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Chapter 1: Homecoming

The porch board groaned under my boot.

Same board. Third time. I made a mental note to sister the joist with pressure-treated lumber this time instead of just replacing the plank. Some problems you can’t keep patching — you have to dig down to the rot.

Behind me, Catherine’s SUV idled in the drive, doors open, trunk gaping. Margarethe’s nine olive leather cases took up the entire cargo area plus the back seat. My truck sat behind it, bed packed with everyone else’s luggage and the faint tropical tang of sunscreen that would take days to fade.

“Home,” Sofia breathed beside me.

She stood on the porch with both hands on her belly — twenty-three weeks, round and obvious, her maternity dress doing nothing to hide the magnificent swell of her body. Her massive breasts strained the neckline, dark nipples visible through thin cotton, heavy with the milk that had been letting down regularly since week fourteen. The Caribbean sun had deepened her caramel skin to something richer, warmer. She looked like a fertility goddess who’d wandered out of a museum painting and into rural Vermont.

“My kitchen,” she said, already moving through the front door. “If that temp housekeeper reorganized my spice rack, I’m committing a crime.”

Linda followed, heels clicking on the hardwood with the measured rhythm I’d learned to identify from two rooms away. Eight weeks pregnant, barely showing — just a softness below her navel that only I noticed because I knew where to look. Her silver-streaked black hair was pulled in its customary severe bun, and she held a stack of mail Mrs. Dawson had left on the entry table.

“Three weeks of correspondence,” she said, already sorting. “Waitlist inquiries. Bills. A package from—” She glanced at the return label. “Munich. The nursery catalog.”

Margarethe appeared behind her, Louboutin heels and all, surveying the foyer with ice-blue eyes. “Finally. The villa sheets were a structural deficiency. I require my own bed immediately.”

“You’re eight weeks pregnant, not bedridden,” Astrid said, brushing past with her yoga mat under one arm. Her blonde French braid swung against her back, and her growing bump was visible now at seventeen weeks — athletic body reshaping itself in real time. Her natural C-cups had swollen noticeably, pressing against her sports bra. “I’m going to stretch. My lumbar region has been compromised by seventeen hours of travel.”

Tanaka — Yuki — came through last, pregnancy journal pressed against her chest, reading glasses perched on her nose. Eight weeks along, confirmed just before we left the Dominican Republic. Her asymmetric black bob framed a face that had changed since I first met her — softer, less guarded, the analytical sharpness still there but tempered by something warmer. She paused in the doorway, running her elegant surgeon’s fingers along the doorframe.

“The ambient temperature is seven degrees lower than the villa,” she announced. “I’ll need to recalculate everyone’s hydration requirements.”

“Yuki,” I said.

“Yes?”

“We’re home. Stop calculating.”

She looked at me over her glasses. The corner of her mouth twitched. “I’m logging that as a data point. ‘Nathan requested cessation of clinical observations. Noted and overruled.’”

I carried bags. That’s what I did — I carried things, fixed things, built things. Margarethe’s cases went to her room first because she’d follow me around making pointed comments about luggage handling until they were properly stored. Then Catherine’s bags — fewer, lighter, corporate wardrobe replaced by soft linens and sandals. Her ceremony dress went into the closet beside my white shirt, the two hangers touching.

She stood in the doorway of our bedroom — the primary suite, the four-poster I’d restored myself, windows overlooking the garden — and watched me hang the dress.

“Hi,” she said softly.

I turned. Catherine at twenty-three weeks. Her visible bump pressed against a wrap dress that showed every curve, her chestnut hair loose around her shoulders, freckles visible without makeup. The freckles I’d been the first to see. The ones she used to hide under boardroom armor and now wore like a badge.

“Hi.”

She crossed the room, took my face in both hands, and kissed me. Slow. Tender. The kind of kiss you give someone when you’ve just spent a week in paradise and you’re home and you realize home is better because home is where you built the bed you share.

Her belly pressed between us. I put my hand on it. The baby kicked — a tiny percussion against my palm.

“She’s glad to be back too,” Catherine said.

“He,” Sofia called from the hallway, already eavesdropping. “All our babies are boys. I’ve decided.”

Catherine rolled her eyes. Kissed me again. Then went to unpack.

Priya was next. I found her standing in the guest cottage doorway with her single carry-on bag — apartment sold, car sold, eight weeks of global travel with nothing but this bag — looking at the room she’d been sleeping in since the ceremony trip.

“Linda assigned me a room in the main house,” she said. “Next to the operations office.”

“Not because it’s close to me?”

She smiled. Dark brown eyes warm, that college nose ring visible again, her thick black hair loose around her shoulders. She’d shed the corporate armor so completely that the structured blazers and severe ponytails felt like a different person. At five-two, her proportionally large D-cups drew my eyes even in a casual sundress — breasts that looked impossible on her petite frame.

“Because it’s close to the work.” She hefted her bag. “Linda doesn’t do sentimental room assignments.”

“Linda does everything sentimental,” I said. “She just hides it under spreadsheets.”

We walked to the main house together. Priya’s new room was small but bright — white walls, a window overlooking the garden, a desk she’d already mentally converted into a workstation. She set her bag down and turned.

“I live here now,” she said. Like she was testing the words.

“You live here now.”

She touched the Eichenwald ring on her finger — a thin gold band that Margarethe had sourced separately for her the morning after the ceremony — no provenance card, no ancestral history, just Margarethe’s quiet acknowledgment that the witness chair had become a family seat. Priya hadn’t taken it off since. “The woman who scheduled losing her virginity for a weekend after finals now lives in a fertility inn with seven other people.”

“Growth.”

She laughed. Bright, genuine, nothing like the nervous corporate chuckle she’d arrived with when she’d first walked through this door. Then she kissed me — quick, proprietary — and started unpacking. Which took about thirty seconds because she owned almost nothing.



The house settled into its evening rhythm. Sofia had reclaimed her kitchen — spice rack intact, she reported with visible relief — and the smell of something involving garlic and cilantro drifted through the hallways. Margarethe’s nursery furniture delivery confirmation had arrived via email, which she read aloud at the dinner table with the gravitas of a state document. Astrid had commandeered the back deck for sunset yoga, her growing belly a gentle curve between downward dog and warrior pose. Tanaka was updating everyone’s prenatal files with Dominican Republic observations. Catherine was reviewing the household budget on her laptop, CEO brain repurposed for domestic operations.

And I was doing what I always did on the first night in any space — walking the property, checking what needed fixing.

The porch board. A loose railing on the east side. The kitchen faucet dripping again — different washer this time, the old one had calcified. The nursery wing smelled like sawdust and fresh paint, my half-installed crown molding waiting where I’d left it three weeks ago. Three rooms, fresh drywall, cribs on order. I ran my hand along the molding. Good joints. Tight miters. Even for a nursery in Vermont, I didn’t use screws when joinery would hold.

The milk room had a second chair now. Sofia’s domain, expanded for Catherine. A third chair was being discussed — Astrid’s breast tenderness had been escalating since the villa.

I ended my circuit at the study. Margot’s old study, now Priya’s operations office in-progress. But tonight it was Linda’s.

She sat in the leather chair behind the desk, lamplight turning her silver-streaked hair into something luminous. The waitlist binder was open in front of her — thick, clipped, organized by urgency, wealth, and referral source. A hundred and fifty women. More every week.

I sat on the edge of the desk. She looked up. Dark brown eyes, almost black, assessing and knowing — she’d seen everything in her years at this inn. But the severity had softened. The rigid control that had defined her was still there, but it bent now. It gave. Especially with me.

“Two new clients this week,” she said. Her voice was controlled, minimal. When Linda spoke, you listened, because she never wasted words. “One with extreme privacy requirements. Instagram personality, apparently. Fitness brand.” She turned a page. “One referred by Dani Kovacs.”

That made me pause. Dani — the tattooed goth from Portland who’d called the inn a sperm bank with doilies, who’d left with a handshake and zero sentiment, whose pregnancy confirmation had been a photo of two pink lines and a middle finger emoji sent from an airport gate.

“Dani sent someone?”

“A woman named Mina Kwon. Tattoo artist from Dani’s shop.” Linda’s dark eyes flickered with something — recognition, maybe. She’d seen enough armored women walk through this door to identify the type from an intake form. “Dani’s exact words in the referral were—” she checked her notes — “‘She’s worse than me. Good luck.’”

I let that settle. Two new guests. One who showed everything to millions and one who showed nothing to anyone. The contrast would be interesting.

Linda turned the lamp off. The study went dark except for the moonlight through the window — silver on her pale skin, on the pearl earrings she never removed, on the faint flush that crept from her collarbones upward.

I kissed her. Slow, tender, domestic. Not a consultation. Not the desperate surrender of her first time, when fifteen years of walls had come crashing down. This was a husband visiting his wife’s room. That’s what the ceremony had made us, even if no legal document said so.

She pulled me closer. Her fingers curled into my shirt, her body pressing against mine. At eight weeks, the pregnancy was invisible to anyone else. But I felt the change — a warmth in her skin, a fullness in her small B-cups that hadn’t been there before. Her nipples hardened against my chest through her silk blouse.

“First night back,” she whispered against my mouth. “I have the rotation spreadsheet updated.”

“I definitely don’t know about the rotation spreadsheet.”

“You definitely don’t.” She kissed me again. Brief, fierce, then pulled back. Smoothed her blouse. Tucked a strand of silver hair behind her ear. “Go. Sofia’s waiting. I can hear her breathing from here.”

She could always hear everything. All those years of watching, listening, knowing. Now she was part of it — not the guardian at the door but the woman in the bed. And she was pregnant. After all that waiting. After all those years of watching other women get what she wouldn’t let herself want.

I brushed my thumb across her cheek. She leaned into it — barely, the smallest gesture. From Linda, that was screaming from the rooftops.

“We’re home,” I said.

“We’re home.” She picked up her pen. Back to the waitlist. But her cheeks were flushed, and the pen trembled slightly in her elegant fingers.



Sofia intercepted me in the hallway.

She was enormous. There was no other word for it. Twenty-three weeks pregnant with my child, her belly a round, taut sphere that preceded her through doorways. Her massive G-cup breasts were heavier than ever — swollen with milk, nipples dark and prominent through the thin nightgown that clung to every curve. Wide hips swaying as she walked, the gold chain resting in her deep cleavage, bare feet on the hardwood.

The nightgown was already damp at the chest. She was leaking.

“Come here,” she said. Not a request. Sofia never requested. She demanded, she claimed, she took.

I went.

She backed against the hallway wall, pulling me with her. Her fingers threaded through my hair, guiding my head down. I knew what she wanted. I’d learned this rhythm — the four-hour cycle, the pressure that built, the relief that came when I helped her express.

I pushed the nightgown strap off her shoulder. Her massive breast spilled free, heavy and full, the dark nipple already beading with milk. I took it in my mouth.

The taste was warm, sweet, different now — the tropical fruit diet at the villa had added something floral to her usual flavor. It would fade as she returned to Vermont cooking, but tonight it was there. Mango and something I couldn’t name. Her fingers tightened in my hair.

“First night back,” she whispered, echoing Linda. “My kitchen. My man. My milk.”

She pressed my head harder against her breast. Milk flowed — not a trickle but a proper letdown, the stream hitting the back of my throat. Her body shuddered. Her belly pressed against my stomach, hard and round and impossibly warm. The baby kicked.

“He missed you too,” she murmured.

I switched to the other breast. She moaned softly — half relief, half arousal. Her hips rolled against me, but there was no urgency in it. She didn’t need more tonight. She just needed this. Reclamation. The first feeding in their own home, under their own roof, in the hallway where I’d first tasted her milk months ago.

I drank until the letdown eased. She stroked my hair the entire time — tender, possessive, maternal in a way that was simultaneously the least and most sexual thing I’d ever experienced. When I pulled back, her nipple glistened, swollen, and she tucked it away with the casual efficiency of a woman who’d been doing this for months.

“Good boy,” she said. Her signature. The words that always hit differently coming from her husky Latina voice.

She kissed my forehead. Then padded down the hallway toward her room, one hand on her belly, hips swaying, the nightgown clinging to every curve and valley of her pregnant body.

I stood in the dark hallway. My mouth tasted like warm milk and my shirt was damp where her breasts had pressed against it.

The porch board creaked in the night wind. I’d fix it in the morning. Pressure-treated lumber. Carriage bolts. The rot went deep, but I knew how to dig.



A rental car pulled up the drive the next morning. Something sporty and pink — the color aggressive, attention-seeking, impossible to miss.

Rose-gold hair caught the spring sunlight. A woman in workout leggings and a crop top stepped out, golden-tan skin glowing, sculpted body on full display. She had her phone in her hand before her feet hit the gravel, recording the inn’s facade with the practiced angle of someone who’d filmed ten thousand selfies.

She paused at the porch steps. Tilted her head. Smiled at the building with the calculated warmth of someone who’d monetized every expression.

Then she saw the groaning board and stepped over it without breaking stride.

I set down my coffee and went to meet her.


Chapter 2: Content

Bree Rios arrived like a sunrise with a marketing plan.

Rose-gold highlights through dark Filipino hair bouncing in a high ponytail, golden-tan skin glowing in the spring light, crop top showing a sculpted midriff and a diamond stud belly button piercing that caught the sun. The leggings were the expensive kind — a hundred and twenty dollars, designed to showcase every curve. And the curve they showcased was the one that had built an empire.

My eyes traveled up from her pristine white sneakers, past toned golden calves, over strong quads that flexed with every step. Then her ass. Round, high, sculpted by what had to be years of targeted training. In those leggings it was devastating — the kind of glutes that existed somewhere between athletic achievement and engineering marvel. Tiny waist above, perky C-cups beneath the crop top, athletic arms, then the face: dark bright eyes, glossed pink lips in a practiced pout, and that rose-gold ponytail swinging behind her.

She took three photos of the porch before she reached the front door.

“Oh my God, this place is adorable,” she said, and her phone clicked twice more. “The rustic-chic aesthetic is so good. Very cottagecore. Do you guys have a social presence?”

“We have a confidentiality policy,” Linda said from behind me.

I hadn’t heard her approach. I never did. Her years at this inn had made Linda part of the building — she appeared where she was needed with the reliability of a structural beam.

“Ms. Rios.” Linda extended a hand. No warmth, no frost — calibrated neutrality. Knowing eyes assessing the phone, the crop top, the performed enthusiasm. “I’m Linda Huang, operations manager. Welcome to Willow Creek Inn.”

“Call me Bree! Everyone does. Well, my followers call me BreeRiosFit, but Bree is—”

“This is a confidential facility, Ms. Rios.” Linda’s clipped voice cut through the chatter like scissors. “No photography. No recording. No posting. I’ll need your phone.”

Bree’s face fell. It happened in stages — the practiced smile flickering, the bright eyes dimming, the glossed lips parting. Like watching a window display lose power. She looked at the phone in her hand the way someone else might look at a severed limb.

“My… phone?”

“It will be stored securely and returned upon your departure.”

Bree handed it over. Her fingers lingered on the case — rose-gold, of course, matching the hair, matching the brand — before releasing it. Her hand stayed in the air for a second after, grasping nothing.

Without the phone, something shifted. The bubbly energy didn’t disappear, but it wobbled. Like a top losing speed.

She filled the silence with chatter. Complimenting the inn’s interior — “Oh wow, the vintage furniture is so charming.” Meeting the pregnant women who drifted through the common area — “Your bump is beautiful, oh my God, how far along?” Touching everything and everyone, a hand on a shoulder, a squeeze of an arm, eye contact that sparkled with rehearsed warmth.

Then she met me properly. And the performance kicked into high gear.

“So you’re Nathan.” She bit her lower lip. Giggled. Touched my arm — right on the forearm, where the veins showed. “The reviews on the forum said you’re, like, really hands-on. I love that.” Another giggle. She flipped her ponytail over her shoulder, the rose-gold highlights catching light. “Do you work out? Because those arms are—” She trailed off with a meaningful look.

I’d seen this before. Not exactly this — the influencer version was new — but the performance itself. Viv Harland had performed the trophy wife. Catherine had performed the CEO. Everyone walked in wearing something they thought they were supposed to wear.

“I carry lumber,” I said. “That’s about it.”

She blinked. Recalibrated. Tried another angle: leaning forward, showing the C-cups, widening her bright eyes. “Well, it’s working. Trust me, I know bodies. It’s literally my brand.”

“Your room is ready, Ms. Rios,” Linda interjected. “I’ll show you to the guest cottage.”

I watched her walk away. That ass moved like it had its own choreography — a practiced sway that was half nature, half five years of Instagram optimization. She was performing attraction the way she’d perform a sponsored post. Polished, enthusiastic, algorithmically optimized.

Catherine appeared beside me, twenty-three weeks of pregnant belly leading the way, a cup of decaf in her hand. She watched Bree’s retreating figure with knowing gray-green eyes.

“Recognize the armor?” I asked.

“Different material. Same function.” She sipped her coffee. “That girl doesn’t know who she is without an audience.”

Takes one to know one. Catherine Whitmore, former Fortune 500 CEO, had walked into this inn in designer suits and sky-high Louboutins, performing power and control. It had taken three orgasms and a crying jag to find the woman underneath. Now she stood barefoot in my flannel, freckles visible, belly round with my child.

“She’ll figure it out,” Catherine said. “Or she won’t. But this place has a way of stripping the paint off.”



Priya took the test at four in the morning.

I knew because I was awake. The inn at night had its own sounds — the creaking wood, the settling foundation, the distant hum of the new hot water heater I’d installed last month. And at 4:07 AM, the quiet click of a bathroom door opening.

I found her standing in the upstairs bathroom, bare feet on cold tile, staring at the test in her hand. The light was blue-white and unforgiving, but Priya didn’t need forgiving light. Her deep brown skin glowed in any spectrum. She wore one of my t-shirts, her thick black hair wild from sleep, those heavy D-cups stretching the fabric.

Two pink lines.

Her hands shook. Stanford, MIT, C-suite by thirty — she’d optimized every variable in her life except the ones that mattered. And now she stood in a bathroom in Vermont at four in the morning with trembling fingers and wet eyes.

“I knew,” she whispered. “I knew since the storm. Since that night in the villa when the power went out and I ran through the rain to find you. I could feel it. I couldn’t run analytics on it. I couldn’t measure it. But I knew.”

I put my hand on her still-flat belly. The ring on her finger — thin gold band Margarethe had found for her in the Dominican Republic — caught the bathroom light.

“Now it’s confirmed,” I said.

She looked at me. Her deep brown eyes were shining, analytical barriers dissolved, nothing left but the raw, present, fully embodied woman she’d become. “I’m pregnant.”

“You’re pregnant.”

She laughed. Then cried. Then laughed about crying, wiping her eyes with the heel of her hand. “My former board of directors would be very concerned about this decision-making process.”

I pulled her close. Her belly pressed flat against mine — no bump yet, weeks away from showing, but the knowledge of what was growing there changed the pressure. Made it heavier. More real.

“You changed your entire life for this,” I said.

“I changed my entire life for you.” She corrected me quietly. “The baby is the evidence. You’re the reason.”



She told the household at breakfast.

Sofia had the kitchen running at full capacity — eggs scrambling, her signature green smoothies lined up on the counter, the smell of fresh bread from a recipe she’d traded the villa cook in the Dominican Republic. She stood at the stove with one hand on her twenty-three-week belly, the other wielding a spatula, massive breasts straining her apron, dark curls escaping a colorful bandana.

Priya stood at the table. Small, barefoot, wild-haired, radiant. She held up the test.

“That’s eight of us,” Sofia said. Not a question. She set down the spatula, crossed the kitchen, and hugged Priya. Her enormous belly made the embrace geometrically complex. Priya’s face disappeared into Sofia’s shoulder — the petite tech executive and the voluptuous pregnant chef, connected by the man at the head of the table and the children they were carrying.

“Eight,” Catherine confirmed from her seat, hand resting on her own matching bump. She smiled — the real smile, not the CEO version. The one with freckles. “Seven here, plus Dani.”

“The Eichenwald line has survived plagues,” Margarethe declared from her end of the table, ice-blue eyes softening despite her imperial tone. “This family will survive morning sickness.” She paused. “Though I reserve the right to complain about it.”

Astrid raised her glass of orange juice. “To hormonal chaos.”

Linda produced a bottle of sparkling cider from beneath the table — she’d been keeping it stocked since Sofia’s first trimester. She poured with the efficiency of a woman who’d been managing celebrations at this inn for a decade and a half. “To the newest addition.”

Tanaka reached for her journal — increasingly more diary than medical record — and began calculating the due date. Her elegant fingers moved across the page, but the clinical notations were interspersed with something else. Emotion, maybe. She’d stopped pretending it was purely professional months ago.

I looked around the table. Seven women. Seven different faces, seven different bodies, seven different paths that had led them to this kitchen. Sofia’s massive belly and heavy breasts, Catherine’s matching bump and bare freckled face, Linda’s controlled elegance with the secret softness below her waistband, Astrid’s athletic frame reshaping around her growing baby, Margarethe’s aristocratic composure over her invisible pregnancy, Tanaka’s quiet grace with journal in hand, Priya’s petite intensity with a brand-new secret growing inside her.

Seven under this roof. Nine counting the twins back home. Ten counting Dani in Portland. My children. All of them.

“To the newest addition,” I repeated, raising my cider.

Glasses clinked. Sofia wiped her eyes with her apron. Catherine squeezed my hand under the table. Linda’s pen made a careful notation in the margin of her planner.



That afternoon, Priya and I were alone for the first time since the confirmation.

Not the bathroom at 4 AM. Not the kitchen surrounded by family. Our bedroom — her bedroom now, the small bright room next to the operations office that Linda had assigned her. Afternoon light through the window. The garden visible outside, Margot’s David Austin roses in full spring bloom.

She stood by the bed in a sundress that clung to her petite frame. The D-cups that had been hidden under corporate blazers for years were on full display — heavy and round on her small body, dark brown nipples hardening beneath the thin fabric. Her thick black hair fell loose past her shoulders. No glasses. No ponytail. No armor. The nose ring she’d gotten in college and hidden at work caught a ray of sun.

“This isn’t a consultation,” she said.

“No.”

“And it isn’t a tropical storm with the power out.”

“No.”

“This is just… us. At home.”

She pulled the sundress over her head. No bra — her D-cups dropped free, heavy, swaying on her tiny frame. Dark brown nipples stiffening in the cool air. Her waist was impossibly small above rounded hips, and I could see the faint shadow of muscle in her belly — flat now, but not for long.

I crossed the room. Put my hands on her waist. She was so small that my fingers nearly met around her midsection. Her skin was warm, smooth, deep brown against my lighter tan. She looked up at me — five-two to my six feet, those warm brown eyes shining with something that wasn’t analytical or calculated or strategic.

“It already worked,” she whispered, taking my hand and pressing it to her belly. “But I still want to feel you.”

I kissed her. Slow, deep. She tasted like sparkling cider and green smoothie and Priya. Her tongue moved against mine and her body pressed forward — those impossible breasts flattening against my chest, her dark nipples stiffening against my shirt, her hips grinding up against me. She gasped into my mouth when she felt me hard against her thigh. Her small hand reached down between us and pressed against the bulge in my jeans, measuring the shape of me through the denim.

“I missed this,” she whispered against my lips. “Not the storm version. Not the desperate version. Just this.”

I laid her back on the bed. Afternoon light painted her brown skin in stripes of gold, catching the sheen of perspiration that was already forming in the hollow of her throat. I started at her feet — small, delicate — and worked my way up. Kissed her ankles, the inside of her calves. Her short legs parted as I moved higher, her thighs falling open, and the sundress’s matching panties were already dark with wetness — a spreading stain that told me her body had been ready since the bathroom.

I pulled them down. She was neatly groomed, her pussy glistening, swollen, the deep brown of her outer lips flushed darker with arousal. I pressed my mouth against her and she arched off the bed with a moan that had nothing rehearsed about it — raw, surprised, her fingers twisting into the sheets.

“Nathan—”

I took my time. Slow, deliberate strokes with my tongue, tasting the warm salt of her arousal. Her clit was swollen, sensitive, a stiff pearl beneath my lips. When I circled it she grabbed my hair with both hands and pulled my face harder against her. The Eichenwald ring scraped my scalp — gold against my skin, a reminder of vows spoken under Caribbean stars. I slid two fingers inside her while my tongue worked her clit. She was drenched — her pussy gripping my fingers with tight, fluttering contractions, her wetness coating my knuckles, dripping down to the sheets.

“Right there — God, right there —”

I curled my fingers. Found the swollen spot inside her that made her hips lift off the mattress. She ground against my mouth, her deep brown thighs clamping around my head, her heels digging into the mattress for leverage. I sucked her clit between my lips while my fingers pressed and stroked, and she came with a shuddering cry — her walls clenching hard around my fingers, her deep brown skin perspiring in the afternoon light, her D-cups trembling on her small chest. The way her arousal showed wasn’t a flush — it was a glow. Her skin gleamed, highlights on her collarbones, between her breasts, on her forehead. Her juices flooded my mouth, warm and musky, and I drank her through every tremor.

I shed my clothes and moved over her. She spread her thighs, small hands gripping my shoulders, and reached between us to wrap her fingers around my cock. She guided me to her entrance, rubbing the head through her soaked folds, coating me in her slickness.

“We’re not trying anymore,” she breathed as I pressed inside. Tight. So tight on her small frame that her eyes widened and her lips parted on a gasping moan. Her nails dug into my back as I sank deeper, stretching her, her pussy gripping every inch of me. “It already worked. This is just—”

“Just us.”

“Just us.”

I pushed deeper. She took every inch, her body opening around me, her walls rippling with a flutter that said she was already close to the edge again. The wet heat of her was staggering — she was so aroused that I could feel her pulse thrumming against my cock, could hear the slick, obscene sound of her pussy accommodating me with each slow thrust. I could feel the difference from the storm — no desperation, no race against a fertile window, no thunder drowning out the sounds she made. Just the creak of the bed and the afternoon birds through the window and Priya’s voice, breathy and real.

“God, you feel good.” She wrapped her short legs around me, pulling me deeper, her heels pressing into my lower back. Her D-cups rolled with each movement — heavy and full on her petite frame, the dark brown nipples swaying, swollen. “Don’t stop.”

I found a rhythm. Not fast — domestic, unhurried. The kind of sex that belonged in a home, not a villa during a hurricane. She moved with me, her hips rolling to meet each thrust, her D-cups bouncing, her flat belly flexing against mine. Every thrust drew a wet sound from where we joined — the unmistakable noise of a woman who was soaked through and getting wetter.

I reached between us and found her clit. She gasped, clenched, her whole body tightening around me. I rubbed slow circles, matching the rhythm of my hips, and her mouth fell open, a thin strand of saliva stretching between her parted lips.

“Nathan.” Her voice dropped to something raw. “I used to schedule everything. Every meeting, every relationship, every orgasm.” She pulled my face down to hers, her deep brown eyes wide and shining. “I don’t schedule you. I don’t schedule this. I just want you.”

I thrust harder. She met me, her hips lifting off the bed, her deep brown thighs gripping my waist. The bed frame protested. The ring on her finger caught a stripe of sunlight. Her D-cups were bouncing in earnest now, the heavy flesh swaying with each impact, her dark nipples tracing arcs in the air.

“Fill me,” she whispered. “I know it already worked. But I want to feel it anyway. I want your cum inside me for no reason except that I want it.”

Her pussy clenched around me, rhythmic and desperate, her body drawing me deeper with each squeeze. I drove into her — harder, faster, the wet slap of our bodies echoing through the small room. She threw her head back, her thick black hair fanning across the pillow, her perspiring skin catching the light in golden highlights.

I came deep inside her. Thick, hot, pulsing into her while her walls milked me in waves and her legs locked around my waist. I could feel the cum flooding her — the hot pulse of each spurt, the tight space overflowing, the slick warmth spreading between us. She came with me, her whole body seizing, perspiration gleaming on her brown skin, mouth open, eyes wide, looking at me like I was the only variable that had ever made sense. Her pussy contracted in long, rhythmic squeezes, wringing me, pulling every last drop deeper.

She held me inside her afterward. Her internal muscles clenched rhythmically — deliberate, learned, the kegel technique she’d mastered during her stay. Keeping everything where it belonged. I could feel her body working — slow, purposeful contractions that held my softening cock in a grip that wouldn’t let go, that held my cum sealed inside her.

“Not because of timing,” she said. “Not because of a window. Because you’re mine and I’m keeping you.”

I kissed her forehead. Her nose ring glinted. Her D-cups rose and fell against my chest, her nipples still hard, pressed between our bodies.

“The woman who ran analytics on everything,” I said.

“Found the one thing the data can’t explain.” She smiled. Bright. Real. Not a trace of the corporate mask she’d worn the first time she walked through this inn clutching a stack of paperwork.

I pulled out slowly, and she let me go with a sigh — her pussy releasing me reluctantly, her inner muscles giving one last squeeze. My cum glistened between her thighs — thick and white against deep brown skin, visible, unmistakable, a slow trickle leaking from her swollen pussy and pooling on the sheets beneath her. She didn’t clean up. She lay there in the afternoon light, one hand on her belly, ring catching sun, her thighs slick with the evidence of what we’d done, and breathed.

Home.



I was on the porch by late afternoon, measuring the sister joist for the rotted board, when a black sedan pulled up the drive. Silent engine. Tinted windows. The kind of car that didn’t want to be noticed.

The driver’s door opened. Black combat boots — shorter and sleeker than Dani’s, deliberate instead of punk — hit the gravel without sound. A woman in head-to-toe black unfolded from the car. Straight jet-black hair with blunt bangs cutting across her forehead. Porcelain skin, luminous against the dark clothes. Matte dark-berry lips. Cat-eye liner sharp enough to etch glass.

She stood in the drive and surveyed the inn the way someone might survey a building slated for demolition. Arms crossed. Tattooed fingers — fine-line geometric work, her own, I’d learn later — catching the spring light through silver rings.

My phone buzzed. A text from an unknown number — Portland area code.

Dani Kovacs.

Sending my girl Mina. She’s worse than me. Good luck.

The woman in black met my eyes across the gravel drive. Her gaze was sharp, dark, and about as warm as a February night in Vermont.

She looked at the measuring tape in my hand. At the rotted board. At the porch. At the inn.

“Dani said you weren’t terrible,” she said. “That’s her Michelin star.”

I set down the tape measure. “Welcome to Willow Creek.”

She didn’t smile. She didn’t nod. She looked at my hands — at the calluses, the carpenter’s veins, the sawdust on my knuckles — and something flickered in those dark, lined eyes before she locked it away.

“Show me the room,” she said. “And don’t try to charm me. It won’t work.”

I showed her the room. I didn’t try to charm her. But I checked the window latch while I was there, because that’s what I did.

Her eyes followed my hands the entire time.


Chapter 3: Worse Than Me

Mina Kwon arrived like a shadow with opinions.

I watched from the porch as she carried a single black duffel from the sedan’s trunk. No matched luggage like Margarethe. No carry-on optimized for global travel like Priya. One bag, compact, efficient. It sat by her door the way Helena’s suitcase had — packed, ready, never fully committed to staying.

Inside, the foyer was warm with Sofia’s cooking and the ambient chaos of seven pregnant women occupying a Victorian inn. Mina stood in the center of it, arms crossed, jet-black hair falling to mid-back, blunt bangs a ruler-straight line across her forehead. Her porcelain skin glowed against the all-black wardrobe — fitted high-collar top, black jeans that concealed more than they showed, combat boots that made no sound on the hardwood. A choker circled her throat like a statement. Silver rings on every finger caught the lamplight.

She surveyed the vintage furniture, the pregnant women drifting through the hallway, the mismatched china visible through the dining room archway. Her expression was the one you’d wear inspecting a crime scene you weren’t sure was worth solving.

Bree tried to befriend her immediately.

“Oh my God, your aesthetic is amazing!” Bree materialized from the common room, ponytail bouncing, rose-gold highlights catching the hall light. She reached toward Mina’s arm — the touch-first instinct of someone who communicated through physical contact and likes. “I love the whole dark academia vibe. Very—”

Mina’s flat stare landed like a wall.

“Thanks.” Dead. The word hit the floor and stayed there.

Bree’s hand retreated. Her bright eyes dimmed for a half-second before the performance rebooted. “Well, if you need anything, I’m, like, right down the hall!” She bounced away, cheerfulness recalibrating in real time. Within seconds she was performing enthusiasm at the hallway mirror — checking her ponytail, practicing a smile.

Mina watched her go. Something in those dark, liner-sharp eyes shifted — not judgment exactly, but assessment. The kind of look a tattoo artist gives skin before deciding where the needle goes.

The household trickled through. The Countess appeared in the foyer in a Chanel jacket and pearls, ice-blue eyes traveling over Mina’s all-black silhouette. “I find this particular aesthetic unnecessarily severe,” Margarethe announced to no one in particular. “But I suppose Vermont lacks the culture to expect otherwise.”

Mina didn’t blink. “Cool jewelry. Is that real pearl or just expensive?”

Margarethe’s perfectly shaped nostrils flared. She swept toward the nursery wing, muttering something in German.

Sofia tried next. She emerged from the kitchen with a plate — something golden and fragrant, drizzled with her signature vinaigrette. “You need to eat, mija. You’re too thin. Sit.”

Mina looked at the plate. Picked up a single piece of chicken with her tattooed fingers. Ate it with surgical care — enough to be polite, not a calorie more. “Good,” she said. Then set the plate down.

Sofia’s eyebrows climbed. In twenty years of cooking, people either cleaned the plate or lied about being full. Nobody dismissed her food with a single, correct adjective. She took the plate back to the kitchen, muttering about “women who eat like birds and dress like ravens.”

Astrid was unbothered. She walked past Mina in her sports bra and yoga pants, seventeen-week bump on display, and offered a brisk nod. One pragmatic Nordic woman recognizing something in a pragmatic Korean one. No words needed. Mina returned the nod. A tiny thaw.

Linda studied her the way Linda studied everything — with the patience of someone who’d been reading people in this inn since before Nathan arrived. She didn’t try to feed Mina or befriend her or comment on the aesthetic. She just watched. And I saw recognition in those dark, knowing eyes. Linda had worn her own version of Mina’s armor for years — built from different blueprints but serving the same purpose. Control as protection. Precision as walls.



I fixed the doorknob in Mina’s room because it rattled.

Same approach I’d used with Dani — no commentary, no reaction to the attitude, no fetishizing the look. Just competence. I knelt by the door, screwdriver in hand, tightening the loose plate. The latch mechanism was worn — needed a new spring, but shimming the existing one with a folded piece of copper would hold.

Mina sat on the bed, arms crossed, watching.

I felt her eyes on my hands. Specific, focused, tracking the movements with an attention that came from professional training. She understood tools, materials, the relationship between a hand and the surface it worked. My forearms flexed as I worked the screwdriver — veins standing out, carpenter’s muscles doing what they did.

I finished. Tested the knob. Solid.

“Anything else need fixing?” I asked.

She looked at me. Those ink-dark eyes, heavy liner framing them against milk-white skin. Her arms stayed crossed. The choker sat tight against her pale throat.

“The hot water takes forty seconds to arrive,” she said. “That’s twenty seconds too long.”

“Old pipes. The water heater’s been replaced, but the east wing runs need insulation.”

“So fix them.”

“It’s on the list.”

A beat. Something shifted in her expression — not warmth, not softness. Respect, maybe. For a man who had a list and meant to work through it.

“Dani didn’t warn me about the handyman act,” she said.

“It’s not an act. The spring was actually worn.”

The flat line of her dark-berry lips didn’t move, but something happened in her eyes. The barest flicker of amusement, killed before it could grow.

I left. Closed the repaired door behind me.

That night, from what Dani told me later, Mina texted her: The stud farmer has nice hands.

Dani’s reply: I KNOW RIGHT. Wait till he uses them.

Mina didn’t respond.



Dinner was the household at its most concentrated.

The long mahogany table — original furniture I’d never needed to repair — seated nine tonight. Two guests, seven family. Mismatched china that somehow worked. Fresh flowers from the garden, the David Austin roses that Helena had pruned before she left, still showing her careful hand.

I sat at the head. Sofia on my left, twenty-three weeks of belly pressing against the table edge, massive breasts resting above it, her gold chain catching candlelight. Catherine on my right, matching bump, freckled and barefoot, the first-wife position she’d claimed through precedent and presence. Linda beside Catherine, straight-backed, pearl earrings, pen and planner by her plate. Astrid next, athletic frame softening at seventeen weeks, her ice-blue eyes calm. Margarethe in her Chanel, composure restored after the Mina encounter. Tanaka with her journal, reading glasses, elegant fingers making notes between bites. Priya beside her, small and glowing, ring catching light every time she reached for her fork.

The guests sat at the far end. Bree in workout gear — crop top, leggings, because she dressed for an audience even when there wasn’t one. Mina in her all-black uniform, picking at food with controlled deliberation.

“Sofia.” Catherine leaned forward, one hand on her bump. “Are you bigger than me?”

Sofia looked down at her belly, then at Catherine’s. “Mine is wider. Yours is higher. It’s not a competition.”

“Everything is a competition. I was a CEO.”

They turned sideways simultaneously, presenting profiles. The table erupted — Astrid tilting her head with Scandinavian objectivity, Margarethe offering that a proper Eichenwald heir would be measured by quality not dimensions, Tanaka noting that fetal positioning accounted for bump variation more than actual size.

“You’re both enormous,” Linda said without looking up from her planner. “Congratulations.”

Sofia and Catherine looked at each other. Laughed. Then cried. Then laughed about crying. Hormones had turned the former CEO and the Latina chef into an emotional tag team that could go from bickering to sobbing to hysterical laughter in the space of a single sentence.

“My breasts are definitely bigger,” Sofia said, dabbing her eyes. And they were — her massive G-cups made Catherine’s lactating B-cups look like a different species. “That’s not debatable.”

“Nobody’s debating that,” I said. “Ever.”

Astrid reported increased breast tenderness to Tanaka across the table. “They’ve been sore since the villa. More than sore — heavy. And this morning my sports bra was damp.”

Tanaka’s pen paused. Her eyes sharpened behind her glasses. “Leaking?”

“A small amount. Clear fluid, slightly yellow-tinged.”

“Colostrum. At seventeen weeks that’s early but within normal parameters.” Tanaka was already writing. “I’d like to examine you tomorrow. Document the onset timing.”

Astrid shrugged with characteristic directness. “My mammary glands are becoming functional. I expected this at approximately this gestational stage.”

“Excellent clinical detachment,” Tanaka said. “I’ll steal that for my journal.”

Margarethe reviewed nursery crib specifications from the European catalog delivery that had arrived while we were in the DR. “The thread count on these crib sheets is an insult to the Eichenwald heirs,” she declared, holding up a fabric sample. “I have placed an emergency order for proper Egyptian cotton. In the interim, the babies will simply have to be born later.”

“That’s not how biology works,” Tanaka said.

“Then biology should reconsider its schedule.”

Priya had her laptop open beside her plate, installing a whiteboard schedule in the operations office she’d claimed from Margot’s old study. Linda watched from across the table, visible discomfort tightening her jaw. The paper binder that had managed the waitlist for months was being replaced by a color-coded digital system.

“The response time has already improved by forty percent,” Priya said.

“The existing system functioned,” Linda replied.

“The existing system was a paper binder with handwritten tabs.”

“It was organized.”

“It was organized the way a library card catalog is organized. Functional, but the year 2026 has opinions.”

They stared at each other. Linda’s dark eyes sharp and cold. Priya’s deep brown eyes warm and stubborn. Two women accustomed to running things, negotiating territory.

“The binder stays as backup,” Linda said finally. “Non-negotiable.”

“Fine. Analog redundancy isn’t the worst idea.” Priya turned back to her laptop. Linda’s jaw relaxed by approximately one millimeter.

I ate Sofia’s cooking and watched my family. The rings on their fingers. The bellies in various stages of growth. The sounds of seven women occupying a house that had been built for guests and was becoming a home.

Bree sat at the far end, phoneless, filling the silence with compliments and questions that nobody had asked. She told Astrid her yoga form was “content-worthy.” She told Sofia the food was “hashtag restaurant quality.” She told Margarethe her jewelry was “so classic, very timeless-chic.” Each compliment was accurate and hollow — the language of engagement metrics applied to human interaction.

Mina sat beside her and said nothing. She ate exactly three bites of chicken, two forkfuls of salad, and a single piece of bread. She drank water. She watched the table with dark, assessing eyes. When Bree tried to include her — “Don’t you think the food is amazing?” — Mina’s response was a single word: “Yes.”

But she watched. I saw it — the way her gaze moved around the table, tracking dynamics. Sofia’s hand on her belly. Catherine’s freckled smile. Linda’s controlled elegance. Astrid’s Nordic directness. The rings. The bumps. The casual intimacy of people who’d chosen each other.

She’d expected a bougie sperm bank. She’d found a family. And it unsettled her more than hostility would have.

After dinner, I found her in the garden. She sat on the bench beneath the roses, sketchbook on her knee, a pencil moving in precise lines. The pale skin and dark clothes made her look like a ghost against the spring flowers.

I sat on the opposite end of the bench. Left space between us.

“Your household is loud,” she said.

“Seven pregnant women.”

“Eight.” She glanced at me. “Dani’s six weeks.”

“I know.”

“She’s eating ramen for every meal. Falling asleep at the shop by 2 PM. Won’t tell anyone she’s struggling.” Mina’s pencil moved — geometric lines, precise, controlled. “She sent me here because I want a kid and she trusts you. But she also sent me because she’s too proud to come herself and too stubborn to admit she needs people.”

That sat between us in the spring air.

“Is she okay?” I asked.

Mina’s pencil stopped. She looked at me — really looked, for the first time. Her eyes behind the sharp liner, assessing something she hadn’t expected to find. A man who fixed doorknobs and asked about a woman who’d left months ago with a handshake.

“She’s Dani,” Mina said. “She’s never okay. She’s just functional.”

She went back to drawing. I sat on the bench and listened to the evening birds and the distant sound of Sofia singing in the kitchen.

When I stood to leave, I glanced at the sketchbook. She angled it away, but not before I caught a glimpse.

She was drawing hands. Specifically, my hands — the knuckles, the veins, the callused fingertips I’d used to fix her doorknob. Rendered in meticulous fine lines, the kind of work that would translate perfectly to a tattoo gun.

She noticed me noticing. Her kohl-dark eyes went flat. The sketchbook snapped shut.

“Don’t read into it,” she said. “I draw hands. It’s a professional exercise.”

“I didn’t say anything.”

“Good.”

She sat in the garden until dark. When she went inside, she walked past the common room where Bree was curled on the couch, staring at the ceiling, one hand reaching for a phone that wasn’t there.

I went upstairs. Sofia was asleep, one hand on her belly, milk-stained nightgown, mouth slightly open. Catherine was reading on her side of the bed, freckled and calm. Linda’s light was still on — I could see it under her door, the scratch of her pen on paper.

I lay in the dark and thought about hands. Mina’s, steady and precise. Bree’s, always reaching for something that wasn’t there. Dani’s, six weeks pregnant and alone in Portland.


Chapter 4: Who’s in Charge

Bree jogged past the porch at 7 AM.

I was halfway through the sister joist, pressure-treated lumber braced against the original beam, carriage bolts ready. The spring morning was cool enough that my breath fogged, but Bree ran in a sports bra and tiny shorts, golden-tan skin glistening with the kind of sweat that looked curated even when it wasn’t. Her ponytail bounced — rose-gold highlights catching the early light. Strong quads flexing with each stride, that sculpted ass moving with a rhythm that had probably been filmed from every angle imaginable.

She circled the property twice. On the second pass, she slowed near the porch, breathing hard, toned midriff rising and falling. Her belly button piercing glinted.

“Morning run?” I said, not looking up from the bolt I was seating.

“Yeah, I usually do it live on my Stories but—” She stopped. Remembered. No phone. “I usually just… run.”

She stood there for a beat, hands on her hips, as if she didn’t know what a run was for if nobody watched it happen. Then she kept going.

Mina was on the porch.

I hadn’t heard her arrive. She sat in the wicker chair with a mug of black coffee — no cream, no sugar, nothing that would soften the experience. Head-to-toe black despite the spring warmth. Blunt bangs immaculate. Dark lips, sharp liner, choker in place. She watched Bree jog past with the expression of a scientist observing a particularly confusing organism.

“She runs for an audience that isn’t here,” Mina said.

“Some habits take time to break.”

Mina’s ink-dark eyes moved from Bree’s retreating figure to me. To the bolts. To the lumber. To my forearms, where the veins stood out from torquing the socket wrench.

“Some habits,” she said, and sipped her black coffee.



The tension between Linda and Margarethe had been building since before the Dominican Republic, but it sharpened to a blade that week.

Two managers. Two women accustomed to absolute authority. Linda ran operations — the schedule, the waitlist, the household logistics, the daily machinery that kept eight people fed, housed, and organized. Margarethe ran everything else through aristocratic decree — nursery furnishing, financial allocation, guest standards, and the unspoken expectation that the Eichenwald name carried weight even in rural Vermont.

The nursery wing was the battleground.

Linda had a schedule. Painted on a whiteboard in Priya’s new office, the timeline tracked construction completion, crib deliveries, fabric orders, and preparation milestones. Each task had a date. Each date was non-negotiable.

Margarethe had a vision. The Eichenwald heirs would sleep on European hardwood, wrapped in Egyptian cotton with a minimum 800-thread count, beneath a simplified family crest she’d designed herself. The furniture orders came from Munich. The delivery timeline did not align with Linda’s schedule.

The disagreements started as professional differences. Then they became passive-aggressive memos — Linda’s typed in clean blue ink on inn stationery, Margarethe’s handwritten on cream paper in the severe cursive of an Austrian finishing school. Each memo was addressed to Nathan, which meant each memo was addressed to the entire household, which meant each memo was a public escalation.

By Wednesday, Sofia had started keeping score.

“Linda’s winning on logistics,” she reported from the kitchen, stirring soup with one hand, the other on her twenty-three-week bump. “But Margarethe just played the Eichenwald card. Something about how the nursery paint color is ‘beneath the heritage of her lineage.’”

“The paint is eggshell white,” I said. “It’s the most neutral color that exists.”

“Apparently it’s too neutral. The Eichenwald standard is ‘ivory with warm undertones.’ She sent you a memo about it.”

“I’ll read it later.”

“She sent it in German.”

I found them that evening.

The study — Margot’s old study, half-converted to Priya’s office but still furnished with the heavy desk and leather chairs. Linda stood on one side of the desk, spine straight, pearl earrings catching lamplight, her silver-streaked black bun not a hair out of place. Margarethe stood on the other, Louboutin heels adding two inches to her already considerable five-eleven, ice-blue eyes cold, Chanel jacket buttoned, the antique hairpins in her chignon glinting like tiny weapons.

Between them on the desk: a nursery timeline, a furniture delivery schedule, two stacks of memos, and the unmistakable atmospheric pressure of two women who had reached the limit of civil disagreement.

“Nathan.” Linda’s voice was measured and cold. “The delivery from Munich cannot arrive before the drywall inspection. The schedule exists for a reason.”

“The drywall inspection exists for a bureaucratic convenience,” Margarethe countered, her accent sharpening. “The furniture arrives when I say it arrives. I funded this nursery. I funded this trip. I fund—”

“Funding does not grant scheduling authority.”

“Authority is derived from competence. My family has managed estates larger than this village for two centuries.”

“Your family’s estate management is not relevant to a plumbing inspection in Vermont.”

They both turned to me. Four eyes — Linda’s dark and knowing, Margarethe’s ice-blue and imperious — expecting a ruling.

I closed the study door.

The latch clicked. The sound seemed louder than it was.

“You’ve both forgotten something,” I said.

Linda’s chin lifted. Margarethe’s spine straightened. Two women who’d spent their lives being the authority in every room they entered, waiting for me to arbitrate their dispute.

I didn’t arbitrate.

I walked to Linda first. She stood her ground — fifteen years of practice, the woman who’d guarded this inn’s secrets longer than anyone, who’d tested me with a clinical handjob before I’d been here a week, who’d watched three consultants before deciding I was worth her surrender.

I took the pen from her hand. Set it on the desk. Then I fisted her silver-streaked hair — the hair she kept in a severe bun by day, the hair that cascaded to mid-back only when she let her walls come down. I pulled, firm and deliberate, and the bun unraveled. Pins scattered on the desk. Silver and black silk spilled through my fingers.

Her gasp was involuntary. Her eyes went wide — not with surprise, because Linda was never surprised, but with the recognition of what was happening. Her body knew this. A lifetime of control dissolving in my fist. Her almost-black eyes softened from ice to liquid.

“Nathan—”

“You don’t run this,” I said. Low. The tone she needed — calm, direct, an octave below normal. “Neither does she.”

I released her hair and turned to Margarethe.

The Countess stood rigid, blue eyes narrowed, nostrils flared. She was not accustomed to watching another woman receive what she considered her due. Her chin was up, her pearls straight, her composure immaculate.

I stepped to her. She held her ground — forty-six years of aristocratic training kept her feet planted even when her pupils dilated. I reached for her chignon.

“If you think—” she started.

I pulled the first pin. Silver, antique, probably worth more than my truck. It clinked on the desk.

Second pin. Third. Her silver-blonde hair unwound from the perfect twist like silk releasing from a spool. It fell past her shoulders, centuries of Eichenwald composure cascading down her Chanel jacket.

Her breath caught. The chignon coming undone was her surrender marker — it always had been, since that first consultation in this same study when she’d presented a three-page requirements document and I’d set it aside.

“The heir requires—” she managed.

“The heir requires you to stop fighting with Linda.” I held her chin. Tilted her face up. Those ice-blue eyes were swimming. “And you—” I looked over my shoulder at Linda, who stood with her hair down and her chest heaving, dark eyes locked on me. “You need to stop fighting with her.”

“I wasn’t—”

“You were both trying to be in charge.” I let go of Margarethe’s chin. “You’re not. I am.”

The silence held for three heartbeats. Two women. Two types of authority — bureaucratic control and aristocratic command — both stripped of their armor in ten seconds.

Linda moved first. Decisively, the way she committed to everything once a decision was made. She crossed the space between us and pressed her mouth to mine. Hard, desperate, the kiss of a woman who needed to be taken apart before she could function. I grabbed her hair again — she moaned into my mouth, her composure cracking like glass, her small firm B-cups pressing against my chest through silk. Her tongue found mine and her hips rolled forward, grinding against my thigh with a shameless urgency that would have mortified the Linda who ran this household’s operations.

I pulled her blouse open. Buttons scattered on the hardwood floor. Underneath: black lace — she always wore black lace when she wanted to be conquered. Her breasts were small, high, perfect, the dark nipples straining against the delicate fabric. I ripped the bra down and her breasts spilled free. At eight weeks pregnant, they were more sensitive than ever — she hissed when I palmed one, her hips grinding forward, her nipple stiffening to a hard point against my calloused thumb.

Margarethe watched. Her hair was down, her composure was in pieces, and her pale blue eyes tracked every movement with hungry focus. Her chest rose and fell in rapid, shallow breaths, the flush already creeping up from her collarbones. She had always been the watcher at first — assessing, evaluating, building toward the moment she couldn’t resist. Her thighs pressed together beneath her designer skirt, and I caught the subtle shift of her hips — the Countess was squirming.

“Your turn,” I said to her.

I pulled her toward the desk. Hiked her designer skirt up around her hips — underneath, silk lingerie in muted cream, the crotch already darkened with a spreading wet stain. I ripped them down her endless legs. She gasped — proper, outraged, and soaking wet. Her pussy was swollen and glistening, her arousal visible on the pale skin of her inner thighs. Her impossibly long legs went on forever, alabaster pale, trembling.

“This is not how an Eichenwald—”

I bent her over the desk. Face down on the scattered memos — Linda’s typed, Margarethe’s handwritten. Her cheek pressed against cream stationery. Her hair spread across the desk like spun silver. Her designer skirt bunched at her waist, her bare ass exposed, her pussy wet and open between those aristocratic thighs.

“Stay,” I told her. Then I went back to Linda.

Linda was already unbuttoning what remained of her blouse, revealing the full extent of her hidden curves — the surprisingly round ass beneath the pencil skirt, the long toned legs, the yoga-sculpted body she kept under professional armor. Her pencil skirt came down to reveal matching black lace panties, dark with wetness. I pulled them aside and ran my fingers along her slit — she was drenched, her arousal coating my fingers instantly, her clit swollen and rigid beneath my thumb. She gasped, her hips bucking into my hand.

I lifted her onto the desk beside Margarethe. Side by side. Two authority figures, two types of control, both spread across the same surface they’d been arguing over minutes ago. Linda on her back, legs open, her pussy slick and bare. Margarethe face-down, ass raised, her pussy dripping between her pale thighs. The memos crumpled beneath their bodies.

I started with Linda. She needed it rough — she always had. Fifteen years of control, and she needed it ripped away. I lined up and drove into her in a single hard stroke. She arched off the desk with a cry that was pure surrender. Tight, hot, so wet I bottomed out without resistance and felt her pussy grip me like a fist. Her walls clenched around me with the desperation of a woman who’d waited too long for everything.

“Make it count,” she whispered. Her breeding talk was always sparse and devastating — maximum impact from minimum words.

I thrust deep. Pulled back until only the head remained inside her, then slammed home. She gripped the desk edge, silver hair spreading across the wood, her small breasts bouncing with each impact, her hard nipples tracing circles in the air. The wet sound of my cock driving into her filled the study — obscene, rhythmic, unmistakable. Beside her, Margarethe watched with wide eyes, face still pressed to the memos, her long pale body trembling with anticipation, her hips rocking involuntarily against the desk edge.

I fucked Linda hard. The desk protested, wooden legs scraping the floor. Her composure shattered — the meticulous operations manager reduced to gasping, clutching, desperate sounds that she’d never make outside this room. Her pussy was clenching around me in rhythmic spasms, her juices running down to the desk surface. I grabbed her hair while I was inside her, pulling her head back, and she came with a sound that started as a whimper and ended as something feral. Her walls clamped down on me in powerful, milking waves, her legs shaking, her flat belly flexing, her whole body convulsing on the desk. I pulled out — my cock slick with her arousal, glistening — and turned to the next.

Margarethe.

I was inside her before her formal vocabulary could construct a sentence. She was tight — incredibly tight — aristocratic muscles clenching around me with the same discipline she applied to everything, but the composure was gone. The sensation of entering her was different from Linda — Margarethe’s pussy gripped me with a controlled tension that kept shattering into involuntary flutters, her body warring between discipline and need. Her face was flushed from her collarbones to her cheeks — highly visible on her fair skin, a mottled pink that no Eichenwald ancestor would have approved of.

“The heir requires—” she started, and the sentence dissolved into German as I sank deeper. “Gott, tiefer—” Deeper. Even her native tongue was crumbling. I thrust hard and the rest of the German died in a strangled moan.

I gripped her hair — the silver-blonde cascade that represented two centuries of Teutonic self-control — and pulled while I drove into her. She moaned in a register that was neither German nor English. The wet slap of my hips against her ass echoed off the study walls. Her impossibly long legs wrapped around me, Louboutin heels digging into my back, her pussy flooding around my cock with a rush of warmth.

Linda, beside us, watched. Her hair down, her blouse destroyed, her knowing eyes liquid. She had one hand between her own spread legs — two fingers working her clit in slow, deliberate circles, her pussy still swollen and wet from being fucked. The other hand gripped Margarethe’s wrist — not intimately, but grounding. Two women who’d been arguing for days, connected through me and the desk they’d fought over. Linda’s fingers glistened with her own wetness.

I alternated. Back to Linda — she cried out when I re-entered her, her pussy stretching open again, her body arching to receive me, her small breasts swaying with the force of each thrust. Her arousal had mixed with the remnants of Margarethe’s on my cock, and the wet sounds were obscene, the evidence of both women slicking every stroke. Then to Margarethe — who made a sound of pure need when I filled her again, her Chanel jacket rucked up around her waist, her aristocratic mask in ruins. Each time I withdrew, her pussy clenched as if trying to keep me, and she whimpered at the emptiness before I drove back in.

Breeding talk from Linda: “Make it count.” Three words. Her eyes were wet. She was eight weeks pregnant and this wasn’t about conception — it was about claiming. About being reminded that running the schedule didn’t mean running the man. Her pussy gripped me like she was trying to draw the cum out of me by force.

Breeding talk from Margarethe: “The heir requires—” she tried again, and this time it devolved entirely into guttural German that was neither coherent nor translatable. “Fick mich — bitte — ich brauche—” She gave up on language altogether and just moaned, her pale thighs spreading wider, her pussy clenching around me in rapid, helpless contractions.

I came inside Linda first. She needed it — rough, the way she craved. I held her hair and buried myself to the hilt, my cock pulsing, filling her with thick, hot spurts while she shook beneath me. Her whole body seized, her pussy clamping down in rhythmic waves that milked every pulse. Cum pooled inside her and overflowed — a trickle of white leaking from where we were joined, running down between her round ass cheeks, dripping to the desk. Margarethe watched with wide, swimming eyes, her lips parted, her chest heaving, one pale hand gripping the desk edge hard enough to whiten her knuckles. Linda’s careful composure was demolished. She lay on the desk gasping, hair everywhere, blouse open, cum leaking from her pussy in a slow stream, looking nothing like an operations manager with a 150-name waitlist.

Then Margarethe. I bent her over the desk — face down on the memos again, chignon destroyed, my hand fisted in her silver hair. I pushed inside her and she came immediately — the orgasm she’d been holding since watching Linda, since watching cum overflow from Linda’s pussy while she lay there empty and aching. Her body clenched around me with the force of a woman who’d controlled everything for forty-six years and had found exactly one man worth surrendering to. Her pussy spasmed violently, her back arching, her mouth open on a scream she tried to bite back. I thrust through her orgasm, the tight contractions of her walls gripping me with almost painful intensity, and came inside her — flooding her the way I’d flooded Linda, thick ropes of cum pulsing into her until she overflowed too. She came again — a second wave crashing through her as she felt the hot flood inside her — her pale thighs shaking, her fingers clawing the desk, cum running down the inside of her long legs in white trails against alabaster skin.

“That was—” she started in English. Switched to German. Gave up. “That,” she finished.

The aftermath.

Linda reassembled first. She always did. Smoothed her hair, though it wouldn’t go back into the bun without pins and she wasn’t ready for pins. Adjusted what remained of her blouse — most of the buttons were on the floor. But her hands trembled, and her cheeks glowed with a flush she couldn’t hide.

Margarethe took longer. She sat in the desk chair — the leather one, Margot’s old chair — with her hair in ruins, her skirt still rucked up, her Louboutins dangling from one foot. She stared at the ceiling.

“That was…” she tried again.

“Noted,” Linda said. She found her pen on the floor. Picked it up. Met Margarethe’s eyes.

A beat. The two women looked at each other — not as rivals, not as managers, but as two people who’d just shared something that negotiation could never resolve.

“We should disagree about the nursery more often,” Linda said. The barest hint of a smile. From Linda, that was a standing ovation.

Margarethe’s lips twitched. “I shall endeavor to be difficult.”

“That won’t be a challenge.”



Bree heard everything.

She’d been passing the study door — heading to the kitchen, maybe, or to the common room to sit phoneless and adrift. The sounds that came through the oak were unmistakable. Two women. One man. The kind of sounds that couldn’t be performed, couldn’t be filtered, couldn’t be edited for content.

I found her in the common room afterward. She sat on the couch, knees pulled up, warm brown arms wrapped around them. The rose-gold ponytail was messy — she hadn’t fixed it. The crop top showed her sculpted midriff, the belly button piercing a dim spark in the lamplight.

She wasn’t performing anything. She was just sitting.

“Those women,” she said quietly. “They weren’t doing it for anyone. No camera. No audience. They just…” She trailed off.

“They wanted to.”

“I don’t remember what that feels like.” She looked at her hands. Turned them over. “Wanting something for myself instead of for an audience.”

I sat in the chair across from her. Let the silence hold.

“My consultation is tomorrow,” she said.

“It is.”

She tilted her head. Bit her lip. Started to giggle — then caught herself. Put the performance down like setting down a heavy bag.

“I’ve been rehearsing being seduced,” she said. “In my head. Practicing what face to make when you touch me. What sound to make when you—” She stopped. Looked at me with eyes that, for the first time since she’d arrived, weren’t sparkling with manufactured enthusiasm. “That’s insane, right? That I practice having sex?”

“It’s a habit.”

“It’s a prison.” She put her chin on her knees. “I’ve been performing attraction for cameras since I was twenty-five. Before that, I performed for boys. Before that, for my parents’ approval. When did I stop…” She gestured vaguely. “Just feeling things?”

I didn’t answer. Not because I didn’t have one, but because the question wasn’t for me.

She sat there for a while. Then she went to her room. Through the doorway, I saw her tilt her head at the mirror. Start to practice a smile. Then a lip bite. Then a gasp.

Then stop. Put the mirror face-down on the dresser.


Chapter 5: The Performance

Bree dressed for her consultation the way she dressed for everything — like someone was going to see it.

Sports bra in coral pink, matching tiny shorts that showcased the glutes responsible for her empire. Her rose-gold hair was in the signature high ponytail, face done in what I’d learned to recognize as her “natural” look — foundation, concealer, brow gel, lip gloss, each product designed to create the illusion of wearing nothing. The belly button piercing sparkled. She looked like a sponsored post that had walked off the screen and into my wellness wing.

She was already performing before I closed the door.

“So,” she said, touching my arm. “I’ve heard you’re like, really good at this.” Giggle. Hair flip. The ponytail swung in a practiced arc. She bit her lower lip and let her gaze drop to my belt line, then brought it back up with widened eyes. “I’m kind of nervous. Is that weird?”

It wasn’t weird. It was scripted. Every beat of her arrival routine was calibrated — the touch, the lip bite, the eye-drop-and-rise, the performative vulnerability. She’d been doing some version of this since she started her brand. Maybe longer.

“What are you nervous about?” I asked.

“I mean…” She laughed — bright, bubbly, the exact laugh she probably used in her workout videos when she pretended to be surprised by her own strength. “I’ve never done anything like this before. The whole fertility consultation thing. It’s so—”

“Bree.”

She stopped. The smile stayed, but something behind it flickered.

“What do you actually want?”

“What do I—” The rehearsed response died half-formed. She regrouped. “I want a baby. That’s why I’m here. My brand is fitness and empowerment, and I’ve always—”

“Not the baby. Right now. In this room. What do you want?”

Her mouth opened. Closed. The performance engine sputtered. She was a woman who’d built her identity on engagement metrics and audience response, and I’d asked her a question no algorithm could answer.

“I want…” She reached for her pocket. Phone reflex. Her fingers found denim and nothing. “I want you to want me,” she said, and for a half-second the performance disappeared and something raw flickered across her face before the mask slammed back down. “I mean, obviously. Who wouldn’t? I have 2.4 million followers who—”

I kissed her.

Not hard. Not aggressive. A kiss that had nothing to do with content or engagement or audience metrics. I put my hand on the back of her neck, under the ponytail, and kissed her the way you kiss someone when you want them to stop talking and start feeling.

She froze. For one full second, Bree Rios — BreeRiosFit, fitness brand, gym-built body, always-on smile — didn’t know what to do with a kiss that wasn’t for a camera.

Then she kissed me back. And it was messy. Wrong angle, too much teeth, a genuine fumble that no content creator would ever post. She pulled back, startled.

“That was—”

“Real.”

“That was bad.”

“That was real. Which means it’s the first honest thing you’ve done since you got here.”

Something cracked behind her bright eyes. Not broken — just loosened. A bolt turning for the first time in years.

I pulled her sports bra over her head. Her C-cups came free — perky, firm, natural, proportional to her athletic frame. Not the primary asset she’d built her brand on, but beautiful in the way that bodies are beautiful when they’re not being photographed. Her nipples were small, pink-brown, stiffening in the air.

She automatically arched her back. Pushed her chest forward. Camera angle.

“Stop posing,” I said.

Her back relaxed. She looked genuinely lost. “I don’t know what to do if I’m not—”

“Feel.”

I ran my hands down her body. Carpenter’s calluses on gym-smooth skin — a texture contrast that made her breath catch. I traced the belly button piercing with my thumb. Circled the diamond stud. She inhaled sharply.

“That’s—” She searched for the right adjective. The content-ready adjective. Couldn’t find it. “Oh.”

I knelt. Pulled her shorts down. Underneath: pink underwear, seamless, the kind designed to be invisible under leggings. I pulled those down too. She was groomed meticulously — waxed, maintained, everything about her body curated for an audience that would never see this part.

I pressed my mouth against her pussy. She was warm but not wet — her body hadn’t caught up to the situation because her brain was still running the performance subroutine.

I licked slowly. Long, flat strokes of my tongue across her clit. Not performing. Not rushing. Just finding the nerve endings beneath the curated surface.

She gasped. Reached for something — her phone, a camera, anything to put between herself and the sensation. Her hand grabbed air.

I went deeper. Tongue circling her clit, then sliding down to her entrance, tasting the first hint of genuine wetness. My hands gripped her trained thighs — the thighs that had driven 2.4 million people to follow a stranger’s workout videos. They trembled under my fingers.

“Oh my God,” she breathed. Not performance. She sounded surprised.

I pulled back. She whimpered — a real sound, unrehearsed.

“Now you’re feeling something,” I said.

“Shut up and keep doing that.”

I did. Tongue on her clit, slow circles, then faster. Two fingers inside her — she was getting wet now, her body finally responding to sensation instead of performing response. She gripped my hair. Her warm thighs clenched around my head. The diamond stud glinted as her abs flexed.

She came on my tongue. Not the camera-ready orgasm — no arched back, no perfectly contorted expression, no rehearsed moan. Her face scrunched up. Her mouth opened in a shape that was more grimace than glamour. She kicked one leg and knocked the chair beside the bed sideways. A strangled sound came out that started as a word and ended as noise.

“What—” she gasped. “That wasn’t—I didn’t even—”

I stood. She stared at me with wide, disoriented eyes. The practiced pout was gone. The glossed lips were bitten bare. The rose-gold ponytail was listing to one side, flyaways everywhere.

She looked like a person instead of a brand.

“Okay,” she breathed. “Okay. That was. Um.”

I undressed. Her eyes tracked my body — not with the performative gaze-drop she’d done at the start, but with genuine attention. My chest, my stomach, my cock. Her eyes widened. Not performance — she was looking at me the way you look at something you want but don’t know how to ask for.

“I don’t know how to do this without performing,” she said quietly. “Every time a man has seen me naked since I was twenty-five, I’ve been thinking about how it looks. The angle. The light. What the viewer—”

“There’s no viewer.”

“I know. That’s the problem.”

I laid her back on the bed. Positioned myself between her golden-tan thighs. Her athletic body was a landscape of professional maintenance — toned abs with visible definition, sculpted glutes she could feel beneath the sheets, strong quads that framed my hips. Every inch maintained, trained, documented, and monetized. And right now, none of it was for anyone but us.

I pressed inside her.

Her pussy stretched around me — tight, warm, resistant in the way a body is resistant when the brain is still running interference. She gasped. Her eyes went wide. Then she did the thing — the performance thing. She arched her back at the exact angle that photographs best. Moaned at the pitch she’d learned was most appealing. Arranged her face into an expression of pleasure that was technically accurate and emotionally empty. Her hips tilted to present the angle she knew was flattering from behind.

I stopped moving. Held still, buried halfway inside her, feeling her pussy clench around nothing but reflex.

“Bree.”

Her eyes opened. The performed expression crumbled.

“Feel me,” I said. “Don’t think about how it looks. Feel where I am inside you.”

She breathed. Closed her eyes. I felt her internal muscles flutter — not from any technique, just from paying attention. From actually being present in her body instead of performing presence for an audience. Her pussy softened, opened, and I sank the rest of the way into her. She made a small, startled sound — the sound of a woman discovering that the cock inside her felt different when she wasn’t directing a scene around it.

I moved again. Slow. Deep. Withdrawing until only the head was inside her, then pressing forward until my hips met hers and her pussy gripped the entire length of me. Not for content. For the nerve endings, the pressure points, the place inside her where performance couldn’t reach. Her mouth opened — no sound, just a caught breath that she couldn’t have faked because she didn’t know what it was going to be.

“There,” she whispered. “Right there. That’s—I haven’t—oh God.”

I found the angle and kept it. Each stroke rubbed the swollen ridge inside her that made her breath hitch, made her pussy clench involuntarily. My thumb found her clit — slippery, swollen, her arousal coating my fingers. I circled it while I thrust into her, and she gripped the sheets — not artfully arranged fingers, but white-knuckled fists that bunched the fabric. Her defined abs flexed with each breath. Her C-cups bounced with each thrust, small and real and unremarkable compared to Sofia’s or Priya’s and perfect by the standards of this room. Her nipples were stiff, dark pink, drawing tight circles in the air with each impact of my hips.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I said.

Her eyes flew open. Breeding talk. The words hit differently when they weren’t filtered through a screen or a performance or a content strategy. They hit in the body, in the primal part of the brain that didn’t care about followers or engagement. Her pussy clenched around me — hard, involuntary, a response her body gave before her mind could curate it.

“I’m going to put a baby in you,” I continued, thrusting deeper, harder, the wet sounds of her arousal filling the room. “No camera. No audience. Just you and me and what your body was built for.”

“Oh fuck.” She writhed beneath me. Not performed writhing — awkward, uncoordinated, her heel catching the sheet and pulling it off the corner of the mattress. Her pussy was flooding now, soaking my cock, dripping down to the mattress beneath her sculpted ass. “That’s—you can’t just say—”

“You’ve spent five years controlling your body’s narrative. Every photo, every post, every angle. What happens when I make it change? When your belly starts to swell and your body becomes something you can’t filter?”

She moaned. Loud, messy, nothing like the practiced sounds she’d made at the start. Her sun-warm skin was sheened with real sweat, not the photogenic glow of a post-workout selfie. Perspiration pooled in the hollow of her throat, dripped between her breasts, glistened on the flat stomach that wouldn’t be flat much longer if this worked. Her pussy was gripping me in rapid, fluttering contractions — her body racing toward something her brain hadn’t authorized.

“Yes,” she gasped. “Put a baby in me. Fill me up. I don’t care how it looks. I don’t care who sees. Just—”

I thrust harder. She wrapped her legs around me, her powerful thighs gripping my waist, her carved glutes clenching against my hips, her heels digging into my ass to pull me deeper. The belly button piercing pressed cold against my stomach. Her pussy was so wet the sounds were obscene — every thrust squelching, every withdrawal trailing strings of her arousal.

She came.

Not the camera-ready orgasm from earlier. Something worse. Something better. Her face contorted — eyes squeezed shut, mouth twisted open, chin tucked, the kind of expression she would have deleted in an instant if it showed up in her camera roll. Her whole body seized. She kicked the remaining sheet off the bed entirely. Her pussy clamped down on me in violent, rhythmic waves, her abs contracting, her thighs shaking. A sound came out of her that was part scream, part sob, part desperate animal noise that no engagement algorithm had ever heard. Her juices gushed around my cock, soaking my balls, running between her clenched glutes.

I didn’t stop. Her orgasm was still rolling when I felt mine building — the tightening at the base of my spine, the inevitability gathering. I drove deep, buried to the hilt in her tight, spasming heat, and let go.

I emptied inside her. Volcanic. Thick, pulsing waves while her walls milked me and her thighs crushed my ribs. I could feel every spurt — the hot jet of cum painting her insides, filling her, the tight space overflowing. The cum seeped out around my cock in a warm flood, running down between her legs, pooling beneath her toned ass on the mattress. She held me inside her, not with technique but with instinct. Her pussy clenched and gripped, keeping me deep, her body demanding every drop with a desperation that had nothing curated about it.

“Oh my God,” she whispered. “Oh my God, oh my God.”

I stayed inside her. Felt her breathing slow. Felt my cum settling deep inside her, where her curated body met the oldest biology in the world.

She opened her eyes. They were wet. Not performed tears — actual moisture from an actual emotional response that she didn’t know how to categorize or hashtag.

“I’ve never—” she started. Then stopped. Reached for her phone. Hand closed on nothing. She looked at her empty palm. Put it back on the bed.

“I’ve had sex on camera,” she said. “Well, not exactly on camera, but kind of. The ‘tasteful’ leaked thing. And every boyfriend since has wanted to film it. Or I’ve performed for them anyway because I forgot how not to.” She stared at the ceiling. “That was the first time my face did whatever the fuck it did without me deciding what it should do.”

“How did it feel?”

“Terrible.” A pause. “Amazing. Like throwing up but from my whole body.”

She lay there. No phone. No filter. No audience. Breathing. My cum inside her, cooling. The afternoon light through the window painting her sun-warm skin in stripes.

“I look like shit right now,” she said.

“You look like yourself.”

She considered this for a long time. Then she closed her eyes and a tear slid down her temple.

“I don’t even know who that is.”



Mina still hadn’t booked her consultation.

Three days at the inn. Three days of black coffee, minimal food, silent observation, and a sketchbook that she closed every time someone walked near. She sat in corners and doorways like a surveillance camera in combat boots.

Linda found her in the common room that evening. Stood over her with the clipboard that had somehow survived Priya’s digital revolution. Ink-dark eyes meeting Linda’s knowing ones. Two women who spoke the language of control fluently.

“The window is the window, Ms. Kwon,” Linda said. “Biology doesn’t wait for your evaluation to complete.”

Mina’s jaw tightened. The choker shifted on her pale throat as she swallowed. Her tattooed fingers, steady as surgical instruments, folded into her lap.

“I’m aware of my own cycle,” she said.

“Then you’re aware that tomorrow is optimal. And the day after that is acceptable. And the day after that is too late.”

Mina looked up at her. Something in those dark eyes — not vulnerability exactly. Calculation. Assessment. The gaze of someone who measured twice before committing a single permanent line.

“Fine,” she said. “Tomorrow.”

“I’ll inform Nathan.” Linda turned to leave.

“He fixes things,” Mina said. To no one in particular. “That’s his thing? He just… fixes things?”

Linda paused. Half-turned. The lamplight caught her pearl earrings and the knowing depth of her near-black eyes.

“He fixes things,” she confirmed. “Whether you want him to or not.”

Mina’s steady hands moved to her sketchbook. Opened it to a fresh page. Started drawing something with lines so clean they could have been printed.

The book was angled away from me, but I caught the edge of it from the doorway.

Hands. Again. My hands. From a different angle this time — gripping a wrench, veins raised, knuckles white.

Dani’s instincts, even delivered through sarcasm and middle-finger emojis, had never been wrong.


Chapter 6: Precision

Mina arrived in full armor.

Choker. Dark berry lips, matte and flawless. Cat-eye liner that could have been drawn with an architect’s rule. Hair pinned in a tight low knot at the nape of her neck — not a strand free, not a single compromise. The all-black wardrobe was buttoned to the collar, boots laced tight, silver rings arranged on every finger. Her pale skin glowed against the darkness of everything else, luminous and untouchable.

She sat in the wellness wing chair. Arms crossed. Legs crossed. Every line of her body composed into a single statement: try me.

I waited.

She waited.

Thirty seconds. I could hear the old clock in the hallway ticking. The distant sound of Sofia singing something in Spanish from the kitchen. The creak of the house settling.

A minute. Mina’s composure didn’t crack. Her eyes behind the sharp liner stayed fixed on me — not challenging, not seductive. Evaluating. The way a drafting architect checks a blueprint for structural flaws before committing to the build.

My patience didn’t crack either. I’d learned this from Dani. The armored ones didn’t respond to charm. They didn’t respond to pressure, to compliments, to the repertoire that worked on women who wanted to be convinced. Mina needed to feel like she was making the choice, even if we both knew the choice had been made the moment she booked the appointment.

She broke first. Not with a crack — with a carefully selected opening volley.

“Dani said you’re not a creep,” she said. Her voice was low, controlled, measured. A tattoo artist’s voice — calm enough to keep someone relaxed while a needle worked their skin. “She also said you’re annoyingly good at this. I’m here to verify both claims.”

“Fair.”

Another beat. Her eyes tracked my hands, which were resting on my knees. Calloused, veined, sawdust still faintly visible in the creases of my knuckles. She respected hands. I knew that now — three days of watching her watch my hands as I worked.

“I have conditions,” she said.

“Okay.”

“No pet names. No baby talk. No ‘good girl.’ No—” She paused, searching for the right word. “No performance.”

“You’re the second person this week to tell me that.”

“The pink one?”

“She had a different version.”

Mina’s dark lips didn’t move, but something in her eyes acknowledged the parallel. Two guests. Two kinds of armor. One pink, one black. Both built to keep the real person hidden.

“Start,” she said.

She didn’t move from the chair. Arms still crossed. Legs still crossed. She was waiting for me to come to her, to make the first move, to position myself in her composition. Mina was an artist. She was framing the scene.

I knelt in front of the chair.

Not submission — attention. I took her hands first. She flinched — barely, a micro-movement that someone less trained would have missed. Her fingers were long, tattooed, deliberate. Fine-line geometric work on every finger, tiny botanical details between the knuckles. These were the hands that held the machine that marked other people’s skin. Tools of precision, instruments of control.

They were cold.

I held them. Warmed them between my palms. Her jaw tightened. Her eyes didn’t leave mine.

“Your hands are steady,” I said.

“They have to be. A tenth of a millimeter matters.”

“What happens when they’re not steady?”

“They’re always steady.”

I turned her hands over. Traced the lines of her tattoos with my thumbs — geometric patterns running from her wrists to her fingertips, thin as thread, perfect. My calloused carpenter’s thumbs on her meticulous linework. The contrast was immediate — rough on delicate, wood-worn on ink-marked.

She didn’t pull away. But her breathing changed. Slightly faster. Slightly shallower.

My thumbs grazed the barbells through her shirt — the unmistakable shape of nipple piercings beneath fitted cotton. I recognized the feel. I’d traced the same hardware on Dani with my tongue.

“Dani has the same piercings,” I said.

Mina’s eyes flickered. “We got them together. At twenty-two. After too much whiskey.”

“Tell me about the other tattoos.”

“No.”

I accepted that. Let go of her hands. Stood. She stayed in the chair, but her arms uncrossed — first concession. Her hands sat in her lap, long tattooed fingers laced together.

I started the way she expected me to — on her terms. Undressing her was like unwrapping something layered and defended, each piece a wall removed. The black top first. Underneath: a black bralette, more armor than lingerie. Her collarbones were sharp, her shoulders narrow. Fine-line geometric tattoos traced along her ribs, visible now — intricate, delicate, the work of a different artist.

“Dani did these,” I said, tracing the geometric mandala on her left ribcage.

“She designed it. I inked it. It represents—” She stopped. Pressed her lips together. “It represents our friendship.”

I traced it with my mouth. She inhaled. The controlled, measured breath stuttered.

The bralette came off. Her breasts were small — B-cups, firm, pale. The barbells glinted through dark nipples, tiny silver bars that caught the light. On the opposite end of the spectrum from Sofia’s massive G-cups or Priya’s proportionally large D-cups, Mina’s chest was understated and intensely sensitive. I grazed one barbell with my thumb and she gripped the chair arms.

“I didn’t—” she started.

I rolled the barbell between my fingers. The metal was warm from her body heat. Her jaw clenched. Her eyes narrowed. She was trying to control her response the way she controlled a tattoo gun — steady hand, steady breath, steady line.

I took her nipple in my mouth. The barbell clicked against my teeth. Hot, metallic, her skin silk-smooth beneath my tongue. I sucked gently, then harder, and the nipple swelled around the piercing.

She made a sound. Small, clipped, immediately suppressed. Her eyes snapped to mine — mortified. Like she’d committed an error on a client’s skin. One stray mark. One imperfect line.

I did it again. Sucked the other nipple, tongue tracing around the barbell, tasting metal and skin. She made the sound again, and this time she couldn’t suppress it. A gasp that built from somewhere deep in her chest.

“That’s—” she started.

“Unexpected?”

“Don’t flatter yourself.” But her pupils were dilated. The pale skin of her chest was flushing — faint pink spreading from her sternum, highly visible on her pale complexion.

I continued down. Her black jeans — tight, concealing — came off to reveal what the wardrobe had been hiding. Mina’s hips were wider than her angular silhouette suggested. A round ass that the black denim had compressed and hidden. Thighs that were shapely, not skeletal. Her body had secrets her clothing kept.

She wore black underwear. Simple, not performative. I pulled them down.

She was pale everywhere. Luminous white skin that had never seen sun by choice, marked with tattoos that continued onto her hips — fine-line botanicals, geometric patterns. On her left hip, an ouroboros done in fine black ink. More art continued to her upper thighs, disappearing toward places the jeans had kept private. A map of ink that I hadn’t fully read yet. She tensed when my eyes traced too far inward, and I let it go. Some pages weren’t for a first reading.

I kissed her hip instead. My mouth on the ouroboros, tracing the serpent’s curve with my tongue, tasting pale warm skin and the faintest trace of her lotion. She inhaled — sharp, ragged. Her fingers found my hair and gripped.

I moved from the tattoo to her center. She was wet — genuinely, unavoidably wet. Her body had been responding while her mind held the perimeter. I pressed my mouth against her pussy and she clenched everything — thighs, abs, jaw — trying to maintain control.

My tongue found her clit. Circled it slowly. She tasted clean, metallic, like her piercings had flavored her entire body.

Her control started to fragment. She tried to direct me — shifting her hips, adjusting the angle, framing the composition. I let her for a minute. Then I changed the rhythm, changed the pressure, took control of the sensation away from her.

“What are you—”

I pressed my tongue flat against her clit and sucked. She made a noise she hadn’t planned. Not the suppressed gasp. An actual moan — open and uncontrolled, breaking through the controlled surface.

“That’s the first real sound you’ve made,” I said.

“Shut up.”

I recognized the line. Dani had said the same thing, same tone, same moment in her arc. They’d taught each other that defense. The two-word wall that went up when everything else was coming down.

I didn’t comment. Just kept going. Tongue on her clit, fingers inside her — she was tight, responsive, her internal muscles clenching around my fingers with a strength that surprised me. Precision applied to biology. She gripped the chair arms until her knuckles went white.

She came. Teeth clenched, eyes squeezed shut, trying to contain it. She failed. The orgasm wrecked her composure for four seconds. Her mouth opened. Her face went slack. Her dark eyes lost focus entirely. For four seconds, she looked nothing like the controlled goth who’d walked in — she looked like a woman caught in the grip of something she couldn’t micromanage.

Then the mask slammed back. Her jaw tightened. Her eyes sharpened. Four seconds of vulnerability, and she was already rebuilding.

I didn’t give her time.

I stood, shed my clothes. She looked at my cock and her dark eyes widened — a micro-expression she killed immediately, but I caught it. Assessment, not performance. Mina evaluating proportions.

“Lie back,” I said.

She hesitated. Mina didn’t take orders. Her entire identity was built on giving them — to clients in her chair, to the world through her aesthetic choices, to the emotions she refused to display.

But she lay back. On the wellness wing bed, her jet-black hair fanning across the pillow, her pale white skin stark against the dark sheets. The fine-line tattoos mapped her body like a subway diagram of guarded places — geometric patterns on ribs, botanicals on hips, the ouroboros coiled on her left hip, and more ink disappearing toward places she hadn’t let me see. Her nipple piercings caught the light. Her ink-dark eyes stared at the ceiling.

I positioned myself between her legs. Her pale thighs parted — she was still controlling the angle, the composition. I put my hand on her hip and adjusted her myself. She started to correct me.

“Let me,” I said.

The words cost her something. She let me.

I entered her slowly. She was tight — tighter than her body should have been, her muscles clenching around me with deliberate force. An artist’s precision applied internally. She gripped me like she gripped a machine — controlled, intentional, measuring the depth of every inch as I sank into her. Her pussy was wet but resistant, every millimeter negotiated by muscles that refused to yield without permission.

“You’re trying to control this,” I said.

“I control everything.”

“Not this.”

Then she did something I hadn’t expected. A single deliberate contraction — not the desperate clenching from before but a deliberate, rhythmic squeeze that gripped my cock like a fist closing. Controlled. Intentional. Her pelvic muscles rolling in a wave from entrance to depth, a milking grip that was so precise it felt like her body was measuring me from the inside. It lasted two seconds and nearly ended me.

“What was that?” I managed.

Her dark lips twitched. The barest hint of a smirk. She’d found a way to control me back. Her pussy held me in that deliberate grip, and I could feel each individual muscle she engaged — the woman drew lines for a living, and the precision extended all the way inside.

I shifted angle before she could do it again. Found the spot that had made her gasp with my tongue and dragged the head of my cock across it. She made the sound again — the unplanned one, raw and shocked — and her precision wavered. Her internal muscles fluttered instead of clenching. Chaos in the controlled system. Her wetness surged, coating me, and the controlled grip devolved into involuntary spasms.

I thrust deeper. She gripped the sheets. I thrust again, hitting the same spot with deliberate accuracy, and the moan that came out of her was the crack in the porcelain widening. Her pale body flushed from her sternum to her cheeks — visible on her fair skin, mottled pink spreading across the tattoos. Her small B-cups trembled with each impact, the barbells catching lamplight.

“Don’t—” she started. Couldn’t finish. I thrust again and the word dissolved into something without consonants. Her pussy was gripping me now in rhythmic waves she wasn’t directing — her body taking over the schedule from her brain.

I built a rhythm. Slow, controlled — matching her energy not with rough conquest but with deliberate intent. I matched her exactness. Found the right line, the right pressure, the right depth. My carpenter hands on her pale hips, thumbs tracing the ouroboros, fingers gripping the curves her black clothing had concealed. Each withdrawal left my cock gleaming with her arousal. Each thrust drew a wet, obscene sound from between her pale thighs.

She was losing the battle. Each thrust pushed her further from the controlled composition she’d tried to arrange. Her hips moved without direction — rising to meet me, grinding against me when I bottomed out. Her back arched without artistry. Her mouth opened on sounds she’d never rehearsed. Her pussy was clenching in desperate, uneven contractions, soaking my cock, her juices running down to the sheets beneath her porcelain ass.

“Say something real,” I said.

“I—” She looked at me. Those liner-smudged eyes, mascara threatening to run, cheeks flushed rose. “I hate that this feels good.”

“Why?”

“Because I can’t—” A thrust interrupted her, driving into the spot that unraveled her, and she gasped. “I can’t control it. I can’t frame it. I can’t—”

Another thrust. Harder. Her pale legs wrapped around me, pulling me deeper, her heels pressing into my lower back. The piercings on her nipples glinted as her small breasts swayed. Her pussy was fluttering around me in rapid, helpless contractions, her body betraying every ounce of control she’d tried to maintain.

“Don’t pull out.”

The words came out quiet. Precise. Devastatingly controlled even as her body rioted beneath me. It cost her everything to say them. Three words that meant she was choosing to let something happen that she couldn’t curate, couldn’t edit, couldn’t take back. Her pussy clenched around me hard as she said it — as if her body was already trying to lock me in before the words left her lips.

I drove into her. Deeper. Harder. She gripped my back — her tattooed fingers, precise as the art they created, digging into my skin hard enough to draw welts. Her internal muscles clenched around me, not with the earlier control but with desperation — a wet, rhythmic grip that milked my cock with each thrust. Her face was the most unguarded I’d seen it — mouth open, eyes unfocused, pale skin flushed rose from throat to navel, a sheen of sweat on her collarbones.

“Don’t pull out,” she whispered again, and I didn’t.

I came inside her — intense, buried deep, my cock pulsing against her cervix. The first spurt hit her deep and she gasped, her eyes going wide. I kept cumming — thick, hot, pulse after pulse flooding her while she locked her long pale legs around my waist and held me there with every ounce of strength in her lean body. I felt her cum too — triggered by the sensation of being filled, her pussy clamping down on me in violent spasms, her whole body seizing around me for four seconds. The same four seconds as before. Her window of honesty. Her mouth open, her composure shattered, her precision obliterated by something no discipline could contain. My cum overflowed — a warm trickle leaking around my cock, trailing down between her pale thighs, white against luminous skin.

Then it was over.

She fixed her choker first. Before anything else — before her breathing normalized, before her flush faded, before she wiped her eyes. She reached up and straightened the black band around her throat. The last piece of armor. The first piece rebuilt.

She sat up. Found her dark lipstick in a small bag she’d brought. Reapplied it in a compact mirror with steady hands that—

Weren’t steady.

Her fingers shook. The lipstick wavered. A slight tremor that she tried to hide by pressing harder against the mirror, but I could see it. Those tattoo-artist hands, the ones that drew lines measured in fractions of millimeters, were trembling.

She saw me watching. Her jaw tightened. She snapped the compact shut and folded her hands in her lap, hiding them.

I didn’t comment. I’d learned that from Dani too. The armored ones didn’t want acknowledgment of their cracks. They wanted the dignity of pretending the cracks weren’t there.

“Are we done?” she asked. Voice flat. Professional. As if she’d just finished a consultation with an accountant.

“For today.”

“Good.” She stood. Dressed with military efficiency — black underwear, black jeans, black top, boots. Within thirty seconds, Mina Kwon looked exactly like the woman who’d walked in. Choker straight. Bangs perfect. Dark lips immaculate. Cat-eye liner somehow still sharp despite everything.

Except her hands. She kept them in her pockets.

At the door, she stopped. Didn’t turn around.

“Same time next session?” she asked.

“If you want.”

“I don’t want anything.” She walked out. Her boots were silent on the hardwood.



That night, a text exchange played out across state lines.

Dani to Mina: Well?

Mina stared at the screen. Dani eventually shared the exchange with me — she typed and deleted three responses. Something about the linework metaphor. Something about his hands. Something about the way her own hands wouldn’t stop shaking.

She sent: Shut up.

Dani’s reply arrived in seconds. A single emoji that said everything: the smirk, the knowing, the I-told-you-so.

Mina didn’t respond. She sat in her room with her bag by the door and her sketchbook in her lap. She was drawing again. The same subject she’d been drawing since she arrived.

My hands.

But this time, the angle was different. Not gripping a wrench or a screwdriver. Resting on a woman’s hip. Thumbs tracing an ouroboros tattoo. Fingers gentle on pale skin.

She tore the page out. Folded it. Put it in her jacket pocket next to the others.

Tomorrow was her second consultation. Her fertile window closing.

Mina’s hands wouldn’t stop shaking no matter how many times she pressed them flat against her thighs.


Chapter 7: The Milk Club

Astrid woke me at 5:47 AM.

Not by knocking — by standing in the hallway outside my door, which she somehow knew I’d notice because Astrid’s physical presence occupied space with the same directness as her words. I opened the door to find her in a sports bra and yoga pants, blonde French braid over one shoulder, her seventeen-week bump a visible curve beneath the elastic waistband.

“My sports bra is wet,” she said. No preamble. No embarrassment. Pure Scandinavian data delivery. “Both sides. The discharge is thin, yellowish-white. Consistent with colostrum transitioning to early milk production.”

She pulled the bra strap away from her shoulder. A dark spot showed on the gray fabric, centered on her left nipple. Then she pointed to the right side — same thing.

“This is the third morning,” she said. “But today is different. Today the volume increased.” She paused. “I would like assistance.”

“The milk room?”

“Sofia’s already there. She knows.”



The milk room had evolved.

What started as a converted linen closet with a hospital-grade pump and a single padded chair had become something else entirely. Sofia’s domain, expanded. Two chairs now, side by side — Sofia’s worn and claimed, Catherine’s newer but already breaking in. A small table between them held nursing pads, nipple cream, a glass of water that stayed perpetually filled (Linda’s doing, unannounced, unfailing). The hospital-grade pump sat dusty in the corner — Sofia had thrown it away months ago after I started helping manually, but Catherine had retrieved it “as backup.” It hadn’t been used.

A third chair had been discussed. Today it was delivered.

Astrid had dragged the reading chair from the upstairs landing — a wide-seated piece I’d reupholstered in the first month, velvet cushion, solid frame. She’d positioned it beside the other two with the geometric exactness of someone who measured everything.

Sofia stood in the doorway when I arrived. Twenty-three weeks, her belly enormous, her massive G-cup breasts straining a sleep shirt that had given up any pretense of containment. Dark curls loose around her shoulders. One hand on her hip. The other on her belly, where the baby was already kicking — tiny ripples visible through the cotton.

“So,” Sofia said.

Her dark eyes moved from Astrid to the third chair. A complicated expression crossed her face — the same territorial instinct that had flared when Catherine first started lactating, tempered by the maternal warmth that always won.

The milk room was her thing. Lactation had been her bond with me — the first time, standing in this kitchen at fourteen weeks when her breasts leaked and I tasted her and something shifted between us that went beyond sex or breeding or even love. It was bodily. Primal. A connection that happened when a man drank from a woman and she let him.

Then Catherine joined. Two became a duo — competitive at first, then the “milk club” partnership that had bonded them more deeply than any threesome or ceremony. They shared something no one else in the household could access. Their lactation sisterhood.

Now Astrid. Three.

“You knew this was coming,” Catherine said. She appeared behind Sofia, barefoot, twenty-three-week bump matching, her chestnut hair loose and freckled face bare. Her own breasts — smaller B-cups, but fuller now with established milk — showed twin damp spots through Nathan’s flannel shirt she’d slept in.

“I knew it was coming,” Sofia admitted. “I just wasn’t ready.”

“You’re never ready for things that change what you have,” Catherine said gently. “You weren’t ready for me.”

“You weren’t ready for yourself.”

They looked at each other. Then Sofia stepped aside.

“Sit,” she told Astrid. “And take that sports bra off. You can’t express through that. It’s like nursing through a compression bandage.”

Astrid pulled the bra over her head with zero ceremony. Her breasts — natural C-cups that had been swelling visibly over the past weeks — stood free. They were different than I’d seen before. Fuller. Heavier. The pale skin stretched taut over new fullness, blue veins visible beneath the surface. Her nipples were larger, darker than their usual pink — engorged, tender. And wet. A clear droplet beaded at each tip, catching the lamplight.

“The swelling is bilateral and symmetrical,” Astrid reported, looking down at herself with clinical assessment. “Approximately a cup size larger than baseline. Nipple sensitivity has increased approximately three hundred percent based on qualitative observation.”

“It’s not a lab report,” Sofia said. “It’s your body making food.”

“Those are not mutually exclusive.”

Sofia sighed. Then her maternal instinct — the deep, competent instinct of the first lactating woman in the household — overrode everything else. She moved to Astrid, standing beside the third chair, and put her warm brown hand on Astrid’s pale shoulder.

“The first letdown is weird,” Sofia said. “It feels like pins and needles. Then a pull. Then it just… flows. Your body knows what to do. You just have to stop managing it and let it happen.”

“I manage everything.”

“I know, mija. That’s why you need help.”

She showed Astrid how to position her hand — thumb above the areola, fingers below, cupping the breast without squeezing. How to press back toward the chest wall before compressing forward. The technique Sofia had perfected over months of production, the knowledge transferred woman-to-woman in a room that smelled like warm milk and sandalwood.

“It’s not like the pump,” Sofia said. “The pump takes. A mouth gives.” She glanced at me. “Nathan gives.”

Catherine nodded. She’d taken the second chair, her flannel open, her B-cups exposed and already leaking — the established supply that had been running for months now, thinner and lighter than Sofia’s, with the sharper taste I’d come to distinguish. She cupped one breast and began expressing into a small towel, the domestic rhythm of a woman who’d incorporated lactation into her daily existence.

“The first time Nathan nursed from me,” Catherine said, “I cried. Not from the sensation — from the intimacy. It’s different than sex. More vulnerable, somehow. You’re feeding someone. Literally giving them part of yourself.”

Astrid absorbed this with her characteristic directness. Pale blue eyes focused. Processing. Calculating.

“I don’t cry,” Astrid said.

“You will,” Sofia said.

“I have never cried during a physical response.”

“Yet.” Sofia’s warm brown eyes sparkled. She’d said the same thing about herself once, before the first letdown had hit her like a wall and she’d sobbed into my hair.



I knelt in front of Astrid.

Three women. Three chairs. Three pregnant bodies in the lamplight, the room warm and close, smelling of milk — Sofia’s rich sweetness, Catherine’s cleaner scent, and something new from Astrid. Fresh. Uncertain.

I started with Sofia. Ritual first. The established rhythm.

She unbuttoned the sleep shirt — it fell open like curtains parting on a performance she’d been giving for months. Her massive G-cups spilled free, heavy, dark-nippled, the veins prominent beneath caramel skin. They were works of nature — gravity-defying despite their size, swollen with twenty-three weeks of production. She took my head in both hands and guided me to her left breast.

The taste was immediate. Warm, sweet, a flavor that had become as familiar to me as her cooking. The tropical notes from the DR had faded, replaced by her Vermont diet — something herbal, earthy, with a sweetness that was uniquely Sofia. Her milk flowed easily, a proper letdown triggered by the contact. Her let-down had been getting stronger with every week — what started as a trickle at fourteen weeks was now a steady stream that could spray across the room if she wasn’t careful.

She stroked my hair while I drank. Her massive belly pressed against my chest, the baby kicking against my sternum. Her breathing deepened. The pleasure was there — it always was with Sofia. Lactation and arousal were tangled in her body, inseparable. Her nipple hardened further against my tongue, and a soft moan escaped her glossed lips.

“That’s right, papi,” she murmured. “That’s mine. Drink.”

Catherine watched from the adjacent chair, hand on her own breast, expressing patiently. Her gray-green eyes were warm, unbothered. The territorial tension between her and Sofia had dissolved in the Dominican Republic — the ceremony had forged something between them that competition couldn’t survive. They were co-wives now. Partners in milk and in motherhood.

I released Sofia’s breast and shifted to Catherine.

Her B-cups were smaller, tender, the freckled skin across her chest flushing pink as I approached. I took her nipple in my mouth and the difference was immediate. Catherine’s milk was thinner, lighter — what Sofia called “sharper, cleaner.” Less sweet, more mineral. Her supply was steady but not abundant; it required patience, gentler suction, a coaxing rhythm that drew the letdown rather than demanding it.

She cupped the back of my head. Her fingers were cool, deliberate — CEO hands that had once gripped boardroom tables and now held my head to her breast with practiced tenderness.

“Slow,” she whispered. “I need you slow.”

I gave her slow. Patient draws that matched her quieter rhythm. Her milk came in thin streams, pale bluish-white against her freckled skin. She shivered. Her eyes closed. The vulnerability was still there — even after months of this, even after the ceremony, Catherine offering her breast was an act of trust that went back to those first consultations when she still thought she was just a client.

Astrid watched both exchanges with wide blue eyes. Her lips were parted slightly. Her hands were on her own swollen breasts — not expressing, just holding. Feeling the weight, the pressure, the new fullness that her body was still learning.

“Your turn,” I said.

She straightened in the chair. Athletic posture. Pragmatic readiness. “I should mention that my colostrum production has been primarily from the left—”

I took her right nipple in my mouth.

She gasped.

Not a composed gasp. Not a clinical observation. A surprised, full-body intake of breath that stiffened her spine and widened her eyes. Her pale skin flushed immediately — the dramatic blush that spread from her chest to her cheeks, vividly visible on her Scandinavian complexion.

My tongue circled her nipple. It was larger than usual, swollen, tender. The areola had darkened over the past weeks — from its usual pale pink to a deeper rose, the pregnancy hormones reshaping her body’s palette. I sucked gently, applying the same coaxing pressure I used with Catherine.

Nothing happened at first. Her body tensed — the athlete fighting the reflex, trying to manage the sensation the way she managed everything.

“Let it happen,” Sofia said from her chair, leaning forward. “Stop trying to control it. Your body is ahead of your brain on this one.”

“My brain is never behind my—”

The letdown hit.

I felt it — a sudden warmth flooding my mouth. Thin, barely there, more water than milk. The taste was almost nothing — faintly sweet, with a metallic edge that wouldn’t be there once her production matured. Colostrum giving way to transitional milk, the first real output of Astrid’s body joining the chain of women who fed me.

Her eyes went wide. Her mouth dropped open. Her athletic body, the one that she trained and measured and optimized, had done something she’d never directed it to do.

“That’s… unexpected,” she said. Her voice was thinner than I’d ever heard it. “I calculated the hormonal cascade, but the experiential data is significantly different from the theoretical—”

I sucked again. The letdown strengthened — still thin, still new, but flowing now. A trickle became a small stream. Her C-cups, swollen to what had to be a D now, released their first real offering while her body trembled in the chair.

“Oh,” she said.

Sofia smiled. The territorial mother lion watching her pride expand. She reached across the gap between chairs and placed her brown hand on Astrid’s pale knee. A touch of welcome. A gesture of admission.

“Welcome to the club,” Sofia said.

Astrid didn’t cry. She pressed her lips together, hard, ice-blue eyes glistening. Her jaw flexed against whatever was happening behind it. But her hand found Sofia’s and gripped it with the desperation of a woman whose body had just done something her spreadsheets hadn’t predicted.

“I underestimated the intensity,” she managed.

Catherine laughed softly. “That’s one way to put it.”



I alternated.

The three of them in their chairs, pregnant bellies round in the lamplight. Three body types. Three stages of production. Sofia’s massive G-cups flowing easily, warm and established. Catherine’s tender B-cups with their patient rhythm. Astrid’s swollen C-cups, new and uncertain, each letdown a small revelation.

I nursed from Sofia while my hand rested on Catherine’s breast, keeping the letdown engaged. Catherine’s thin milk dripped through my fingers, warm on my knuckles. Then I shifted to Catherine while Sofia guided my free hand to her heavy breast, the one I’d just left, still streaming. Milk ran down her belly, catching in the swell of her bump. She wiped it with a casual hand — a woman who’d long since stopped being surprised by her own body’s abundance.

Then Astrid again. Each time I returned to her, the flow was slightly stronger. Her body learning. Her biology responding to the stimulus with the efficiency her analytical mind would have appreciated if she could form coherent sentences.

Sofia rose from her chair. She moved behind me — her belly pressing into my back, her heavy breasts resting on my shoulders, warm and full. Her arms wrapped around me from behind, one hand on my chest, the other guiding my head to Catherine’s breast.

“Both of us,” Sofia whispered in my ear. Her husky voice dropped to the bedroom register. “Both of us at once.”

Her meaning was clear. I nursed from Catherine while Sofia pressed her own breast to my cheek, milk leaking from her nipple onto my jaw, streaming down my neck. The sensation was overwhelming — warm milk from two sources, one in my mouth and one painting my skin. Catherine’s lean body arched in the chair, her B-cups offered up, while Sofia’s enormous tits draped over me from behind.

I grew hard. Unavoidable. Three lactating pregnant women in a small room, their milk on my skin, their bodies pressing around me. I was drowning in it — the smell, the warmth, the taste.

Sofia noticed. Of course she did.

“Papi is ready,” she murmured against my ear. Then louder, to Catherine: “He’s ready.”

Catherine opened her eyes. Looked down. A slight smile — the knowing smile that said she’d been the CEO of a Fortune 500 company and nothing surprised her. “I noticed.”

“My consultation wasn’t supposed to include this,” Astrid said from the third chair, her voice strained. But her eyes were on my lap. And her pale skin was flushed from throat to navel.

Sofia moved first. She pulled me to standing, her massive belly between us, and kissed me. I tasted her milk on my own lips. Her tongue cleaned it from my chin. She was possessive, claiming — the first lactating woman, the territorial mother, reasserting her primacy before sharing.

“Sit,” she said, pushing me into her chair. The padded seat was warm from her body. She straddled me — no, she mounted me. Her flowing skirt hiked up around her massive belly, her panties pulled aside — they were soaked through, her arousal having built through the entire nursing session. She gripped my cock, positioned me at her entrance, and sank down in one smooth, practiced descent. Her pussy swallowed me completely — tight despite months of this, impossibly wet, the heat of her enveloping me while her weight settled in my lap. Her massive belly pressed between us, hard and round, her heavy leaking breasts hanging on either side of my face like an offering.

“Drink,” she commanded.

I took her right breast in my mouth while she rode me. Slow, deep rolls of her wide hips, her ass grinding against my thighs, each descent burying me to the hilt inside her. The chair creaked but held. Her milk flowed with the rhythm — each time she sank down, the pressure triggered a fresh surge, her letdown synchronized with her arousal. The warmth of her pussy gripped me in rhythmic squeezes, her walls massaging my cock while her milk poured down my throat in warm, sweet pulses. The dual sensation was staggering — being milked and drinking milk, her body working me from two points at once.

She moaned. Head back, dark curls wild, the gold chain in her cleavage catching the light. Her enormous G-cups swayed with her rhythm, the breast I wasn’t nursing leaking freely, milk trailing down the heavy curve and dripping from her dark, swollen nipple onto my chest. “That’s mine,” she gasped. “My milk. My man. My cock. My—” She ground down hard, taking me as deep as her body allowed, her clit rubbing against my pelvis.

Catherine was beside us. She’d risen from her chair, moved around, and stood to my right. Her flannel was completely open now, her pregnant belly bare, her freckled B-cups eye-level — smaller but swollen with milk, the nipples dark and beading. She cupped one and pressed the nipple to my cheek. A droplet of thin milk traced a line down my jaw.

“Share,” Catherine said. Not a request. The first-wife voice.

I released Sofia’s breast and took Catherine’s. The shift was immediate — from Sofia’s rich, flowing sweetness to Catherine’s thinner, cooler stream. A different flavor, a different texture, a different woman. I drank from Catherine while Sofia rode me harder, her hips snapping now, the wet sounds of her pussy on my cock filling the room. Sofia guided my hand to her abandoned breast and I squeezed, feeling the letdown pulse through my fingers. Warm milk sprayed from her nipple, running through my fingers, down my wrist, pooling on the arm of the chair.

The room smelled like warm milk and sex and the musk of three pregnant women. The sounds were wet and layered — the slap of Sofia’s hips on mine, the rhythmic squelch of her soaked pussy, Catherine’s quiet moans as I nursed from her, the squeak of the chair protesting beneath our combined weight.

Astrid watched.

She sat in the third chair, hands gripping the armrests, her swollen C-cups leaking untended. Drops of new milk rolled down her athletic stomach in pale trails, catching on the curve of her seventeen-week bump. Her wide blue eyes were enormous. Her lower lip was caught between her teeth — her tell, the one that betrayed her every time. Her thighs were pressed together, her sports bra abandoned on the floor, and I could see the subtle rocking of her hips against the chair cushion.

“I didn’t plan for this,” she said.

“Nobody plans for this,” Sofia gasped, her hips rolling faster, her pussy gripping me in urgent, rhythmic contractions.

I pulled Catherine close enough to kiss her while still inside Sofia. Catherine’s tongue tasted like her own milk — the thinner, sharper flavor I’d just been drinking. The two pregnant women on either side of me, belly to belly across my lap. Catherine’s freckles. Sofia’s caramel skin. Milk between all of us, wet and warm, dripping and flowing and mingling on skin.

Sofia’s rhythm intensified. She was close — I could feel it in the way her pussy tightened, gripping me in shorter, harder squeezes, the way her breathing shifted from controlled to desperate, the way her massive breasts bounced with increasing violence. She grabbed my hair and pulled my mouth to her breast again, needing the connection, needing the circuit completed — my mouth on her nipple, my cock in her pussy, the two points of contact closing a loop that sent her spiraling.

“Fill me,” she moaned. Already pregnant. Already carrying my child. But the breeding instinct didn’t care about logistics. Her pussy clenched around me in a demanding, milking grip. “I know I’m already yours. But I want to feel it. I want your cum inside me while I feed you. I want—”

I thrust up into her, meeting her rhythm, driving deep while she sank down. She cried out — loud, uninhibited, the sound of a woman who’d stopped apologizing for volume months ago. Her walls clamped around me as she came, her whole body shuddering, her pussy spasming in hard, rhythmic contractions that milked my cock with the same urgency her breast was flooding my mouth. Milk sprayed from the breast I wasn’t nursing — a jet of warm sweetness that arced across my chest and landed on Catherine’s belly in a spattering of white droplets.

Catherine caught it. Looked at the droplets on her bump. Smiled.

I came inside Sofia while her orgasm was still crashing. Emptied into her in pulsing waves while her body milked me from both ends — her pussy wringing every spurt from me in rhythmic, demanding contractions, her breast flowing into my mouth in warm surges. The cum flooded her — I could feel the overflow, the wet heat of it seeping around my cock, dripping between us, mingling with her arousal on the chair. My cum deep inside her pregnant body, her milk pouring down my throat, her enormous belly pressing against mine with the baby kicking between us.

She collapsed against me. Breathing hard, heavy breasts flattened against my chest, milk and sweat and cum mixing on both of us. Her pussy still twitched around me in fading aftershocks, holding me inside, refusing to let go.

“Mine,” she whispered. Her word. Her anchor. “Always mine first.”

Catherine leaned close. Kissed my temple. Her freckled lips were warm, and I could taste a faint trace of her own milk on them. “I’m next,” she said. Not competing. Just stating facts. The way a CEO would.



Catherine took me on the floor beside the chairs.

Not her usual style — she preferred the bedroom, the four-poster, the domestic intimacy of their shared space. But the milk room had become something else today. Something that belonged to the three of them and the man who nursed from their bodies.

She lay on the soft rug, flannel open, her pregnant belly a perfect mound between us. Her freckles — the hidden self I’d discovered the first time she washed her face in front of me, the ones she’d painted over with makeup for decades — were everywhere. Across her nose, her shoulders, her chest. Visible now because she’d stopped hiding them. Because I’d taught her they were beautiful.

I entered her while nursing from Astrid.

Catherine’s pussy was different from Sofia’s — tighter, leaner, the grip of a pilates-toned body that clenched around me with a controlled intensity that reflected who she was. She was wet — slicker than I expected, her arousal having built through the entire session of watching and waiting. I sank into her and she inhaled through her nose, her gray-green eyes steady on mine, her freckled chest rising.

Sofia moved from her chair. Not territorial this time — drawn by something deeper. She lowered herself to the rug on Catherine’s other side, her massive belly settling against the floor, her swollen G-cups pooling on the soft surface, still leaking in slow, steady drips. The rings on their fingers caught the lamplight between the drops of milk — three pregnant women flanking the man who’d given them this.

The logistics were improbable — Catherine beneath me, Sofia and Astrid on either side. Astrid, pragmatic and direct, held her swollen breast to my mouth with the same efficiency she applied to everything, positioning her darkened nipple precisely. Sofia pressed close, her warm brown skin against Catherine’s freckled shoulder, milk leaking onto the rug in a warm puddle.

“The angle of approach should be approximately thirty degrees for optimal latching,” Astrid said. Even now. Even here. “If you adjust—”

I sucked, and the letdown hit again. Thin, new milk flooded my mouth — the delicate, almost-nothing taste of Astrid’s first real production — while Catherine’s pussy gripped me below, her internal muscles drawing me deeper with each slow thrust. The dual sensation was staggering — drinking from one woman while inside another, both pregnant with my children, all three connected by the oldest chain in biology. I could taste the differences between them — Sofia’s sweetness lingering on my palate, Catherine’s sharper notes wiped clean by Astrid’s barely-there freshness.

Catherine’s eyes met mine across the distance of Astrid’s offered breast. Gray-green, steady, knowing. She wrapped her long legs around my waist — those impossible legs that had been her primary asset since she’d walked into the inn in Louboutins and made my jaw drop. Her heels pressed into my lower back, pulling me deeper with each thrust, her pussy clenching in slow, deliberate waves.

“Don’t close your eyes,” she said. “Look at me.”

I looked at her while I drank from Astrid and thrust into Catherine. Three women. Three pregnancies. Milk and sweat and the wet sounds of my cock sliding into Catherine’s slick heat. The room had become something primal — the smell of three different women’s milk, the musk of arousal, the soft grunts and gasps layered over each other. Catherine’s pussy was tightening around me in progressive waves, her breathing quickening, her freckled skin darkening with the flush of approaching orgasm.

Catherine came quietly — she always did compared to Sofia. A shudder, a deep tightening of her walls around my cock, her long legs locking around me with crushing force. Her freckled skin flushed pink across her chest and throat. Her lips parted on a soft, shuddering exhale. Her eyes stayed open, locked on mine, wet at the corners. Her pussy milked me in long, rolling contractions — slower than Sofia’s frantic clenching, deeper, more deliberate. Even in orgasm, Catherine was measured.

I filled her. The second time in minutes, my body responding to the primal overload of three lactating women with a stamina I didn’t know I had. I felt every pulse — the thick surge of cum flooding her, the tight grip of her walls drawing it deeper. Catherine held me inside her with her legs, keeping every drop sealed inside, her hand on her belly where our baby kicked against the pressure of my cum filling its mother.

“You built something remarkable,” she whispered. And I heard Helena in the words — the letter, the departure, the woman who’d left this family because she couldn’t be part of what it was becoming. Catherine was quoting her. Honoring her. Making the words mean something different by staying.

Astrid sat back on her heels. Her C-cups were flushed, nipples swollen, a thin trail of new milk tracing down her athletic stomach. Her wide blue eyes were bright. Her lower lip was red from biting it.

“I believe,” she said carefully, “that the experiential data has been sufficiently collected.”

“You okay?” I asked.

She pressed her lips together. Pale blue eyes glistening. She did not cry. She absolutely did not cry.

“My mammary glands are functional,” she said, her voice only slightly unsteady. “I expected this at approximately this gestational stage.”

Sofia, who had settled back into her chair after the floor, leaned forward. “You’re crying.”

“I am not.”

“Your left eye is leaking.”

Astrid wiped her cheek. Looked at the moisture on her fingertip. Examined it with scientific interest.

“That’s likely a hormonal response to oxytocin release during lactation,” she said. “Not an emotional reaction. It’s purely physiological.”

“Sure,” Sofia said. “Welcome to the club.”

Sofia’s hand found Astrid’s. Catherine reached up from the floor and placed her fingers on Astrid’s knee. Three women. Three stages of pregnancy. Three stages of lactation. Connected through milk and rings and the man who knelt between them.



Bree watched from the doorway.

I didn’t see her — Sofia told me later. She’d heard sounds from the hallway, the way people hear sounds in a house with thin walls and a lot of happening. She came to the doorway and stood there for thirty seconds.

She didn’t enter. She didn’t speak. She didn’t reach for a phone that wasn’t there.

She watched three pregnant women and one man in a room that had no cameras, no audience, no engagement metrics. What she witnessed existed only for the people in the room. No likes. No comments. No shares. Just bodies and warmth and milk and the sounds of people who belonged to each other.

She retreated silently. Sofia caught her reflection leaving and said nothing.

In the garden, Mina sketched. Her pen moved in clean fine lines across the page — his hands again, but different this time. Not the geometric patterns she drew for professional exercise.

Not gripping a wrench or tracing a tattoo. Cupping a breast. Fingers gentle. The tendons relaxed instead of taut.

She stared at the sketch. Tore out the page. Then, instead of crumpling it, she folded it carefully and tucked it into her jacket pocket with the others.


Chapter 8: The Fix

The pipe burst at 6:07 AM.

I was awake because I was always awake before the house. An old habit from carpentry — the earlier you started, the more you got done before clients showed up with opinions. In this house, the clients were seven pregnant women with opinions about everything from paint colors to crib thread counts.

The sound was unmistakable. A sharp crack followed by the hiss of pressurized water finding a path it wasn’t supposed to take. Old copper plumbing — original to the house, predating Margot, predating probably two owners before her. The renovation stress on the nursery wing had finally found the weak joint.

I was in the crawl space within ten minutes. Shirt off by necessity — the space was tight, hot, insulation dust coating everything. The cracked joint was at the elbow where a horizontal run met a vertical drop. The copper had split along a hairline fracture, water cascading down the inside of the east corridor wall. Below the fracture: three rooms of fresh drywall, my crown molding, and Margarethe’s imported cribs.

The water had to stop first. I isolated the section with the main shutoff, killed the flow. Then the temporary clamp — a hose clamp and a strip of rubber from an old inner tube I’d kept in the workshop, because you never threw away a piece of rubber if you owned old plumbing. The clamp stopped the drip while I heated the soldering iron and began the proper repair.

Tight space. Copper flux. The blue flame of the propane torch reflecting off insulation. My forearms flexed as I held the joint steady, sweat tracing my chest and pooling in the hollow of my throat. The solder flowed — a silver river into the seam, bonding the new fitting to the old pipe with a join that would outlast the rest of the plumbing by thirty years.

I checked the pressure. Held. Checked the seam. Clean. Checked the drywall below — damp but not destroyed. The water had been running for maybe twenty minutes before I caught it. Margarethe’s cribs were dry. I’d have to cut out a section of drywall, let the studs dry, patch and prime. Two days of work. But the nursery was saved.

I crawled out of the access panel into the hallway, shirtless, covered in insulation dust and copper flux, sweat and grime streaking my chest. The soldering iron hung from my belt loop. The wrench was still in my hand.

The porch had an audience.

They’d gathered the way they always gathered when I worked — casually, coincidentally, as if seven pregnant women just happened to need porch access simultaneously on a spring morning. It was a tradition that had started my first week here, when Sofia first watched me fix the east railing, and had evolved into the household’s unofficial entertainment schedule: Nathan’s forearms during manual labor.

Sofia leaned in the kitchen doorway, one hand on her twenty-three-week belly, a spatula in the other. Her massive breasts strained her apron, dark nipples visible through the thin cotton as always. She watched me emerge from the crawl space with proprietary satisfaction — the way a woman watches a man do the thing that first made her want him.

“Breakfast is ready when you clean up,” she said. But her warm brown eyes lingered on my chest. The sweat. The dust. The veins standing out in my forearms from the torque work. She licked her glossed lips — her tell — and went back to stirring. But the spatula’s rhythm had changed. Faster. Harder. Distracted.

Catherine sat in the porch rocker, twenty-three-week bump beneath a linen shirt that was actually mine. She had a tablet open, already calculating repair costs. CEO brain never fully powered down. “Water damage to the drywall?” she asked without looking up.

“Superficial. Two days to patch.”

She nodded. Made a notation. Then looked up. Her gray-green eyes traveled from the wrench in my hand to my chest to my face. The clinical assessment softened into something warmer. “You have insulation in your hair,” she said.

“I know.”

She smiled. The one with freckles.

Astrid watched from the porch steps, stretching in her morning yoga pants, her seventeen-week bump visible in profile. Her newly lactating C-cups pressed against her sports bra — damp again, I noticed. She observed my emergence from the crawl space with pragmatic appreciation. “The soldering technique appears adequate,” she said. “Though I’d recommend a compression fitting for the secondary junction.”

“Noted.”

“I dated a plumber in Gothenburg. His technique was inferior.” She bent into a stretch that showcased the flexibility that had defined her sexual repertoire since day one. “Though his conversational skills were slightly better.”

Margarethe appeared in the front door, Chanel jacket buttoned despite the spring warmth, ice-blue eyes scanning for damage to her nursery investments. “Are the cribs safe?”

“The cribs are dry.”

“And the thread count on the sheets?”

“Thread count is not affected by plumbing failures.”

“One cannot be too careful with the Eichenwald lineage.” She surveyed my shirtless, sweat-streaked condition with the expression of an aristocrat observing manual labor from an acceptable distance. Then, almost imperceptibly, her blue eyes dropped to my forearms and lingered there for exactly two seconds before she retreated indoors. Two centuries of Teutonic propriety allowed her exactly two seconds of ogling. She used them well.

Priya had her laptop open on the porch table, already creating a plumbing maintenance schedule. Her thick black hair was in a messy bun, nose ring catching the morning light, her D-cups visible even in an oversized t-shirt. “I’m building a preventive maintenance calendar,” she said. “Historical pipe failure data suggests the east wing runs should be re-insulated before winter.”

“That’s been on my list.”

“Now it’s on a spreadsheet with a deadline and accountability metrics.” She typed without looking up. “You’re welcome.”

Linda watched while pretending to review intake files. She sat in the wicker chair with a stack of folders, pen in hand, silver-streaked hair in its severe bun. She did not look at my chest. She did not look at my forearms. She turned a page of the intake file with controlled efficiency and her pen did not pause.

Linda’s pen didn’t stop. But her writing slowed for half a stroke before the rhythm returned.

Bree watched. She stood at the far end of the porch in workout clothes — leggings, crop top, golden-tan skin glowing in the morning light. Her hand twitched toward her pocket. Phone reflex. Her fingers found denim and nothing. She stood there for a moment, lost.

Then she picked up a pencil from the side table. Found the back of a waitlist form that Priya had discarded. Started sketching. Not content. Not for an audience. Just observation — her hand moving without a camera to guide it.

I glanced at the paper as I passed. She’d drawn my chest and forearms — the sweat lines, the dust streaks, the way the muscles corded from the torque work. It wasn’t professional — she wasn’t an artist — but it was honest. The work of someone seeing something for the first time without a screen between them and the subject.

She noticed me noticing. Flipped the paper over. “It’s nothing,” she said. “Just doodling.”

I didn’t push. Went inside to clean up.

Mina watched from the garden bench. Sketchbook out, no attempt to hide it. She drew with the confident discipline of a professional — her pen moving in clean fine lines, laying down shadows and contours with the muscle memory of ten thousand tattoos. She was drawing my hands again. The same subject she’d been studying since arrival. But the angle was different — my hand on a pipe fitting, fingers wrapped around copper, thumb steadying the joint. The tendons. The veins. The calluses she’d been cataloging for days.

She caught me looking and didn’t close the sketchbook. First time. She held my gaze across the garden, dark eyes behind sharp liner, and something shifted. Not warmth. Not invitation. Acknowledgment. One craftsperson to another. She saw what I did with my hands and she respected it, and she was no longer willing to pretend otherwise.

She went back to drawing.



Catherine was waiting.

Not in the milk room. Not in the common areas. In our bedroom — the primary suite, the four-poster bed I’d restored, windows overlooking the garden where Margot’s David Austin roses were in full spring bloom.

I’d showered. Changed. The insulation dust was gone, the copper flux washed from my fingers, but my hands still smelled faintly of solder and sweat. Some smells embedded in the calluses.

She stood by the window. Twenty-three weeks. Her belly was round and obvious beneath one of my flannel shirts, unbuttoned, hanging open over nothing. No bra. No underwear. Just the shirt and her skin and the afternoon light painting her in gold.

Her chestnut hair fell loose around her shoulders. The freckles — across her nose, her collarbones, her chest — were in full display, because Catherine Whitmore hadn’t worn foundation in months. The woman who used to armor herself in designer suits and sky-high Louboutins and impenetrable boardroom composure stood barefoot and pregnant in my shirt with her hidden self completely visible.

“Everyone else gets consultations,” she said. “Guests get the wellness wing. The milk club gets the milk room.”

She crossed the room. Took my hand. Led me toward the bed.

“I get you. Here. Just us.”

She pulled me close. Her belly pressed between us — hard, round, warm. The baby kicked. Her B-cups, fuller now with established lactation, leaked against my chest. Twin dark spots blooming on the flannel where her nipples pressed.

“This isn’t about sharing you,” she said. Her gray-green eyes were steady. No CEO armor. No managing. “I share you every day. With Sofia, with the milk room, with guests, with the entire household that I helped build.” She put her hands on my chest. “This is about having you. Mine. Just for an hour.”

I kissed her. Slow, deep, the kind of kiss that carried months of history — from the first consultation when she’d cried from an orgasm she didn’t expect, to the ceremony in the Dominican Republic, to this. This bed. This room. This woman who’d given up a Fortune 500 company for a carpenter and hadn’t looked back.

I laid her on the bed. The flannel fell open, revealing everything — her pregnant belly, the swell of her breasts with their milk-darkened nipples, the long endless legs that had been her primary asset since the day she walked through the inn’s front door. I started at her feet — bare, delicate, the toenails unpainted now — and worked my way up. Kissing her ankles, the inside of her calves, her knees.

“I was your first client,” she whispered as my mouth traveled up her inner thigh. “Your first real connection. Everything that came after started with me.”

“Everything.”

“Then show me.”

I pressed my mouth to her center. She was wet — soaking, her arousal glistening on her inner thighs and the freckled skin around her pussy. Catherine, who’d once been so clinical about her first consultation that she’d requested missionary because it was “most efficient for conception.” That Catherine was gone. This Catherine arched off the bed when my tongue found her clit, her hands fisting in the sheets, her freckled skin flushing pink from her chest to her hairline. Her taste was clean, light, different from Sofia’s deeper musk — the same distinction that carried through to their milk. Her clit was stiff and swollen, and when I circled it she made a soft, trembling sound that Catherine Whitmore would never have made in a boardroom.

I took my time. Long, slow strokes, my tongue flat against her pussy, tasting every fold. Tasting the arousal that was uniquely hers — delicate, almost sweet, with a mineral sharpness underneath. Her legs fell open, those impossible legs that seemed to go on forever, and I buried my face between them. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them upward, finding the swollen spot that made her hips buck. Her pussy gripped my fingers in a reflexive squeeze, her wetness coating my hand.

She came on my tongue with a soft, shuddering cry — her walls clenching around my fingers in long, rolling waves, her clit pulsing against my lips. Her eyes stayed open — she always kept them open with me, needing the connection, needing to see that I was focused on her. Her hand found mine and she squeezed hard enough to grind bones. Her juices flooded my mouth, warm and clean, and I drank her through the last tremors.

I moved over her. She guided me inside — her cool, slender hand wrapping around my cock, feeling the hardness, the weight of it. She rubbed the head through her soaked folds, coating me in her arousal, then positioned me at her entrance and released as I pressed into her. She was tight. Twenty-three weeks of pregnancy had changed her body in a hundred ways, but this hadn’t changed — the grip of her walls around me, the intimate flutter of her internal muscles as her body adjusted to the stretch, accommodating me inch by inch until I was buried completely in her slick heat.

“Don’t close your eyes,” she said. “Look at me.”

I looked at her. Catherine Whitmore. Forty-two. Former CEO. Now the first wife of a carpenter who ran a fertility inn. Pregnant with my child. Lactating. Freckled and bare and open in a way she’d never been with another human being. Her pussy was warm silk around me, pulsing with each heartbeat.

I moved inside her slowly. Patient. The rhythm of a shared afternoon in a bed that was ours, with light through windows we’d chosen and a garden we both tended. Her breasts leaked against my chest as I thrust — thin streams of milk triggered by the combination of pressure and arousal, running between our bodies in warm trails, making everything slippery. Each thrust drew a quiet, gasping moan from her, and a wet sound from between her legs that was intimate and obscene and ours.

She wrapped her legs around me. Pulled me deeper — those endless legs crossing behind my back, her heels pressing into my ass, demanding more depth. Her hands found my face, framing it, forcing the eye contact that was her version of binding.

“I was a CEO,” she whispered. “I ran a Fortune 500 company. I negotiated billion-dollar deals and fired people who disappointed me and never let anyone see me without makeup.” Her hips rolled to meet my thrusts, her pussy clenching around me in slow, deliberate waves. “And the best decision I ever made was staying in this inn after my pregnancy test came back positive.”

I thrust harder. She met me, her body moving with a rhythm that had developed over months of this — learning each other, calibrating, finding the angles that made her breath catch. Her B-cups bounced between us, leaking, the milk making everything slippery — our chests wet and warm, her nipples sliding against my skin with each impact. The wet slap of our bodies was softer than Sofia’s but relentless, a steady pulse that built.

“You,” she gasped. Her pussy tightened around me. “Just you. Not shared. Not scheduled. Not managed.”

I sat up, pulling her with me. She settled on my lap — cowgirl, her pregnant belly between us, her hands on my shoulders. Her preferred position when she wanted control. She rode me slowly, deliberately — her pussy sinking down my entire length, gripping me on the way up, her wetness pooling where our bodies met. Her gray-green eyes locked on mine, freckles standing out against the flush of her arousal. Each descent drew a soft grunt from her, each rise left my cock glistening.

I nursed from her while she moved. Took her swollen nipple in my mouth, tasted the thin milk that flowed when her letdown triggered — the sharper, cleaner flavor that I’d learned to distinguish from Sofia’s sweetness. The combination — her body riding my cock while I drank from her breast — undid her the way it always did. Her rhythm faltered, grew urgent. Her breathing hitched. Her eyes went bright. Her pussy began to clench in shorter, faster waves, gripping me tighter with each descent.

“Fill me,” she whispered, her voice breaking. “I know I’m already pregnant. I know it doesn’t matter. But I want to feel your cum inside me. I want the evidence.” Her hips rolled harder, grinding down, taking me as deep as she could. “Every morning I see Sofia’s belly and I see mine and I know — I know — that you gave us this. Both of us. All of us.”

I gripped her hips. Thrust up into her, meeting her downward roll with a force that drove the air from her lungs. She threw her head back, chestnut hair cascading, and her cry was controlled even in extremity — Catherine’s orgasms were never as loud as Sofia’s, but they ran deeper. I felt her walls clamp around me in waves, rhythmic and powerful, each contraction pulling me deeper, her pussy milking me with a slow, crushing intensity. Her milk let down with the orgasm — a thin stream from the breast I wasn’t nursing, tracing a line down her pregnant belly.

I came inside her. Thick, pulsing, flooding her while her body squeezed every drop from me with those deep, rolling contractions. I could feel the cum filling her, the hot overflow leaking out around my cock where her body couldn’t contain it all. Her legs locked behind my back, her hand pressed against her belly where our baby moved against the pressure of its father’s cum flooding its mother. We sat tangled together, her forehead against mine, breathing the same air, my cock still pulsing inside her, her pussy still squeezing in fading, gentle aftershocks.

“You were my first,” she said softly. “My first real connection. And if everything went away tomorrow — the inn, the household, the waitlist — I’d still choose this bed. This room. You.”

I held her. Her milk cooled between us. The rings on both our hands were warm between us — hers an Eichenwald platinum with a small diamond, mine a plain gold band that matched hers.

“Everything,” I said.

“Everything.”



Sofia ambushed me in the shower.

I should have expected it. I’d spent the morning fixing pipes where the entire household could watch, then disappeared into the bedroom with Catherine for an hour. Sofia had radar for exactly this kind of thing — a sixth sense that told her when another woman was getting what Sofia considered her own.

The bathroom door opened while I was rinsing the last of the soap. Through the steam, a shape materialized. Enormous belly. Heavy, swollen tits. Hips swaying with the rolling gait that twenty-three weeks of pregnancy had amplified. Sofia, naked, pulling the shower door open with a look that could have peeled the tiles off the wall.

“You smell like her milk,” she said.

“I showered.”

“Not well enough.” She stepped into the spray. Water hit her body and turned it into something from a different era — curves glistening, caramel skin slick, her G-cup breasts heavy and streaming. Her dark nipples, enormous and stiff, beaded milk that the water diluted into white rivers down her belly.

She pressed me against the tile wall. Her belly — hard, round, impossibly warm — pushed against my stomach. Her breasts flattened against my chest, milk and water mixing, running between us in warm streams. The gold chain in her cleavage was gone — she’d taken it off for the shower — but her Eichenwald ring was still on her finger. She never took it off.

“Mine,” she said. Her voice was hard. Her eyes were soft. The contradiction that was Sofia Vega in a single word.

She kissed me. Aggressive, tongue-first, her mouth hot and demanding, tasting me for traces of Catherine’s milk. Finding them, probably. Claiming them, definitely. Her wet hand went to my cock — already hardening again, because Sofia’s naked body pressed against mine in the steam was a trigger that bypassed every rational circuit I had. She gripped me, her calloused kitchen-worker hands rough on my shaft, stroking with the confidence of a woman who knew the exact grip and rhythm that made me throb.

“You fucked her in the bed,” Sofia said, her fist tightening around my cock. Not a question. “Our bed.”

“Her bed. And mine.”

“Everything is ours. You. This shower. This cock.” She stroked me harder, her thumb rubbing the underside of the head, her grip sliding easily with the water. My cock swelled in her hand, fully hard now, and she looked down at it with dark, possessive satisfaction. “Especially this.”

She turned around. Bent forward, bracing her hands against the tile wall, presenting herself. The view was staggering — the wide swell of her hips, the round curve of her ass, the massive belly hanging below, her heavy G-cup breasts swaying like pendulums. Water ran down her back, between her shoulder blades, down the valley of her spine, between her round cheeks to where her pussy glistened — swollen, dark, already dripping with an arousal that was thicker and hotter than the shower water.

“Take me,” she said. “And make it loud. I want Catherine to hear.”

I gripped her hips — my fingers sinking into the soft flesh of her waist. Lined myself up and pushed inside her from behind. She was soaked — not just from the shower. Her body’s arousal was distinct from the water, viscous and clinging, coating my cock as I sank into her. Her pussy opened around me with the ease of months of this, then gripped me tight — her walls clenching hot and wet, pulling me deeper. She moaned immediately, low and guttural, the sound reverberating off the tile walls. She was never quiet. That was the point.

“Harder, papi.” She pushed back against me, her round ass meeting my hips with a wet slap that cracked through the steam. “I watched you fix that pipe this morning. Your arms, your chest, the sweat running down your stomach.” She moaned again — louder, deliberately louder, a performance only in the sense that she wanted the household to hear it. “That’s mine. Those hands are mine. That cock is mine.”

I fucked her hard against the shower wall. Each thrust drove her forward, her palms squeaking on the wet tile. Her enormous G-cups swung with each impact — heavy, gravity-defying arcs, the dark nipples spraying milk that mixed with the water in white swirls and ran down the drain. The wet slap of my hips against her ass echoed off every surface, amplified, obscene. Her belly swayed beneath her — the baby probably wondering what the seismic activity was about. She pressed one hand flat against the tile, the other reaching back to grab my hip, her kitchen-roughened fingers digging into my flesh, pulling me deeper into her with each stroke.

“Fill me up.” The breeding talk came naturally to Sofia — it always had. From the first time in the kitchen, through the pantry quickie that had gotten her pregnant, through every time since. “I know I’m already yours. I know there’s a baby in here that’s half you.” She spread wider, arched her back deeper, took me to the hilt. Her pussy clenched around me in greedy, possessive waves. “But I need it. Every day. I need to feel you come inside me. I need your cum dripping out of me while I cook dinner. I need—”

I grabbed her wet curls. Fisted them, pulled her head back gently. She gasped, arching, her massive tits thrusting forward, and the angle changed. Deeper. Harder. My cock hitting the spot that made her scream — the one deep inside her that turned the territorial kitchen queen into a howling, desperate mess.

She screamed.

The shower walls amplified it. The sound filled the bathroom, leaked through the door, probably reached the hallway and the bedrooms beyond. Sofia didn’t care. She had never cared about volume or propriety or whether the Countess could hear from her room three doors down. She was loud because she was genuine and she was genuine because she’d never learned to be anything else. Her pussy was clenching around me in rapid, frantic spasms, her orgasm building in the way I’d learned to read — the shortening contractions, the increasingly desperate sounds, the way her ass pushed back harder and harder against my hips.

I came inside her for the third time that day. The physical impossibility of it barely registered against the reality of her body pulling me in, her walls clenching in violent, milking waves, her ass pushed flush against my hips as I emptied the last of what I had into her. Every pulse was weaker than the last but her pussy wrung each one from me with merciless determination. My cum mixed with the shower water and her own copious wetness, overflowing immediately — a flood of white running down the inside of her caramel thighs, swirling in the water at our feet. She held me inside her, clenching, refusing to let go, her internal muscles gripping me in a rhythmic squeeze that continued long after I’d finished.

“Mine,” she whispered. Water streaming over both of us. Milk from her heavy breasts and cum from between her thighs washing down the drain together. “Every drop. Every time.”

She turned in my arms. Kissed me with wet lips, her tongue claiming my mouth, her massive belly a warm dome between us, her slippery breasts crushed against my chest. Then she smiled — the warm, satisfied, possessive smile of a woman who’d reclaimed her territory and marked it thoroughly.

“Now you smell like me,” she said.



That night, Bree found Mina in the hallway.

I heard about it later — from Sofia, who’d been on a midnight trip to the kitchen for ice cream and witnessed the exchange from the far end of the corridor. Two guests, two ghosts, both unable to sleep.

Bree stood in the hallway outside her room. No workout clothes. No performance outfit. An oversized t-shirt, bare legs, hair down without the signature ponytail. She looked smaller without the styling. Younger. Real.

Mina appeared from the opposite direction. Full armor even at midnight — choker, dark lips, though the liner was smudged and her hair was down instead of pinned. She moved like a shadow, boots silent on the hardwood.

They stopped. Three feet apart. Two women who’d barely exchanged a dozen words.

Bree spoke first. Without the phone, without the audience, without the performance, what came out was raw.

“Can’t sleep either?”

Mina’s arms crossed. Default position. “I don’t sleep well in new places.”

Silence. The house creaked around them. Sofia’s singing from the kitchen carried faintly — something in Spanish, slow, a lullaby for the baby she insisted was a boy.

“I don’t know who I am without an audience,” Bree said.

It was the most honest thing she’d said since arriving. Not performed. Not curated for engagement. A confession to a stranger in a dark hallway at midnight.

Mina looked at her. Really looked — the way she’d looked at Nathan’s hands, with the assessment of a professional evaluating a surface. What she saw wasn’t the fitness influencer with the sculpted glutes and the rose-gold highlights. It was a woman standing in a hallway without armor.

“Lucky you,” Mina said. “I don’t know who I am without armor.”

They stood there. Not friends. Not allies. Not anything that would fit into a follow request or a grid aesthetic or a content calendar. Just two women who’d built protection from different materials for different wounds, recognizing the construction in each other.

Bree almost reached for her phone. Her hand moved, stopped. Dropped.

“Goodnight,” she said.

“Night.”

Bree went to her room. Mina went to hers.

Sofia, watching from the kitchen doorway with a spoon in one hand and a pint of ice cream in the other, wiped her eyes with the back of her wrist. “Hormones,” she muttered to the empty hallway. “Just hormones.”


Chapter 9: Unfiltered

Bree didn’t rehearse.

I knew because I watched her walk down the stairs that afternoon without any of the choreography. No hair flip. No deliberate sway. No practiced glance in the hallway mirror. She came down in a borrowed t-shirt — one of Catherine’s, the closest to her size in the household if you subtracted twenty-three weeks of belly — and simple underwear. Her rose-gold hair was down for the first time since she’d arrived, falling past her shoulders in waves that hadn’t been flat-ironed or heat-treated or processed for content. The belly button piercing was hidden beneath the cotton.

She looked different without the performance. Smaller. Quieter. A woman instead of a brand.

“I left the phone in the lockbox,” she said when she found me on the porch. “I didn’t even ask for it.”

Six days ago, surrendering that phone had looked like an amputation. Now she said it the way someone mentions they didn’t need an umbrella.

“Where are we going?” she asked.

I didn’t take her to the wellness wing.



The garden gazebo sat in the center of the property — a white-painted octagonal structure I’d repaired in the first month, replacing rotted posts with pressure-treated cedar. The roof was lattice, open to the sky. The railings were hip-height. The floor was raised, visible from three angles: the kitchen windows, the common room, and the upstairs bedrooms.

It was four in the afternoon. Late spring. The sun was warm, the air carried the scent of Margot’s roses from the garden, and the inn’s windows were open.

Bree stopped at the gazebo’s steps. Looked up at the structure. Then looked at the inn — at the windows, the open curtains, the lives happening behind them.

“Here?” she said.

“Here.”

“But anyone could—” She looked at the kitchen window. Through it, the shape of Sofia moving at the stove, hand on her belly. Then the common room, where a lamp glowed against the afternoon. Then the upstairs, where curtains shifted with a breeze.

“Yes,” I said. “Anyone could.”

Something crossed her face. Fear. Excitement. The two were tangled so tightly in Bree Rios that she probably couldn’t tell one from the other. She’d spent five years showing her body to millions of people through a screen, curated and filtered and optimized for engagement. She’d performed nudity for algorithms. She’d let cameras see every angle of her sculpted physique.

But she’d never been seen. Not like this. Not outside, in real light, with real eyes potentially watching. No edit button. No take-two. No filter.

“I can’t—” she started.

“You’ve been watched by millions,” I said. “None of them ever saw you.”

She stared at me. Her brown eyes were wide, uncertain, stripped of the performed sparkle. The glossed lips were bare — she hadn’t put on lipstick today. Without the makeup, without the brand, without the ponytail and the crop top and the leggings, Bree Rios was a thirty-one-year-old woman standing in a garden wondering what it would feel like to exist without a lens between her and the world.

She climbed the gazebo steps.

I followed.

The spring breeze came through the lattice roof. The late sunlight fell in stripes across the white-painted floor. In the kitchen, Sofia stirred something. In the common room, Astrid read. Somewhere upstairs, Catherine moved past a window.

I kissed Bree. Softer than the first consultation. Not the interrupting kiss that had cut through her performance — this was slower, a question instead of a statement. She kissed me back. Still clumsy. Still without the practiced technique she’d deployed in every other context. But present.

I pulled the borrowed t-shirt over her head.

She stood bare-chested in the garden gazebo. No sports bra. Her C-cups — perky, firm, natural — caught the afternoon light. Small pink-brown nipples stiffening not from cold but from the realization of where she was. The belly button piercing sparkled. Her golden-tan skin was warm from the spring sun.

She crossed her arms. Then uncrossed them. Then didn’t know what to do with her hands because there was no phone in them and no camera directing her.

“I’m outside,” she said. Stating the obvious. Processing it.

“You’re outside.”

“Anyone could see me.”

“Is that different from your Instagram?”

She thought about it. Really thought, for the first time. “On Instagram, I choose what they see. I choose the angle, the filter, the crop, the caption. I control the narrative of my own body. Here—” She looked down at herself. The breeze moved across her skin. A real goosebump rose on her arm. “—I don’t control anything.”

“No.”

“That’s terrifying.”

“Is it?”

Something shifted behind her eyes. The terror didn’t leave, but something else arrived beside it. Something that looked like hunger.

I knelt. Pulled her underwear down. She was already wet — I could see it glistening against her groomed slit, could smell the arousal mixing with the garden scent of roses and fresh grass. Her body had decided before her brain caught up.

I pressed my mouth against her. Standing in the gazebo, the spring air moving across her bare skin, she gripped the railing and gasped.

“Someone could—oh God—someone could walk by and—”

I circled her clit with my tongue. She stopped talking.

I ate her out slowly. Deliberately. Taking my time the way I hadn’t in the wellness wing, where the room was closed and private and she’d performed her way through half of it. Here there were no walls. No audience to perform for, but also no performance to hide behind. Just my mouth on her pussy in the open air, the spring sun on her warm brown back, and the awareness that any of seven women could glance out a window and see Bree Rios’s face contort with real pleasure.

She came standing up, gripping the railing hard enough that the repaired post groaned. Her knees buckled. I caught her, held her up, my face still between her thighs. She made a sound — not the camera-ready orgasm, not even the ugly-cry orgasm from the first consultation. Something in between. A surprised, desperate yelp that echoed across the garden and reached the kitchen window.

Inside, Sofia’s stirring paused. Then resumed.



I stood. Stripped off my shirt. She watched me undress with eyes that had lost the curated sparkle entirely — what was left was dark, direct, hungry. Real hunger, not the performed version.

“Turn around,” I said.

She turned. Gripped the railing with both hands. The gazebo railing was hip-height — perfect. She bent forward, and the view was everything her Instagram empire had been built on: the sculpted glutes, the toned thighs, the athletic back, the narrow waist. Five years of targeted training presented in afternoon sunlight, no filter, no camera, no editing suite. Her ass was round and high and firm, and it was real in a way no photograph had ever captured because photographs didn’t include the tremble in her thighs or the goosebumps on her skin or the way she pressed her forehead against her forearms and breathed.

I ran my hands over her ass. Carpenter’s calluses on gym-smooth skin. She shivered. My hands were rough where every other touch in her life had been calculated — photographers positioning her, trainers adjusting her, content managers suggesting angles. My hands didn’t suggest. They gripped.

I grabbed her hair.

She’d taken it down, but the rose-gold hair was long enough to gather in my fist. I closed my fingers around it and pulled — not a photographer directing a shot, not a content manager framing composition. Possession. My fist in her rose-gold hair, pulling her head back, her back arching into the angle that exposed her completely to the spring air and anyone who looked.

She gasped. Her eyes were wild. “Oh my God. Oh my—someone’s going to—”

“Let them.”

I entered her from behind. Bent over the gazebo railing, her back arched by my hand in her hair, her feet barely on the floor. She was soaked — drenched, her pussy swollen and slippery, her arousal visible on her inner thighs before I even touched her. Her body’s response to the openness, the risk, the terrifying vulnerability of being fucked outside where anyone in the household could see. I gripped her sculpted hip with my free hand and drove into her.

The first thrust drove a moan out of her that carried across the garden. Not performed. Not pitched for a camera. Raw, unfiltered sound that bounced off the inn’s clapboard siding. Her pussy gripped me — tight, wet, her muscles clenching involuntarily around the sudden fullness.

“Everyone in that house can hear you,” I said.

She moaned louder. Not on purpose — because I’d hit the angle that made her rational brain shut down, the head of my cock dragging across the swollen ridge inside her with each stroke. Her toned glutes clenched against my hips, her sun-warmed thighs shaking, her flat stomach flexing with each thrust. The wet sounds of my cock driving into her were amplified by the open air — the slick, rhythmic slap of our bodies carrying the way her moans carried.

“They’ll know exactly what I’m doing to you,” I said. “No content warning. No edit. No delete button.”

“I don’t care.” The words came out broken, desperate, surprised by their own truth. Her pussy flooded around me — a rush of warmth that ran down my shaft, dripped between her thighs. “I don’t care who hears. I don’t—oh fuck—I don’t care about—”

I pulled her hair harder. She arched deeper, her spine curving into a bow, her C-cups swinging beneath her, her small pink nipples hard in the spring air. The diamond stud at her navel glinted as her abs contracted. I drove into her with the steady, building rhythm of a man who’d learned that bodies had rhythms the way wood had grain — you worked with it, not against it. Each thrust bottomed out inside her, my hips slamming against her firm ass, the force rocking her against the railing.

The breeding talk was different in the open air. More exposed. Every word carried across the garden, through the open windows, into the house where seven pregnant women went about their afternoon.

“I’m going to put a baby in you,” I said. “Right here. In the open. Where your 2.4 million followers can’t see but every woman in that house can hear me filling you up.”

She broke.

Not gradually. Not in stages. All at once, the way a dam goes — one crack spreading into a thousand fractures and then the whole structure comes down. Her sculpted, curated, content-ready body convulsed around my cock. Her pussy clamped down in violent, spasming contractions that gripped me so hard I couldn’t move. Her mouth opened and what came out wasn’t a moan or a scream or anything she would have recognized from her own vocal repertoire. It was a howl — primal, ugly, beautiful, the sound of a woman experiencing sensation without any layer of interpretation between her body and her brain.

She came so hard she screamed into the spring air. Her face contorted — eyes squeezed shut, brow furrowed, mouth twisted. The expression she would have deleted immediately from any camera roll. The ugly, genuine, untranslatable face of real pleasure. Her whole body shook. She gripped the railing and it groaned beneath her hands. Her golden-tan skin was sheened with sweat that had nothing to do with a workout — real sweat, exertion sweat, the sweat of a body pushed beyond its curated limits. Her pussy was gushing — her juices running down her inner thighs, dripping from where we were joined onto the white-painted floor of the gazebo.

I didn’t stop. Her orgasm was still tearing through her when I felt mine building — the tightening, the pressure, the inevitability. I gripped her hips — both hands, the carpenter’s grip that didn’t let go — and drove deep. Buried to the hilt. Her firm, sculpted ass pressed flush against my hips, her pussy clenching in waves that milked me from inside with each spasm of her continuing orgasm.

“Fill me,” she cried, her voice wrecked, carrying across the garden. “I don’t care about the brand. I don’t care about the reveal. I don’t care about the content plan. Just fill me up. I want to feel your cum inside me — God, please —”

I came inside her — intense, pulsing, thick. Each spurt flooded her, the cum hitting deep, the tight space overflowing almost immediately. I felt the overflow — my cum mixing with her arousal, spilling out around the base of my cock, running in thick white trails down her toned golden thighs. I kept thrusting through it, each stroke drawing more cum out of me, pushing it deeper, the obscene wet sounds echoing across the garden. Hot, visible, unmistakable — the evidence dripping from her body in the open spring air.

She collapsed forward against the railing. Breathing. Shaking. The spring breeze moving across her bare, sweat-slicked body.

I stayed inside her for a long moment. Let the world hold still. The garden. The roses. The late afternoon light. The open windows of the inn.

Then I pulled out.

The visual was immediate. My cum on her inner thighs — white against golden-tan skin, dripping slowly, catching the sunlight. She looked down at herself. At the evidence. At the thing that no filter could create and no algorithm could optimize.

I didn’t offer a towel. She didn’t ask for one.



The cumwalk.

She pulled on the borrowed t-shirt and nothing else. No underwear. The shirt fell to mid-thigh, but it didn’t hide everything. My cum glistened on her inner thighs, visible below the hem. Visible if you looked. Visible if you were the kind of household that noticed everything.

She walked back toward the inn. I followed.

Through the back door. Into the common room, where Astrid was reading in her yoga pants and sports bra, seventeen-week bump visible, a cup of tea on the side table. Astrid looked up. Her pale blue eyes traveled from Bree’s flushed face to her bare legs. To the unmistakable evidence on her thighs.

Astrid’s expression didn’t change. She turned a page. “The structural integrity of that gazebo is now more important than previously calculated,” she said.

Bree walked past.

Through the common room and into the kitchen. Sofia stood at the stove, twenty-three weeks of belly between her and the counter, heavy breasts straining her apron, spatula in hand. She clocked Bree immediately — the flushed face, the sex hair, the cum on her thighs. Sofia’s brown eyes narrowed. Her nostrils flared. She took in the scene with the territorial assessment of the household’s alpha and made her judgment.

One raised eyebrow.

Then she went back to stirring.

Past the kitchen. Down the hall, past Linda’s office. The door was open. Linda sat at the desk, silver-streaked hair in its severe bun, pen in hand, intake files spread before her. She did not look up as Bree passed. Her almost-black eyes stayed on the paperwork. Her pen moved in steady blue ink.

Her pen paused. For exactly one second. Then resumed.

Bree walked the length of the inn. Marked. Claimed. Unfiltered. Visible evidence of breeding on the body that 2.4 million people thought they knew. She wasn’t performing this. She wasn’t recording it. She wasn’t crafting a narrative about empowerment or sexual liberation or body positivity. She was walking through a house full of pregnant women with a man’s cum on her skin and feeling, for the first time in years, like she existed without a lens.

The ultimate no-filter content she’d never post.

She reached her room. Sat on the bed. Looked at the wall. At the mirror she’d turned face-down days ago. At the dresser where no phone sat charging.

And cried.

Not elegant crying. Not photogenic tears traced by a single mascara line. Ugly crying. Snot and heaving and the kind of face that would have tanked her engagement rate. Red blotches and swollen eyes and the sounds of someone who’d been holding something in for so long that the breaking was violent.

But she was smiling through it. The kind of smile you can’t fake because it starts in a place no camera can reach.

I found her there. Stood in the doorway. Didn’t come in until she looked up.

“I’ve had sex on camera,” she said. Her voice was wrecked. “Well, the ‘tasteful leaked’ version. And every boyfriend since wanted to film it. Or I performed for them anyway because I forgot how to not perform.” She wiped her nose with the back of her hand. “But no one’s ever actually—”

She couldn’t finish. The sentence didn’t have words for what she meant because the English language hasn’t evolved sufficient vocabulary for the experience of being genuinely seen after five years of strategic visibility.

“You saw me,” she said. “The real me. The one without filters. The one who cries ugly and comes ugly and looks like shit right now.”

“You look like yourself.”

“I know.” New tears. The smiling kind. “That’s why I’m crying.”

She reached for her phone out of habit. Her hand moved toward the nightstand, fingers curling around air. She looked at her empty hand. Turned it over. Studied the palm as if it belonged to someone else.

She put it back on the bed.

She didn’t reach again.



In the garden, Mina stood.

She’d been there during the gazebo scene. Not close — at the far bench, by the roses, where she sat with her sketchbook and her black coffee and her sharp-lined solitude. Far enough that the sounds were ambient rather than specific. Close enough that the sounds were unmistakable.

She hadn’t moved. Hadn’t left. Hadn’t looked away. She’d sat in the garden and listened to Bree Rios come apart in the open air and she’d drawn in her sketchbook the entire time. Not Nathan’s hands. Not geometric patterns. Something else — quick lines, a composition she didn’t understand yet, shapes that wouldn’t resolve into meaning until later.

When Bree emerged from her room, red-eyed and raw, she nearly walked into Mina in the hallway.

They made eye contact.

Mina didn’t smirk. Didn’t judge. Didn’t deliver a cutting one-liner or a flat-stare shutdown. She looked at Bree — at the woman without the performance, without the phone, without the armor — and saw something she recognized.

A nod. Just once. The smallest gesture. An acknowledgment that said: I know what it costs to let someone see you. I saw it. I’m not going to talk about it.

Bree nodded back.

They passed each other in the hallway. Two women. One who showed everything and felt nothing. One who showed nothing and felt everything. Both cracked open by the same inn and the same carpenter.

Neither said a word. Neither needed to.


Chapter 10: Under Her Skin

Mina arrived with her hair down.

A small tell. The kind of detail most people would miss — hair pinned versus hair loose, what’s the difference? But I’d spent months learning to read the women who walked through this inn, and the language was always in the details. Linda’s hair coming down was her surrender marker. Margarethe’s chignon unraveling was the fall of an empire. Bree’s ponytail released was the performance shutting off.

Mina’s hair down was permission. The precise low knot she’d worn every day — controlled, deliberate, not a strand out of place — was gone. Her jet-black hair fell straight to mid-back, heavy and sheened, the blunt bangs still ruler-straight but the rest free. It framed her porcelain face differently. Softer. Less architecture, more person.

The rest of the armor was in place. Choker. Dark-berry lips. Cat-eye liner sharp enough to cut glass. Black top buttoned to the collar. Combat boots laced tight. But the hair was down. And that was enough.

She didn’t sit in the chair this time. She stood in the wellness wing, arms at her sides — not crossed. Another tell. Arms crossed was defense. Arms at sides was readiness.

She looked at me with those ink-dark eyes, heavy black liner stark against her complexion. Something had shifted since the first consultation. The four-second window of vulnerability had cracked something open that she’d spent the past few days trying to seal back shut. Her hands — steady, exact, the tools of her trade — had betrayed her. They’d shaken. And you couldn’t unsee what your own body showed you.

“I want you to see something,” she said.

She turned. Her back to me. Then she lifted the hem of her black top and pulled it over her head.

Her back was a canvas.

Fine-line tattoos traced her spine like a second skeleton — geometric patterns flowing down from the nape of her neck, branching at her shoulder blades into botanical elements, flowers I didn’t recognize rendered in meticulous black and gray. The linework was extraordinary. Each line was exactly the same weight, the spacing mathematically consistent, the patterns interlocking like a blueprint for something organic made by an engineer. Someone had spent hours — dozens of sessions, probably — turning Mina’s back into a gallery of controlled artistry.

“Dani did most of the back,” she said, still facing away. “Three years. Fifty sessions. She designed it. I sat still while she worked.” A pause. “Sitting still for Dani’s needle is harder than most people think. She talks through the entire session. About nothing. About everything.”

She turned back around. The bralette was still on — black, minimal, functional. Through the thin fabric, I could see the barbells of her nipple piercings. Her collarbones were sharp, her shoulders narrow. The geometric tattoos continued from her back around her ribs, visible above the bralette’s edge — the mandala I’d seen during the first consultation, the one she said represented her friendship with Dani.

“This one,” she said, touching her left ribcage. “Dani designed it. I inked it myself, using mirrors. It took four hours because the angle was terrible and I kept correcting lines that were already perfect.” She traced the geometric pattern with a tattooed finger. “It represents us. What we are to each other.”

“What are you?”

“The only person in each other’s emergency contacts.” She said it flat. Factual. The way you’d say the sky is blue.

She took the bralette off. Her B-cups came free — small, firm, milk-white with dark nipples. The barbells glinted. In the lamplight, her breasts were pale against the surrounding tattoo work — bare skin amid illustrated skin, the unpainted center of a canvas.

She touched a tiny botanical on her inner wrist. A delicate flower, barely an inch tall. “My mother’s favorite flower. She doesn’t know about this trip. She doesn’t know about any of this.”

Her voice was controlled. Even now, sharing the map of her body, she was choosing what to show and when. But the choices were real. Each tattoo she explained was a wall removed — not ripped down like Linda’s or crumbled like Margarethe’s, but carefully, deliberately unlocked. Like a woman opening doors in a sequence she’d planned.

Then she reached for her waistband.

Her dark jeans — the black armor that had concealed the hips and the surprising roundness of her ass — came down. Black underwear beneath, simple. She hooked her thumbs in them and stopped.

Her jaw tightened. The cat-eye liner couldn’t hide the fact that her eyes were bright.

She pulled them down.

Last time, she’d tensed when my eyes traced too far inward. I’d let it go. Some pages weren’t for a first reading.

Today she was opening the book.

On her inner thigh — high, hidden, a place no client would ever see and no camera would ever reach — was a tattoo that didn’t match the others. The linework was uneven. The depth inconsistent. A couple of lines blurred where the needle had gone too deep. It was small, imperfect, amateur. A sixteen-year-old’s first attempt with a homemade rig she’d built from a guitar string and the motor from a toy car.

On the body of a woman whose professional work was surgical in its precision, it was the most human thing I’d ever seen.

“I’ve never shown anyone except Dani,” she said. Her voice was quiet. Stripped. “She has a matching one. Same shitty equipment. Different night, but same idea. Hers is on her hip.”

The professional tattoos were armor. Controlled, meticulous, beautiful. The geometric patterns and fine-line botanicals and the mandala on her ribs — they were the Mina she’d constructed. The woman who dressed in black and made every line she drew perfect and controlled everything from her art to her aesthetic to her emotions.

The imperfect tattoo was the person underneath. The teenager who’d wanted to mark herself before she knew how. The girl who’d hidden it for fifteen years and shown it to exactly one person. Now two.

She stood in front of me, naked except for the choker. Porcelain skin mapped with art, the discipline of her professional life written across her body in ink. And in the center of it all, on her inner thigh, the one mark that wasn’t controlled. That wasn’t curated. That was just… Mina. Before she became what she became.

“You can look now,” she said. As if I hadn’t been looking. As if the permission she was granting wasn’t for my eyes but for her own willingness to be seen.



I started at her feet. She wore nothing — the combat boots were off, and without them she was smaller. Five-nine in boots became five-seven in bare feet, toes curling against the wellness wing carpet.

I kissed her ankle. She flinched — not the micro-flinch of the first session but a larger one, the recoil of someone not used to tenderness at that particular latitude. I held her calf — lean, defined, the calf of a woman who stood on her feet for ten-hour tattoo sessions — and kissed the inside of her knee.

She didn’t tell me to stop. Her hands hung at her sides, fingers twitching.

I kissed up her inner thigh. The tattoos here were sparse — fine-line botanicals trailing from her hip, thinning as they descended. The skin between them was unmarked, pale, intimate. I reached the imperfect tattoo and pressed my mouth against it.

She made a sound. Not the suppressed gasp of last time. An actual moan — soft, startled, immediate. Her hand found my hair. Gripped.

I traced the rough lines with my tongue. The unsteady geometry of a sixteen-year-old girl marking herself for the first time. The linework was objectively poor — uneven depth, inconsistent spacing, a couple of lines that blurred where the homemade needle had gone too deep. The imperfect lines felt different under my tongue than under my eyes — rougher, realer, a record of the girl who’d existed before the armor.

“Nathan.” Her voice was raw. “Don’t—”

I moved from the imperfect tattoo to her center. She was wet — unavoidably, undeniably wet. I pressed my tongue against her clit and she grabbed my shoulders, nails digging through the tattoos on her own fingers into my skin.

I built her slowly. The way I’d learned last time — matching her exactness with mine, reading her body the way she read skin under the needle. When she tried to direct me, I let her. When her direction dissolved into reaction, I took over. The balance of control between us was a negotiation happening at the level of nerve endings.

She came standing up. Teeth clenched, jaw locked, every muscle in her lean body rigid with the effort of containing it. She failed. The orgasm broke through in a shudder that traveled from her core to her extremities, her pale skin flushing pink from sternum to cheekbones. Her tattooed hands clawed my shoulders. For six seconds — longer than last time’s four — she was completely unguarded.

I didn’t give her time to rebuild.



On the bed. Her black hair spread across white sheets — the contrast was cinematic. Porcelain skin against white linen, dark tattoos like a map on clean paper. Her nipple piercings caught the lamplight, twin silver points on her small, firm breasts. Her eyes watched me from beneath the razor-straight bangs, pupils dilated, the cat-eye liner beginning to smudge.

I mapped her tattoos with my mouth. Started at the geometric patterns on her wrists, tracing the fine lines with my tongue the way she traced them with her needle — slow, deliberate, following the art like paths on a body. The sharp clarity of the professional work against the softness of her skin. Each tattoo had a story she hadn’t told me and might never tell me, but my mouth on the linework was a conversation without words.

Down her ribs to the mandala. She arched when I reached it — the tattoo that represented her friendship with Dani, the geometric heart of her illustrated body. I spent time there. Tracing the concentric circles with my tongue, feeling her ribs expand with each accelerating breath.

To her hips. The geometric compass rose on her left hip — her first professional tattoo, age nineteen, inked by the woman who’d trained her. Eight cardinal points rendered in exact black ink, each line perfectly weighted. I traced the radiating spokes, the concentric circles, the north arrow that pointed toward her navel, and she made a noise that had nothing to do with cartography.

Then lower. Back to the imperfect tattoo. Back to the hidden, honest, amateur mark on her inner thigh. She let me. Her jaw was tight. Her eyes were wet and she was furious about it.

“You keep going back to that one,” she said.

“It’s my favorite.”

“It’s the worst piece on my body.”

“It’s the realest.”

She stared at the ceiling. Something behind her dark eyes was cracking — not the four-second window of the first consultation, not the six-second window from minutes ago. Something structural. A wall she’d built when she was younger than that first tattoo, reinforced with every sharp line and dark lip and choker and pair of combat boots.

“I want you to take something I’ve never given anyone,” she said.

The words were quiet. Precise. Even now she chose them like she chose her lines — deliberate, exact, nothing wasted.

I looked at her. Her body, mapped with art, trembling with a vulnerability she’d spent her entire adult life refusing. The choker around her throat. The piercings through her nipples. The tension in her fingers she wasn’t bothering to disguise.

“Are you sure?”

“I’m a tattoo artist. I don’t start lines I can’t finish.”



Anal.

The second time a woman had offered me this. After Helena Crawford, who’d given me her anal virginity at fifty-eight as a goodbye gift — the most emotionally charged night we’d shared, a woman who couldn’t get pregnant offering the one thing she’d kept from her husband of thirty years. That had been tender. Emotional. A farewell wrapped in the most intimate act she could imagine.

This was different. This was Mina.

Mina didn’t do tender. She didn’t do farewell. She was a control architect — a woman who’d built her entire existence on control, from the lines she drew to the clothes she wore to the emotions she permitted herself to display. Everything about Mina was managed. Every angle considered. Every surface curated.

Anal was the one act where her discipline couldn’t function. She couldn’t clench. She couldn’t direct. She couldn’t frame the composition. She had to trust and receive. For a woman who controlled everything, that was the ultimate surrender.

I went slow. Not tender — deliberate. Matching her language. Oil on my fingers, warming it between my palms the way Astrid had shown me with massage technique. The best tools in this inn had always been borrowed from other women’s expertise.

I started with my tongue on her clit. Getting her aroused again, building the relaxation she needed. She moaned — the unguarded sound, the one she’d stopped trying to suppress. Good. Her body needed to be ahead of her mind for this.

One finger. Slow. Gentle pressure against the tight ring of muscle, not pushing — waiting. Letting her body decide when to open. She gripped the sheets. Her jaw clenched. The tattoo-artist’s discipline tried to manage the sensation the way it managed everything.

“Breathe,” I said.

“I’m breathing.”

“You’re holding.”

She exhaled. The muscle relaxed. My finger pressed deeper. She inhaled sharply — not pain, but the unfamiliar sensation of something entering a place she’d kept locked.

“That’s—” she started.

“Different.”

“I was going to say ‘invasive.’ But.” She swallowed. “But different works.”

Second finger. I worked them slowly, stretching, waiting for her body to adjust. My other hand stayed on her clit — circling, maintaining the arousal that kept her muscles relaxed. The dual sensation confused her control — she couldn’t decide what to focus on, which point of contact to manage. Her control fragmented.

“I can’t—” she said. Her eyes were wide. “I can’t control how this—”

“That’s the point.”

Oil on my cock. Generous, warm. I positioned myself, the head pressing against her, and waited. Not pushing. Just present. The pressure of potential.

“Look at me,” I said.

She did. Dark eyes, cat-eye liner smudging at the corners, blunt bangs falling across her brow. The mask was already cracking. The woman behind it was surfacing.

I pressed forward. Slow. The tightest resistance I’d ever felt — her body fighting the intrusion and her mind fighting the loss of control simultaneously. The head pushed past the ring of muscle and she gasped. Not a composed gasp. A raw, torn-open sound that ripped from her chest and left her mouth hanging open. The incredible tightness of her gripped me like nothing else — hotter than her pussy, tighter, a vise of muscle that squeezed the head of my cock with a pressure that bordered on pain.

“Oh—” Her hands fisted the sheets. Her tattoos stretched over her white knuckles, the fine lines warping across clenched tendons. “Oh, that’s—I can’t—”

I held still. Letting her adjust. The incredible tightness of her trembling around me, her body fighting its own instincts, her ass gripping me in involuntary spasms. I kept my thumb on her clit — slow, gentle circles that kept the arousal flowing, kept her body relaxed enough to take me.

“Breathe,” I said again.

She breathed. A ragged, shuddering exhale. I pressed deeper — inch by slow inch, feeling her open around me, the tight ring of muscle stretching to accommodate something it had never held. Her eyes went unfocused — the sharp, assessing gaze that had cataloged everything since her arrival dissolving into something formless and raw. Her mouth opened. Her composure didn’t crack. It shattered.

Not for four seconds. Not for six. For the entire act.

From the moment I was fully inside her — buried in the impossible heat and tightness of her ass, her body wrapped around me like a second skin — Mina’s precision ceased to exist. The woman who controlled everything — her art, her look, her emotions, her body — lay on the bed with her mouth open and her eyes glazed and her pale skin flushed from her throat to her navel and made sounds she had never made. Raw, uncontrolled, nothing precise about them. Moans that built on each other, layered, desperate, her voice cracking on the higher notes. Her body against the dark sheets was a study in contrast — the fine-line tattoos mapping a body in total surrender, the art perfect while the person beneath it fell apart. Her pussy, untouched now, was visibly wet — her arousal glistening on her pale thighs, her clit swollen and twitching.

I moved inside her. Slow, steady strokes — withdrawing partway, feeling her muscles grip and resist, then pressing back in to the chorus of sounds that poured from her. Finding the right depth, the right angle, the right pressure. Each stroke drew a new sound from her, each sound more honest than the last. The tightness was extraordinary — each thrust required deliberate care, her body gripping every inch of me with a fierce, involuntary intensity.

“Don’t stop,” she breathed. Then: “I hate that I’m saying don’t stop.” Then, her voice breaking: “Don’t stop.”

I built the rhythm. Longer strokes. Deeper. Her hands clawed the mattress, her tattooed fingers digging into the sheets hard enough to pull them from the corners. Her lean body writhed — not with controlled eroticism but with genuine sensation, the involuntary movement of a body being overwhelmed by something it couldn’t frame or manage or direct. Her small B-cups swayed with each thrust, the barbells glinting, her nipples dark and swollen. Sweat beaded across her pale sternum, running in thin trails through the valleys of her tattoo work.

She came from anal alone.

It surprised us both. Her whole body seized — a full-system convulsion that arched her off the bed, her legs locking around nothing, her hands releasing the sheets to grab my arms with bruising force. The orgasm tore through her in waves, her ass clamping down on me in violent, rhythmic contractions that nearly stopped my movement — each spasm gripping my cock with a crushing pressure that sent shockwaves through my entire body. Her pussy clenched in sympathy, untouched, pulsing visibly, her juices dripping onto the sheets. A sound ripped from her that was neither word nor moan but something more honest than either — a noise that bypassed language entirely, that came from a place below consciousness, below control, below everything she’d ever built. It echoed off the wellness wing walls and died into a gasping, shuddering silence.

Her face was the most unguarded thing I’d ever seen on Mina Kwon. Open. Slack. The cat-eye liner was ruined — black streaks tracing down her temples where sweat had dissolved the precision. The dark-berry lipstick was bitten off her lower lip, leaving it raw and swollen. Her blunt bangs were plastered to her forehead with sweat. She looked nothing like the controlled goth who’d walked into this inn. She looked like a woman who’d found something she didn’t know she’d been missing.



Then the breeding.

I withdrew from her slowly — her ass releasing me with a wet, reluctant grip, each inch of withdrawal dragging a soft moan from her. She whimpered at the emptiness — a sound she would have been mortified by if she were capable of mortification, which at that moment she was not. Her pussy was soaked — visibly wet, her arousal running down her pale thighs, her clit swollen and twitching. I repositioned. Pressed the head of my cock against her pussy — the lips parted around me, swollen and slick. She was so wet the entry was frictionless. I sank into her and she gasped at the different fullness, her pussy stretching around me, gripping me with a velvet heat that was a world apart from the tight intensity of what we’d just done.

And here Mina’s control returned. Transformed.

The moment I was fully inside her vaginally, something shifted behind her dark eyes. The glazed unfocus sharpened. Not to the rigid control of before — to something new. A synthesis. Precision and surrender coexisting for the first time in her body’s vocabulary. Her jaw set. Her gaze locked on mine. And her pussy began to work.

Her internal muscles gripped me.

Not the desperate clenching of the anal orgasm. Not the involuntary flutter of arousal. Deliberate. Rhythmic. A slow, exact contraction that started at her entrance and rolled inward like a wave — her muscles engaging in sequence, each ring of tissue tightening and releasing in turn, drawing me deeper with each pulse. Mina’s steady hands translated to her pelvic floor. The sensation was like nothing I’d felt — a rolling, milking pressure that gripped my cock from tip to base and back again.

I’d felt women clench around me. I’d felt Sofia’s possessive grip that squeezed and held. Catherine’s emotional tightening that came in waves with her heartbeat. Astrid’s athletic squeeze that was strong and direct. But I’d never felt this. Mina milked me with the exactness of a woman who drew perfect lines for a living. Each contraction was measured — grip, release, grip — a rhythm that matched my heartbeat, that pulled me deeper with surgical deliberation. I could feel her pussy cataloging the shape of my cock the way her eyes cataloged a surface before the needle — measuring, mapping, adjusting pressure to extract the maximum response.

“What are you—”

“Shut up,” she said.

The same two words. The same tone. Dani had said it to me in the same moment, the same way. They’d taught each other that defense.

And the smirk returned. For the first time since the anal had broken her open, the small knowing curve of her raw, lipstick-bitten lips. But it was different now. Before, the smirk had been armor — a sardonic shield against feeling. Now it was something else. Confidence. Not the performed kind. The earned kind. The smirk of a woman who’d been broken apart and discovered she could reassemble herself better than before. Her pussy gripped me — a single, precise squeeze that made my vision blur.

She milked me with her internal muscles while her eyes held mine. Grip. Release. Grip. Each contraction tighter than the last, each drawing me deeper, each pull extracting sensation from me that I didn’t know I had. I could feel her learning me — adjusting the rhythm, finding the exact squeeze and timing that made my cock pulse in response, the exact depth that made my breath catch. Her lean body — pale, tattooed, still flushed from the anal orgasm, her skin gleaming with sweat — moved beneath me in slow undulations that matched the rhythm of her internal grip. Her pussy was drenched, her arousal slicking every movement, the obscene wet sounds of her kegel grip working my cock filling the room.

Her hands were on my back. Her tattooed fingers — the ones that drew ten thousand straight lines, the ones that shook after consultations — pressed into my skin with the same measured force, leaving red crescents in my flesh. She was marking me. Not with ink. With pressure. With the grip of a woman who’d discovered that control and surrender weren’t opposites — they were the same thing applied in different directions.

“Every drop,” she whispered. The breeding talk was sparse, exact, devastating. Nothing wasted. “I want every drop of your cum. Inside me. Deep.”

I thrust into her. She met me — her hips tilting, her internal muscles adjusting, the angle shifting to draw me deeper. Her kegel grip tightened as I pushed forward — a slow, crushing squeeze that milked the length of my cock — then relaxed as I pulled back, creating a suction effect that was physically impossible to resist. Each stroke was amplified by her deliberate grip, the sensation doubled, tripled, her pussy wringing pleasure from me with the precision of a master craftsman.

“Come inside me,” she said. Still controlled. Still choosing her words like she chose her lines. But her voice was hoarse from the sounds she’d made during anal, and the raw edge beneath the composure made the words land like a blade. “Breed me.” Two words she hadn’t used before. Two words that cost her something to say. Her pussy clenched around me — hard, demanding, pulling.

I came inside her.

The orgasm was wrenched from me — not given, extracted. Mina’s internal muscles gripped every pulse, clamping down on the first spurt and drawing it deep with a rolling contraction that started at her entrance and traveled inward. Each subsequent pulse met the same deliberate grip — drawing, milking, pulling my cum deeper with a rhythm that continued even as my body shuddered, emptying everything I had into her. Her pussy squeezed me in slow, methodical waves, wringing me like a hand squeezing a tube from base to tip, refusing to waste a single drop. Her eyes stayed on mine, the smirk still there but softening at the edges, her composure holding even as she wrung me empty.

I felt every contraction. Every deliberate, measured squeeze that pulled my cum deeper into her body. The sensation was devastating — being milked by a woman who’d turned her own body into a precision instrument, who extracted my cum with the same exactness she used to draw a perfect line. She wasn’t just receiving — she was claiming. Every drop. With surgical intent. The control freak had found a way to make control serve something beyond defense.

She held me inside her. The internal muscles maintained their grip, gentle now, rhythmic. Holding everything where it belonged. Her eyes glistened. The smirk faded. And underneath it, the vulnerability returned — not the shattered vulnerability of the anal, but something quieter. Tenderer. The kind of vulnerability you show when you’ve already been broken and rebuilt and know you’ll survive.

“Don’t stop,” she whispered. Even though I was already finished. Even though my body had given her everything it had. “Just… don’t move yet.”

I didn’t move. I held her. Her ivory body against mine, the tattoos a detailed map of a woman I’d barely begun to read. Her jet-black hair spread across the white pillow. Her breathing slowed. Her hands, still on my back, gradually relaxed their grip.

She didn’t fix her choker. Not immediately. She lay there for thirty seconds. A minute. Her chest rising and falling, the nipple piercings catching the light with each breath. Her hands were in her lap — and they were shaking again.

This time, she didn’t hide them.



My phone buzzed on the nightstand.

Mina glanced at it. I picked it up. A text from a Portland area code — Dani Kovacs.

A photo. Dani’s belly at six weeks — barely anything, just the faintest swell beneath a black t-shirt. Underneath the photo, a single line: This kid better have good taste in music.

I showed Mina. She stared at the photo for a long time. Her best friend, pregnant, alone in Portland. The stubborn, sarcastic, middle-finger-emoji woman who’d walked out of this inn with a handshake and zero sentiment and was now growing a baby by herself because she was too proud to admit she needed anyone.

Mina’s steady hands finally stopped shaking. Something in her expression shifted — not warmth exactly, not yet. But the ice had a crack. A fissure that let something through.

“She needs people,” Mina said quietly. “She’d never ask. She’s the most stubborn person I’ve ever met, and I’m Korean, so that’s saying something.”

A pause. The lamplight caught her choker, her piercings, the dark lines of her tattoos. She looked at me with eyes that were no longer evaluating or assessing or measuring. Just present.

“Take care of her,” she said. “When she’s ready.”

I looked at the sketch of my hands she’d been carrying in her jacket pocket all week. At the woman who spoke in single words and drew the hands of a carpenter because she respected craft. At the woman who’d let me see what lay beneath the armor.

“I will,” I said.

She nodded. Once. The Mina equivalent of a contract signed in blood.

She sat up. Reached for her choker. Straightened it with the same deliberate motion she’d used every time, the first piece of armor rebuilt after every dismantling.

But she left her hair down.


Chapter 11: What’s Real

Bree packed slowly.

Eight days. The longest she’d gone without posting since she started her brand six years ago. No Instagram stories. No reels. No TikToks. No tweets. No sponsored content. No engagement metrics. No analytics dashboards. No DMs. For eight days, Bree Rios had existed without her followers watching, and the world had continued to spin.

I found her in her room, folding clothes with the deliberate care of someone learning a skill they’d never needed. Every outfit she owned was designed for content — the rose-gold jewelry, the crop tops, the $120 leggings. She folded each piece and placed it in her suitcase like she was packing up a costume from a play that had closed.

“Can I ask you something?” she said without looking up.

“Sure.”

“When you fixed that pipe yesterday. The one in the nursery.” She smoothed a crop top with her palm. “You weren’t doing it for anyone. Nobody was filming you. Nobody was going to see it except the pipe and the wall.”

“And seven pregnant women on the porch.”

A small smile. “Yeah. But you would have done it even if nobody watched.”

“The pipe doesn’t care about an audience.”

“Neither does the baby growing inside me.” She touched her belly — flat, unchanged, no evidence yet. “If it worked.”

She finished packing. Zipped the suitcase. Looked around the room — the antique dresser, the window overlooking the garden, the bed where she’d come undone without a camera.

“I need to ask Linda for my phone,” she said.

We walked to the main house together. Spring morning, the porch board solid under our feet — I’d finished the sister joist repair two days ago, pressure-treated lumber, carriage bolts. It would hold for twenty years. Some fixes take three attempts because you have to learn what you’re actually fixing.

Linda was in the study. Silver-streaked hair in its bun, pen in hand, her almost-black eyes lifting as we entered. She opened her desk drawer and produced the phone — rose-gold case, matching the hair, matching the brand.

“Thank you, Ms. Rios.” Linda set the phone on the desk. “Your property.”

Bree reached for it. Her fingers touched the case. The familiar weight. The object that had been her identity, her livelihood, her security blanket, her prison for six years.

She held it. Looked at the dark screen. Saw her own reflection in the glass — no makeup, no artifice, just a woman in a plain top with her hair down.

She put it in her bag without turning it on.

Linda’s pen paused. One second. A different kind of pause than the one in the hallway. This one was closer to respect.



Bree came downstairs in simple clothes. Jeans she must have brought as backup, never expecting to wear them — they were stiff, uncreased, tags still attached. She’d cut the tags with nail scissors. A plain white top. No rose-gold jewelry. No crop top. No belly button piercing on display — it was there, under the shirt, but hidden. Her hair was down, the rose-gold highlights muted without styling products.

She looked like a person instead of a brand.

The household noticed. Sofia, twenty-three weeks of belly leading the way, paused her morning kitchen routine. Her warm brown eyes assessed the transformed guest the way she assessed every woman who walked through her territory — quick, thorough, definitive. Whatever she saw, she approved. She set a plate on the counter.

“Eat before you go,” Sofia said. “I made chilaquiles.”

Bree ate. Not three polite bites. A full serving. She complimented the food the way you compliment food when you’re actually tasting it instead of writing a caption about it. “This is incredible. Like, actually incredible. Not hashtag incredible.”

Sofia’s eyebrows rose. Then she smiled. “Come back anytime, mija. I’ll teach you to cook.”

“I burn water.”

“Everyone burns water. That’s what the stove is for.”

Catherine appeared in the kitchen doorway, barefoot, freckled, her twenty-three-week bump in one of my shirts. She looked at Bree with the knowing gray-green eyes that had once worn their own brand of armor.

“You’ll figure out who you are,” Catherine said. “It takes a while after you stop performing.”

“How long did it take you?”

Catherine considered. “I’ll let you know when I finish.”

They hugged. Not the polished one-arm camera-ready hug. Catherine’s pregnant belly made it geometrically complex, but they managed. Two women who’d built identities from different materials and found the same human underneath.



Bree found me on the porch. I was oiling the railing — routine maintenance, the kind of work that kept wood alive through Vermont weather. My hands were darkened with linseed oil, the veins in my forearms standing out from the repetitive motion.

She watched my hands for a moment. The same hands she’d sketched on the back of a waitlist form. The same hands that had gripped her rose-gold hair in the gazebo.

“If it worked,” she said, “you’ll see a bump debut on my page in about four months. I’ll come up with some story. ‘Empowerment journey’ or ‘choosing motherhood on my terms’ or whatever the algorithm wants to hear.”

“And the real story?”

“The real story is that a carpenter in Vermont saw through my bullshit and I cried ugly and came ugly and it was the best thing that’s ever happened to me.” She paused. “That version won’t make the feed.”

She hugged me. Real — both arms, face against my chest, the smell of linseed oil and spring air. I felt her breathe. In, out. Slow. The breathing of someone who’d learned that oxygen existed without engagement metrics.

“If it didn’t work,” she said into my shirt, “I’ll be back. And I won’t bring the phone.”

She left a handwritten note on the pillow of her room. Not a selfie. Not content. Just words on inn stationery, in a handwriting that was less polished than expected because she’d spent more time typing than writing for the past decade.

Thank you for seeing me.

Her rental car — the pink one, because of course, because the car was the last piece of the brand she hadn’t yet examined — pulled down the drive. She waved once. Through the rearview mirror, not the window. She didn’t record the goodbye.

The porch felt emptier. Then Sofia’s voice from the kitchen, singing in Spanish, filled it again.



Mina packed at dawn.

She’d never unpacked. Her single black duffel lived by the door — zipped, ready, positioned for departure the way Helena Crawford’s suitcase had sat by her door for weeks. Neither woman ever fully committed to staying. The difference was that Helena had been deciding whether to leave. Mina had always known she was leaving. She’d just been deciding what to leave behind.

She came downstairs in full armor. Choker fastened. Dark-berry lips, matte, flawless. Cat-eye liner razor-sharp, reapplied with hands that were steady this morning. Hair pinned in the tight low knot. Black top buttoned to the collar. Combat boots laced. Silver rings on every finger.

Back to baseline. The pale mask restored.

But she’d left her hair down yesterday, after the second consultation. She’d let me see her hands shake without hiding them. She’d moaned without trying to suppress it. She’d said “don’t stop” and meant it.

You can rebuild the mask. You can’t unfeel what you felt.

She stopped at the kitchen. Sofia stood at the stove — twenty-three weeks, enormous, magnificent — stirring something that filled the ground floor with the smell of spices and comfort. Her heavy breasts strained the apron, her dark curls were tied in a bandana, her gold Eichenwald ring visible on the hand that gripped the spatula.

Mina stood in the doorway. Dark and angular against the warm kitchen light. Two women who couldn’t be more different — the voluptuous, emotional, territorial Latina chef and the controlled, guarded, monochromatic Korean tattoo artist. They’d barely spoken during Mina’s stay. Their worlds didn’t overlap.

“Your food was good,” Mina said.

From Mina, that was applause. Three words that cost her more than most people’s speeches.

Sofia turned. Spatula in hand, belly leading, brown eyes wide with genuine surprise. In the entire history of Willow Creek Inn, no one had ever startled Sofia Vega with a compliment. Not because she didn’t receive them — she received them constantly — but because the timing and the source were impossible to predict.

“Thank you,” Sofia said. Then, recovering: “Come back anytime. I’ll make you eat more than three bites.”

“Your chilaquiles are better than anything in Portland.” A pause. “Don’t tell Dani I said that.”

“Dani sent you here. I already like Dani.”

Something happened on Mina’s face. Not a smile — Mina didn’t smile. But the flat line of her dark lips softened by a fraction. A thaw measured in millimeters on a surface that usually registered below zero.

She left the kitchen without another word. Her boots were quiet on the hallway hardwood.



She found me in the foyer. I was hanging a coat hook I’d been meaning to install — the east wall, where the household’s growing collection of jackets and sweaters was outpacing the existing hooks. Simple hardware, but I was using mortise-and-tenon joinery on the mounting plate because some habits don’t change.

Mina watched me finish the last joint. Those dark eyes tracking my hands, the way they’d tracked them since the moment she arrived. A professional evaluation that had become something else. Something she’d drawn in her sketchbook and torn out and folded and carried in her jacket pocket.

She reached into that pocket. Pulled out a folded piece of paper. Handed it to me.

I unfolded it.

The sketch of my hands.

Not the early studies — the wrench, the screwdriver, the pipe fitting. This was the final piece. The composition she’d been building toward all week. My hands rendered in precise fine lines, the kind of work that would transfer perfectly to a tattoo machine. But these hands weren’t gripping tools. They were open. Relaxed. Palms up. The calluses detailed, the veins mapped, the carpenter’s scars documented. The scar on my right thumb from the table saw at nineteen.

It was the most detailed piece of art anyone had ever made of any part of me. The linework was immaculate — every tendon, every knuckle crease, every grain of roughness. But the composition was what made it. The hands were open. Not fixing. Not gripping. Not working. Just… available. Ready. The hands of a man who built things, offered to a woman who drew things.

She didn’t explain it.

“Dani needs people,” she said instead. Her voice was flat, controlled, back to the baseline she’d reconstructed. But underneath the baseline, something had shifted — a deeper register, a warmth she was keeping at arm’s length. “She won’t ask. She’s too proud. But she’s six weeks pregnant and eating ramen for every meal and falling asleep at the shop by 2 PM.”

She met my eyes. Dark on hazel. The choker was in place. The liner was precise. The armor was perfect. And underneath it, visible only because I’d been beneath the surface, was a woman who loved her best friend enough to fly across the country to a fertility inn and let a stranger break her open.

“You might have to go to her,” Mina said.

I looked at the sketch. At the hands she’d drawn. At the woman who’d spent a week studying a carpenter the way she studied skin before the needle.

“Thanks,” I said.

She nodded. Not a handshake — Dani had left with a handshake. Not tears — that wasn’t in Mina’s vocabulary. A nod. Precise. Final. The period at the end of a sentence she’d written in her own language.

She walked to the black sedan in the drive. Her boots were quiet on the gravel. She opened the door, placed the single black duffel on the passenger seat, and sat behind the wheel.

She didn’t look back.

The sedan pulled down the drive, tinted windows catching the spring light, silent engine fading into the distance. The only evidence that Mina Kwon had been here was a sketch pinned to my workshop wall and the ghost of her deliberate, devastating grip still echoing in my body.



Household dinner that evening.

The long mahogany table — original furniture I’d never needed to repair — seated eight tonight. Family only. No guests. The mismatched china that somehow worked. Fresh roses from the garden, the David Austin varieties that Helena had pruned before she left, still showing her careful hand months later.

I sat at the head. Sofia on my left, her belly touching the table edge, her enormous tits resting above it, the gold Eichenwald ring on the hand that held her fork. Catherine on my right, matching bump, freckled and barefoot, the platinum-and-diamond ring catching candlelight. Linda beside Catherine, straight-backed, pearl earrings, her simple silver band — the oldest ring in the collection, 1791 — visible when she turned a page of her planner. Astrid next, athletic frame softening at nineteen weeks, her rose-gold band glinting as she reached for the salt. Margarethe in her Chanel, white-gold ring and family signet on the same hand, imperial blue eyes serene. Tanaka with her journal, gold band and sapphire catching the light as her elegant fingers made notes between bites. Priya beside her, small and glowing, the thin gold band Margarethe had presented to her on her first morning as family visible every time she reached for her fork.

Seven women. Seven rings. Seven pregnancies in various stages. One man with a plain gold band that said The beginning of whatever comes next.

Sofia served her chicken mole. The recipe that had earned Dani’s genuine compliment months ago, the one that reduced even hostile guests to honest appreciation. Catherine refilled the sparkling cider — the household’s ceremonial drink, kept in stock since Sofia’s first trimester. Linda’s rotation spreadsheet sat folded beneath her napkin. I definitely didn’t know about it. She definitely knew I knew.

“The operational overhaul is complete,” Priya announced between bites, her laptop closed for once, present at the table instead of in the data. “Waitlist response time reduced by sixty percent. Intake process automated. Guest profiles digitized.”

“The binder stays as backup,” Linda said.

“The binder stays. Analog redundancy isn’t the worst idea.”

Linda’s jaw relaxed by one millimeter. The closest thing to a peace treaty these two would ever sign.

Astrid requested the salt with Scandinavian directness: “Salt.” One word. One gesture. Maximum efficiency.

Margarethe corrected her technique. “A countess does not shake. She pinches.” She demonstrated, lifting an exact amount of salt between thumb and forefinger and depositing it with the gravity of someone seasoning a state dinner.

“I’m not a countess,” Astrid said.

“You wear an Eichenwald ring. You’re adjacent.”

Tanaka logged dinner’s nutritional content in her journal, her elegant fingers moving in the script that had evolved from clinical to emotional over months. The entries were increasingly personal — less data, more diary. I’d seen a page she left open last week. It read: Nathan looked at me across the table tonight and smiled. Heart rate: 94. Irrelevant data. Noting anyway.

I ate Sofia’s cooking and looked at my family. Mina’s sketch was in my pocket. Bree’s note was on the kitchen counter, propped against the spice rack. The inn was quieter with the guests gone — just us now. Just the eight of us and the sounds of a house with too many rooms and exactly enough people.

The mole was home. The cider was home. The seven women around the table with rings on their fingers were home. More rooms. More cribs. More bellies and bodies and the constant, wonderful, exhausting reality of being chosen.

Sofia reached across the table and put a piece of chicken mole on my plate. “You’re too thin,” she said. “Eat.”

“I’m not thin.”

“You’re feeding eight women. You need calories.” Her brown eyes crinkled. “Eat, papi. You’re going to need your strength.”

I ate. The mole was perfect, as always. The cider was cold. The candles flickered. Through the kitchen window, the last light of spring faded over Vermont, over the garden, over the inn that my aunt had left me and my hands had rebuilt.

Linda’s pen scratched on paper beneath her napkin. Making a note. Planning something. Always planning.

I didn’t ask what. Some things a man is better off not knowing about his own schedule.


Chapter 12: Growing

Late spring in Vermont. The inn settling into its new rhythm.

The guests were gone. The ceremony rings were on fingers. The nursery wing was finished. And the household — eight people, seven pregnant women and one carpenter — had found the cadence of a family that hadn’t existed a year ago.

I stood in the nursery at dawn. Three cribs, furnished from Margarethe’s European catalog, arranged in the east wing rooms I’d renovated myself. Organic cotton sheets (800-thread count, non-negotiable). European hardwood frames with dovetail joints that I had to admit were beautifully made, even if the price tags had made my carpenter’s brain short-circuit. Crown molding I’d installed — tight miters, clean joints, the work I’d been doing since I was sixteen in my grandfather’s shop.

Above the center crib, Margarethe had hung a small crest. Not the full Eichenwald coat of arms — she’d designed a simplified version. New family, new crest. The artwork was clean, elegant, rendered in muted colors that matched the nursery palette. I’d asked her about it when she’d presented it, framed and wrapped in tissue paper.

“Every family needs a crest,” she’d said. “Ours is too new for heraldry. But it needs a beginning.”

The crest had a house at the center — a simplified outline of the inn. Flanking it: tools on one side (carpenter’s plane, hammer), and flowers on the other (David Austin roses). Beneath it, in Margarethe’s careful lettering: a date. The date of the ceremony.

“Not bad for an aristocrat,” I’d told her.

“I have hidden depths,” she’d replied. “Shallow ones, but hidden.”

I ran my hand along the crib rail. Smooth. The wood was good — European oak, properly kiln-dried, the grain running in the right direction. I would have used Vermont maple, but Margarethe’s aesthetic wasn’t wrong. Just different. The carpenter in me appreciated the joinery. The father in me stared at the empty mattress and tried to imagine a baby sleeping there in four months.

Three cribs. More on order. Sofia’s due first. Then Catherine. Then Astrid. Then Linda, Margarethe, Tanaka, Priya in the months after. Isabelle across the country. Eight babies. My babies. And more on the way.

The window overlooked the garden, where the first light was touching Margot’s roses. The blooms were full — late spring in Vermont meant everything was bursting, the garden vivid with colors that Margot had planned and Helena had pruned and Catherine had maintained since Helena’s departure. Three women’s hands on those roses. Three generations of care, layered like the rings of a tree.

Mina’s sketch was pinned to the workshop wall. I’d put it there yesterday, next to my grandfather’s old hand plane and the wood-handled chisels he’d given me when I was twelve. Two kinds of precision, side by side. The carpenter’s tools and the tattoo artist’s rendering of the carpenter’s hands.

Bree’s note was in the kitchen, propped against the spice rack. Thank you for seeing me. Sofia hadn’t moved it. She treated it like a kitchen artifact — part of the space now, like the herbs and the oils and the worn cutting board.



Sofia at nearly twenty-five weeks.

Her belly was a spectacle. The baby — she’d decided it was a boy, had been calling it he for months, despite Tanaka’s reminder that ultrasound confirmation wasn’t scheduled until next week — kicked visibly. Ripples across her taut caramel skin, tiny limbs pressing outward during breakfast, turning her stomach into a moving landscape.

She placed my hand on the bump every morning. It was ritual. Coffee first, then Nathan’s hand on Sofia’s belly. The baby would kick against my palm and Sofia would announce whether the kick was “for fun” or “because he’s hungry.”

“Hungry,” she declared this morning. “Definitely hungry. He kicks harder before breakfast.”

“That could also be gas,” Tanaka said from across the table, not looking up from her journal.

“It’s hunger. A mother knows.”

“A mother hypothesizes. A doctor tests.”

“A doctor doesn’t have a baby kicking her bladder at 3 AM.”

Tanaka looked up. Touched her own belly — ten weeks, barely showing, just the faintest suggestion of change beneath her blouse. “Give me time,” she said softly.



Catherine at nearly twenty-five weeks, matching Sofia bump for bump.

They did their sideways comparison in the hallway mirror — the daily ritual that had replaced competition with something warmer. Two pregnant women turning in profile, assessing, adjusting, measuring progress in a contest neither wanted to win but neither could stop playing.

“I think mine’s bigger,” Catherine said.

“Yours is higher. Mine is wider. It’s not a competition.”

“Everything is a competition. I was a CEO.”

It ended the way it always ended: a hug that required careful belly navigation, followed by tears, followed by laughter about the tears.

From the kitchen, Linda’s voice: “The hormone argument becomes less convincing when you’ve been using it daily for three months.”



Astrid was officially in the milk club.

Three women lactating regularly. The milk room now held three chairs — Sofia’s original, Catherine’s addition, and the reading chair Astrid had dragged from the upstairs landing. Three body types, three production levels, three stages of the same biological miracle.

Sofia’s established flow led the room. Her heavy G-cups produced with the generosity of a woman whose body had been making milk for months — abundant, warm, sweet. She could fill a bottle in under a minute. The hospital-grade pump remained dusty in the corner, a monument to the machine she’d replaced with a man’s mouth.

Catherine’s steady supply occupied the middle ground. Her B-cups, smaller but reliable, produced thinner, lighter milk. The sharper taste that contrasted Sofia’s sweetness. She was efficient about it — the CEO of lactation, expressing on schedule, never wasting a drop.

Astrid’s production was increasing daily. Her swollen C-cups — now bordering on D — were tender, heavy, leaking without warning into sports bras that darkened in twin circles. Each session was a data point she cataloged mentally: volume, consistency, flow rate. She approached her own lactation with the clinical curiosity of a Swedish engineer examining a new system.

“The left produces approximately fifteen percent more than the right,” she reported during a shared session. “I believe this correlates with sleeping position — I favor my right side, which may compress the left duct and stimulate production through the pressure differential.”

“Or you just have one bigger tit,” Sofia said.

“That is also possible.”

Tanaka had started monitoring their output in her journal. “Purely for medical purposes,” she claimed. But her entries were suspiciously detailed about Nathan’s nursing technique, including observations like: His approach to the left breast differs from the right — shorter, more frequent draws rather than sustained suction. Effectiveness of this technique warrants further study. By me. Personally.

When I’d caught her writing that entry, she’d closed the journal so fast the binding crackled. “Clinical notation,” she said, adjusting her glasses with surgeon’s hands that weren’t quite steady.



Margarethe’s nursery was finished.

I found her there in the afternoon, standing among the cribs with her hands behind her back. Her silver-blonde chignon was perfect. Her Chanel jacket was buttoned. Her Louboutins added two inches to her already considerable height. She looked like a general surveying a completed campaign — the nursery as battlefield, the cribs as conquered territory.

“The mattress firmness is adequate,” she announced. “The sheet thread count meets minimum Eichenwald standards. The ventilation is acceptable.” She ran one elegant finger along the crib rail. “You do excellent joinery.”

“Coming from a woman who commissioned work from Munich, that means something.”

“Munich builds furniture. You build…” She paused, blue eyes softening. “Rooms that feel like they’re waiting for something to arrive. Not furniture. Children.”

Margarethe rarely spoke this openly outside of sex. Her imperial composure flickered, and beneath it I saw the woman who’d flown across the Atlantic to a Vermont inn because her estate required an heir and she’d found something worth more than an inheritance.

She touched the small family crest she’d hung above the center crib. “I had servants’ children sleeping in Eichenwald nurseries that were more expensive than this one,” she said. “None of them meant what this means.”

I stood beside her. Two people looking at three empty cribs.

“More on order,” I said.

“Obviously. Linda has already allocated rooms for the second nursery. Priya has a spreadsheet projecting crib needs through next year.” She glanced at me sideways. “Your household is more efficient than the Eichenwald estate staff. Don’t tell them I said that.”



Priya’s operational overhaul was complete.

The waitlist — formerly Linda’s handwritten paper binder with tabs organized by urgency, wealth, and referral source — was now a color-coded, prioritized, automated digital system running on a laptop in the operations office that had been Margot’s study. Priya had built intake forms, screening questionnaires, scheduling algorithms. The binder sat on the shelf behind her as backup. Linda had insisted. Analog redundancy.

“The optimization continues,” Priya said, typing with one hand, eating an apple with the other. Her nose ring caught the afternoon light. Her frame was already starting to show the earliest pregnancy changes — subtle fullness in her breasts, a new softness in her deep brown skin that the plain t-shirt couldn’t hide. “I’ve identified seventeen inefficiencies in the guest communication pipeline.”

“Seventeen.”

“Linda hand-wrote confirmation letters. On stationery. With a fountain pen.”

“That’s not an inefficiency. That’s a personality.”

Priya smiled. The woman who’d run analytics on everything from her career trajectory to her ovulation window, who’d climbed to C-suite by thirty, who’d sold her apartment and her car and traveled with a single carry-on — she smiled at the word “personality” like it was a compliment she’d never expected.

“I live here now,” she said. Repeating what she’d said on arrival, but different. Less testing. More settled. “I run an operations office in a fertility inn in Vermont. My former board would require a drink.”

“Multiple drinks.”

“My former board would require therapy.” She touched her belly — flat, barely two weeks confirmed, nothing visible. But her hand knew where to go. “I’m pregnant. I’m in love. I’m managing a waitlist of women who want what I have.” She looked at me. “This is the least optimized life path I could have chosen. And it’s the only one that made sense.”



Phone buzz. Text from Isabelle Crawford.

A bump photo. Eight weeks, barely showing — the faintest swell beneath a silk blouse that probably cost more than my truck’s transmission. Isabelle’s fiery auburn ponytail was visible at the edge of the frame. Her sharp green eyes, competitive even in a selfie, stared at the camera with the intensity of a woman who’d fought for every pregnancy test and won.

Finally visible. Victoria’s enormous at 23 weeks. We look ridiculous standing next to each other.

A second text, separate: Victoria’s OB cleared her. No more spotting. She can travel.

I stared at the phone. The Crawford twins. Isabelle the alpha, Victoria the sweeter second. Both pregnant with my children. Both back home since their last visit, connected by texts and video calls and the ceremony that had included them from a living room thousands of miles away.

Isabelle at eight weeks — barely showing, still athletic, still competitive. Victoria at twenty-three weeks — very visible, cleared for travel after the spotting scare that had grounded her through the ceremony and beyond.

Another buzz. Victoria.

Nathan? Isabelle and I want to come. Both of us. Our kids should know where they were made.

I looked at the nursery. At the three cribs. At the crest above the center one. At the rings on my hand. At the table that seated eight and would need to seat more.

Another buzz. Different number. Portland area code.

Dani Kovacs.

Not a photo this time. No middle-finger emoji. No pregnancy test. Just words.

The kid’s fine. I’m fine. Stop worrying.

I hadn’t texted her. I hadn’t reached out since Mina’s departure. But Mina must have said something. Or maybe Dani just sensed it — the way she’d sensed that the inn wasn’t just a sperm bank with doilies, the way she’d sensed that the handshake she gave me at departure was the closest thing to an embrace she could manage.

The fact that Dani texted unprompted was, for Dani, a hug. A middle-finger emoji would have been a love letter. Plain text with no punctuation was practically showing up at the door with flowers.

I looked at the sketch of my hands that Mina had drawn. Pinned to the workshop wall next to my grandfather’s old tools. Craft beside craft. Her art next to his instruments. The care matched.

She needs people. She won’t ask.

I’d go to her. When she was ready. When the stubborn, sarcastic, middle-finger-emoji woman who’d walked out of this inn carrying my child decided that needing people wasn’t the same as being weak.

Victoria again: Can you handle two more Crawfords?

I looked around the nursery. The cribs. The crest. The crown molding I’d installed with tight miters and clean joints. The garden outside the window, where Margot’s roses bloomed and the porch board held firm and the inn that I’d inherited stood solid against the spring sky.

Ten women carrying my children. Seven of them under this roof. A waitlist of a hundred and fifty more. A tattoo artist’s sketch on my workshop wall. A fitness influencer’s note in my kitchen. A goth girl pregnant in Portland who wouldn’t admit she needed anyone. And now, two redheaded twins with matching competitive streaks and matching pregnancies, announcing they were coming home.

I texted back: I can handle anything.

I couldn’t. But that had never stopped me before.


Thank you for reading!

Hey, it’s Cole Cross. If you enjoyed this book, here’s how to get more:

	Leave a review — Even a quick star rating helps other readers find this book.

	Visit my website — Character galleries, sample chapters, and bonus content.

	Follow on Amazon — Get notified when new books drop. No spam, just releases.



More books from Cole Cross are waiting.

Thanks for being here.

Cole Cross
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