.

      Hollis roared and bucked, being careful not to hurt her, still palming the back of her head. His body twisted in the sheets, and every muscle stood out against his sweat-shined skin as he continued to ejaculate in Carly’s mouth.

      When it was done, and Hollis remained still again but breathed heavy, Carly kept his erection squeezed with her lips. Sean watched the muscles of her neck work as she swallowed. Slowly, she drew her lips up his shaft and suckled the very tip of him. A pearl appeared in the cup of the man’s urethra and she suckled that too. Then she collapsed in his lap, her face hugging his thigh. His cock fell to the side then worked downward to hang between his legs right at her nose.

      “Wow,” she sighed and licked her lips.

      Sean said, “What was that?”

      She didn’t answer, breathing heavy, eyes open but glossy looking.

      He said again: “What was that?”

      “I don’t know,” she said.

      “That wasn’t procreation. What was it?”

      She shrugged one shoulder, still not looking at him. She said, “Intimacy, I guess.”

      “Intimacy wasn’t in the paperwork,” he said.

      She whispered, “Are you mad?”

      “Yes and no,” he said which was pretty accurate.

      “Don’t be mad,” she said.

      “I don’t want to be.”

      Hollis stroked the side of her head now, pulling the hair back from her face, looking down his body at her laying in his lap. His thumb caressed the top of her ear.

      She said, “Intimacy is good. Intimacy is good for the conception.”

      “Is it?”

      “That’s why you’re here. You’re part of it too.”

      “I am” he said, nodding. “I am.”

      “Do you see it now?”

      “I do.”

      “I know I’m pregnant, Sean. I know it,” her hand came down and rested below her navel and above the garter’s trim. “But the intimacy is… I don’t know, the icing on the cake. It makes me feel good, and that produces hormones that will feed the pregnancy, Sean.”

      Hollis said, “Kiss her. Kiss your wife.”

      He looked up to see the man with one hand on his wife’s head and the other cupped behind his own as he rested on the pillows. His legs splayed wide, Carly curled between them, the man’s big penis resting right next to her face.

      Carly was into it right away. She smiled, lifted her cheek off Hollis’s lap. She put a hand out, and Sean went to his hands and knees, crawled over the man’s leg. Carly hugged an arm around his back, and he kissed her on the mouth. She was salty, she smelled like bleach, and her lips were slippery. But she was his beautiful wife, and he loved her.

      They kissed for a long time, and he took her mouth like he hadn’t done ever; with a hunger, with a passion that had been missing in the relationship. Both of them too timid to dig deep and find what was inside them. Here it was laid out for them and it was beautiful. So in the lap of their donor, his huge sex organ resting under their chins, Sean kissed his wife and caressed her neck until all three of them were laughing.
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      An oblong of warm light drawn through the dark from the bathroom was an invitation. They were in there without him.

      It was past midnight. They’d gone in there while he slept, but they left the door open. It was a welcoming portal. The dark blue of the room, twinkling lights of the city past the Lexan beyond; then this warm passage from dark to light. An offering. There for him to take if he wanted.

      Totally naked, he rose from the bed, came to stand in the open doorway to the bathroom. His wife and Hollis were together again.

      Come morning, their contracted time would be over. Copulation was to fill this window of time and they’d fulfilled it. Even now, the two of them rising in the middle of the night and coming in here to get work done.

      He was already hard, standing now on the tile floor by the counter getting closer to the shower stall. Hollis and Carly were in there, the windows fogged but he could see their blurry shapes. He could see Hollis’s large black body, a pale arm wrapped around the narrow small of his back. Then between him and the tiled wall, he could see the pale form of his wife.

      The two of them were kissing, caressing each other.

      He watched from the sink, settling himself back to rest his bare ass on the marble—then instantly changing his mind.

      Intimacy.

      He wasn’t a spectator.

      He wasn’t a participant, but he wasn’t a spectator.

      He was an intimate partner.

      With a smile, he crossed to put his hand on the chrome handle of the glass shower wall. He opened it, stepped into the steamy cubicle. He was well-received.

      Their kiss broke, and Carly smiled and made eye contact with him. Hollis smiled too, glancing over his shoulder. Then they were kissing again.

      Water hissed around them, splashing off their skin, Sean got close to share the spray. He wet his hands, ran his hair back off his face, just inches away from his wife and their naked donor. He rested his hand on Hollis’s back, rubbed him with affection. Carly and Hollis smiled while they kissed.

      Now Sean leaned on the tile, put his back against it like Carly, watched them more closely. They sucked at each other’s mouths, making low, happy sounds, stopping and smiling, regarding each other before continuing again. Hollis’s hands were large on her chest; he plucked at her nipples, held them in the V between thumb and forefinger and rolled their pearly shapes. Carly’s knees began to stroke against the outside of Hollis’s thighs, and now Sean could see Hollis’s erection. Huge, engorged, but hanging down between them. The dorsal side pressed upward against the cleft of Carly’s mound. She humped it against her slickness.

      Now she was wet and eager, they began. She climbed his body, her skin passing slickly over his with their wetness. He braced her back against the tile wall and cupped her bottom with his big black hands.

      Sean got close, caressed Carly’s arm while she kissed Hollis.

      He felt her body, stroked her thigh and squeezed her knee where it wrapped Hollis’s waist. Then he reached down below, found Hollis’s hanging cock. He hefted it, angled it upward; with the tip of his finger, and still holding the man’s erection, he found his wife’s wet opening and eased the huge cock head into place. He cradled the underside and Hollis urged his hips forward. His cock slid over Sean’s palm and deep inside Carly.

      Now Sean smiled and watched her face as it stretched with ecstasy.

      He took a bottle of shampoo and squirted a measure into his palm. Scrubbed his hands together, ran them under the hot water and washed his face.

      With her back pinned to the wall, Hollis stroked himself deep into her. Carly made all sorts of sounds that echoed in the small tile and glass space. Seven shower heads spritzed and sprayed them from all sides now, and the room billowed with steam. It was like sexual heat fuming off of them as they coupled. It was intimate, and it was beautiful.

      Carly came. It was quiet, but it was pronounced; coughing, tight hitches of breath gasped with little squeaks of her voice. Her knees jumped higher, and she squeezed Hollis’s waist like a boa constrictor.

      Hollis held himself deep inside her and let her squeeze her pleasure…

      

      Hollis withdrew, set her legs on the floor, but she was wobbly. She buckled and rested a hand against a soap dish to support herself. Hollis and Sean shared a laugh.

      He came behind his wife, hips back so he wouldn’t touch her with his erection, and kissed her shoulder. He held his lips pressed to her, felt the heaving breath as her ribs expanded and contracted, still suffering from intense sexual pleasure. He rubbed a hand in a circle over her back, and Hollis came to her front, he tilted her chin up and stooped to kiss her. Her hands went between his legs and stroked him. She wanted more. Sean wanted the intimacy. He pressed himself to her back even though he was naked. They sandwiched her. Her two men surrounding her, caressing her and pressing their bodies against hers.

      She explored Hollis but she also let a hand drop and stroked the front of Sean’s thigh. She didn’t push him away. The conception was done, and she knew it. Hollis’s seed had fertilized her.

      He pressed himself against her harder, let the belly of his erection part her ass cheeks. She liked it, made cooling sounds, and she took turns kissing Hollis’s neck and turning her cheek to allow him to kiss her ear.

      Then she was climbing again, putting her legs up around Hollis, his hand supporting her bottom from underneath. Sean did it again: held Hollis’s cock and guided it up inside her. She sagged around the man’s waist, hanging low this time, the penetration deep. She gasped and moaned and swiveled her hips. Sean stroked the back of Hollis’s hands, smoothed between her cheeks and felt where she was penetrated by his cock. He stroked and played with her anus, teased where she was stretched.

      Carly was slung low on her donor. Sean took the tip of his penis and slipped it along the seam from tailbone down to her winking little aperture. He prodded and teased, slipped the head inside her. The sound she made raced his heart. It was instant ecstasy. It was instant passion. Her hand turned to a claw on Hollis’s bulging bicep.

      She squeezed the man’s muscle as Sean pushed himself deeper inside her. She wailed with painful pleasure. He pushed deeper, withdrew, pushed deeper again. As she hugged herself to Hollis, the hand that had squeezed the man’s bicep slashed downward and grabbed Sean’s hip. It felt like her nails had pierced him. She wasn’t pushing him away. So now he hooked an arm around her tummy and hugged her back against his chest.

      Hollis and he worked together, pushing in and out in alternating syncopation. Plunging and pulling, her thin sexual membranes pushed to their limits, clinging to them, and the whole time Carly sang the most beautiful song. Soon they were pounding her, and despite his inexperience he was astounded by his own sexual athleticism. It was sudden and unexpected. He’d never done anything like this in his life and never had even fantasized about it. But here it was happening, and it was glorious.

      His orgasm came suddenly. It ripped him apart, and though he should’ve withdrawn, it was too late. He was bubbling over, pulling himself out of her, and stumbling backward. Fountains of semen danced from his tip and he stroked himself furiously, facing the shower spray. Water splashed down his forehead and scattered over his shoulders. He stroked pleasure from his tip, and the whole time Carly’s cries built. Hollis was pounding her now.

      When he looked he saw her taking full, long, tip-to-balls strokes, the man’s hands cradling her bottom with her knees wrapped around his waist. Her cries were astounding. He squeezed his cock and urged more pleasure from it.

      When it was done, Hollis let her slide her legs down his and set her shaky feet on the tile floor. Only this time she couldn’t stand. She buckled and collapsed, and Hollis held her by the elbows and let her sit her bum on the shower stall floor.

      Sean collapsed next to her, put his butt next to hers and pressed their haunches together. She slumped against him and rested her cheek on his shoulder, her hand coming up and running her nails over the center of his chest. She panted. She was trying to talk but couldn’t. It sounded like she was saying his name, trying to tell him how amazing it was. He just laughed and caressed her upper arm and let her babble.

      Right above them, Hollis showered. He soaped himself up and cleaned off his huge cock right over their heads. Then he collapsed too, sitting cross-legged across from them. He held out his hands, and they each took one. Nothing was said, and they looked at one another, eyes darting back and forth and smiling. It was over. It was done. They would go back to bed now and in the morning Hollis would leave them. Nine months from now, Sean would have his baby with Carly. They would raise an amazing son or daughter.
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      Hollis packed his things in the morning sunlight, the room pinched with an awkward silence. Carly wore a robe and sat at the foot of the bed with her bare feet on the floor. Her chin tucked down, she watched the floor. Sean sat at the side of the bed and watched over his shoulder as Hollis packed.

      He said, “You got everything?”

      “I think I do,” Hollis said. His voice was even, but there was a sadness there that Sean could hear. Their contracted time was at an end. It’d been wild and even fun but in the end it was beautiful and served an amazing purpose.

      Hollis took his bag and slung it over his shoulder, he pursed his lips, looked at both of them, turned his palms outward at his hips and held his arms out now like he wanted a hug. Carly was up first, trotting three steps and launching her arms around him. She hugged herself to his chest, he clapped his hands around her back. Sean watched one of her bare feet come up off the floor as she squeezed the man tight. Hollis stroked her back. Nothing was said, but finally Carly pulled back and they looked in each other’s eyes. With a tight and constricted voice Carly said, “Thank you.” Her voice was a squeak away from crying.

      Hollis nodded, his jaw set firm. He hugged her one more time and kissed her on her hairline.

      Sean rose, came to stand behind his wife and waited for his turn. When Carly stepped away, she had her hands clasped together and gathered on her chest. Her eyes were filled with tears. Hollis extended a hand, and Sean shook it. They gave it three good pumps and let go.

      “Sean,” Hollis said with a curt nod.

      “Thank you, Hollis,” he said, looking the man right in the eye.

      Hollis looked around the room, lips pursed again, face tight. He put his hands in his pockets, said, “I better go.”

      “Okay,” Carly said, voice still tight.

      He said, “Keep in touch.”

      “We will,” Carly said.

      Hollis nodded one more time, hands still in his pockets, then he strode out the bedroom and down the hall. They gathered in the foyer to watch him go. Sean stood in the doorway as the big man walked the hallway to the elevators. Carly stood in the foyer still with her hands together and then she crumpled.

      “Hey, hey,” he sighed, and he raced to hold her. “Don’t cry, don’t cry.”

      But she did, folding herself against him and they both settled on their knees. She cried into his shoulder. He began to worry, tears filled his own eyes.

      “Don’t cry,” he said, wanting to soothe her. “Don’t cry…”

      Then she was up, pushing herself gently away from him and hiding her face. He watched as she trotted down the hall and closed herself in the bathroom.

      It was fifteen minutes before she emerged again. Her cheeks and nose shone red. But she had a smile for him.

      “You okay?” he said. He rose from where he’d been sitting with his back against the wall next to the bathroom door.

      She said, “I’m so sorry. I don’t know what came over me.”

      “It’s okay…”

      “It’s just an emotional time…”

      He hugged her again and held her.
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      It was three months after their two-day conception contract that Sean saw Hollis again, the big man coming off the elevator in the Mandarin Emperor. They almost walked into each other.

      “Oh my gosh,” he said, “just the guy I wanted to see.”

      Hollis tipped his wide felt hat brim down as the other passengers on the elevator cab wove around them. With his hand on Sean’s shoulder he guided them off to the side where they congregated under the fronds of a palm tree in a square marble planter.

      Sean was still excited. “I don’t know if you’re the one I need to thank, but I bet I’m right…”

      Hollis was smiling, but looked now like he didn’t want to be seen. Sean watched around them, then realized a Citizen A would need a reason to be in this apartment building and though no one would probably confront him, if they did he would have no paperwork to prove his intent.

      Now Sean got close, said, “Were you here to meet me up at the apartment?”

      “Both of you,” he said, his body language showing he wanted to leave.

      “You can come back up, Carly will be home from work soon…”

      “Another time, Sean,” he said, looking over his shoulder.

      “Maybe we could meet in Old Town, I’d like to buy you dinner. I’m right, aren’t I, it was you…”

      Hollis clapped Sean’s shoulders, backed away still smiling, then drew a pretend zipper across his lips.

      As Hollis walked away backward, Sean said, “It’s our secret,” and nodded his head.

      “I’ll see you, Sean,” Hollis said, then turned and joined a passing throng of tenants, standing much taller than them.

      He stayed standing under the palm tree, smiling and happy, briefcase in both hands clutched in front of him, watching the tall, well-dressed A weaving now through the crowd out front, crossing the concrete esplanade and disappearing then down the passageway to the subway below.

      If Hollis wouldn’t be his dinner guest tonight, he was sure Carly would join him. They would have champagne because he had a lot to celebrate, and he was sure it was Hollis who he had to thank.

      

      Only when he went up to the apartment, he found Carly was already home.

      “You’re home?” he said, coming in, setting his briefcase down and hanging his hat.

      She was walking in from the kitchen now, wearing her robe, her hair messed. “Yes, I came home at lunch.”

      “What? Oh no, are you not feeling well?”

      “I’m fine, Sean,” she said and gave him a weak smile.

      “You look exhausted,” he said, coming to hold her.

      “It’s been a big day,” she said, running her hand through her hair.

      They embraced, and he squeezed her, rocked her in his arms. “Guess what?” he said.

      “What?” she said, running her hands around his back.

      “Boy, do I have news.”

      “You have news?”

      “Hold on,” he said, chuckling, wagging a finger. He took off his coat and hung it up underneath his hat.

      She asked him: “What’s your news?”

      “Mavis calls me into the office today.”

      “What did she want?”

      “She won’t show me what it is, but she’s reading it off her screen.”

      “Reading what?”

      “Seems like someone from The Administration likes the cut of my jib. Sent her a letter of recommendation a few days ago. Anyway, she meets with the Executive, and you’re now talking to Sean York, Vice-President of Acquisition at Agency Logistics.” He couldn’t help beaming as he spun to meet her eye with grand flourish.

      Carly laughed, covered her mouth, eyes wide and bright. “A promotion? Sean, are you serious? You know what this means?”

      “Of course I do, Carly. This is going to do so much for us…”

      She touched her cheeks with amazement, said, “What an incredible day…”

      “Isn’t it?” he said, walking down into the family room and un-knotting his tie. “And you know who it was, right? Who wrote the letter? There’s only one man we know…”

      On the coffee table in front of the couch sat two tall stemmed glasses, empty. Two bottles of French water stood nearby.

      “Hollis,” he said, his voice as thick as lead.

      Carly’s arms wrapped him, and she pressed herself to his back. “Hollis,” she agreed.

      “Carly,” Sean said, a coldness wavering up from his depths, “Was he here?”

      “Who?”

      “Hollis, Carly.” He turned now to look in her eyes. He saw them dip down and note the two glasses on the table.

      “Yes.”

      “I know. I ran into him in the lobby. He was sure in a hurry to get out of here.”

      “He’s not supposed to be here.”

      “Then why was he here?”

      “Why did you ask me if he was here if you knew he was?”

      “To see what you would say.”

      “Sean,” she scolded him, her brow getting low and mean. “What were you thinking?”

      “I come home and Hollis is leaving, I find you in your robe with your hair mussed, what do you think I’m thinking?”

      “I should be mad at you but I don’t have it in me today.”

      Sean folded his arms, studying her. “Was he here long?”

      “No, not long.”

      “What did he want? You know it’s improper for him to be here, he could get in trouble…”

      “We know, Sean. It… I needed him.”

      Now his heart thudded. “For what? You didn’t…”

      “Didn’t what, Sean?”

      All his bravado crumbled, and he almost fell at her feet, ready to plead for this not to be true. “Did you have sex with him?”

      “Why would I do that?”

      He huffed, stomach trembling, sobs wanting to rise up and take control of his voice. “Because you like it.”

      “You’re my husband, Sean.”

      “Hollis isn’t nothing to you.”

      “I don’t need to have sex with him anymore.”

      “Did you… miss him?”

      “It was an amazing weekend and you know it.” Now she folded her arms, pausing to pluck a stray loop of her terry cloth.

      “I know.”

      She steadied her eyes on him. “Did you miss the part when I said I didn’t need to have sex with him anymore?”

      “I heard you.”

      “Didn’t you wonder what that meant…”

      He shrugged. She watched him, and as a bright and glowing wave of realization washed over him her smile spread wide across her face. He said, “You mean…?”

      “I’m pregnant, Sean. I’m good and pregnant.”

      He jumped to her and took her in his arms, too hard at first, then being careful, astounded and in love with the idea that a life grew inside his beautiful woman. “You’re pregnant? Carly, you are…?”

      “I’m so pregnant, Sean… That’s why I came home from work. The clinic called me…”

      “We’re going to have a baby?”

      “We are, Sean, we are,” she sang, rubbing his back and kissing his neck.

      “Oh I can’t believe it, you’re pregnant,” he laughed, happy tears squeezing from his eyes.

      “I’m sorry, Sean, I wanted to tell somebody, but I didn’t want you to miss work… I called Hollis, I wanted him to know…”

      “I don’t care,” he laughed, feeling foolish. “I don’t care at all. Carly, we’re going to have a baby…”
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      Six months later and something was wrong with the baby.
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      Ten fingers, ten toes, lungs clear, heart strong, their screaming bundle of joy clung to Carly’s chest swaddled in a pale blue fleecy blanket. They formed a triangular composition of bewilderment. Sean, husband, poised bent over the side of the hospital bed, one arm over his brave wife’s back; eyes wide at the implication of their newborn. Carly, mother, wife, exhausted, damp hair lank, bags under her eyes after a completely natural but harrowing fourteen-hour childbirth, cradled their baby; eyes wide with incomprehension. Baby, fifteen minutes old, hollering out to the world; wondering what the fuck this life shit was all about.

      Carly soothed and rocked their disgruntled pup. She shook her head again—the tenth time. Now she moved her chin up to meet her husband’s eyes. “It’s white, Sean. Our baby… He… he has your eyes.”

      “I don’t know,” he sighed, but he was so quiet he couldn’t be heard over his son.

      He held them both for a long time but when Carly began to sob his heart broke. He was so ashamed.

      Carly cried, “How did this happen, Sean? How?”

      That time in the shower came back to him; Hollis and he took both of Carly’s openings, filled her up. But she hadn’t told him not to... And he’d ejaculated, hid it, told no one, put himself under the shower’s spray. Was it possible Hollis’s erection had pushed his inferior seed deep inside his wife, plunged his genetic material into the womb of the woman he loved?

      “I’m so sorry, Carly… I’m so, so sorry…”

      “Sorry for what?” she said, her voice constricted and thick with crying.

      “Sorry this happened…”

      “What—why?”

      “It’s my baby…”

      “Sean, I’m so happy…” New tears streamed down her cheeks.

      “You’re crying…”

      “I know,” she sobbed, “but I’m happy…” She laughed then, hugged their boy to her bosom tighter. “So, happy, Sean, so happy…”

      “Oh, Carly,” he babbled, laughing, crying now with relief and the wonder of fatherhood, “oh, oh wow, I thought you were mad…”

      “Mad?” she laughed. “I’m so honored to have your baby, Sean. I don’t care about any dumb genetics.”

      “We wanted a healthy baby…”

      “He’s healthy, he’s healthy,” she sighed, looking deep into their son’s eyes—ones that did look just like his.

      “He’ll have my trait.”

      “I know. But he’s a boy…”

      “So?”

      “If he has a boy too, it’s our great grandkid’s matter to deal with.”

      “What if they hate us for not eliminating it when we could?”

      “What if science has solved the trait by then? And what if our great grandson hires his own sexual surrogate for his wife?”

      “I don’t want to burden them…”

      “Sean, look at this baby,” she said, tilting their boy up so he could look in his daddy’s eyes. The baby smiled and Sean’s heart swelled in his chest. “He’s a miracle, Sean. A miracle. There was never a baby born more meant to be than our little baby.”

      “He defied the odds.”

      She sighed, “He sure did.”

      “I mean, Hollis really gave it to you that weekend, and yet… wow, my seed…”

      “All right, stop bragging,” she laughed.

      He kissed the top of her head, and breathed her sweaty, birth-giving smell.

      “I want to try it again, Sean…”

      “Try what?”

      “Another baby.”

      “Me too. My promotion grants us another license.”

      “I want Hollis again.”

      He groaned at the thought; hurting and excited all at once. Still holding their baby, she nudged her elbow into his crotch, pressing hard into his testicles. “A year from now, Sean. A year from now. You think you have good swimmers, let’s try our luck again.”

      “A competition?” he sighed, kissing his beautiful wife’s perfect little ear and caressing the tiny mewling apple-head of his miracle son. “Bring it on,” he said, full of confidence, feeling like the big man.
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      Cherry Blossoms

      This is a 300,000 word epic novel

      Geoff J. Kane is a successful children’s book illustrator. Ten years ago he married the girl of his dreams. She’d been his best friend and he’d helped her through tough relationships and gave her his shoulder to cry on many nights. Then after two years, she kissed him. Now they’re married and they’ve got a beautiful seven-year-old daughter.

      Nia Kane was a wild one. She liked to have fun and she liked to cause trouble. Everything she did, in the end, blew up in her face, hurt her. One night she realized the best man in her life was sitting with her, telling her it was all going to be okay. She kissed him and it was wonderful and he’s always good to her.

      Their daughter is growing up, she’s away at school now and it seems like it might be a good idea for Nia to return to the workforce. The city isn’t getting any cheaper. She gets a job offer from an old friend. The brother of her very hot ex-boyfriend. She cried on her husband’s shoulder a lot over this guy, back when Geoff was just her buddy.

      Having her ex back in her life stirs up old feelings in both of them. They both like it. There was something exciting about that time when they were twenty. It’s safe now. He’s got her. They can fantasize, right?
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      The Maggie Series

      This series is complete at over 285,000 words

      Max is a fourth year Government and Policy student engaged to wed the love of his life.

      Maggie is a fourth year Art student and she can’t wait for the summer to come so she can finally tie the knot with the guy she fell in love with when they were Freshmen.

      They’ve been together four years at their prestigious private college nestled in the Green Mountains of Vermont. This is the year they’ll graduate and set out into the world together as a couple.

      But Maggie is surprised to find her desires set on fire by a gorgeous new figure model. She thinks she’d never cheat but she can’t stop thinking about him.

      When Max learns her secret he’s crushed. It tears down everything he knows about her. But in the rubble he finds something shining: excitement.

      Now, if he could just convince her it’s okay…
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      The Separate Schools Series

      Harrison Wade and Taylor Brooks have been best friends for ten years and professing reciprocal love since they were sixteen.

      Two inseparable friends are about to face their profoundest challenge. Taylor is going away to a college twenty-four hundred miles away. She’s leaving her best buddy-slash-boyfriend behind.

      Every end-of-summer since Harrison was ten has been punctuated by the weekend bash at Taylor’s parents’ lakeside cottage in northern Michigan. Only this summer it seems like they’re saying goodbye to more than just a season.

      As what might be the last Brooks’ bash ever gets under way, revelations are made, and harsh truths come into startling focus. Fear that his separation from the love of his life may be measured in more than miles has them both challenging themselves on how enduring true love can be …
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      Learning Lessons

      An epic novel at over 160,000 words

      Pete and Jess Mapplethorpe have been married for seven years now. They’ve got two wonderful little boys and an Irish Setter. Everyone that knows them would say they are the nicest couple you’d want to meet.

      Well, they might say that Pete can be a bit of a jerk sometimes—but Jess? Regional Grade Three teacher of the year, three years running. Pretty, polite, sensitive, kind and thoughtful…

      It must have been black magic that brought them together…

      Behind closed doors everyone would be shocked at what goes on. They’d never believe the dirty things that sweet Jess might do or say. Pete doesn’t think he has what it takes to please his beautiful wife and they fantasize about larger men taking her and making her happy.

      She’s just starting to discover herself at thirty-five… She wants to make up for lost time.

      They’ve found a handsome, well-built young man to play along. It’s better than they even imagined. Now that they’ve started will she be able to stop? What if she doesn’t want to?

      Her husband loves enduring distressing levels of humiliation and she’s finding a crazy pleasure now in delivering it…
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      The Happy Ending Series

      This series is complete at 175,000 words

      Tommy Travis has it all. A booming career, a big house with a swimming pool, a brand-new Corvette, a smoking hot wife, two macho little boys who are chips off the old block.

      Tommy loves his little Sukie, the dutiful mother of his two boys and capable president of the Travis household. She’s a sexy little something, that’s for sure.

      He met Sukie when he was at university and she was at community college getting her massage therapist’s ticket. Now that the boys are out of the house and going to school, Sukie set up a private practice out of the cabana by the pool. She’s got a good thing going.

      But when Sukie takes on a new client, Tommy’s palms begin to sweat. Dio Megalos. His boss. A rich, fit, and handsome guy ten years younger than him. The kind of guy that all hot-blooded girls dream about and he knows his wife’s got eyes in her head. Two times a week she’s going to be putting her oily hands all over his boss’s bare and muscular body?

      Not on Tommy’s watch. No way. Except he trusts her, doesn’t he? Who’s better for Sukie than her big Tommy? And there’s a little tickle deep down that kinda likes it. Thinking of Sukie with another man brings out old Tommy, and old Tommy was aggressive, competitive. Old Tommy was a laser-focused shark that built himself up from nothing…

      What’s the harm in a little fantasy?
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      Pool Party

      A cuckold thriller novel and a top seller

      Darren’s wife is far away this weekend at a conference in New York City. At least that’s what she told him. Who knows these days?

      He’s got a sneaking suspicion Lynn’s been cheating on him. Nothing concrete; little things. Like the gym dedication, the slim-fitting new clothes… there’s an attitude as well. And she’s been denying him his marital pleasures.

      A distance has been growing between them though they’ve been happily married for twenty-five years.

      Today’s the hottest day of the summer. A hundred-and-five degrees, and at Darren’s house it’s about to get even hotter…

      A fortuitous knock on the door brings Darren surprises and clues to the mysteries that have been keeping him awake…

      He worried his imagination had been getting away from him…

      Sometimes the worst thing you can imagine isn’t even close.
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      The Landlord Series

      It’s the first of the month and that means Reza is coming.

      Jonny and Charlie Keen got themselves in financial trouble. Well, that was Jonny’s fault. But sweet Charlie has a way to keep them in the apartment they love. And despite how terrible it may seem, it’s still a better option than the two of them stumbling back to her parent’s Kansas farm and telling them what a failure Jonny is.

      She’ll submit to Reza, their landlord’s son. Jonny will watch as another man takes care of his woman in every way she needs. It’s the first of the month and this is the way it is now.
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      Watching Natalie Cheat

      Nelson and Natalie Stacks are settling in for the night to spend some together-time. It’s been a long week of work and they’ve got one night together before they have to spend some time apart.

      One night alone, that’s all Nelson wanted. But it seems fate has other plans…

      Soon, there’s a knock on the door… behind it a ghost from the past…

      They let him in—it’s freezing outside. And even though Natalie has never been a fan of Nelson’s old college housemate, she’s ready to let the bad of the past remain there…

      Besides, it seems like he’s brought quite the gift…
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      Après Ski

      Cam and Amberly Stroud have a strong marriage. Together they’ve built up a successful outdoor clothing business. Two best friends and ski-bums who’ve had each other’s backs since they were nineteen and living out of a camper van, their financial successes have changed their lives.

      Amberly has shed her tomboy image; always athletic, she dropped a lot of excess weight and now she is stunning. Sometimes these days she likes to shed the fleece and parka and maybe show off her new curves in something tight. Cam has a new found confidence that came as a reward with all his business victories.

      Now they’re in a five-star resort in Telluride, celebrating yet another milestone surpassed for their company. It’s late and her dance floor antics have attracted the attention of some friendly male dance partners. Three handsome executives also celebrating some recent successes at the nearby retail expo.

      Seeing his beautiful wife in this excited state has done something to Cam, and he becomes obsessed with the idea of seeing her with one of them. But when all three express an interest things start to get crazy …
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