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Chapter 1: First Milk

The crying woke me before the sun did.

Eight weeks had changed everything at Willow Creek Inn—fresh paint on walls that had been peeling, gardens finally tended, three women pregnant with my children. But none of that mattered at 5:47 AM when I heard Sofia sobbing in the kitchen.

I found her at the sink, her back to me, shoulders shaking. Her nightgown was thin cotton, practically translucent where it clung to her curves. And it was clinging. Wet patches spread across her chest, her breasts visibly heavier than even a week ago.

“Sofia?”

She spun around, hands flying to cover herself, which only made things worse. The pressure pushed more liquid through the fabric, and I watched twin spots bloom across the cotton like watercolors bleeding on paper.

“Don’t look at me.” Her voice cracked. Mascara from yesterday smeared under her eyes. “Something’s wrong. It won’t stop.”

I crossed the kitchen in three strides and pulled her hands away from her chest. The nightgown was soaked through, the outline of her brown nipples visible, the swell of her breasts transformed by fourteen weeks of pregnancy into something even more spectacular than before.

And they were leaking. Thin streams of pale liquid running down the fabric, pooling where her belly curved outward with the proof of what we’d made together.

“Nothing’s wrong.” I kept my voice steady even as my body responded to the sight. “It’s colostrum. Early milk. It happens around this time.”

“How do you know that?” She blinked up at me, those warm brown eyes swimming with tears.

“I’ve been reading.” I’d spent the past eight weeks studying pregnancy like it was my new career. Because it was. “Your body is getting ready. This is normal, Sofia. This is good.”

“It doesn’t feel good.” She pressed against me, and I felt the warmth of her milk soaking through my shirt. “I feel like a cow. Like my body isn’t mine anymore.”

I cupped her face in my hands, tilting her chin up. “Your body is making food for our baby. That’s incredible.”

“It’s embarrassing.”

“It’s beautiful.”

The word hung between us. Sofia’s tears slowed. Her lips parted slightly, that familiar hungry expression flickering behind the vulnerability.

“You’re hard,” she whispered.

I was. Painfully so. My cock strained against my boxers, throbbing at the sight of her swollen, leaking tits pressed against the wet cotton. Something about seeing her like this, so primal and fertile and undeniably mine, had bypassed every rational circuit in my brain.

“I didn’t mean to—”

“No.” She pressed her palm against the front of my boxers, fingers curling around my shaft through the thin fabric. “Don’t apologize. Don’t you dare apologize.” Her voice dropped to that husky growl I knew so well. “You really think this is beautiful? Even with the…” She gestured vaguely at her leaking chest.

In answer, I gathered the hem of her nightgown and pulled it over her head.

The sight stopped my breath.

Sofia at fourteen weeks was a revelation. My eyes traveled up from her bare feet on the cool tile, over those thick calves that had grown softer, more grabbable. Her thighs had widened, preparing for what was coming, her hips flared out in an hourglass that made my mouth water. Above them her belly curved outward in a gentle swell that made my cock throb against my boxers.

But it was her breasts that held me.

They’d always been massive—G-cups that defied physics, that bounced and swayed with her every movement. But now they were swollen even larger, so heavy they hung full and round on her chest. The areolas had darkened from brown to deep purple-brown, puffy and engorged, and her nipples were thick and hard despite the warm kitchen air. As I watched, a bead of pale liquid formed at the tip of her left breast and ran down the curve to drip onto her pregnant belly.

“Dios mio,” she breathed. “The way you’re looking at me…”

“Get on the counter.”

The command came out rough, primal. Sofia obeyed instantly, hoisting herself up with my help, spreading her thick thighs so I could step between them. She was naked except for the thin cotton panties already soaked dark with arousal, the fabric clinging to every fold and contour of her pussy.

I leaned in and caught the next drop of milk on my tongue.

Sofia gasped like I’d electrocuted her. Her hands flew to my hair, gripping hard enough to hurt, and her thighs clamped around my hips. The taste was thin, sweet, nothing like regular milk. Something alive. Something that made my cock pulse in my boxers.

“Nathan—”

I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked hard.

Her whole body convulsed. The milk flowed faster now, responding to the stimulation, filling my mouth with warm sweetness as I drank from her swollen tit. Her fingers dug into my scalp and her moans echoed off the tile walls, high and desperate. Her pregnant belly pressed against my chest, warm and firm and undeniable.

“More,” she gasped. “Please, more, I can’t—”

I switched to her other breast, latching onto the engorged nipple, and she screamed. Actually screamed, the sound bouncing around the empty kitchen. The milk let down in a rush, spraying into my mouth, running down my chin, and Sofia came without me touching anything below her waist. Her pussy clenched against nothing, her thighs shaking uncontrollably, her head thrown back as her whole body shuddered through the release.

I didn’t stop. I nursed from her while she trembled through the aftershocks, my tongue swirling around her swollen nipple, sucking hard enough to make her whimper. The wetness between her legs soaked through those thin panties, spreading across the counter, and she whispered my name like a prayer between ragged breaths.

When her breasts finally stopped flowing, I pulled back to look at her. Milk ran down my chin, dripped onto my chest. Her massive tits heaved with ragged breaths, glistening with moisture. Her belly rose and fell with the life we’d created together.

“That was…” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“We’re not done.”

I yanked her panties aside and found her absolutely drenched. Her pussy was swollen, her lips parted and slick, her clit standing proud from its hood. My fingers slid through her folds easily, coating with thick arousal, and she whimpered as I circled her clit.

“You’re so fucking wet.”

“I’m always wet now.” She laughed breathlessly. “Hormones. The doctor says it’s normal, but I feel like I’m going crazy. I want you all the time. Every minute. My pussy aches for your cock constantly. It’s not fair.”

“Sounds fair to me.”

I pulled my boxers down just enough to free my cock, already rock hard and leaking precum from what we’d been doing. Sofia’s eyes dropped to watch me stroke myself, her gaze hungry and dark, and she bit her lower lip the way she always did when she was about to lose control.

“Tell me what you want.”

“Inside me.” Her voice cracked. “I need you inside me. Please, papi, I need your cock filling me up—”

I pushed into her in one long stroke.

The sound she made wasn’t human. Her back arched, pressing her swollen belly against mine, and her walls clenched around me so tight I had to stop and breathe. She was different now—tighter in some ways, swollen in others, her pregnant pussy gripping me like a velvet fist. I could feel everything, every flutter and clench, her inner walls rippling around my shaft.

“Fuck,” I groaned. “You feel…”

“Different?” She looked worried suddenly. “Is it bad? Am I—”

“Perfect.” I pulled back slowly, feeling her pussy resist, then pushed in deep until my balls pressed against her ass. “You feel perfect. So fucking tight around my cock.”

She cried again. Happy tears this time, streaming down her cheeks while I fucked her on the kitchen counter at dawn. Her massive breasts bounced with every thrust, heavy and full, more milk leaking from the stimulation. It ran in thin streams down her belly to pool where our bodies joined, mixing with her arousal as I pumped into her.

“I thought you wouldn’t want me anymore.” The words tumbled out between gasps. “I thought—when I got big—when my body changed—”

“Look at me.” I stopped moving, buried balls-deep inside her, and waited until her eyes met mine. “Your body is growing our baby. You’ve never been more beautiful. Never more fuckable. I want to breed you every day until that baby comes.”

She kissed me then, tasting her own milk on my lips, and I felt her walls flutter around my cock.

“Move,” she demanded against my mouth. “Fuck me. Fill me up.”

“You’re already full.”

“I want more. I want your cum inside me while our baby grows.”

How could I argue with that?

I gripped her hips, those wider hips that fit my hands perfectly now, and I gave her what she wanted. Hard thrusts that made the counter shake, that made her heavy tits swing and leak, that made her sob my name over and over. Each stroke drove deep into her pregnant pussy, my cock hitting spots that made her eyes roll back.

“That’s it,” I growled against her ear. “Take it. Every fucking inch.”

“Yes—yes—right there—your cock is so deep—”

“Whose pussy is this?”

“Yours.” She came again, her whole body seizing, her cunt clenching rhythmically around my shaft. I felt her juice gushing around my cock, running down my balls, dripping onto the counter. “Yours, always yours, don’t stop—”

“Who got you pregnant?”

“You did.” She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling herself closer, pressing every inch of her changing body against mine. Her swollen tits crushed against my chest, still leaking. “You put this baby in me. You bred me. You made me a mother.”

“And I’m going to fill you up again.”

“Yes—please—pump me full of your cum—”

I buried myself to the hilt and let go.

The orgasm ripped through me, and I pumped into her with everything I had. Shot after shot of hot cum flooding her pregnant cunt, filling her, marking her, claiming her even though she was already claimed in the most fundamental way possible. Sofia shuddered through another peak, her pussy milking my cock with those internal muscles, rhythmic contractions that squeezed every drop from my balls. Her breasts let down again in response to the stimulation, spraying milk across my chest.

We stayed like that for a long moment. Connected. Her belly pressing against mine, my cock softening inside her cum-filled pussy, her milk running down her chest to mix with our sweat. I could feel my seed leaking out around my shaft, dripping down to join the mess we’d made on the counter.

“I love you,” she whispered.

“I love you too.”

She laughed wetly, wiping tears from her eyes. “I’m sorry I’m such a mess. The hormones—”

“Don’t apologize. Ever.”

Movement in my peripheral vision made me look up.

Catherine stood in the kitchen doorway.

She wore a silk robe that did nothing to hide her own small bump at fourteen weeks. Her chestnut hair was loose around her shoulders, those secret freckles visible without her usual makeup. One hand rested on her belly.

She didn’t look shocked. She didn’t look away. She’d been watching—I didn’t know for how long—and her gray-green eyes held something that might have been hunger. Or recognition. Or both. Her thighs pressed together, and I noticed her other hand had slipped beneath the edge of her robe.

Sofia saw where I was looking and stiffened.

“Catherine—”

“Don’t stop on my account.” Catherine’s voice was hoarse, breathless. “I heard noises. I was worried.”

“We were just—” Sofia started to cover herself.

“I saw.” Catherine met Sofia’s eyes, and something passed between them. Not jealousy. Understanding. Heat. “Your milk came in?”

Sofia nodded, suddenly vulnerable in front of this woman who occupied an undefined space in our household. “Last night. I didn’t know what to do.”

“You figured it out.” Catherine’s gaze dropped to where I was still buried inside Sofia, to the milk drying on her massive breasts, to the visible evidence of cum leaking from her stretched pussy. “Mind if I make coffee while you two finish?”

She crossed the kitchen without waiting for an answer, moving past us to the coffee maker with the ease of someone who’d been living here for eight weeks. Which she had. The CEO who’d arrived as a client and never really left. I noticed her silk robe was damp between her thighs.

Sofia looked at me, confusion and something else flickering in her expression. Her pussy tightened around my softening cock. “Finish?” she murmured.

“I could go again.”

Catherine’s knowing smile was the last thing I saw before Sofia pulled me into another kiss.

The sun rose over Willow Creek Inn while Catherine made coffee and Sofia rode me on the counter for round two. Her milk ran down my chest as I sucked her swollen nipples, drinking from her while my cock drove up into her pregnant cunt. Her pregnant belly pressed against mine, her heavy tits bouncing in my face.

Somewhere above us, Astrid was dealing with morning sickness. Linda was probably already awake, managing schedules, maintaining control. The inn was full of pregnant women and the lives we were building together.

I came inside Sofia again while Catherine watched from the kitchen table, one hand beneath her robe, her fingers working between her legs as she witnessed what family looked like at Willow Creek.


Chapter 2: The Countess Arrives

The Mercedes limousine was so long it barely fit our gravel drive.

I was on the porch when it arrived, replacing a board that had rotted through over the winter. My hands were busy with the circular saw, and sawdust covered my forearms, caught in the sweat on my chest. The summer heat had me shirtless, which I’d regret later when Linda inevitably commented on professionalism.

The uniformed driver emerged first, walking around to open the rear passenger door with military precision. The woman who stepped out moved like she owned not just the car, but the gravel beneath it. The air around it. Possibly the entire county.

Countess Margarethe von Eichenwald was 5’11” in her red-soled Louboutins, with silver-blonde hair pulled into a chignon so perfect it looked painted on. Her eyes were ice-blue, assessing everything and finding it wanting. She wore a Chanel suit in cream that probably cost more than my truck, and when her gaze swept across the inn’s facade, I could see her mentally cataloging every flaw we hadn’t yet fixed.

Then her eyes found me.

I set down the saw and straightened. Sawdust rained from my chest. I was very aware of being shirtless, sweaty, and covered in wood shavings while she looked like she’d stepped out of a European fashion magazine.

Her gaze traveled from my work boots up my jeans, lingered at my waist, climbed my bare chest, and finally reached my face. Something flickered in those cold blue eyes. Surprise, maybe. Or calculation.

“You must be the groundskeeper.” Her accent was Austrian finishing school over something older, more guttural. German roots polished to a high shine.

“I’m the owner. Nathan Brooks.”

Her perfectly shaped eyebrows rose exactly one centimeter. “Indeed.”

Linda appeared on the porch before I could respond, clipboard in hand, silver-streaked hair perfectly smooth in its bun. She wore her usual pencil skirt and white blouse, every inch the professional administrator, and I saw her eye twitch almost imperceptibly as she took in the Countess.

“Welcome to Willow Creek Inn, Your Grace. I’m Linda Huang, head of household. We’ve prepared the premium cottage for your stay, as requested.”

“I should hope so.” The Countess turned her attention to Linda, dismissing me with the ease of someone who’d spent forty-six years dismissing people. “The linens are Egyptian cotton, minimum eight hundred thread count?”

“Of course.”

“The water is filtered? European standards, not American?”

“Naturally.”

“And the staff—” Her ice-blue gaze flicked back to me. “The staff is… pedigreed?”

I felt my jaw tighten. Linda’s clipboard pressed against her thigh hard enough to turn her knuckles white.

“Mr. Brooks comes from excellent genetic stock,” Linda said smoothly. “His family history shows no inheritable conditions, his physical fitness is exemplary, and his results with previous clients have been exceptional.”

“Results.” The Countess made the word sound like a question.

“Four confirmed pregnancies in the past three months. One hundred percent success rate.”

Something shifted in the Countess’s expression. That flicker again, behind the ice. “I see.”

A crash from inside the inn interrupted whatever she was going to say next. I was already moving, leaving the porch repairs behind, my bare feet slapping on the hardwood as I followed the sound of rushing water.

The second-floor guest bathroom had become a fountain.

Water sprayed from the pipe beneath the sink, pooling on the tile floor, already seeping under the door toward the hallway. I dropped to my knees and reached into the cabinet, fingers finding the shut-off valve by feel. The water pressure fought me for a moment, then died.

“Goddamn old pipes,” I muttered.

“Is there a problem?”

I looked up to find the Countess in the doorway, Linda behind her. The tour must have continued despite the interruption. The Countess’s ice-blue eyes traveled over my position—kneeling, shirtless, wet from the spray, muscles flexed from wrestling with the valve.

“Just a burst pipe.” I stood, water dripping from my chest. “Happens in old houses. I’ll have it fixed within the hour.”

“You?” Her eyebrows rose again. “You do your own repairs?”

“I do everything around here.”

The words came out with more edge than I’d intended. Something about her aristocratic dismissal rubbed me wrong, made me want to prove myself in ways I shouldn’t care about.

Her lips curved slightly. Not quite a smile. “Everything?”

“Everything that needs doing.”

We held eye contact for a long moment. The water continued dripping from my chest, running down my stomach in thin streams. I watched her watch the paths they carved.

“Well then.” She turned to Linda, but her voice had changed. Lower. More interested. “Show me to my cottage. I find myself eager to… settle in.”

Linda caught my eye as they left. I saw it—the slight narrowing of her gaze as she registered how the Countess had been staring at me. Filing that information away, the way she filed everything. Her expression was carefully blank, but I knew her well enough now to read the warning in it. This one’s different. Be careful.

I grabbed my toolbox and got to work.

The pipe repair took forty minutes. I replaced the section that had corroded, soldered the new fitting in place, and tested the pressure until I was satisfied it wouldn’t burst again. By the time I finished, I was soaked with sweat and pipe water, but the bathroom was functional.

Astrid found me cleaning up my tools.

“The aristocrat is demanding.” She leaned against the doorframe, her athletic body showcased in her usual tiny shorts and sports bra. At eight weeks pregnant, she showed no visible signs yet, but her breasts had grown slightly fuller. “She sent back her tea twice. Wrong temperature.”

“Sounds fun.”

“Linda is handling it.” Astrid’s ice-blue eyes—a shade lighter than the Countess’s—met mine with Scandinavian directness. “She asked about you. The Countess.”

“Asked what?”

“Your qualifications. Your success rate. Your…” She paused, a slight smile playing at her pale lips. “Stamina.”

“And Linda told her?”

“Linda told her you exceeded all expectations.” Astrid pushed off the doorframe and crossed to me, her bare feet silent on the tile. She pressed a hand to my wet chest, feeling my heartbeat. “Which is accurate.”

“You’re supposed to be resting.”

“I’m pregnant, not dying.” She wrinkled her nose. “Though I did throw up twice this morning. Your child is already causing trouble.”

I pulled her close, mindful of her tender breasts, and kissed the top of her blonde head. “Our child.”

“Mm.” She tilted her face up for a real kiss, which I gave her. When we parted, her expression was thoughtful. “The Countess is beautiful. For an older woman.”

“She’s forty-six.”

“That’s what I said. Older.” But there was no jealousy in Astrid’s voice. Just observation. Clinical assessment of potential competition, the way she approached everything. “Linda says she needs an heir for some estate. Legal requirements. Very European.”

“And she came here?”

“Apparently the previous consultant had a sterling reputation among certain circles.” Astrid shrugged. “Word spreads. You’ve impregnated a Fortune 500 CEO, an heiress, and your entire staff. People talk. Linda says the wait-list has grown past a hundred women now.”

“One of my staff isn’t pregnant yet.”

The words slipped out before I could stop them. Astrid’s eyes sharpened.

“Linda.”

“I shouldn’t have—”

“No. It’s accurate.” She stepped back, her hand falling from my chest. “Linda is the only one who hasn’t conceived. It bothers her more than she shows.”

“How do you know?”

“I see her taking tests. Early morning, when she thinks no one notices.” Astrid’s voice held no judgment. “She wants what Sofia and I have. What Catherine has. She’s just… struggling to ask for it.”

“She asked. When—” I caught myself. “She and I have been together.”

“Twice. Maybe three times.” Astrid counted on her fingers. “Not during her fertile window. She schedules around it, have you noticed? Almost like she’s afraid to try properly. Afraid to fail.”

I hadn’t noticed. But now that she said it, I remembered. Linda’s consultations had been passionate, intense—but never timed to her cycle. Never positioned for actual conception.

“I’ll talk to her.”

“Be careful how you phrase it.” Astrid’s smile was wry. “She has fifteen years of control wrapped around her like armor. If you push too hard, she’ll retreat.”

The sound of heels on stairs interrupted us. We both looked toward the door as the Countess swept past, Linda trailing behind with barely concealed frustration on her usually placid face.

“I require my consultation to begin immediately.” The Countess’s voice carried clearly. “I’ve traveled a great distance, and my window is optimal.”

“Your Grace, we have a schedule—”

“I do not wait in lines.” The Countess paused at the top of the stairs, looking back. Her gaze found me through the bathroom doorway, traveling over my wet chest, my work-roughened hands, the sawdust still caught in my hair. “I expect to be seen this afternoon.”

Linda’s eye twitched again. “That’s not possible. Mr. Brooks has other commitments.”

“Then uncommit him.”

“The schedule exists for a reason, Your Grace. Other clients have reserved time. Staff members have needs. This is a household, not a hotel.”

The Countess drew herself up to her full imperial height. Her ice-blue eyes could have frozen the Mediterranean. “Do you know who I am?”

“I know exactly who you are.” Linda’s voice was steel wrapped in silk. “Countess Margarethe von Eichenwald. Your family has held their estate since the fifteenth century. You require an heir to maintain inheritance rights, and at forty-six, your options are limited.”

I saw the Countess’s composure crack, just slightly. Nobody spoke to her like this. Perhaps nobody ever had.

“You came to Willow Creek because our reputation is unmatched.” Linda continued, each word precise. “You will receive excellent service. You will receive personal attention. You will, if my assessment is correct, receive exactly what you came for.” She paused, and her dark eyes held the Countess’s without flinching. “But you will wait your turn. Perhaps for the first time in your life.”

The silence stretched.

I watched the Countess’s face cycle through emotions: outrage, disbelief, grudging respect, and finally, something that looked almost like curiosity. Nobody had ever told her no. Nobody had ever made her wait. The experience seemed to be genuinely novel.

“Very well.” The words came out strangled, forced through a lifetime of never saying them. “When might I be… seen?”

“Tomorrow afternoon. Three o’clock.” Linda made a note on her clipboard. “Until then, I suggest you enjoy the grounds. The gardens are quite lovely this time of year.”

The Countess nodded stiffly and descended the stairs without another word. Her driver would be unloading her seventeen pieces of matched luggage into the cottage. She would spend the rest of the day fuming at the indignity of being told to wait.

But she would wait.

Linda watched her go, then turned to face me. The steel in her expression softened slightly.

“That woman is going to be a problem.”

“You handled it.”

“I bought you time.” She approached me, heels clicking on the tile, and reached up to brush sawdust from my shoulder. “But tomorrow, you’ll need to… handle her differently.”

“Differently how?”

“She’s spent forty-six years commanding everyone around her. Having every demand met instantly. Never hearing the word ‘no.’” Linda’s dark eyes met mine, and I saw something deeper there. Experience. Understanding. “Women like her, women like me—we don’t know how to surrender. We have to be shown.”

“Is that what you want? To be shown?”

The question hung between us. Linda’s hand stilled on my shoulder. I could feel her pulse quicken beneath her professional composure.

“We’re not discussing me.”

“Maybe we should be.”

“My window opens in four days.” The words came out before she could stop them, and I saw the flash of vulnerability behind her controlled expression. She’d said it. Finally admitted what she wanted, what she’d been tracking, what she’d been afraid to ask for.

“I’ll be there.”

“It’s not—” She caught herself. Straightened her spine. Rebuilt her walls before my eyes. “We can discuss logistics later. For now, you have a porch to finish and a pipe to document for our maintenance records.”

She turned to leave.

“Linda.”

She paused but didn’t look back.

“Whatever happens with the Countess, whatever happens with your window—you matter. You know that, right?”

Her shoulders tightened. When she spoke, her voice was barely audible. “I know.”

Then she was gone, heels clicking down the stairs, leaving me wet and confused and very aware that the next few days were going to test every skill I’d developed since inheriting this inn.

From somewhere outside, I heard the Countess’s imperious voice demanding the cottage’s thermostat be adjusted. The driver’s apologetic murmurs. Linda’s measured response.

I went back to the porch and finished replacing the board.

My phone buzzed while I was testing the final nail. A text from Priya: How’s the inn? I keep thinking about Vermont. Things are chaos here but settling down soon. Maybe I’ll come back for a visit when I can escape the startup madness. She’d been texting weekly since returning to Silicon Valley—half business updates, half wistful hints about returning. I typed back a quick reply and pocketed the phone.

The sun was setting by the time I’d cleaned up the last of the sawdust. Catherine found me there, still shirtless, watching the shadows lengthen across the renovated gardens.

“She’s something else.” Catherine settled beside me, her own hand finding her fourteen-week bump. “The Countess.”

“You met her?”

“At dinner. She asked about my background. When I told her I was CEO of a Fortune 500 company, she seemed… disappointed that she couldn’t dismiss me as staff.”

“Sorry.”

“Don’t be.” Catherine’s smile was wry. “It’s refreshing to meet someone more controlling than I was. Makes me feel better about how I acted when I first arrived.”

“You weren’t that bad.”

“I was awful.” She leaned against my shoulder. “I treated this like a transaction. Treated you like… hired help, honestly. It took me longer than it should have to realize what this place actually is.”

“And what is it?”

She considered the question, watching the fireflies begin their evening dance above the rose bushes. “A home. A family, maybe. Something I didn’t know I needed until I found it.”

“You’re staying then? For real?”

“I’m not going back to New York. I decided that weeks ago.” She turned to look at me, those gray-green eyes soft in the twilight. “My company can function without me. This—” she pressed my hand to her belly, to the gentle curve where our child was growing “—can’t.”

I kissed her forehead. Felt her lean into me. Felt the weight of what we were building, all of us, in this old Victorian inn that had seemed like such a burden when I’d first inherited it.

“The Countess is going to be a handful,” Catherine said.

“That’s what Linda said.”

“Linda’s usually right.” Catherine smiled. “But you’ve handled worse. You handled me.”

“That was different.”

“Was it?” She pulled back to look at me fully. “I came here expecting to control everything. Expecting to get what I paid for and leave. Instead…”

“Instead you stayed.”

“Instead I fell in love.” She said it simply, without drama. A fact, like the weather or the state of the porch repairs. “With you. With this place. With the life we’re building.” She patted her belly. “With what’s growing inside me.”

Through the cottage windows, the Countess’s silhouette paced. Agitated. Unaccustomed to waiting, to being denied, to any situation she couldn’t control through sheer aristocratic will.

Tomorrow, I would have to show her what this inn really offered.

Catherine pressed closer against my side. “You handled me,” she said softly. “You’ll handle her.”

Through the cottage glass, the Countess turned and caught us watching. She held my gaze for a long moment, then the curtain fell.


Chapter 3: The Doctor’s Appointment

The rental car that pulled up the next morning was aggressively sensible.

A mid-size sedan in unremarkable silver, it stopped precisely between the marked parking lines I’d painted last month. The woman who emerged moved with the efficiency of someone who had optimized every aspect of her life.

Dr. Yuki Tanaka was 5’6” of elegant precision. Her glossy black hair was cut in an asymmetrical bob that swung when she moved, tucked behind one ear to reveal a small pearl stud. She wore a blazer over a silk blouse, a pencil skirt that showed shapely legs, and sensible heels that added two inches to her height. Delicate features, porcelain skin, the graceful hands of a surgeon.

And she was carrying a clipboard.

I met her on the porch, properly dressed this time, and watched her assess the inn with eyes that missed nothing. Unlike the Countess’s dismissive evaluation, this was clinical. Scientific. She was cataloging data.

“Mr. Brooks.” Her voice was cool, professional. “I’m Dr. Yuki Tanaka. I believe we have an appointment.”

“We do. Welcome to Willow Creek.”

“Thank you.” She didn’t offer to shake hands. Her pen was already moving, making notes I couldn’t read. “I’d like to begin with a tour of your facilities. Specifically the Wellness Wing. I understand that’s where consultations occur?”

“It is. Would you like to settle into your room first?”

“That won’t be necessary. I prefer to assess the environment before committing to any extended stay.”

She said it like she was evaluating a laboratory rather than checking into a bed and breakfast. I found myself suppressing a smile.

“This way, then.”

The tour of the Wellness Wing was unlike any I’d given before.

Most guests walked through with curiosity, appreciation, perhaps a little nervous excitement. Dr. Tanaka walked through like a health inspector. She checked the thread count of the sheets by touch. She examined the medical-grade equipment Linda had installed, asking about sterilization protocols and maintenance schedules. She wanted to know the last time the HVAC filters had been changed.

“Adequate ventilation is essential for optimal conception conditions,” she explained when I raised an eyebrow. “Stuffy rooms increase cortisol levels, which can interfere with implantation.”

“I hadn’t considered that.”

“Most people don’t.” She made another note. “That’s why they have fertility specialists.”

We reached the main consultation suite, and she paused at the threshold. Her dark eyes swept across the four-poster bed, the carefully arranged candles, the window that faced the garden.

“Natural light exposure affects circadian rhythms, which in turn affect hormone regulation,” she murmured. “Good positioning. East-facing?”

“Southeast. Morning sun without the afternoon heat.”

She nodded approvingly and wrote something down.

“Dr. Tanaka.” I leaned against the doorframe, watching her examine the consultation table like it was a piece of lab equipment. “Most guests arrive with expectations about the experience. What are yours?”

She turned to face me, clipboard pressed against her chest like armor.

“My expectations are based on data, Mr. Brooks. I’ve researched your results extensively. Four confirmed pregnancies in three months suggests exceptional fertility on your part. Your genetic screening shows no concerning markers. Your medical records indicate robust physical health.” She paused, consulting her notes. “Based on this information, I estimate a 78% probability of successful conception within three optimal attempts.”

“Seventy-eight percent.”

“Accounting for variables including my own fertility status, timing precision, and environmental factors.” She tapped her pen against the clipboard. “I’ve prepared a detailed protocol for our sessions, if you’d like to review it.”

She produced a folder from her bag. Inside were charts, graphs, and what appeared to be a minute-by-minute schedule for our first consultation.

I took the folder. Flipped through pages of clinical language, fertility windows, optimal positioning diagrams. It was the most thoroughly planned sex I’d ever seen.

“This is impressive,” I said honestly.

“I’m a fertility specialist. I’ve helped hundreds of women conceive.” Something flickered behind her professional mask. “It occurred to me recently that I’d never prioritized my own reproductive goals. At thirty-three, that becomes a statistical concern.”

“So you came here.”

“I came here because your success rate is remarkable, your discretion is proven, and your location allows me to maintain privacy from my professional circles.” She took the folder back, tucking it into her bag. “I’ve confirmed my ovulation will peak in approximately sixty-eight hours. I’d like to begin preliminary assessments before then.”

“Preliminary assessments?”

“Of you. Your physical parameters. Reaction times, recovery period, stamina indicators.” She said it like she was describing a lab experiment. “I find it helps to have baseline data before the actual conception attempt.”

I was starting to understand why Linda had described this guest as “interesting” when reviewing her file.

“When would you like to begin these… assessments?”

Dr. Tanaka checked her watch. An elegant timepiece, practical rather than flashy. “I’m available now, if your schedule permits.”

It did. The Countess’s consultation wasn’t until three. I had a morning of Tanaka’s clinical curiosity ahead of me.

We settled into the consultation suite. She’d brought a proper medical bag, which she unpacked with methodical precision: blood pressure cuff, thermometer, stopwatch, a notebook that already contained several pages of observations.

“Please remove your shirt.”

I complied, watching her watch me. Her expression remained professional, but I noticed her pupils dilate slightly as my chest came into view. Saw her swallow once before consulting her notes.

“Physical development consistent with files. No obvious abnormalities.” Her pen scratched across paper. “Muscle definition suggests regular physical labor. Beneficial for cardiovascular health.”

“I do a lot of repairs around here.”

“I noticed the fresh paint. The garden work.” She approached with the blood pressure cuff. Her surgeon’s fingers were cool against my arm. “Building, fixing, maintaining. There’s research suggesting women are attracted to men who demonstrate competence in practical skills. An evolutionary preference for providers.”

“Is that in your notes too?”

“It’s supplementary observation.” She pumped the cuff, watching the gauge. “120 over 78. Excellent. You’re remarkably calm for someone being clinically evaluated.”

“I’ve been evaluated before. Just usually not with a clipboard.”

Her lips twitched. Almost a smile. “I imagine most women who come here aren’t focused on documentation.”

“They’re focused on other things.”

“Obviously.” She released the cuff and made another note. “Do you mind if I conduct a more thorough examination? I’d like to assess… all relevant parameters.”

“How thorough are we talking?”

“Complete.” Her dark eyes met mine directly for the first time. “I need to understand what I’m working with. For optimal protocol design.”

I unbuckled my belt.

The examination that followed was unlike anything I’d experienced. Dr. Tanaka approached my body like a research subject, measuring, observing, documenting. She had me strip completely while she maintained her professional distance, noting the data in her small, precise handwriting.

When she took my cock in her hand, it was with clinical detachment. Or so she tried.

“Subject presents with above-average dimensions,” she murmured, her elegant surgeon’s fingers wrapping around my shaft. She measured length with a small ruler—actually measured it, marking the number in her notebook. Then girth, her fingers circling me, noting how they didn’t quite meet. “Impressive parameters. This may correlate with client satisfaction metrics.”

“I don’t think size has anything to do with conception rate.”

“Statistically, no. But there are psychological factors—client confidence, perceived virility—that may affect hormonal responses during insemination.” Her fingers stroked experimentally, and I felt myself hardening despite—or maybe because of—the bizarre circumstances. Her grip was clinical but her touch was expert, those surgeon’s hands knowing exactly how to apply pressure. “Interesting. Tumescence response is rapid. Within optimal parameters for your age group.”

“Glad to hear it.”

She continued her examination, clinical vocabulary flowing even as her touches became less scientific. She stroked me from base to tip, watching my cock swell in her grip, documenting response times while her breath quickened.

“Preliminary findings suggest—” She stopped mid-sentence as I caught her wrist.

“My turn.”

Her eyes widened. “I beg your pardon?”

“You’ve assessed my parameters. Fair is fair.” I tugged gently, pulling her closer. “I should understand what I’m working with too.”

“That’s not—this isn’t part of the protocol—”

“Make a new protocol.”

She stared at me, clipboard forgotten in her other hand. I watched the battle play out across her delicate features: scientific objectivity versus human curiosity, professional distance versus obvious arousal. Her porcelain cheeks had flushed pink, and I could see her nipples hardening through the silk of her blouse.

Curiosity won.

“That’s…” She swallowed. “That’s not an unreasonable suggestion. Mutual assessment could provide valuable comparative data.”

“Is that a yes?”

“It’s a professional agreement to exchange relevant information.” But her voice had dropped lower, and her pupils had dilated to swallow most of the dark brown.

I took the clipboard from her limp fingers and set it aside. Then I unbuttoned her blazer, sliding it down her arms, exposing the silk blouse beneath.

“Subject presents as composed under examination conditions,” I said, mimicking her clinical tone. “Elevated pulse suggests underlying arousal despite maintained professional demeanor.”

“I don’t—”

“Shall I check?” I pressed two fingers to her throat, feeling her heartbeat racing against my touch. “One hundred and twelve. Significantly elevated from baseline, wouldn’t you say?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t, maybe. Her graceful surgeon’s hands hung at her sides, trembling slightly.

I unbuttoned her blouse one button at a time, watching her breath quicken with each one.

Beneath it, she wore a simple white bra—practical, not seductive, but somehow that made it sexier. Her breasts were small, barely A-cups, but perfectly proportioned to her willowy frame, the nipples straining against the thin cotton. I traced the edge of the fabric with one finger and watched goosebumps rise across her porcelain skin.

“Dermal response indicates heightened sensitivity,” I noted.

“That’s—” She gasped as I unclasped the bra, letting it fall away. “That’s not standard medical terminology.”

“I’m improvising.”

Her nipples were pale pink, small and hard in the cool air. I cupped her breasts in my palms, feeling their delicate weight, rubbing my thumbs across those stiff peaks. She made a sound that wasn’t in any textbook—a soft moan that escaped before she could stop it.

“Nipple erection confirms arousal state,” I continued, rolling them between my fingers, pinching gently until she whimpered. “Subject’s respiratory rate has increased significantly.”

“Nathan—” It was the first time she’d used my first name. The clinical mask was cracking.

I unzipped her pencil skirt and let it fall, pooling around her sensible heels. Her panties matched the bra—white cotton, practical, somehow devastating against her pale skin. Her legs were smooth and shapely, her hips narrow, her stomach flat. Every inch of her was elegant, precise, perfectly maintained.

I wondered when she’d last let anyone see her like this. Let anyone touch her without purpose, without protocols, without a predetermined outcome.

I hooked my fingers in her panties and pulled them down her thighs in one smooth motion. She stepped out of them, standing naked before me except for those sensible heels, her glossy black hair slightly disheveled from where she’d been nervously touching it.

Her pussy was neat and trimmed, a small strip of dark hair above lips that glistened with wetness she couldn’t hide. The scent of her arousal hit me—clean, musky, unmistakably ready.

“Please,” she whispered, her voice cracking.

“Please what?”

“I don’t—” She shook her head, frustration flickering across her features. “I don’t know. I came here with a plan. This isn’t the plan.”

“Forget the plan.”

I guided her to the bed. Laid her down on the expensive sheets she’d checked for thread count. And I began my own thorough examination.

I started at her feet, pressing kisses to her arches, her ankles, her calves. She gasped at the first touch of my lips to her skin, as if she hadn’t expected tenderness. As if her protocols hadn’t accounted for this.

“What are you—”

“Assessing.” I kissed up her inner thigh, feeling her muscles tremble beneath my lips. “Just like you did.”

“This isn’t—” Her words cut off as I reached the junction of her legs. Her scent was stronger here, unmistakably aroused despite all her clinical preparation. Her pussy was swollen, flushed pink, wetness coating her inner thighs. “Oh.”

“Response noted.”

I parted her folds with my tongue and she screamed.

Not a dignified sound. Not a composed reaction. She screamed like someone who hadn’t been touched properly in years, maybe ever. Her hips bucked off the bed and her surgeon’s fingers tangled in my hair, and she said words that weren’t in any medical textbook.

“Fuck—oh god—I didn’t—”

I worked her with my mouth, lapping at her pussy, tasting her arousal, swirling my tongue around her clit until she shook. She was sensitive everywhere, responsive in ways she clearly hadn’t expected, and when I sucked her clit between my lips, her thighs clamped around my head.

“I can’t—it’s too much—I—”

I slid two fingers into her tight cunt and curled them against her front wall. She shrieked, back arching off the bed, her pussy clenching around my fingers like a vice.

Her first orgasm caught her completely off guard.

“That wasn’t—” She panted up at the ceiling, cheeks flushed crimson, chest heaving. “That wasn’t scheduled.”

“Sometimes the best things aren’t.” I climbed up her body, settling between her legs, my hard cock pressed against her soaked entrance but not entering. “How do you feel?”

“I don’t—” She searched for clinical vocabulary and failed. “I feel… I don’t have parameters for this.”

“Good.”

I kissed her deeply, letting her taste herself on my lips, and felt her body arc up against mine. Her small breasts pressed against my chest, nipples dragging across my skin. Her narrow hips cradled me, her pussy hot and wet against my shaft. She was trembling, overwhelmed, her scientific mind struggling to process what her body had just experienced.

“I’ve helped hundreds of women conceive,” she whispered against my mouth. “Hundreds. I never understood what they were feeling. I thought it was neurochemistry. Hormones. Measurable responses.”

“And now?”

“Now I know it’s more than that.” Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. Not sadness. Overwhelm. “So much more.”

I held her as the trembling subsided, my fingers tracing lazy patterns on her porcelain skin. She was still aroused, still wanting, her hips moving subtly against mine, grinding her wet pussy against my cock.

I pulled back, sitting up on the edge of the bed.

“Seventy-two hours,” I said. “That’s when you said you’d be at peak fertility.”

She nodded mutely, her dark eyes confused and hungry.

“I’ll be here. And Dr. Tanaka?”

“Yes?”

“Leave the clipboard next time.”

I found her notebook later, abandoned on the consultation table. The last entry was written in shaky handwriting, completely unlike her usual precise script:

Subject exceeds all parameters. Personal reaction: unexpected. Note—hand tremor persists. Vaginal response unprecedented. Multiple orgasms achieved through oral stimulation alone—not documented in any protocol. Hypothesis: clinical understanding inadequate preparation for experiential reality.

I left it where it was.

She’d need it to document what came next.


Chapter 4: The Other First Lady

The Countess had her consultation that afternoon. I had other matters to attend to first.

I found Catherine in the garden as the sun began its descent, sitting alone in the gazebo I’d restored last month. The white lattice work framed her like a portrait—the former CEO, now fourteen weeks pregnant, wearing a flowing dress instead of her usual power suits.

She didn’t notice me at first. Her attention was fixed on the roses, or maybe on nothing at all, her hand resting on the small curve of her belly. The setting sun caught the freckles across her nose, those secret marks she usually hid under makeup. Here, in this golden hour light, she’d stopped hiding.

Something had shifted in the household dynamic since her return. Sofia was first to conceive, first in many ways, but Catherine occupied a different space entirely. The others looked to her for something—organization, perhaps, or the quiet authority of someone who’d run boardrooms. First among equals, if that was even possible in a situation like ours.

I climbed the gazebo steps, and the wood creaked under my weight. She looked up, startled, then relaxed when she saw it was me.

“Done with the aristocracy?”

“For now.” I settled beside her on the bench. “She’ll need a few hours to recover.”

Catherine’s lips curved. “That demanding?”

“That inexperienced with the word ‘no.’”

We sat in comfortable silence for a moment, watching the shadows lengthen across the garden. The roses were in full bloom now, their scent heavy in the warm air. Somewhere in the main house, Sofia was starting dinner—I could smell garlic and tomatoes through the open windows.

“Can I ask you something?” Catherine’s voice was softer than usual.

“Always.”

“What am I?”

The question hung between us. I turned to look at her fully—this woman who’d arrived as a client, paid premium rates for fertility services, and somehow never left. Fourteen weeks pregnant with my child, living in my inn, eating meals with my other partners.

“What do you mean?”

“I mean—” She gestured vaguely at the inn, the garden, everything around us. “I’m not a guest anymore. I don’t pay. I’m not staff—I don’t work here, don’t contribute to the household in any practical way. I’m not your wife. Not exactly your girlfriend.” Her gray-green eyes met mine, and I saw genuine confusion there. Uncertainty from a woman who’d built her career on always knowing exactly what she was doing. “I had an identity, Nathan. CEO of a Fortune 500 company. A life. A purpose. Now I’m… what? The pregnant woman who couldn’t stay away from her breeding consultant?”

“Is that how you see yourself?”

“That’s how it sounds when I try to explain it.” She laughed, but there was no humor in it. “My board thinks I’m on extended medical leave. My assistant sends me briefings I don’t read. My apartment in New York is being maintained by people I pay to maintain it.” She pressed her hand more firmly against her belly. “And I’m here. In Vermont. Pregnant with the child of a man I met three months ago. Living in an inn full of other women who are also pregnant with his children.”

“Does that bother you?”

She considered the question carefully. This was something I’d learned about Catherine—she didn’t give unconsidered answers. Every response was weighed, measured, evaluated for accuracy.

“No,” she finally said. “And that’s what bothers me. It should feel wrong, shouldn’t it? I should be jealous. Competitive. Demanding exclusivity.” She shook her head. “When I walked in on you and Sofia this morning, I felt… I don’t know. Curious. Aroused. Happy for her, in a strange way.”

“That’s not wrong.”

“It’s not normal.”

“Normal is overrated.” I took her hand, feeling her cool fingers intertwine with mine. “You want to know what you are? You’re Catherine Whitmore. Former CEO. Current resident of Willow Creek Inn. Pregnant with my child. And…”

“And?”

The word came before I could stop it: “Mine.”

Her breath caught. Those gray-green eyes widened, vulnerable in a way I’d only seen during our first consultation, when her ice queen mask had cracked for the first time.

“Yours,” she repeated softly.

“If you want to be.”

“I want—” She stopped. Started again. “I don’t know what I want. I’ve spent my entire adult life knowing exactly what I wanted. Corner office. Board seat. Market dominance. Every goal was quantifiable, achievable, checkable.” She pressed our joined hands against her belly. “This isn’t quantifiable. I can’t put it on a spreadsheet.”

“Then don’t.”

“That’s not—I don’t know how to not plan, Nathan. I don’t know how to just… be.”

I turned her face toward me with gentle fingers. Her skin was warm from the sun, dotted with those freckles she usually hid. This close, I could see the faint lines at the corners of her eyes, the humanity she’d buried under corporate armor for so long.

“Then learn.”

I kissed her.

It was different from our first kisses—those had been clinical, transactional, part of the service she’d paid for. It was different from the kisses during her second visit, when her walls had started crumbling. This was something new. Something that tasted like home.

She melted into me, her pregnant belly pressing against my side, her hands coming up to cup my face. When we parted, her eyes were wet.

“I’ve decided something,” she whispered.

“What?”

“I’m not going back. Not to the corner office, not to the board meetings, not to any of it.” She searched my face. “My company can function without me. This—” she pressed my hand to her belly, to the gentle curve where our child was growing “—can’t.”

I kissed her forehead. Felt her lean into me. Felt the weight of what we were building, all of us, in this old Victorian inn that had seemed like such a burden when I’d first inherited it.

“The Countess is going to be a handful,” Catherine said.

“That’s what Linda said.”

“Linda’s usually right.” Catherine smiled. “But you’ve handled worse. You handled me.”

“That was different.”

“Was it?” She pulled back to look at me fully. “I came here expecting to control everything. Expecting to get what I paid for and leave. Instead…”

“Instead you stayed.”

“Instead I fell in love.” She said it simply, without drama. A fact, like the weather or the state of the porch repairs. “With you. With this place. With the life we’re building.” She patted her belly. “With what’s growing inside me.”

I pulled her closer, arranging her so she sat sideways on my lap, her belly curved between us. My hand found the swell of our child, feeling the warmth through her thin dress.

“You’re beautiful,” I told her.

“I’m getting fat.”

“You’re growing our baby. That’s beautiful.”

She ducked her head, and I caught a glimpse of the woman she’d been before corporate success hardened her. Younger. Softer. More uncertain.

“No one’s ever looked at me the way you do,” she admitted. “Even my ex-husband—he appreciated my success, my drive, my accomplishments. But you…” She touched my face. “You look at me like I’m enough just as I am.”

“You are.”

“I’m starting to believe that.”

I kissed her again, deeper this time, and felt her respond with the heat I remembered from our consultations. Pregnancy had made her body more sensitive, more responsive. Her hips shifted on my lap, grinding against the hardness growing in my jeans, and I felt myself thickening against her ass.

“Here?” She glanced around the gazebo. “Someone could see.”

“The garden’s private. And the others are inside.”

“Still…” But her protest was weak, and when I slid my hand up her thigh, pushing her flowing dress higher, she didn’t stop me. “Oh.”

“Just let go. For once. Stop planning, stop analyzing, stop thinking about who might see or what it might mean.”

“I don’t know how to—”

I found the edge of her panties and slipped past them, my fingers sliding through her wet heat. She gasped, arching against me, her pregnant belly pressing against my chest.

“You’re already doing it.”

She was soaked. Her pussy was swollen with increased blood flow from the pregnancy, impossibly slick around my fingers. I stroked through her folds, spreading her arousal, circling her clit until she trembled.

“Nathan—”

“I’ve got you.”

“I know.” She kissed me desperately, her tongue sliding against mine. “I know you do.”

I worked her higher, thumb circling her clit in slow deliberate patterns while two fingers curved inside her. She was tight around me, tighter than before the pregnancy, her inner walls clenching and fluttering as she climbed toward the peak. Her hips rolled against my hand, riding my fingers, chasing the sensation.

“Let go,” I murmured against her ear. “I’m right here.”

She came with a soft cry, muffled against my shoulder. Her whole body shuddered, her pregnant belly tight with the force of her orgasm, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers. I held her through it, working her gently, extending her pleasure until she pushed weakly at my hand.

“Too much—”

“I disagree.”

I shifted her on my lap, freeing my cock from my jeans. She was wearing no bra under her flowing dress, and when I pulled the fabric down, her swollen breasts spilled free. Larger than before, the nipples darker and more sensitive, preparing for the baby we’d made.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said again, cupping her breasts, feeling their new weight in my palms. My thumbs brushed across her nipples and she shivered.

“I’m—”

“Beautiful.” I lifted her hips and guided her down onto my cock, both of us groaning as she enveloped me. Her pregnant pussy was hot and wet and impossibly tight, gripping my shaft as she sank down until I was buried to the hilt. “Perfect. Mine.”

“Yours.” She began to move, slow rolls of her hips that let her control the depth. My cock slid through her silky heat, feeling every ridge and clench of her inner walls. “I want to be yours. Not just as the father of my baby. Not just as a… a harem member, or whatever this is.”

“Then what?”

“I don’t know. Something more.” She pressed her forehead against mine, moving on my lap, her pregnant body wrapped around me in the golden evening light. Her pussy squeezed me with each roll of her hips. “Partners. Family. Something official. Something that means what I feel.”

“What do you feel?”

“Like I found home.” She kissed me softly, her walls fluttering around my cock. “After twenty years of building an empire, I found home in a crumbling inn in Vermont with a man who fixes things and makes babies.”

“I also do a decent massage.”

She laughed, the sound vibrating through our connected bodies, making her pussy clench around me. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

We moved together slowly in the gazebo, afternoon sun painting warm patterns across her skin. Her belly pressed between us, round and warm, undeniable evidence of what we’d created. Every stroke of my cock inside her felt like a promise—slow, deep, deliberate.

Her breasts bounced gently with our rhythm, those darker nipples hard and begging to be touched. I leaned forward and took one into my mouth, sucking softly, and she moaned as her pussy clenched tighter around my shaft.

“God—I’m so sensitive there now—”

I switched to the other breast, tongue swirling around her nipple while my cock thrust up into her. She was making small desperate sounds, her thighs trembling, her hands gripping my shoulders.

When I felt myself getting close, I pulled her hips down firmly, burying myself as deep as I could go.

“I want to watch,” she gasped. “When you come. I want to see your face.”

I gave her what she wanted. Locked eyes with her as my orgasm built, as my cock pulsed inside her, as I pumped her full of cum that had no purpose except connection. She came again at the sensation, her walls milking me in rhythmic waves, her gray-green eyes streaming with tears she didn’t try to hide. I felt my seed filling her, mixing with her own release, claiming her even though she was already carrying my child.

We held each other in the aftermath, her head on my shoulder, my softening cock still inside her. The roses perfumed the air. Somewhere, a bird sang its evening song. My cum slowly leaked out around my shaft, dripping down to stain the gazebo bench.

“I’m going to call a meeting,” she said eventually. “With the others. The women who live here.”

“About what?”

“About us. All of us.” She lifted her head to look at me. “If I’m going to be part of this family—if that’s what we’re building—then we need to define it. Talk about what it means. Figure out how it works.”

“That sounds very CEO of you.”

“Old habits.” She smiled. “But this time, I’m not trying to control the outcome. I just want everyone to be on the same page.”

“Including Sofia?”

Catherine’s smile flickered. “Especially Sofia. She was here first. She’s carrying your first child. She has… priority. And I think she knows I know that.”

Catherine lifted her head from my shoulder and looked toward the house. Her gaze caught on the kitchen window.

“Sofia’s watching.”

I followed her eyes. Through the glass, Sofia stood at the counter, her hands still on a cutting board, her attention clearly fixed on the gazebo. On us. At fourteen weeks, her belly was the most prominent of any woman at the inn, and even from this distance I could see the tension in her shoulders. But I also saw where her other hand had drifted—between her thighs, pressing against herself through her apron.

Catherine raised her hand in a small wave.

For a long moment, Sofia didn’t move. Then she forced a smile—I could see the effort it took, the way her lips pressed together before curving upward—and waved back. A brief gesture, almost formal. Her hand between her legs didn’t move.

“We need to talk,” Catherine said quietly. “She and I. About all of this.”

“She was here first.”

“I know. And she’s carrying your first child. That matters.” Catherine met my eyes. “I’m not trying to take anything from her. I want to figure out how we fit together.”

We straightened our clothing, made ourselves presentable despite the mess between Catherine’s thighs. As we walked toward the house, Catherine took my hand, and I felt her squeeze it once.

A silent message. We’re in this together.

Sofia met us at the back door. Her apron was dusted with flour, her black curls escaping from their tie. At fourteen weeks, her belly was visibly rounder than Catherine’s, and her breasts strained against the fabric of her low-cut blouse, still leaking faintly through the thin material.

“Dinner’s almost ready.” Her brown eyes moved from me to Catherine to our joined hands, then down to the wet spot visible on Catherine’s dress. Something flickered there—not jealousy, exactly, but awareness. Heat.

“It smells amazing,” Catherine said. “Is there anything I can help with?”

Sofia’s expression softened slightly. “You could set the table. If you want.”

“I want.”

Catherine released my hand and followed Sofia into the kitchen. I watched them move around each other—two pregnant women, both carrying my children, navigating a situation that had no rulebook.

Sofia handed Catherine the plates. Their fingers brushed in the exchange. I saw Catherine say something too quiet to hear, saw Sofia’s careful nod in response, saw Sofia’s eyes drop briefly to the obvious evidence of what Catherine and I had just done.

They were going to talk. Work it out. Define whatever this was becoming.

Linda appeared beside me, clipboard in hand. “The Countess has requested a second consultation. Tomorrow afternoon.”

“Already?”

“She seems… eager to continue her treatment.” Linda’s dark eyes held their usual assessment. “She asked if there were other services available. Group dynamics, specifically.”

“Tell her we’ll discuss it after she’s further along in her initial treatment.”

Linda made a note. Then, more quietly: “My window opens in three days.”

“I know.”

“I wanted to confirm you were aware.”

“Linda.” I turned to face her fully. “I’ve been aware since you first mentioned it. I’ve been waiting for you to be ready.”

Her composure flickered. Just slightly. Just enough to see the woman beneath the control.

“I’m ready.” The words came out small. “Or I’m trying to be.”

“Then we’ll try together.”

She nodded once, crisply, and retreated to the study. But I saw her hand tremble as she adjusted her clipboard. And I saw her eyes linger on the evidence of my afternoon with Catherine—the satisfied flush on Catherine’s cheeks, the obvious wetness on her dress.

Dinner that night was strange and wonderful. Catherine and Sofia sat across from each other, having what seemed like three different conversations simultaneously—with words, with glances, with the careful choreography of passing dishes. Astrid picked at crackers, nauseous but determined. Linda maintained her usual detached supervision, but her eyes kept drifting to me.

In the guest cottage, the Countess was presumably recovering from her first lesson in humility.

In her room upstairs, Dr. Tanaka was probably reviewing her notes, trying to reconcile scientific understanding with lived experience.

And I sat at the head of a table full of women who had, for different reasons, chosen to make this place their home.

Catherine caught my eye across the table. She raised her water glass in a subtle toast.

To family, her expression seemed to say. Whatever form it takes.

I raised mine in return.


Chapter 5: Royal Treatment

The Countess arrived at the Wellness Wing exactly on time.

Not one minute early, not one second late. Three o’clock precisely, as if the universe itself operated on her schedule. She wore a cream silk blouse and a skirt that probably cost more than my truck, her silver-blonde hair still in that immaculate chignon. Only her eyes betrayed anything—a flicker of uncertainty she couldn’t quite hide.

She carried a leather folder.

“Mr. Brooks.” Her voice was steady, imperial. “I’ve prepared documentation for our consultation.”

Of course she had.

I took the folder and flipped it open. Inside were three pages of typed requirements, formatted with German precision. Preferred positions (with citations of medical studies on conception optimization). Required room temperature (66 degrees Fahrenheit, precisely). Preferred verbal address during the act. Detailed protocols for aftercare.

“You want me to call you ‘Your Grace’ during sex.”

“It’s what I’m accustomed to.”

“And ‘Margarethe’ only at climax?”

“That seems appropriately intimate for the moment of conception.” She didn’t blush. Didn’t show any embarrassment at having typed these words and printed them for a stranger. “The other requirements are similarly practical. I find that clear communication prevents misunderstandings.”

I closed the folder and set it aside.

“That’s not how this works.”

Her ice-blue eyes sharpened. “I beg your pardon?”

“At Willow Creek, I run the consultations. Not the clients.”

“I’m not merely a client. I’m—”

“A countess. Yes, you mentioned.” I stepped closer, and she held her ground, but I saw her throat move as she swallowed. “In your castle, your estate, your world—you give orders. People obey. You’ve never had to earn anyone’s cooperation because you’ve always had the power to demand it.”

“That’s not—”

“Here, you’re not a countess.” Another step closer. We were almost touching now. She had to tilt her head back to maintain eye contact, and I saw something flicker behind those icy eyes. “Here, you’re a woman who wants something. And to get it, you’re going to have to do something you’ve never done before.”

“Which is?”

“Ask.”

The word hung between us. The Countess’s composure didn’t crack—it was too well-forged for that—but I saw the micro-expressions that betrayed her. The slight widening of her pupils. The quickening pulse visible at her elegant throat. The way her fingers tightened almost imperceptibly at her sides.

“I don’t ask.”

“Then you don’t receive.”

Her jaw clenched. For a long moment, I thought she might actually leave. Gather her seventeen pieces of matched luggage, summon her chauffeur, and return to whatever castle she’d come from.

Instead, she spoke—quiet, controlled, each word forced out like it was physically painful.

“I would like you to help me conceive.”

“Better. But you can do more than that.”

“This is absurd. I’ve documented exactly what I require. You simply need to—”

I kissed her.

Not gently. Not the careful exploration I’d given Dr. Tanaka. This was conquest—hard, demanding, my hand fisting in her perfect chignon and pulling just enough to tilt her head back. My tongue invaded her mouth, tasting her surprise, her outrage, and underneath it all, her hunger.

She made a sound against my mouth. Shock, maybe. Or outrage. But she didn’t pull away. Her hands came up to push at my chest, then stopped. Then clutched.

When I released her, her composure had finally cracked. Her breathing was ragged. Her lipstick was smeared. And her eyes—those ice-blue eyes that had assessed everything with such cold calculation—were blazing with something that looked almost like hunger.

“You can’t—”

“I can.” I tugged the pins from her chignon, one by one, watching centuries of control cascade down her shoulders in silver-blonde waves. Her hair was longer than I’d expected, falling past her shoulders, transforming her from imperial statue to flesh-and-blood woman. “I can do whatever I want. That’s what you came here for, even if you don’t know it yet.”

“I came here for an heir.”

“You came here because you’ve spent forty-six years never being challenged. Never being denied. Never having to surrender control to anyone.” I traced her jaw with one finger, watching her shiver despite herself. “And somewhere deep down, you wondered what it would feel like. To let go. To have someone else take charge.”

“That’s presumptuous.”

“Is it wrong?”

She didn’t answer. Couldn’t, maybe. Her carefully constructed worldview was crumbling around her, and she didn’t have the vocabulary to describe what was happening.

“Take off your clothes.”

Her chin lifted. “I don’t take orders.”

“You do now.” I leaned in close, lips brushing her ear, my breath hot against her skin. “Strip. Or I call Linda to escort you back to your cottage, and you can spend the next few days wondering what might have happened if you’d been brave enough to let go.”

The silence stretched. I could hear her breathing—quick, shallow, aroused despite herself. Her hands trembled at her sides. I could smell her perfume—expensive, French—and underneath it, something muskier. The scent of a woman getting wet despite her best intentions.

Then, slowly, she reached for the buttons of her blouse.

I watched her undress. Every movement was precise, elegant even in surrender. The silk blouse parted to reveal a lace bra that probably cost more than my monthly grocery bill—cream-colored, delicate, barely containing her small firm breasts. The skirt slid down endless slim legs—her best feature, really, the kind of legs that belonged on runways and in fantasies, pale and perfect and impossibly long. Her underwear matched the bra, delicate cream lace that contrasted beautifully with her porcelain skin.

“Keep going.”

She hesitated at the bra clasp. This was different. Everything else could have been a medical examination. This was vulnerability.

I waited. Let the silence press against her.

Her fingers found the clasp. The bra fell away.

The Countess’s breasts were small but perfect—firm B-cups that sat high on her chest, the nipples pale pink and already hardening in the cool air. At forty-six, her body showed the discipline of a lifetime: slim waist, flat stomach, the faint lines at her hips that spoke of age without diminishing her elegance.

She hooked her thumbs in her panties and pushed them down. The lace slid over her hips, down those endless legs, until she stepped out of them entirely.

She stood before me in nothing but those cream lace panties, silver-blonde hair tumbling around her shoulders, and for the first time in perhaps her entire life, she had nothing to hide behind. No title. No protocol. No power. Her pussy was neatly trimmed, a thin strip of silver-blonde hair above lips that were visibly slick with arousal.

“Beautiful,” I said.

Something broke in her expression. Not composure—something deeper. The mask she’d worn so long she’d forgotten it was a mask.

“I don’t—” Her voice cracked. “I don’t know what to do.”

“That’s the point.” I stepped forward and cupped her face in my hands. “You don’t have to know. You don’t have to control. You just have to feel.”

I kissed her again, softer this time, and felt her melt against me. Forty-six years of rigidity dissolving in the heat of genuine human contact. Her hands came up to grip my shirt, fingers clutching fabric like a lifeline. Her small breasts pressed against my chest, nipples hard and dragging across the fabric.

I walked her backward until her ass hit the consultation table. Lifted her onto it easily, spreading her legs to step between them. Her bare pussy was wet against my jeans, the heat of her soaking through the denim.

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want—” She stopped. Tried again. “I want you to take me.”

“How?”

“I don’t—however you want. Whatever you think is best. I’ve never—” She broke off, frustration and arousal warring on her face. “I’ve never not been in charge. I don’t know how to do this.”

“That’s okay. I do.”

I kissed down her neck, her collarbone, the swell of her small breasts. Took one pale nipple into my mouth and sucked until she gasped, her back arching, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“Oh—”

“Just sounds. That’s all I need from you.”

I traced lower, kissing her flat stomach, the jut of her aristocratic hips. Spread her thighs wider and looked at what I’d uncovered. Her pussy was pink and wet, her lips parted and glistening, her clit swollen and peeking from its hood. The scent of her arousal was rich and musky—the Countess was absolutely soaking.

I dropped to my knees.

“What are you—”

“Serving my countess.”

The first touch of my tongue made her scream. Actually scream—a sound I suspected she’d never made in her life. Her thighs clamped around my head, her hips bucking wildly, her hands scrabbling at the table’s edge.

“Das ist—ich kann nicht—” German spilled from her lips, her mother tongue emerging as English abandoned her. “Bitte—”

Please. She was begging in her native language, and I hadn’t even started properly.

I worked her with my mouth, learning her responses, finding the spots that made her writhe. She was incredibly sensitive—perhaps from a lifetime of emotional repression redirected into physical awareness. Every flick of my tongue across her clit made her jolt. Every suck made her cry out. I slid two fingers into her tight cunt and she clenched around me like a vice.

When she came, it was explosive. Her whole body convulsed, her elegant hands fisting in my hair hard enough to hurt, German obscenities streaming from her aristocratic lips. I held her thighs down and kept going, lapping at her twitching pussy, pushing her through the first orgasm into the building pressure of the second.

“Nein—zu viel—I cannot—too much—”

I didn’t stop. She came again, sobbing now, tears streaming down her porcelain cheeks. The great Countess von Eichenwald, reduced to incoherent sensation, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my fingers while she gushed onto my chin.

Only then did I rise and strip off my own clothes.

Her eyes found my cock and widened. Whatever clinical preparation she’d done hadn’t quite accounted for the reality. I was thick and hard, precum already leaking from the tip. I stroked myself slowly, watching her watch me, watching the hunger build in her tear-wet eyes as she stared at my shaft.

“Ask for it.”

“Please.” The word came easily now—she’d lost the fight against it. “Please, I need—”

“Need what?”

“You. Inside me. Please.” She spread her legs wider, presenting her wet cunt, all dignity abandoned. Her pussy was swollen and pink, glistening with her orgasms, visibly twitching with need. “I came here to conceive. To secure my dynasty. I thought it would be—a transaction. Clinical. But you—”

“I what?”

“You make me feel.” She said it like an accusation. Like I’d done something unforgivable. “I haven’t felt anything in so long.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, the head of my cock pressing against her wet heat. She was trembling—with anticipation, with vulnerability, with sensations she’d spent decades suppressing. I rubbed my tip through her slick folds, coating myself with her arousal.

“What do you feel now?”

“Terrified.” She met my eyes, tears still wet on her cheeks. “Alive.”

I pushed into her.

The sound she made was beyond words—a guttural cry that echoed off the Wellness Wing’s walls. Her walls clenched around me, impossibly tight, her body welcoming and resisting simultaneously. I could feel every inch of her gripping my cock as I sank deeper, her pussy stretching to accommodate me.

“So tight,” I groaned. “So fucking tight around my cock.”

“I haven’t—in years—”

“I know.” I pulled back slowly, watching my shaft emerge coated in her wetness, then thrust deep. “I know.”

I set a punishing pace, years of royal restraint demanding a royal release. She took everything I gave her, her small breasts bouncing with each thrust, her hands clutching the table’s edge, German and English mixing in an incoherent stream of sound.

“Harder—bitte—more—your cock—so deep—”

I fisted her silver-blonde hair and pulled her head back, exposing the elegant line of her throat. Watched her eyes roll back as I drove deeper, my cock hitting spots she probably didn’t know existed. Her pussy clenched and fluttered around me with every stroke.

“Who do you belong to?”

“I don’t—”

“Wrong answer.” I thrust hard enough to make her cry out, burying myself to the hilt. “Try again.”

“You—I belong to you—”

“Good girl.”

The praise shattered her. She came hard, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock, her whole body shaking with the force of it. I didn’t slow down—fucked her through the orgasm and into the next one, watching the great countess dissolve into nothing but sensation. Her cunt was flooding, her juices running down my balls, dripping onto the consultation table.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I growled against her ear, my pace relentless. “Going to breed you. Put a baby in that perfect body. Is that what you want?”

“Yes—” She was crying again, tears mixing with sweat on her flushed face. “Yes, please, give me an heir, give me your child, breed me—”

“Look at me.”

Her ice-blue eyes met mine, vulnerable in a way they’d probably never been. All the walls were down. All the defenses breached. She was completely open, completely exposed, her aristocratic pussy stretched around my cock.

I slammed deep and came.

The sensation of my release triggered another orgasm in her—or maybe a continuation of the previous one, the boundaries blurred. She screamed again, her aristocratic voice raw and broken, as I pumped into her with everything I had. I felt my cum flooding her womb, shot after shot filling her noble cunt, breeding her like she’d begged me to.

I stayed inside her afterward, keeping her elevated, giving my seed the best chance. She lay on the consultation table, tears drying on her cheeks, silver-blonde hair a ruined halo around her head. My cum was already starting to leak out around my softening cock, dripping down to pool beneath her ass.

“That was—” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Not what you expected?”

“Nothing like what I expected.” She laughed weakly, her voice hoarse from screaming. “I prepared documentation. I had requirements. I thought—”

“You thought you could control it.”

“I thought I could control everything. I always have.”

I brushed hair from her face, watching the complicated emotions play across her features. Shock. Wonder. Something like gratitude. Her pussy still twitched around me, aftershocks of the most intense orgasms of her life.

“When is my next appointment?” she asked, her voice small in a way I suspected it had never been.

“I’ll decide.”

Her eyes widened—no one had ever spoken to her this way. Then she nodded. Accepted it. The imperial countess who’d never waited for anything in her life, waiting for someone else to set her schedule.

I helped her dress, though the silk blouse would never hang the same and her hair refused to return to its chignon. She looked disheveled, undone, utterly different from the woman who’d walked in an hour ago. My cum trickled down her inner thigh as she walked.

At the door, she paused.

“Mr. Brooks.”

“Nathan. You can call me Nathan now.”

“Nathan.” She tested the word. “I came here expecting a transaction. A service I could purchase with enough money and careful requirements.”

“And now?”

Her ice-blue eyes met mine, warmer than they’d been since her arrival. “Now I’m not sure what I’ve found. But I want to find out.”

She left without another word, walking carefully back toward her cottage, my seed still leaking from her conquered pussy. I watched her go—the Countess who’d learned to beg, the aristocrat who’d discovered what surrender felt like.

Linda appeared beside me, materializing from wherever she’d been observing.

“That went differently than I expected.”

“She needed something she couldn’t put on paper.”

“Apparently.” Linda made a note on her ever-present clipboard. “She’s already requested a second consultation. Tomorrow afternoon.”

“Tell her I’ll review my schedule.”

Linda’s lips curved slightly—the closest she came to a smile. “Making royalty wait. You’re getting better at this.”

“I had a good teacher.”

Her composure flickered, just for a moment. Then she was all business again, retreating to her study and her schedules and the control that was still, for now, her armor.

But her window opened in three days.


Chapter 6: Desperate Returns

The engine screamed up the drive before I saw the car.

A rental—some kind of sports coupe in aggressive red—taking the gravel curves too fast, spraying stones in its wake. I was on the porch again, replacing the same damn board that kept coming loose, when the driver’s door flew open and Isabelle Crawford practically launched herself out.

“Why?”

She stood in the morning sun, red hair escaping from its ponytail, green eyes blazing with fury and fear in equal measure. She wore designer athleisure that probably cost a fortune, and she looked like she hadn’t slept in days.

“Isabelle.”

“Why her and not me?” She strode toward the porch, heels impractical for gravel, voice cracking. “We did the same thing. The same positions, the same timing, the same—everything. Victoria’s fourteen weeks pregnant and I have nothing. Why?”

I set down my hammer. This wasn’t a conversation to have while multitasking.

“When did you find out?”

“Two weeks after we left. She got her positive test on day ten. I waited. And waited.” Her voice went raw. “It never came. Just my period, right on schedule, like my body couldn’t even try.”

“That doesn’t mean—”

“I’ve done every test.” She was on the porch now, pacing, her athletic body coiled with tension. “Hormone panels. Ultrasounds. HSG to check my tubes. AMH for egg reserve. Every single test came back normal. Perfect, even. ‘Excellent fertility markers,’ the specialist said. ‘No reason you shouldn’t conceive.’”

“So there’s nothing wrong with you.”

“That’s the problem!” She whirled to face me. “If something was wrong, I could fix it. I could optimize. I could find the solution and implement it. But there’s nothing to fix, Nathan. My body is supposedly perfect, and it still failed.”

The word hit her hard. I watched her face crumple, the competitive armor cracking to reveal the terrified woman underneath.

“I’m not a failure,” she said, quieter now. “I’ve never failed at anything. First in my class. First to graduate. First to make partner. Every goal I’ve ever set, I’ve achieved. And now—” She pressed her hand against her flat stomach. “Victoria sends me pictures every day. Belly progression. Ultrasound images. She’s so happy, and I should be happy for her, but all I can think is why not me?”

I stepped down from the porch and caught her arm before she could resume pacing. Drew her toward me, felt her resistance and then her collapse as she let herself be held.

“I’m sorry,” I said. “I know how much you wanted this.”

“I’ve been tracking everything.” Her voice was muffled against my chest. “Three fertility apps. Basal temperature every morning. Cervical mucus charts. I eliminated alcohol, added folic acid, did acupuncture twice a week. I’ve read every study on conception optimization.” She pulled back to look at me, mascara starting to run. “I did everything right. So why?”

“Sometimes there isn’t a reason. Sometimes bodies just need more time.”

“That’s not acceptable.”

“It’s reality.”

She shook her head, that competitive fire rekindling. “I came back because I need to try again. Different approach. More attempts. Whatever it takes.” Her green eyes locked onto mine with desperate intensity. “Victoria is fourteen weeks pregnant. If I conceive this visit, I’ll only be—”

“Stop.”

She blinked. “What?”

“Stop calculating.” I cupped her face in my hands, forcing her to focus on me instead of the spreadsheet in her head. “Stop comparing. Victoria’s pregnancy is hers. Whatever happens here is yours. They’re separate things.”

“But we’re twins. We were supposed to do this together. We talked about it for years—raising our kids together, growing up together, the perfect symmetry—”

“Life isn’t symmetrical. And comparing yourself to Victoria is part of what’s making this harder.”

Her jaw tightened. “You don’t understand. She’s my sister. My twin. We’ve done everything together since the womb.”

“Except this.”

The words landed like a slap. Isabelle flinched, but she didn’t look away.

“You’re right,” she said quietly. “Except this.”

I released her face and stepped back. Behind me, the loose board creaked—I really needed to fix that properly this time.

“Let me finish this repair. Then we’ll talk about your stay.”

“I don’t want to talk.” Her voice dropped, acquired that edge of command I remembered from her first visit. “I want to try. Now. My window opened yesterday.”

“And you drove all night to get here?”

“Six hours. I left at midnight when my temperature confirmed the surge.”

I looked at her more closely now, seeing the shadows under her eyes, the tension in her shoulders, the slight tremor in her hands. She was exhausted, desperate, and treating her fertility like a hostile acquisition that needed to be conquered.

“When did you last eat?”

“I—what?”

“Eat. Food. When?”

She considered. “I had a protein bar around three AM.”

“Okay.” I pointed toward the inn. “Kitchen. Sofia’s making breakfast. You’re going to eat something real, drink some water, and take a breath. Then we’ll discuss next steps.”

“But my window—”

“Will still be open after breakfast.” I gentled my voice. “Isabelle. You can’t optimize your way through this. You’re wound so tight you’re going to snap. Let me help you, but you have to let me do it my way.”

Her resistance was visible—every instinct telling her to push, to demand, to control. But something in my words must have landed, because she finally nodded.

“Fine. Breakfast. But after—”

“After, we’ll see.”

I watched her walk toward the inn, her designer athleisure incongruous against the weathered porch and Victorian architecture. Then I turned back to the loose board.

I’d fixed this same spot months ago, the first day I’d arrived at the inn. Now, eight weeks and several pregnancies later, I was still fixing the same damn board.

Some things took multiple attempts.

I pulled the old nails and examined the underlying joist. The problem wasn’t the board at all—it was the support structure beneath, a sister joist that had rotted where moisture had been pooling for years. I ran my hand along the wood, feeling where it had gone soft, calculating what I’d need. New pressure-treated lumber. Carriage bolts instead of nails. Maybe a metal bracket for reinforcement.

A quick surface fix would only last until the next storm stressed the structure. What it needed was proper work—the kind that took time but actually solved the problem instead of just hiding it.

Maybe that was true for Isabelle too.

I found her in the kitchen an hour later, working through a plate of Sofia’s chilaquiles with mechanical efficiency. She ate like she did everything—purposefully, optimizing caloric intake rather than enjoying flavor.

Sofia watched from the stove, one hand on her rounded belly. The two pregnant women had greeted each other with careful civility, but I’d seen Sofia’s eyes flick to Isabelle’s flat stomach with something like sympathy.

“Better?” I asked, sliding into the seat across from her.

“The food is good.” Isabelle set down her fork. “Sofia’s as talented as I remember.”

“She is.” I waited until she met my eyes. “How do you feel?”

“Impatient. Anxious. Terrified.” She laughed humorlessly. “Take your pick.”

“All three, probably.”

“All three.” She pushed the plate away. “Victoria called this morning. She wanted to know if I made it safely. She’s worried about me.” Her voice went bitter. “My pregnant sister is worried about my mental state.”

“Sisters worry. That’s normal.”

“Nothing about this is normal.” She stood abruptly, pacing again—she couldn’t seem to sit still. “I spent my entire life being first. First born, first to walk, first to everything. Victoria followed. That was the pattern. And now she’s having a baby before me, and I can’t—”

She broke off, pressing her hands to her face.

“I can’t stop feeling like I’m losing.”

I stood and crossed to her. Gently pulled her hands down from her face. Her eyes were wet but defiant, refusing to let the tears fall.

“This isn’t a competition.”

“Everything is a competition.”

“Not this.” I took her hand and led her toward the door. “Come with me.”

The Wellness Wing was quiet at this hour—the Countess was recovering in her cottage, Dr. Tanaka was reviewing her notes somewhere. I led Isabelle to the main consultation suite, closed the door behind us.

“I’ve been thinking about what you said,” I told her. “About doing everything right and still not succeeding.”

“And?”

“Maybe right isn’t the point. Maybe you’ve been so focused on optimization that you forgot what you’re actually trying to do.”

She bristled. “I know exactly what I’m trying to do. I’m trying to conceive.”

“No. You’re trying to beat Victoria. To pregnancy first, or at least not too far behind.” I moved closer. “But conception isn’t a race. It’s a collaboration. Your body and mine, working together. And right now, your body is so stressed, so wound up, so desperate to achieve that it can’t relax enough to receive.”

“That’s not—science doesn’t support—”

“Fuck the science.” I kissed her before she could respond.

It was different from our previous encounters. Then, she’d been competitive, fighting for control, treating sex like another arena to dominate. Now she was too tired to fight. Too desperate to strategize. She just… received.

Her lips parted under mine, soft and yielding. Her hands clutched my shirt. When I pulled back, her eyes were wide, vulnerable in a way I’d never seen from her.

“What are you doing?”

“Helping you let go.”

I undressed her slowly, peeling away the athleisure layers to reveal the athletic body beneath. She was lean and toned, small breasts with coral nipples, the same endless freckled legs I remembered from her first visit. Her skin was pale and dotted with freckles everywhere—shoulders, chest, thighs. But there was tension in every line of her—muscles coiled, shoulders tight, a body braced for battle.

“Lie down.”

She obeyed, stretching out on the consultation bed. I didn’t touch her—not yet. Just looked, letting my eyes travel over her naked form.

“What?” Self-consciousness crept into her voice. “Is something wrong?”

“Nothing’s wrong. I’m just looking at you.”

“Why?”

“Because you’re beautiful.” I traced a finger along her collarbone, watching goosebumps rise across her freckled skin. “Because you’ve been so focused on performance that you’ve forgotten to be present. Because I want you to feel, not optimize.”

“I don’t know how to not optimize.”

“That’s what we’re going to learn.”

I spent an hour taking her apart.

Not the frantic, competitive sex we’d had before. Something slower. More intentional. I kissed every freckle I could find, learned the topography of her athletic body, discovered which touches made her gasp and which made her moan.

I traced constellations across her chest—freckles that formed patterns only I would ever see. I kissed down her flat stomach, feeling her muscles twitch beneath my lips. I spread her endless legs and buried my face between her thighs.

Her pussy was pink and wet, her arousal unmistakable despite her anxiety. I licked through her folds slowly, tasting her, learning her, refusing to rush despite her whimpered protests.

“Nathan—please—I need—”

“You need to stop thinking and start feeling.”

I circled her clit with my tongue, gentle and deliberate, building her pleasure like something fragile. She was used to hard and fast, used to racing toward climax like it was a finish line. I gave her slow and deep instead.

When I finally brought her to orgasm—with my mouth, patient and thorough—she came differently than before. Not the sharp, competitive peak of achievement, but a slow unraveling. Her athletic body went limp, her defenses crumbling, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes.

“I can’t—” she gasped. “I can’t—”

“You can. You are.” I kissed her softly. “Stop fighting it.”

She came again, sobbing now, the fear and desperation finally finding release. I held her through it, stroking her red hair, letting her feel safe in a way she probably never allowed herself.

“I’m scared,” she whispered when the shaking stopped. “I’m so scared, Nathan. What if it doesn’t work? What if there’s something wrong with me that no test can find?”

“Then we try again. And again. As many times as it takes.”

“Victoria got pregnant on her first try.”

“Victoria isn’t you. You aren’t Victoria. Stop comparing.”

She nodded against my chest, and I felt something shift in her. Some wall coming down, some desperate grasping loosening its grip.

When I finally entered her, it was different. Not the athletic performance of before, but something more connected. I slid into her slowly, feeling her pussy stretch around my cock, watching her face as I filled her inch by inch.

She wrapped her legs around me—those endless freckled legs—and pulled me close, seeking comfort as much as conception. Her cunt was tight and wet, gripping my shaft as I bottomed out inside her.

“Just feel,” I told her, starting to move. “Don’t count positions. Don’t calculate angles. Just feel me inside you.”

“I feel—” Her breath hitched as I thrust deeper. “I feel you. God, I feel you everywhere.”

“Good. That’s good.”

We moved together slowly, building something instead of chasing something. Her body softened around me, accepting rather than demanding. Her pussy clenched and released with each stroke, her arousal coating my cock, dripping down to soak the sheets beneath us.

I changed angles, lifting her hips, finding the spot that made her gasp. Her small breasts bounced with our rhythm, coral nipples hard and begging for attention. I leaned down and took one into my mouth, sucking while I fucked her, and she came again with my name on her lips and tears on her cheeks.

“Now,” she whispered, her voice hoarse. “Please. I want to feel you come inside me.”

I let go, spilling into her while she held me tight. Not desperately this time—just holding. Keeping me close. Letting her body receive what it needed. I felt my cum flooding her pussy, shot after shot filling her womb, and she whimpered at the sensation.

“I can feel it,” she gasped. “Every pulse. Your cum filling me up.”

“That’s what you came here for.”

“No.” She looked up at me, tears still wet on her freckled cheeks. “I came here for a baby. But this—this is something else. Something I needed without knowing it.”

We lay tangled afterward, sweaty and spent. Isabelle’s head rested on my chest, her red hair splayed across my skin. My cum slowly leaked from her pussy, but neither of us moved to clean up.

“That was different,” she said finally.

“Different how?”

“I wasn’t trying to win. I was just… there.” She laughed softly. “I don’t remember the last time I was just present in a moment. Not strategizing, not competing, not planning the next move.”

“How did it feel?”

“Terrifying.” She lifted her head to meet my eyes. “And maybe the best thing I’ve ever experienced.”

I kissed her forehead. “That’s a start.”

“I still might not conceive.”

“You might not. But at least now you’ll know it wasn’t because you were fighting yourself.”

She considered this, her competitive mind trying to process a situation that couldn’t be won or lost. Finally, she nodded.

“Can we try again? Tomorrow?”

“We can try as many times as you want. But Isabelle—”

“I know.” She pressed her hand against my chest, feeling my heartbeat. “No pressure. No optimization. Just… trying.”

“Just trying.”

She fell asleep there, exhausted from the drive and the emotion and the unfamiliar experience of surrender. I held her, watching the afternoon light shift across the ceiling, thinking about the women who’d come to this inn seeking one thing and finding something else entirely.

A soft knock at the door an hour later. Isabelle didn’t stir—exhaustion had claimed her completely. I slipped carefully from beneath her and cracked the door open.

Linda stood in the hallway, clipboard in hand, her voice low enough not to wake the sleeping woman behind me.

“Nathan? The schedule requires adjustment. Three guests, three staff, two pregnant residents. We need a system.” A pause, then quieter: “And my window opens in two days.”

I glanced back at Isabelle’s sleeping form, then stepped into the hallway, pulling the door mostly closed.

“I’ll be there,” I said.

Linda’s dark eyes flickered with something—relief, maybe, or anticipation. She nodded once and retreated down the corridor.

When I returned to the room, Isabelle stirred against me, stretching like a cat. “Did something happen?”

“Staff matter,” I said. “Go back to sleep.”

But her competitive ears had caught something. “Is she trying to conceive too?”

“Eventually. It’s complicated.”

“Isn’t everything here?” Isabelle smiled sleepily. “This place is insane. I should hate it. But somehow…”

“Somehow?”

“Somehow it’s helping.” She closed her eyes again. “Wake me for dinner?”

“I will.”

Two days until Linda’s window. Two days until the woman who’d controlled everything for fifteen years would have to face her own desperate hope.

Isabelle’s breathing deepened. She was already asleep again, her competitive mind finally quiet.

I held her until the afternoon light faded.


Chapter 7: Optimal Parameters

Dr. Yuki Tanaka knocked on my door at precisely 7:00 AM.

I knew it was her before I opened it. Three days of clinical observation, measured interactions, and carefully contained arousal had taught me her rhythms. She operated on schedules the way other people breathed.

But when I opened the door, something was different.

Her glossy black hair was still in its perfect asymmetrical bob, but it looked slightly less controlled—like she’d run her fingers through it multiple times while trying to decide whether to come here. She wore a silk robe over what appeared to be nothing, her surgeon’s hands clutching her ever-present clipboard against her chest.

“My window is optimal,” she said without preamble. “Basal temperature confirmed at 5:47 AM. Cervical mucus presents ideal consistency. LH surge was detected at 3:47 AM, meaning peak fertility will occur within—”

I took the clipboard from her hands.

Her fingers flexed in the empty air, reaching for the familiar weight. Without it, she looked lost. Vulnerable. Beautifully uncertain.

“Nathan, that contains critical documentation regarding—”

“You’ve studied this your whole career.” I set the clipboard on my dresser, well out of reach. “Helped hundreds of women conceive. You know exactly what happens biologically, chemically, hormonally.”

“Yes, which is why I’ve prepared a protocol—”

“But you’ve never felt it.” I stepped closer, watching her pupils dilate despite her clinical composure. “Today, you stop analyzing and start experiencing.”

Her lips parted. That perfect pink mouth that had been describing optimal cervical angles and progesterone levels for three days, now speechless.

“I don’t—that’s not how I—”

I kissed her.

Not the gentle exploration from our first encounter. This was claiming. My hand cupped the back of her neck, fingers threading through that silky black hair, tilting her head to the angle I wanted. She made a sound against my mouth—surprise, maybe, or the beginning of surrender.

When I pulled back, her clinical mask was already cracking.

“That wasn’t in the protocol,” she breathed.

“Forget the protocol.”

I pulled the tie on her silk robe. It fell open, confirming what I’d suspected—she was naked beneath it, her small breasts exposed, her nipples already hard from the morning air and arousal she couldn’t control.

Her body was elegant. Willowy. Everything precisely maintained, from her porcelain skin to her flat stomach to the neat strip of dark hair between her legs. A body she’d studied and understood intellectually but perhaps never truly inhabited.

“Bedroom,” I said. “Now.”

She obeyed without comment. Three days ago, she would have argued, cited studies, offered alternative suggestions. Now she just walked, the robe sliding from her shoulders to pool on the floor behind her.

I followed, stripping off my own clothes as we went.

In the bedroom, I positioned her on the bed—not asking, just arranging her the way I wanted. On her back, legs spread wide, arms above her head. She trembled but didn’t resist. Her pussy was already glistening, arousal visible on her smooth pink lips.

“You spent three days taking notes on me,” I said, kneeling between her thighs. “Measuring my responses. Documenting my parameters.”

“It was—scientifically relevant—”

“Now I’m going to document yours.”

I started at her neck, kissing down the elegant line of her throat while she gasped. Her hands twitched toward me, then stopped—I hadn’t given her permission to touch.

“Heart rate elevated,” I murmured against her collarbone, tracing my tongue along the delicate ridge of bone. “Respiratory response increasing. Subject presents signs of heightened arousal despite maintained clinical demeanor.”

“That’s not—proper terminology—”

“Nipple erection confirms.” I traced one pale pink bud with my tongue, circling slowly, watching it pucker even tighter. She arched off the bed with a sharp cry. “Very responsive. I’ll need to test further.”

I took her nipple into my mouth and sucked hard, rolling the sensitive bud between my lips, flicking it with my tongue. The sound she made was not in any medical textbook—a raw, desperate moan that seemed to startle even her. Her surgeon’s hands finally broke discipline, tangling in my hair, holding me against her small breast.

“Oh god—please don’t stop—”

“Document that response.”

“I can’t—I don’t—” She was losing words. The woman who’d arrived with spreadsheets and protocols was dissolving into sensation.

I switched to her other breast, giving it the same thorough attention—sucking, licking, gently biting until she was whimpering continuously. Then I worked my way down her body, cataloging every reaction. The way her stomach muscles tensed when I kissed below her navel. The way her thighs trembled when I nipped at the soft skin of her inner leg. The way her hips lifted involuntarily when my breath ghosted over her pussy.

“Subject appears ready for deeper examination,” I said, matching her clinical tone.

“Please—”

“That’s not a data point. What are you requesting?”

“Your mouth.” The words came out strangled, desperate. Her thighs spread wider, her hips lifting toward me. “I’m requesting—I want your mouth on my—” She couldn’t say it. Even now, the vocabulary failed her.

I didn’t make her say it. I just gave her what she needed.

The first touch of my tongue made her scream. Her thighs clamped around my head, her hands fisting in the sheets, her hips bucking against my face. She was wet—drenched, actually—her arousal coating my chin as I explored her folds. Her pussy was smooth and pink, her clit swollen and throbbing against my tongue.

“Optimal lubrication detected,” I said between long, slow licks. “Indicating high state of readiness.”

“Nathan—” My name came out as a sob. “I can’t—I’m going to—”

“Go ahead. I need to observe your response to stimulation.”

I sealed my lips around her clit and sucked hard while thrusting two fingers into her tight cunt. She came instantly, explosively, her whole body seizing, her aristocratic composure shattered completely. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my fingers, her juices gushing into my palm as she shrieked through her release.

I held her thighs down and kept going, lapping at her twitching pussy, fucking her with my fingers, pushing her into a second peak before the first had fully subsided. She screamed again, her back arching off the bed, her surgeon’s hands yanking my hair hard enough to hurt.

“That wasn’t—” She panted up at the ceiling, cheeks flushed crimson, hair disheveled, her pussy still clenching around my fingers. “That wasn’t in the protocol.”

“Sometimes the best things aren’t.” I climbed up her body, positioning myself between her splayed thighs, the head of my cock pressing against her soaked entrance. “How do you feel?”

“I don’t—” She searched for clinical vocabulary and found nothing. Her pussy was twitching, still in the grip of aftershocks, her arousal dripping down to soak the sheets. “I don’t have parameters for this.”

“Good.”

I pushed into her.

The sound she made was beyond medical terminology. A raw, guttural cry as her body stretched to accommodate my thick cock, her walls gripping tight around me, her legs wrapping around my hips instinctively. She was incredibly tight—her pussy clenching and releasing around my shaft as I sank deeper, her inner walls rippling with sensation.

“Oh god—you’re so big—I can feel every inch—”

“Optimal depth,” I said against her ear, “is whatever depth makes you lose your mind.”

“Deeper—” The word surprised her, ripped from somewhere primal. “I want—deeper—”

I obliged, pulling back until just my tip remained inside her soaked cunt, then driving forward in one hard thrust that buried me to the hilt. She screamed again, nails raking down my back, all clinical observation abandoned. I felt my balls slap against her ass, felt her pussy stretch impossibly tight around me.

“That’s it.” I set a steady rhythm, watching her face contort with pleasure with each stroke. “Stop thinking. Stop analyzing. Just feel me fucking you.”

“I’ve helped hundreds of women—” She gasped between thrusts, her small breasts bouncing on her chest. “Hundreds—I told them what to expect—I never understood—”

“Understood what?”

“This.” She pulled me down for a desperate kiss, her tongue sliding against mine while I pumped into her. “What they were feeling. I thought it was—neurochemistry—hormones—oxytocin and progesterone—”

“It’s more than that.”

“I know.” Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. Not sadness. Overwhelm. “I know now.”

I maintained the rhythm, deep and steady, letting her feel every inch of my cock dragging through her tight channel. Her elegant body writhed beneath me, her surgeon’s hands clutching my shoulders, her clinical vocabulary crumbling into nothing but moans and pleas. Her pussy was so wet I could hear the obscene sounds of our fucking filling the room.

“Missionary provides optimal cervical contact,” she gasped, then laughed at herself even as she moaned. “That’s what I was going to say. When I walked in. That’s what I had planned—”

“And now?”

“Now I don’t care about optimal.” She locked her ankles behind my back, pulling me impossibly deeper, grinding her clit against my pubic bone. “I just want you. All of you. Your cock inside me. Whatever you’ll give me.”

I shifted her hips, angling to hit the spot that made her eyes roll back. “Like this?”

“Yes—right there—don’t stop—fuck—”

“I wasn’t planning to stop.” I thrust harder, faster, watching her climb toward another peak. Her pussy was clenching rhythmically now, her juices running down my balls, her whole body shaking. “Not until I’ve bred you properly.”

The word made her clench hard around my cock. Bred. Not a clinical term. Not optimal conception parameters. Just raw, primal reality.

“Do it.” Her voice went hoarse, cracking with need. “Breed me. I want—I want to feel—”

“Feel what?”

“You. Coming inside me. Filling me with your seed.” Her walls fluttered desperately around my shaft. “I’ve studied it for years—sperm motility, cervical crypts, fertilization windows—but I’ve never felt it. Not like this. Please, Nathan—pump me full of your cum—”

I could feel my own release building, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing inside her tight cunt. “You’re about to.”

“Yes—please—” She was past words now, past science, past everything except sensation. Her walls fluttered around my cock, her body preparing for something her mind had studied but never experienced. Her pussy was gripping me like a vice, trying to milk me, desperate for my seed.

I buried myself to the hilt and let go.

The first pulse made her gasp, her eyes flying wide. The second made her moan, long and low. By the third, she was coming again, her pussy clamping down in rhythmic waves, milking every drop as I flooded her fertile cunt with everything I had.

“I can feel it,” she whispered, wonderstruck, even as her orgasm washed through her. “Every pulse. Every—” She shuddered through an aftershock, her pussy squeezing another jet of cum from my cock. “I’ve described this process to hundreds of patients. Optimal sperm deposition, cervical positioning, post-coital protocols. But I never—”

She couldn’t finish. She was crying now, the tears streaming down her porcelain cheeks, her elegant body still trembling around my cock. I could feel my cum pooling deep inside her, filling her womb, her pussy still clenching weakly to hold it all in.

I stayed inside her, keeping her elevated, giving my seed the best chance. Her hands traced patterns on my back—the surgeon’s hands that had helped so many others, now experiencing what she’d only ever observed.

“I said before it wasn’t just hormones,” she said eventually, her voice hoarse from screaming. “When you examined me. I thought I understood then, but—” She shook her head, more tears leaking from her eyes. “I didn’t truly understand how right I was until now.”

“And now?”

“Now I know there aren’t words for it.” She laughed wetly, wiping tears from her eyes while her pussy continued to twitch around my softening cock. “Not clinical ones, anyway. It’s—”

“Something else.”

“Something I didn’t have parameters for.” She looked up at me, her dark eyes luminous. “I’ve helped hundreds of women get pregnant. I thought I understood what they experienced. I thought I could explain it with hormones and neurological responses.”

“But?”

“But I was explaining the mechanism without understanding the experience. Like describing the biochemistry of taste without ever eating chocolate.”

I kissed her softly, tasting her tears. “And now you’ve eaten the chocolate.”

“And now I understand why people can’t stop.” She tightened around me, still holding my softening cock inside her cum-filled pussy. “When can we do this again?”

“We have seventy-two hours in your optimal window. I plan to use them.”

“All of them?”

“Every one.”

She smiled—really smiled, the clinical mask completely gone. “I should take notes. Document the experience for future patients.”

“Later.” I began to move again, feeling myself stir inside her cum-soaked cunt. “Right now, you’re not a doctor. You’re not a scientist. You’re just a woman who’s going to come on my cock until she can’t walk straight.”

Her breath caught. “That’s not—medically advisable—”

“Shut up and feel.”

She did.

Two hours later, I left her in the consultation suite, thoroughly documented from every angle. Her clipboard lay forgotten on the floor where it had fallen during her fourth orgasm. She hadn’t reached for it once.

I’d fucked her in three different positions, filled her with three separate loads of cum, and made her come so many times she’d lost count. My seed was leaking from her well-used pussy, dripping down her thighs, pooling on the expensive sheets.

In her room that night, I knew she’d eventually find her clipboard. Would probably write something in her precise handwriting, trying to reconcile scientific understanding with lived experience.

But for now, she lay on the expensive sheets, cum still leaking from between her legs, a smile on her face that no medical textbook had ever described.

I’d filled her three times. Given her body every chance at conception that science recommended and then some.

But more importantly, I’d given her something she’d been missing her entire career: the knowledge that understanding something intellectually was not the same as understanding it at all.

The Countess passed me in the hallway, her silver-blonde hair still loose from our encounter yesterday. She glanced toward the consultation suite door, heard the soft sounds of Dr. Tanaka talking to herself—clinical observations mixed with wondering laughter—and raised one elegant eyebrow.

“Breaking another one?” she asked.

“Helping her find something she lost.”

The Countess considered this. “I know what that feels like.”

She continued toward her cottage, moving differently than she had when she’d arrived. Less rigidly. Less imperially. More human.

Behind me, I heard Dr. Tanaka’s voice, softer now: “I finally understand what they were feeling. All those women I helped. I finally understand.”

I smiled and went to find Sofia.

She’d need milking soon, and I’d discovered that I very much enjoyed helping with that particular task.


Chapter 8: The Milking Hour

Six AM had become sacred at Willow Creek Inn.

The milk room—what had been a linen closet before Sofia claimed it—was small and warm and smelled like her. Lavender from her body lotion, something sweet and organic from her changing chemistry, and underneath it all, the rich scent of a woman in the fullness of pregnancy.

I found her there as the sun crept over the eastern hills, slumped in the padded chair we’d bought specifically for this purpose. Her nightgown was already damp, dark patches spreading across her chest. At nearly fifteen weeks now, her breasts had become demanding, filling every few hours, aching if she didn’t express.

The hospital-grade pump sat beside her, untouched.

“I can’t,” she said when she saw me. “Not this morning. It’s so cold and mechanical and I just—” Her voice cracked. “I feel like a cow, Nathan. Hooked up to a machine, producing milk for—for what? The baby won’t be here for months. It’s just leaking out of me and I can’t control it and—”

I crossed to her in three steps and pulled her hands away from where they’d been pressed against her leaking breasts.

“Hey. Look at me.”

Her brown eyes met mine, swimming with tears. Pregnancy hormones had made everything bigger—her emotions, her sensitivity, her need for reassurance.

“Your body is doing exactly what it’s supposed to do,” I said. “Getting ready. Practicing. Making sure that when our baby arrives, there’s plenty of food waiting.”

“But it hurts.” She pressed her full breasts through the thin cotton, and I watched more wet spots bloom across the fabric. “They’re so heavy, and when I don’t express, they ache, and the pump is awful—”

“Then don’t use the pump.”

She blinked at me through her tears. “What?”

“Let me.”

The words hung in the warm air of the milk room. Sofia’s lips parted. Her eyes dropped to my mouth, then back up. Something shifted in her expression—hope mixing with hunger.

“You’d—you want to—”

“I’ve been thinking about it since that first morning in the kitchen.” I knelt in front of her chair, putting myself at the level of her magnificent swollen breasts. “When you were crying, and I tasted you for the first time. I haven’t stopped thinking about it.”

“But it’s—it’s not—” She struggled for words, her hands twisting in her lap. “It’s milk. For babies. It’s not supposed to be—”

“Sexual?” I reached for the hem of her nightgown. “Says who?”

I pulled the fabric up and over her head in one smooth motion, leaving her naked in the chair except for the cotton panties that stretched across her widening hips. At nearly fifteen weeks, her belly curved outward in a gentle swell, the skin tight and warm over the life we’d created. And above it, her breasts.

They’d always been massive—G-cups that defied physics, that bounced and swayed with her every movement. But now they were swollen even larger, so heavy they rested on the curve of her pregnant belly. The areolas had darkened to deep purple-brown, puffy and engorged, the skin stretched taut around them. Her nipples were thick and hard, standing proud from the swollen flesh, and as I watched, thin streams of pale liquid began to flow down the curves of her breasts, trailing over her belly.

I caught a drop on my finger and brought it to my lips. Warm. Sweet. Alive.

“Nathan—” Her voice was hoarse, her thighs pressing together.

“Lie back. Let me help.”

She reclined in the chair, her legs spreading slightly, her belly rising between us. Her hands fluttered at her sides, uncertain, then settled on the armrests. Surrendering to what we both needed.

I leaned in and took her left nipple into my mouth.

The milk came immediately—her body had been desperate for release. It flowed across my tongue in a warm rush, thin and sweet, nothing like regular milk. Something more primal. More intimate. I sucked gently, feeling the milk spray against my palate, and Sofia moaned, her back arching, her fingers gripping the chair.

“Oh god—that’s—it’s so different from the pump—”

I didn’t stop to respond. I nursed from her, my hand coming up to cup the heavy flesh, kneading gently to help the milk let down. She was producing more now, the flow increasing as her body responded to the stimulation. The milk ran faster than I could swallow, escaping from the corners of my mouth, dripping down her breast to pool in the valley between them. Her fingers found my hair, gripping hard enough to sting.

“More—please—the other one aches—”

I switched to her right breast, latching onto the swollen nipple, and she cried out like I’d electrocuted her. Her hips lifted off the chair, grinding against empty air, seeking contact I wasn’t providing yet. The milk sprayed into my mouth, sweet and warm, and I drank deeply while she trembled and whimpered above me.

“This is—” She couldn’t finish the sentence, her breath coming in ragged gasps. “I never thought—”

“Thought what?”

“That it could feel like this.” She looked down at me with tear-bright eyes, watching me nurse from her swollen tit. “I thought breastfeeding would be—maternal. Nurturing. Something separate from sex. I didn’t know it would make me want—”

“Want what?”

“You.” The word came out desperate, raw. “Inside me. Right now. Please, papi, I need your cock—I need you to fill me while you drink from me—”

I pulled back from her breast, milk dripping down my chin, running in thin streams down my chest. Her nipple was engorged and glistening, still leaking, her breast visibly softer on one side where I’d emptied it. I met her eyes and saw nothing but need.

“You need what?”

“Everything.” She spread her legs wider, and I could see the wet spot darkening the cotton of her panties, could smell her arousal mixing with the sweet scent of her milk. “I need to feel you while you—while you drink from me. I need all of it at once. Please.”

I stripped off my clothes while she watched, her hands unconsciously squeezing her heavy breasts, more milk leaking from her nipples to run down her belly in thin white trails. At nearly fifteen weeks pregnant, she was the most beautiful thing I’d ever seen—round and full and overflowing with life.

I yanked her panties aside and found her absolutely drenched. Her pussy was swollen and pink, her lips parted, her arousal coating her inner thighs. My fingers slid through her folds easily, gathering her slick wetness, and she whimpered when I circled her clit.

“You’re so fucking wet.”

“I’m always wet now.” She laughed breathlessly, the sound dissolving into a moan as I pressed against her clit. “The doctor says it’s normal. Increased blood flow. Hormonal changes. But I feel like I’m going crazy. My pussy aches for you constantly. I want you all the time.”

“Then have me.”

I positioned my cock at her entrance, her legs wrapped around my hips, her swollen belly pressing against my stomach. Her pussy was hot and slick against my tip, twitching with need. When I pushed inside, we both groaned—her from the stretch, me from the tight wet heat engulfing my shaft.

“Full,” she gasped, her eyes rolling back. “So full. You and the baby and the milk and—I’m full everywhere—”

I leaned down and took her nipple back into my mouth.

The combination made her scream. I nursed from her while I fucked her, drinking her sweet milk while my cock stretched her pregnant pussy, filling her in one way while emptying her in another. Her fingers dug into my scalp, holding my mouth against her breast, and she babbled in Spanish—words I couldn’t understand but could feel in the desperate clenching of her walls around my shaft.

“Si—si—no pares—take it all—take everything—”

The milk let down in earnest now, responding to the dual stimulation. It flowed faster than I could swallow, running down her breast in warm streams, mixing with our sweat where our bodies pressed together. I could feel it on my chin, on my chest, dripping down to pool where our bodies joined. I switched to her other breast and she came instantly, her walls clenching rhythmically around my cock, her whole body convulsing with the force of her release.

“Don’t stop—” She was sobbing now, tears streaming down her flushed cheeks even as her pussy continued to spasm. “Please don’t stop—I need more—”

I didn’t stop. I fucked her through the orgasm and into the next one, drinking from her swollen breasts, feeling her body empty and fill in rhythms as old as humanity. The milk flowed freely now, spraying with each suck, her nipples so sensitive that every touch made her clench around my cock. Maternal and sexual intertwined so deeply they became the same thing.

“You’re so beautiful,” I said between drinks, milk running down my chin as I spoke. “Giving me everything. Your body. Your milk. Our baby.”

“Yours,” she gasped, her hips rising to meet each thrust. “All yours. Every drop. Every inch. I was scared—scared you wouldn’t want me when I got big—when I started leaking—when my body changed—”

“I want you more.” I thrust deeper, hitting the spot that made her eyes roll back, feeling her pregnant cunt grip my shaft. “Watching you grow with our child. Tasting what your body makes. Nothing has ever been more beautiful. Nothing has ever made me harder.”

She came again, crying properly now, the hormones and the pleasure and the emotional release all flooding together in one overwhelming wave. Her pussy clenched and released in rhythmic pulses, milking my cock, her juices gushing around my shaft to soak the chair beneath us. I held her through it, still buried deep inside her, still drinking from her heavy breasts.

When the milk finally stopped flowing, I pulled back to look at her. She was flushed and sweaty, her legendary curves gleaming with milk and sweat, her belly tight and round between us. Her breasts were visibly softer now, emptied of their aching pressure, her nipples glistening and tender. Completely satisfied.

“I needed that,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from screaming.

“I know.”

“Not just the—” She gestured vaguely at where my cock was still buried inside her. “But the other part. Someone wanting me like this. Not despite the changes. Because of them.”

I kissed her softly, letting her taste her own milk on my lips. “Your body is making food for our baby. You’re growing a whole new person inside you. That’s the most amazing thing I’ve ever witnessed.”

“Even more than the Countess surrendering?”

I laughed. “Different kind of amazing. But yes. This—” I pressed my hand to her belly, feeling the life beneath. “This is everything.”

She smiled, tears still wet on her cheeks. “Good answer.”

I began to move again, slowly this time, feeling my cock slide through her cum-slick channel, and felt her tighten around me. Her breasts had softened slightly, emptied of their pressure, but they were still sensitive. She gasped when they bounced with my thrusts.

“I thought I was done,” she said breathlessly.

“We’re done when I say we’re done.”

She shuddered, her walls clenching. “Si, papi.”

The second round was slower, deeper, less about release and more about connection. I watched her face as I moved inside her, cataloging every expression, every sound. She was so open like this, so vulnerable. The confident, sexually aggressive chef had become something softer. Something trusting. Something mine.

When I finally came, spilling into her for the second time that morning, she held me close and whispered against my ear.

“I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Even when I’m hormonal? And crying? And leaking everywhere?”

“Especially then.”

She laughed wetly, wiping her eyes. “You’re too good for me.”

“I disagree.”

We stayed tangled together in the milk room as the sun rose higher, her emptied breasts soft against my chest, her rounded belly warm between us. My cum leaked slowly from her pussy, joining the milk that had dried on our skin. The hospital-grade pump sat unused in the corner. We’d found a better method.

A soft sound made me look up.

The Countess stood in the partially open doorway, her ice-blue eyes wide with shock. She was dressed for breakfast—another designer outfit, her silver-blonde hair in a looser style than her original chignon—but she’d frozen mid-step at the sight of us.

Her gaze traveled slowly over the scene: Sofia’s naked pregnant body splayed in the chair, my softening cock still buried inside her, the milk that had dried in sticky trails on our skin, the cum leaking from her well-used pussy. The intimacy of what she’d witnessed. The combination of nurturing and sexuality that probably existed in no aristocratic protocol.

“I—” The Countess’s voice caught. “I apologize. I was looking for—the schedule said—”

“It’s okay.” Sofia, surprisingly, was the one who spoke. She didn’t try to cover herself. Didn’t flinch from the observation. Just met the Countess’s eyes with something like understanding, even as my seed continued to leak from her pussy. “Breakfast will be ready in an hour.”

“Yes. Of course.” The Countess didn’t leave. She stood there, processing, her aristocratic composure struggling to accommodate what she’d seen. Her thighs pressed together. “Is that—is that part of—”

“Part of being pregnant here? Yes.” Sofia’s hand rested on her belly. “And other things.”

“Other things?”

“Family things.” Sofia smiled slightly. “Stick around long enough, you might understand.”

The Countess nodded slowly, her expression shifting from shock to something more complicated. Curiosity, maybe. Or longing. Or arousal she was trying to hide.

“I think I’m beginning to.”

She left without another word, but I’d seen something change in her eyes. The imperial woman who’d arrived expecting a transaction had witnessed something that didn’t fit her worldview. Something she’d have to either reject completely or expand to accommodate.

Sofia pressed a kiss to my jaw. “You should check on her later. I think we broke something.”

“Something good?”

“Something true.” She stretched in my arms, her emptied breasts shifting against my chest. “She came here wanting an heir for her dynasty. I don’t think she expected to find out dynasties aren’t built on transactions.”

“And what are they built on?”

Sofia looked at me with those warm brown eyes, her hand pressing my palm more firmly against her pregnant belly.

“This. Whatever this is. I don’t have a word for it, but the Countess doesn’t either, and that’s why she’s standing in a hallway right now questioning everything she thought she knew.”

I kissed her forehead. “Very philosophical for six in the morning.”

“Pregnancy makes me deep.” She grinned. “Also hungry. And possibly in need of milking again in four hours.”

“I’ll be here.”

“Good.” She closed her eyes, settling against me. “Because that pump is going in the trash.”

I held her until she dozed off, then carefully extracted myself and cleaned up. Through the window, I could see the Countess walking the garden paths, her designer heels inappropriate for the morning dew, her expression lost in thought.

She was beginning to understand what this place really was.

Now I just had to help Linda find the same understanding.

Two days until she faced the same vulnerability Sofia had just shown me.


Chapter 9: Fifteen Years

Linda was supposed to be in the Wellness Wing at seven.

By seven-fifteen, I found her in the study instead, surrounded by ledgers, pretending to review accounts from three years ago.

“You’re late.”

She didn’t look up. “I’m aware of my schedule.”

“Then why aren’t you keeping it?”

Her pen scratched across paper—meaningless marks, I could tell from the angle. Her silver-streaked black hair was in its usual severe bun. Her white blouse was buttoned to the throat. Everything about her screamed control, precision, armor.

Except her hands.

They were trembling.

“Linda.”

“I’m reviewing the quarterly expenses from Margot’s final year. There are discrepancies that require—”

“Linda.”

I crossed to her and gently took the pen from her fingers. She let me, which told me everything about her mental state. The Linda who’d run this inn for fifteen years would never have let anyone take anything from her.

“I can’t,” she whispered.

“Can’t what?”

“Any of it.” She finally looked at me, and her dark eyes were swimming with something I’d never seen from her: fear. “I’ve watched this happen to everyone else. Sofia. Astrid. Catherine. Even the guests—the Countess, Dr. Tanaka, Isabelle. I’ve managed schedules, witnessed consultations, maintained control of every aspect of this operation. But actually participating…”

“Is different.”

“Is terrifying.” She pressed her hands flat on the desk to stop them shaking. “What if it doesn’t work? What if my body is too old? What if I’ve waited too long?”

“You’re forty-five, not eighty.”

“Fertility declines rapidly after forty. I know the statistics. I’ve reviewed them obsessively for years.”

I leaned against the desk beside her, close enough to touch but not touching yet. “Is that why you’ve been scheduling around your fertile windows? Why every time we’ve been together, it’s been during the safe days?”

Her breath caught. “You noticed.”

“I notice everything about you. The way you track your cycle on that app you think no one knows about. The way you avoid me when your temperature rises. The way you’ve been wanting this—” I gestured at the inn, at everything we’d built. “—but terrified to actually try.”

Silence stretched between us. The ledgers sat forgotten. The afternoon sun cast long shadows through the study windows.

“Fifteen years,” Linda finally said. “I watched three consultants before you. Helped Margot build this place from nothing. I was the observer, the manager, the one who kept everything running smoothly. Not a participant.”

“Why?”

“Because participants can fail.” Her voice dropped. “And I’ve never failed at anything in my life. But this—conception—it’s not something I can control. I can track every variable, optimize every factor, and it might still not work. My body might just… refuse.”

“Or it might work perfectly.”

“Or it might work.” She closed her eyes. “And then I’d be pregnant. Like Sofia. Like Astrid. Like Catherine. No longer separate. No longer in control. Just another woman growing your baby, hoping for something I can’t guarantee.”

I reached out and took her hand. Her fingers were cold despite the warm room.

“Is that what you want? To stay separate? To keep controlling things from the outside?”

“No.” The word came out small. “I want what they have. I’ve wanted it for years—maybe for all fifteen years. But I was too afraid to risk it.”

“Then stop being afraid.”

“That’s not—I can’t just—”

A knock at the study door interrupted her. Catherine’s voice, calm but purposeful:

“May we come in?”

Linda stiffened. “We?”

The door opened before she could object. Catherine entered, her fourteen-week bump visible under a flowing dress, followed by Sofia, who was holding her own rounded belly with one hand.

“We’ve been talking,” Catherine said without preamble. “About you. About this.”

Linda’s control reasserted itself instantly. “My schedule is none of your concern.”

“It is, actually.” Sofia moved to stand on Linda’s other side, flanking her. “You’ve watched all of us. Managed our appointments. Witnessed our moments with Nathan. You’ve been the observer for so long you’ve forgotten what it means to be observed.”

“I don’t—”

“You watched me in the kitchen this morning,” Sofia continued. “Through the milk room door. You thought I didn’t notice, but I did. And you watched Catherine in the gazebo last week. And Astrid in the massage room before that.”

Linda’s face flushed crimson—a rare break in her composure. “That’s—I was ensuring—”

“You were wanting,” Catherine said gently. “Wanting what we have. Wanting your turn.”

“So we decided something.” Sofia exchanged a look with Catherine. “If you can’t surrender to the experience alone, maybe you need witnesses.”

Linda went very still. “What?”

“We’re going to watch.” Catherine settled into the armchair in the corner of the study, her hand resting on her pregnant belly. “Like you’ve watched us.”

“We’re going to see you let go.” Sofia took position near the window, arms crossed over her pregnant belly, her massive breasts straining against her blouse. “See you become one of us.”

“That’s—” Linda looked at me, desperate. “Nathan, you can’t—”

“I can.” I turned her chair to face me, kneeling in front of her, my hands on her knees. “And I think they’re right. You’ve spent fifteen years on the other side. Watching through doors. Maintaining distance. This time, you’re going to be seen.”

“I can’t—in front of—”

“You can.” I reached up and began unbuttoning her blouse, my fingers working slowly, giving her time to stop me. “You’ve seen them at their most vulnerable. Their most open. It’s only fair they see the same from you.”

The first button came free. Then the second. Linda’s breathing accelerated, her dark eyes darting between me and the women in the corners of the room. Her chest heaved with each rapid breath.

“Please—” But she didn’t say stop. Didn’t pull away. Just trembled as I continued down the row of buttons.

Her blouse fell open. Beneath it, she wore black lace—not the practical undergarments I’d expected. Something delicate and sexy. Something she’d chosen. Something she’d hoped for, even while hiding in the study.

“You dressed for this,” I observed.

“I—” She couldn’t deny it. The evidence was right there, black lace against her pale skin. “I planned to come. I wanted to. But when it was time—”

“I know.” I unclasped the lace bra and let it fall. Her breasts were small but perfect—B-cups that sat high and firm on her chest, nipples hardening in the cool air. At forty-five, her body was yoga-toned and elegant, every line speaking of discipline and care. “You’re beautiful.”

“Beautiful,” Catherine murmured from her chair.

Linda flinched at the observation. At being seen.

“Don’t look at them,” I said, cupping her face. “Look at me.”

Her dark eyes met mine, vulnerable in a way they’d never been. All the walls were crumbling. All the control was slipping away.

I kissed her.

Softly at first, then deeper as she responded. Her hands came up to grip my shoulders, clutching for stability as her world tilted. I pulled back and started on her skirt, unzipping it, sliding it down her legs until she sat in nothing but the black lace panties that matched the discarded bra.

“Stand up.”

She obeyed, rising on unsteady legs. I pulled the panties down her endless thighs—those legs she usually hid under pencil skirts, now revealed to the room. They were long and elegant, pale and firm from years of yoga, trembling slightly as she stepped out of the lace.

“Turn around.”

A moment of hesitation. Then she turned, presenting her back to me, her profile visible to both watching women. Her ass was surprisingly full—a curve she’d concealed under professional attire—and between her legs, I could see the glisten of arousal she couldn’t hide. Her pussy was wet, her lips parted, her need visible to everyone in the room.

“You’re wet,” I observed. “Despite your fear. Despite the audience.”

“I’ve wanted this for so long.” The admission came out broken. “So long. Fifteen years of watching. Fifteen years of wanting. And now—”

“Now stop fighting it.”

I spun her to face me and kissed her again, harder this time. My hands roamed her body, learning her curves, finding the spots that made her gasp. When I bent her over the desk—the same desk she’d used to manage schedules for fifteen years—she cried out.

“Here—like this—”

“Like this.” I kicked her legs apart, positioning myself behind her. “In your domain. Where you’ve controlled everything. Now I’m controlling you.”

I thrust into her.

Linda screamed. Actually screamed, the sound echoing off the study walls, bouncing off the books and ledgers and all the evidence of her careful control. Her pussy clenched around me, impossibly tight despite her wetness, welcoming me even as her mind struggled to let go. I could feel her walls gripping my cock, stretched around my shaft, fifteen years of denial giving way to overwhelming sensation.

“Fuck,” she gasped. “Fifteen years—I’ve waited fifteen years—”

“I know.” I set a hard rhythm, feeling her body respond despite itself. Her pussy was soaked, her juices running down her thighs, dripping onto the hardwood floor. “And now you’re finally getting what you wanted.”

“Yes—god—don’t stop—”

I fisted her silver-streaked hair and pulled her head back, just like I had with the Countess. But this was different. This wasn’t conquest of a stranger. This was breaking through the walls of someone I’d known for months, someone who’d watched and waited and denied herself while her body ached.

“Who do you belong to?”

“You—” The word came out without hesitation. “I belong to you—”

“And what do you want?”

“Your baby.” She was sobbing now, tears streaming down her elegant face while my cock pounded into her from behind. “I want your baby inside me. I’ve wanted it since—since the first day you arrived—since you fixed that porch railing and I watched your hands and knew—”

“Knew what?”

“That you were different. That you could give me what I’d never let myself have.”

I drove deeper, harder, and felt her shatter beneath me. Her first orgasm in front of witnesses ripped through her like violence, her whole body convulsing, her pussy clenching rhythmically around my cock, her voice raw with release. Her juices gushed around my shaft, soaking my balls, dripping down to stain her precious desk.

But I didn’t stop.

“Eyes on me,” I growled, pulling her upright, her back against my chest, my cock still buried deep inside her. “Let them see you. Let them see what happens when you finally let go.”

Sofia watched with soft understanding, her hand on her pregnant belly. Catherine observed with knowing approval, her gray-green eyes warm. And Linda—Linda broke completely.

Her second orgasm was longer, deeper, accompanied by sobs that had nothing to do with pleasure and everything to do with fifteen years of walls crumbling at once. Her pussy rippled around my shaft, her body shaking in my arms, her tears falling freely. I held her through it, still buried inside her, my hands cupping her modest breasts, my lips against her ear.

“You’re not separate anymore,” I told her. “You’re one of us.”

“Yes—” She turned her head to kiss me, desperate and grateful. “Yes, I am.”

I laid her back across the desk, her legs wrapped around my hips, and looked down at her properly for the first time. She was flushed from chest to cheeks, her silver-streaked hair escaped from its bun, her dark eyes wet but shining. Her pussy was spread around my cock, pink and swollen, her clit hard and prominent.

“I’m going to breed you now,” I said. “Fill you up. Give you what you’ve been afraid to ask for.”

“Please.” The word was a whisper. “Please, Nathan. I need to feel you come inside me.”

“Look at them. Tell them what you want.”

Her eyes flicked to Catherine and Sofia—both watching with the warmth of women who’d been through this, who understood. “I want—” She swallowed, vulnerable beyond anything she’d ever allowed. “I want to be like you. Pregnant. Part of this family. No more watching from outside.”

“Good girl.”

The praise made her clench around my cock. I began to move again, slowly this time, savoring the feeling of her surrender. She was so tight, so responsive, every stroke drawing sounds from her that she’d never made in fifteen years of careful control. Her pussy gripped me with each thrust, her walls fluttering around my shaft.

“That’s it.” I watched her face as I fucked her. “Feel everything. No analysis. No management. Just this. Just my cock inside you.”

“Just this,” she repeated breathlessly. “Just you.”

I built her toward another peak, feeling her body tighten, her breath quicken. When I felt my own release approaching, I didn’t fight it. I buried myself deep and let go, pumping into her while her walls clenched around me, milking every drop of cum from my cock.

“I can feel it,” she gasped, echoing what Dr. Tanaka had said, what so many women had said. “Every pulse. Every—”

She came again, the sensation of my release triggering her own. We shuddered together, connected, witnessed, complete. I felt my seed flooding her womb, filling her after fifteen years of waiting. Her pussy clenched and released around me, squeezing every drop, accepting everything I gave her.

Catherine and Sofia slipped from the room quietly as we lay tangled on the desk, giving us privacy without words. The study door clicked shut behind them.

Linda curled against my chest, her tears drying, her body still trembling with aftershocks. My cum leaked slowly from her pussy, dripping down to stain the desk she’d ruled for fifteen years.

“Did I wait too long?” she whispered.

“What do you mean?”

“Fifteen years. My age. The statistics—”

“Stop.” I kissed her forehead. “You’re here now. We tried. That’s what matters.”

“But what if it doesn’t work?”

“Then we try again. And again. As many times as it takes.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then: “They watched.”

“They did.”

“I thought I’d hate it. Being observed instead of observing.” She laughed softly, the sound shaky but real. “But I didn’t. It felt like… being welcomed. Being included.”

“Because you were.”

She lifted her head to look at me, her dark eyes softer than I’d ever seen them. “I’ve managed this inn for fifteen years. Watched Margot run it, watched the consultants come and go, watched women arrive desperate and leave satisfied. I never thought I’d be one of them.”

“And now?”

“Now I want to be.” She pressed her palm against her flat stomach, over where my seed was even now swimming toward her egg. “I want what Sofia has. What Astrid has. What all of them have.”

“Then stop managing and start living.”

She smiled—really smiled, the first unreserved expression I’d ever seen from her. “Is that an order?”

“From the owner of this inn? Yes.”

“Then I suppose I’ll have to obey.”


Chapter 10: Sister Psychology

Isabelle’s second attempt was different from her first.

When she arrived at the Wellness Wing that evening, the desperate energy had faded. She still looked like a woman on a mission—green eyes sharp, red hair in its signature ponytail—but the panic had softened into something more like determination.

“I slept,” she said, settling onto the edge of the consultation bed. “Actually slept. Eight hours. I can’t remember the last time that happened.”

“How do you feel?”

“Terrified.” She laughed at herself. “But differently terrified. Before it was like drowning. Now it’s more like… standing at the edge of a cliff, knowing I have to jump.”

“That’s progress.”

“Is it?” She pulled her knees up to her chest, athletic body coiling defensively. “Victoria called again today. Three times. She wanted to know how I was doing, if I needed anything, if she should fly out to be with me.”

“What did you tell her?”

“I told her I was fine. That she should focus on her pregnancy. That I didn’t need her hovering.” Isabelle’s voice hardened slightly. “She said she wasn’t hovering. She said she was worried about me.”

“And that made you angry.”

“Everything makes me angry lately.” She dropped her head to her knees. “She’s fourteen weeks pregnant with the baby we were supposed to have together. The synchronized pregnancy. The matching bellies. She’s living my dream, and she wants to check on me like I’m the one who needs taking care of.”

Her phone buzzed on the nightstand. Another text. Victoria’s name flashed on the screen along with a preview of a belly photo.

Isabelle reached for it automatically.

I got there first. Picked up the phone and set it face-down on the dresser across the room.

“Hey—”

“She’s not here.” I sat beside her on the bed, close but not touching. “You are.”

Isabelle stared at me for a long moment, something shifting behind her green eyes. Then she nodded slowly.

“Is that how you see it?” I asked. “That she’s living your dream?”

“I know that’s not fair.” Isabelle’s voice went small. “She didn’t steal anything from me. She just… got there first. Like she does sometimes. And I hate myself for resenting it.”

“But you do resent it.”

“Of course I do.” She looked at me, green eyes fierce. “I’ve been first at everything my entire life. First born—by four minutes, but still first. First to walk, first to talk, first to graduate, first to make partner. Victoria has always been the sweet one, the soft one, the one who follows. And now she’s the one pregnant, and I’m the one sitting here crying about it.”

“You’re not crying.”

“I want to.” Her jaw tightened. “I’ve cried more in the past two months than in the previous ten years combined. I don’t know who I am anymore.”

I reached out and gently tugged the elastic from her hair, letting the red waves fall around her shoulders. She stiffened at the touch, then relaxed.

“Maybe that’s the point,” I said.

“What is?”

“Not knowing who you are. Letting go of the person you’ve been—first at everything, competitive about everything—and figuring out who you actually want to be.”

“I want to be a mother.”

“Just a mother? Or a mother who beat her sister?”

The question landed hard. Isabelle flinched.

“That’s not—” She stopped. Started again. “You’re right. Part of me still sees this as a competition. Even now. Even after everything you said about letting go.”

“So let’s change that.”

I took her hand, threading my fingers through hers. Her athletic body was tense, coiled with the anxiety and competitiveness she’d been carrying for months. Maybe for her whole life.

“Tonight isn’t about conception rates,” I said. “It’s not about optimal angles or fertility windows or beating Victoria. It’s just about us. Being together. Seeing what happens.”

“I don’t know how to not try to win.”

“Then don’t try not to. Just… be present. Let your body lead instead of your brain.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then she leaned in and kissed me.

It was different from her first kisses—less aggressive, less about dominance. She was tentative in a way I hadn’t seen from her, exploring rather than conquering.

“Okay,” she whispered against my lips. “I’ll try.”

I undressed her slowly, paying attention to each reveal. Her athletic body was still tense, but less so than before. Those endless freckled legs I remembered, pale and dotted with copper spots. The small, firm breasts with their coral nipples, already hardening in anticipation. The flat stomach she kept pressing her hand against, as if willing it to swell.

“Lie back,” I said.

She obeyed, settling against the pillows, her red hair spread around her like fire. I positioned myself between her legs and took my time—kissing her thighs, her hips, everywhere except where she wanted me most. Her skin was a map of freckles, constellations I’d started learning during her first visit.

“Nathan—”

“Patience.”

“I’ve never been patient.”

“First time for everything.”

I spent twenty minutes learning her body again. Every freckle, every sensitive spot, every place that made her gasp or moan or whimper. Her pussy was already wet when I finally brought my mouth to her, her folds slick with arousal, her clit swollen and peeking from its hood. By the time I finally put my mouth on her, she was trembling.

The first touch of my tongue made her cry out—not the competitive sounds of before, but something rawer. Something vulnerable. I worked her slowly, licking through her folds, swirling around her clit, building her toward a peak without pushing her over, letting her feel every sensation instead of racing toward achievement.

“Please—” She was gasping, hips rolling against my face, her fingers tangled in my hair. “I need—”

“Not yet.”

“Nathan—” Her voice cracked with frustration and need.

“When I decide you’re ready.”

She whimpered but didn’t argue. The competitive fighter was learning to surrender, one sensation at a time. Her pussy clenched around nothing, desperate for more, her thighs trembling on either side of my head.

I brought her to the edge three times before finally letting her fall. Each time, I’d feel her body tense, feel her orgasm building, and I’d slow down, back off, leave her suspended on the edge of release. She cursed me in breathless gasps, her athletic body writhing, but she didn’t try to take control.

When I finally sucked her clit hard, when I finally pushed two fingers deep into her clenching cunt and curled them against her front wall, she came with a sound like breaking—something cracking inside her, releasing pressure she’d been holding for months. Her pussy spasmed around my fingers, her juices flooding my hand, her whole body shaking with the force of her release.

“That was—” She couldn’t finish the sentence.

“Just the beginning.”

I positioned myself at her entrance, my cock hard and ready, and watched her face. Her green eyes were wet but clear, focused on me instead of on internal calculations. Her pussy was swollen and slick, twitching with aftershocks.

“Ready?”

“Yes.” No optimization. No strategy. Just the word.

I pushed into her slowly, giving her time to adjust, letting her feel every inch. She gasped at the stretch, her hands clutching my shoulders, her athletic legs wrapping around my hips. Her cunt gripped me tight, still clenching from her orgasm.

“So deep—”

“Is that good?”

“Yes—god—don’t stop—”

I moved in long, slow strokes, building a rhythm that was about connection rather than achievement. My cock dragged through her slick channel, feeling every ridge and flutter of her inner walls. Her competitive nature kept trying to reassert itself—I could see her fighting the urge to push harder, go faster, race toward some finish line—but each time, I slowed down. Made her match my pace instead of setting her own.

“This is—” She panted up at me, her small breasts bouncing with each thrust. “I’ve never—I can’t—”

“You can.” I kissed her softly, tasting her on my own lips. “Just feel.”

“I’m feeling everything.” Tears leaked from the corners of her eyes. “Too much. It’s too much.”

“Let it out.”

She came again, sobbing this time, her body shaking with the force of it. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my cock, milking me, her juices gushing around my shaft. But I didn’t stop. I carried her through the orgasm and into the next one, changing angles, shifting positions, making love to her in ways that were about intimacy rather than optimization.

Halfway through, I pulled her into my lap, her back against my chest, and entered her from behind while my hands cupped her small breasts. She whimpered at the depth, at the intimacy of being held while being fucked.

“Talk to me,” I said against her ear, my cock buried deep inside her.

“About what?”

“Anything. Everything.”

“I’m scared.” The words tumbled out. “I’m scared I won’t conceive and Victoria will have her baby and I’ll be the only one without one. I’m scared I will conceive and I won’t know how to be a mother because I’ve never not been competing. I’m scared of who I am without the achievements. I’m scared—”

“Keep going.”

“I’m scared I only wanted a baby to beat Victoria. I’m scared I don’t actually know how to love something without trying to win it.” She was crying properly now, tears streaming down her freckled cheeks. “I’m scared I’m broken in ways that don’t show up on fertility tests.”

I held her through the confession, still moving inside her, still present with her pain. My cock slid in and out of her wet cunt in slow, deep strokes while she poured out fifteen years of competitive anxiety.

“You’re not broken,” I said. “You’re just learning a different way to be.”

“What if I can’t learn?”

“You already are. Right now. This moment.” I thrust deeper and she gasped, her pussy clenching. “You’re not racing. You’re not competing. You’re just feeling.”

“I don’t know if I can—”

“You can. And when you conceive—not if, when—you’re going to be an amazing mother. Because you’ll fight for your child with all that competitive energy. You’ll make sure they have every advantage. And you’ll love them fiercely, the way you do everything.”

She turned her head to kiss me, awkward from the angle but desperate. “Promise me.”

“Promise you what?”

“That I can do this. That I’m not too broken. That it’s going to work.”

“I can’t promise it’ll work the first time, or the second. But I can promise I’ll keep trying until it does.”

“Until?”

“Until.” I shifted her position, laying her on her back, settling between her legs. “Now stop talking and let me finish what I started.”

I made love to her for another hour. Different positions, different angles, but all with the same intention—connection over competition, presence over performance. By the time I felt my release building, she’d come so many times she’d lost count. Her pussy was soaked, her thighs slick with arousal, the sheets beneath us drenched.

“I’m going to fill you up,” I said, looking into her tear-wet eyes. “And whatever happens after—whether it takes this time or takes ten more times—I’m going to be here. We’re going to do this together.”

“Together,” she repeated.

I buried myself deep and let go, pumping into her while she clenched around me, while her body accepted what I had to give. I felt my cum flooding her womb, shot after shot filling her fertile pussy. She came again at the sensation—or maybe she’d never stopped coming—and we shuddered together through the release.

Afterward, I held her while she cried herself out. Not competition tears or frustration tears. Just release. Just letting go.

Her phone buzzed on the dresser where I’d set it earlier. Victoria calling.

I reached it first. “Hello?”

“Nathan?” Victoria’s voice was soft but certain. “Is my sister there?”

“She’s here.”

A pause. Then: “Take care of her. Please. I know she’s difficult. But I need her to have this too. We’re twins. I want us to be pregnant together.”

“I will,” I promised.

“Can I talk to her?”

I handed the phone to Isabelle, who’d been watching me with wet eyes.

“Hey, Vic.” Her voice cracked.

I could hear Victoria’s voice, soft and worried, though not the words.

“Yeah, I’m okay. Really okay, this time.” Isabelle met my eyes. “I think I finally stopped fighting myself.”

More words from the phone.

“I know you’re worried. I know I’ve been—” She laughed wetly. “—a total nightmare about this. But I’m trying something different. Letting go instead of controlling. It’s terrifying.”

A pause. Then Isabelle’s face softened.

“I know you want that too. I know it wasn’t about beating me—it never was, was it? You just wanted a baby. And I turned it into a competition because that’s all I know how to do.”

More words.

“I’m sorry too. For being so difficult. For not being happy for you.” Isabelle’s voice cracked. “I am happy for you. I’m just also sad for me. Can I be both?”

Whatever Victoria said made Isabelle cry again—but differently this time. I heard the words “love you” before she hung up.

“That was overdue,” I observed.

“Very.” Isabelle set the phone aside and curled against me. “I heard what she said to you. Take care of me. I’ve been a nightmare and she’s still looking out for me.”

“That’s what sisters do.”

“Maybe.” She was quiet for a moment. “I’m going to try again tomorrow. If that’s okay.”

“That’s okay.”

“And I’m going to try to be present. Not racing toward anything. Just… being here.”

“That’s all I’m asking.”

She fell asleep against my chest, her competitive armor cracked open in ways it hadn’t been before.

I eased out from beneath her carefully, covering her with a blanket, and made my way downstairs.

In the parlor, I found an unexpected scene. Dr. Tanaka and the Countess sat across from each other, teacups forgotten between them, engaged in what looked like intense conversation.

“—Munich, five years ago,” Tanaka was saying. “The European Fertility Medicine Conference. You gave that keynote about hereditary factors in aristocratic lineages.”

The Countess’s ice-blue eyes widened with recognition. “Dr. Tanaka. You were the researcher who challenged my methodology during the Q&A. Something about sample size bias in my conclusions.”

“You remembered.”

“I remember everyone who questions me publicly. It happens so rarely.” A thin smile crossed the Countess’s lips. “Your critique was valid, as it turned out. I revised the study afterward.”

Tanaka blinked. “I didn’t know that.”

“Why would you? We never spoke again after that conference.” The Countess lifted her teacup, composure reasserting itself. “And now here we both are. Seeking the same thing from the same man. The world is remarkably small.”

“Or remarkably connected.” Tanaka’s dark eyes held something like respect. “I read your revised paper. The conclusions were much stronger.”

“Thank you.” The Countess inclined her head. “And your work on age-related fertility decline—I found it illuminating. If somewhat personally alarming.”

They shared a look of understanding—two accomplished women who’d found themselves in the same unconventional situation.

I slipped back upstairs before they noticed me, leaving them to their unexpected reunion.


Chapter 11: Hierarchy

Sunday dinner at Willow Creek had become a ritual.

The long mahogany table in the dining room—one of the few original pieces of furniture I hadn’t needed to repair—was set with fresh flowers from the garden and mismatched china that somehow worked. Sofia had outdone herself: roast chicken with herbs from the greenhouse, potatoes rosemary-golden from the oven, salad greens dressed in her signature vinaigrette.

I sat at the head of the table and looked at what I’d built.

To my right, Catherine. Fourteen weeks pregnant now, her bump visible under the flowing dress she’d adopted as her uniform. She’d stopped wearing makeup, let her freckles show, let her chestnut hair fall soft around her shoulders. The CEO who’d arrived in a power suit was gone. In her place was someone softer. Someone home.

To my left, Sofia. Fifteen weeks, rounder than Catherine, her legendary curves more spectacular than ever. She served the food with territorial pride, one hand frequently resting on her belly. The first to conceive. The first to carry my child. She wore that priority like a crown.

Beside Catherine, Linda. Changed since our encounter in the study, though the difference was subtle—a looseness around her shoulders, a softening of her usual rigid posture. She still managed the household, still kept her clipboard nearby, but the control felt less like armor now. More like choice.

Beside Sofia, Astrid. Ten weeks pregnant, still dealing with morning nausea. She picked at crackers and ginger tea, her usual athletic energy dampened by first-trimester exhaustion. But even pale and queasy, she maintained her Scandinavian pragmatism. “Symptoms indicate viable pregnancy,” she’d announced that morning. “Optimal outcome despite temporary discomfort.”

The guests formed their own constellation around the table.

Dr. Yuki Tanaka sat across from the Countess, the two women having discovered they’d met at a fertility conference five years ago. The doctor had abandoned her clipboard at my request, though her elegant fingers still twitched for it occasionally. She was learning to experience rather than document.

Countess Margarethe von Eichenwald had stopped demanding to be called “Your Grace.” The imperial posture remained, but it felt less like condescension now and more like habit. She watched the household dynamics with the intensity of someone studying a foreign culture—trying to understand how this strange democracy of pregnant women functioned.

And Isabelle Crawford, between courses, checked her phone for messages from Victoria. Her competitive edge had softened but not disappeared. She was learning to want things without needing to win them.

“The nursery wing is on schedule,” I announced, cutting into my chicken. “Should be finished by the end of the month. Three adjoining rooms—”

“Four,” Sofia interrupted. “If Linda and the Countess conceive from this cycle.”

“Three confirmed for now.” I caught Linda’s eye, saw the flicker of hope she was trying to hide. “We’ll add more as needed.”

“And the scheduling?” Catherine asked. “With more babies coming, and more consultations—”

“I’m working on a revised system,” Linda said. Her voice had lost some of its iron edge, but the efficiency remained. “We’ll need to bring in additional help. Perhaps a proper nurse. A housekeeper to assist me.”

“I can help with household tasks,” Catherine offered. “I may not cook like Sofia, but I’m capable of—”

“You’re growing a baby,” Sofia said firmly. “Your job is to rest and be healthy. I’ll handle the cooking.”

“And I’ll handle the scheduling,” Linda added. “Catherine, your role is—”

“What is my role?” Catherine set down her fork. “That’s what I still don’t understand. I’m not staff. I’m not a guest anymore. I’m not quite—”

“You’re family.” I said it simply, but the word landed with weight. “That’s what you are. What all of you are becoming.”

Silence around the table. The word hovered over the roast chicken and the fresh flowers, changing the air.

“Family,” Dr. Tanaka repeated, testing the word. “That’s not how I would have characterized—”

“It’s accurate,” the Countess said, surprising everyone. Her ice-blue eyes swept the table. “I came here for an heir. A transaction. But what I’ve observed—” She paused, choosing words carefully. “This is something else. Something I haven’t seen before.”

“And do you want to be part of it?” Catherine asked. “Not just conceive and leave—but stay? Be included?”

The Countess was quiet for a long moment. Her silver-blonde hair was in a softer style than her original chignon, and she’d stopped wearing designer clothes at every meal. Slowly, she nodded.

“I would like that. If—if it’s permitted.”

“It’s not about permission,” I said. “It’s about choice. About what you want.”

“I want—” Her aristocratic voice caught. “I want what I’ve seen here. Connection. Purpose. Something that isn’t just about continuing a bloodline for legal requirements.”

“Then you’re welcome to stay. As long as you need.”

Sofia stood abruptly, pressing her hands against her swollen breasts. “I need to—excuse me—”

“Your milk,” I said. It wasn’t a question.

She nodded, embarrassment coloring her cheeks. “Every few hours. I’m sorry, I should have expressed before dinner—”

“Don’t apologize.” I stood as well. “Ladies, if you’ll excuse us. Sofia needs attention.”

The phrase hung in the air. Everyone at the table knew what it meant. What I did for Sofia when her breasts became too full.

“Actually—” Catherine rose, her hand on her own belly. “I’d like to see. I mean—” She flushed. “In a few months, I’ll be dealing with the same thing. It might help to understand—”

“Me too,” Dr. Tanaka said, her clinical curiosity overriding her professional detachment. “The lactation process in active pregnancy is—”

“If we’re being educational.” The Countess stood with aristocratic grace. “I confess I’m curious about what I witnessed in the milk room.”

Sofia looked at me, uncertain. Her privacy or shared experience. Her territory or expanded family.

“It’s your choice,” I told her.

She considered. Then, slowly, she nodded. “Okay. But you—” She pointed at me. “—are the only one who gets to help. The rest of you can watch.”

Linda cleared the table while we relocated to the primary bedroom—the largest room in the house, with a four-poster bed I’d restored myself and windows overlooking the garden. Sofia settled onto the edge of the bed, already reaching for the buttons of her blouse.

“I didn’t expect an audience,” she muttered as I knelt before her.

“Educational purposes.”

“Is that what we’re calling it?”

Her blouse fell open, revealing the massive swollen breasts that had become even more magnificent with pregnancy. The areolas were dark purple-brown, the nipples hard and already beading with moisture. She’d gone without a bra all day—easier for the frequent expressions—and the weight of them rested on her rounded belly.

The other women arranged themselves around the room. Catherine in the armchair, one hand on her own bump, her thighs pressing together. Dr. Tanaka standing near the window, probably wishing for her clipboard but unable to look away. The Countess by the door, aristocratic composure barely hiding fascination. Isabelle and Linda and Astrid finding their own positions, all watching.

“It starts with pressure,” Sofia explained, her voice taking on a teaching quality even as her cheeks flushed. “The breasts become heavy. Aching. Full in a way that almost hurts.”

“Does expression relieve it?” Dr. Tanaka asked.

“Partially. But the pump is—” Sofia made a face. “Cold. Mechanical. It removes the milk but not the connection.”

“And when Nathan—?”

“When Nathan helps, it’s different.” Sofia looked at me, warmth in her brown eyes. “It’s not just physical release. It’s intimacy. Care. He drinks from me and I feel—I feel loved in a way I can’t explain.”

“Show us,” Catherine said softly, her voice husky.

I leaned forward and took Sofia’s nipple into my mouth.

The milk came immediately—her body had been desperate for relief. It flowed across my tongue, thin and sweet, and Sofia sighed with the release of pressure, her whole body softening. Her hand came up to cradle my head, holding me against her heavy breast.

“That’s—” Dr. Tanaka’s voice was hushed. “I’ve never seen—the research doesn’t capture—”

“It’s beautiful,” Catherine said.

I nursed from Sofia while the room watched. The intimacy of it—maternal and sexual intertwined—seemed to shift something in the air. These weren’t separate women competing for attention. They were witnessing something that might soon be their own experience.

The Countess had gone perfectly still, transfixed. Her aristocratic composure had vanished entirely, replaced by something raw and hungry. She watched my mouth on Sofia’s breast, watched the milk flow, watched Sofia’s face transform with pleasure—and I saw her hand press unconsciously against her own flat stomach. Her thighs shifted together. Dr. Tanaka was taking mental notes, but the Countess wasn’t analyzing. She was yearning.

When I switched to her other breast, Sofia moaned softly, her hips shifting on the bed. Her pussy was getting wet—I could smell her arousal through her skirt. The nursing was affecting her the way it always did, bypassing her rational mind entirely.

“The arousal response is well-documented,” Dr. Tanaka murmured, more to herself than anyone. “Oxytocin release during nursing creates—”

“Shut up and watch,” the Countess said, surprising everyone.

Dr. Tanaka fell silent.

I drained Sofia’s second breast slowly, letting her feel every sensation, letting the audience see the connection. When I finally pulled back, milk dripping from my chin, Sofia was flushed and trembling. Her nipples were swollen and tender, glistening with moisture. Her breath came in short gasps.

“I need—” She looked at me desperately. “After that, I need—”

“I know what you need.”

I lifted her further onto the bed, positioning her on her back with pillows supporting her pregnant belly. Her skirt pushed up around her hips, her soaked panties visible. The watching women shifted for better views. Catherine’s hand had slipped between her own thighs.

“Is this part of the education?” Isabelle asked dryly, but her voice was hoarse.

“Consider it a demonstration.” I pulled Sofia’s skirt up, her panties down, revealing her pussy—swollen and dripping from the nursing, her clit hard and prominent, her folds glistening with arousal. “Of hierarchy. Priority. How a household like this functions.”

“And Sofia has priority?” Catherine asked.

“Sofia was first.” I slid two fingers into her, feeling how soaked she was, her walls clenching around me immediately. “First to conceive. First to carry. First in line for my attention, when she needs it.”

“I like the sound of that,” Sofia gasped, arching into my touch, her heavy breasts swaying.

“But you’re all part of this.” I looked around the room, meeting each pair of eyes. Catherine’s soft understanding, her hand moving beneath her dress. Linda’s relieved acceptance. Astrid’s pragmatic nod. The Countess’s awakening hope, her thighs pressed tight together. Dr. Tanaka’s clinical curiosity transforming into something warmer. Isabelle’s competitive fire settling into something more like belonging.

“Each of you has a place here. Each of you matters.”

I freed my cock and positioned myself at Sofia’s entrance. She was so wet, so ready, that I slid in easily despite her pregnancy-swollen tightness. Her pussy gripped my shaft, her walls rippling around me as I filled her completely.

“Yes—” She grabbed my shoulders. “Right there—don’t stop—fuck me while they watch—”

I fucked Sofia while the household watched. Not performing—just being present. Letting them see what intimacy looked like in this strange family we were building. My cock drove deep into her pregnant cunt, her heavy breasts bouncing with each thrust, her milk leaking in thin streams down her sides.

Catherine’s hand moved more urgently between her legs—not unconsciously anymore, but deliberately, her fingers working beneath her dress as she watched.

The Countess’s lips parted, her breathing shallow, her composure completely gone.

Dr. Tanaka had stopped trying to analyze and simply watched, her own thighs pressed together.

And Linda—Linda met my eyes over Sofia’s trembling body and smiled. Not the controlled smile of management, but something softer. Something that said: I understand now. I’m part of this too.

Sofia came hard around my cock, her pregnant body clenching, her milk-heavy breasts bouncing with the force of it. Her pussy spasmed rhythmically, milking my shaft, her juices flooding around me. I followed her over, filling her while she gasped and trembled and the room full of women witnessed what belonging looked like.

Afterward, I held Sofia while her breathing slowed.

“That was—” Catherine’s voice was husky, her cheeks flushed, her hand still beneath her dress. “Educational.”

“Very thorough demonstration,” the Countess agreed, her aristocratic composure thoroughly cracked.

“I have notes I’d like to take,” Dr. Tanaka admitted. “But I’ll wait.”

Laughter rippled through the room—genuine, warm, the laughter of people who’d crossed some invisible boundary together. Staff and guests and residents and whatever Catherine was—none of those categories mattered anymore.

“This is what you’re building.” Sofia’s voice was soft against my chest. “What we’re building. It’s not just an inn, is it?”

“No.” I looked around at the women who had, through accident or intention, become mine. “It’s something else entirely.”

“Something better,” Catherine said.

“Something real,” Linda added.

The Countess was quiet for a moment. Then, unexpectedly: “I came here expecting a transaction. A service I could purchase with enough money and careful requirements.” She paused. “I was wrong. What you offer—what this place offers—cannot be bought. Only joined.”

“Is that what you want?” I asked. “To join?”

Her ice-blue eyes met mine, warmer than they’d been since her arrival. “If you’ll have me. Not as a client. As—as whatever the rest of them are.”

“Family,” Sofia said firmly. “That’s the word. Get used to it.”

The Countess nodded slowly, something vulnerable breaking through her aristocratic shell. “Family. Yes. I would like that very much.”

Around the room, nods of acceptance. The household was growing. The hierarchy was establishing itself not through competition, but through connection.

Sofia kissed me softly, then shifted aside, making room.

“Catherine.” I held out my hand. “Your turn.”

Catherine’s gray-green eyes widened slightly, but she rose from the armchair without hesitation, her dress damp where her hand had been. Her fourteen-week bump was smaller than Sofia’s, her body still carrying traces of CEO-armor even in a flowing dress. But when she took my hand and let me guide her to the bed, she was trembling.

“Is this—in front of everyone—”

“You wanted to understand,” I said, pulling her close. “Now you will.”

I took my time with her. Different from Sofia—less raw hunger, more tender connection. I undressed her slowly, let the others see the freckles she usually hid, the vulnerability beneath her competent exterior. When I finally sank into her, she gasped against my shoulder and whispered, “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

She came quietly, intensely, her walls clenching around my cock while Sofia watched with soft approval and the others witnessed this strange democracy of desire. I filled her the way I’d filled Sofia, my cum mixing with her arousal, marking her as part of this family.

Then Linda.

She’d retreated to the corner of the room, trying to fade into observer mode again. I crossed to her and offered my hand.

“No more watching from the sidelines.”

Her dark eyes met mine—fifteen years of control warring with the need she’d finally acknowledged. Then she took my hand.

I was gentler with Linda than I’d been in the study. Less conquest, more welcome. She was still learning to surrender, still fighting herself with every breath. But when I brought her to climax with the whole household watching, when I filled her with my seed for the second time, something finally released in her.

“Part of us now,” Sofia murmured.

“Yes,” Linda whispered, tears streaming down her cheeks. “Finally.”

Dr. Tanaka and the Countess exchanged glances across the room, their expressions shifted by what they’d witnessed. Not shock—something closer to recognition. To wanting.

“The guest rooms,” I said quietly. “We should let Linda rest.”

One by one, the household dispersed. Astrid retreated first, her morning nausea demanding early sleep. Isabelle followed, her phone already buzzing with another message from Victoria. Dr. Tanaka lingered at the door, her eyes finding mine with a question she didn’t voice before she finally left.

The Countess was last to go. She paused at the threshold, her aristocratic composure thoroughly softened.

“Tomorrow,” she said. It wasn’t a question.

“Tomorrow,” I agreed.

She nodded once and disappeared into the hallway. The door closed quietly behind her.

In the dimming room, Sofia and Catherine curled against each other on the bed, their pregnant bellies touching. Linda lay between us, her silver-streaked hair loose on the pillow, her face peaceful in a way I’d never seen.


Chapter 12: Two Pink Lines

The pharmacy delivery arrived with breakfast.

Linda sorted through the packages with her usual efficiency, but I noticed her hands trembling slightly as she set aside the box of pregnancy tests. Not one or two—a bulk order. Different brands, different sensitivities. The household had needs.

“Today’s the day,” Sofia announced, stirring something fragrant on the stove. “Results day.”

Isabelle looked up from her untouched coffee, green eyes sharp with anxiety. “Already?”

“Your last insemination was ten days ago,” Dr. Tanaka said, her clinical precision reasserting itself. “That’s sufficient time for hCG levels to register on standard home tests. Though for maximum accuracy—”

“Yuki.” I’d started using her first name after the clipboard incident. “Let people have their coffee before the medical lecture.”

She ducked her head, cheeks flushing. “Of course. I apologize. I get—”

“Clinical when you’re nervous. We know.” Catherine passed her a plate of Sofia’s breakfast. “Eat something. Then we’ll test.”

The Countess—Margarethe, as she’d finally allowed us to call her—sat in the corner with perfect posture, betraying nothing. But she’d been awake since five, walking the garden paths. I’d seen her from my window.

Astrid was the calmest, which made sense. She’d already gotten her positive result weeks ago. At ten weeks pregnant, she had nothing to wait for except the baby. She ate her breakfast with Scandinavian practicality while the others pushed food around their plates.

“We should establish protocols,” Dr. Tanaka said. “Morning urine is most concentrated. We should test in sequence, document results, maintain proper—”

“We should stop planning and just do it,” Isabelle interrupted. “Before I lose my mind.”

I stood. “She’s right. Ladies, if you’re ready?”

The testing happened in the study—Linda’s domain, now transformed into something like a family gathering space. I’d arranged chairs in a semi-circle. The pregnancy tests sat on the desk like artifacts awaiting judgment.

“Isabelle first,” Linda said, her voice steady despite everything. “She’s been waiting longest.”

Isabelle took the test like it was a grenade. She disappeared into the adjacent powder room while the rest of us waited in thick silence.

Three minutes had never felt longer.

When she emerged, her face was unreadable. She held the test behind her back.

“Well?” Catherine asked softly.

Isabelle’s composure cracked. First a tremor in her lips. Then her eyes flooding with tears. Then a sob that sounded like it came from somewhere deep and ancient.

“Positive.” The word came out strangled. “It’s positive. I’m—I’m—”

She couldn’t finish the sentence before Sofia was there, wrapping her in a maternal embrace despite being only a few weeks further along herself. Catherine joined. Then Astrid, then Linda, then—unexpectedly—the Countess, who had never initiated physical contact in her life.

“You did it,” Victoria said.

Wait—Victoria?

I looked at Isabelle’s phone, which she must have called before the test. On speaker, Victoria’s voice filtered through, tearful and joyful.

“I knew you could. I told you—I told you it would happen—”

“We’re pregnant together,” Isabelle sobbed. “Finally. We’re pregnant together.”

“The matching bellies,” Victoria said, laughing through her own tears. “We’re going to have the matching bellies.”

The twin reunion played out over speaker while the household held Isabelle, and I felt something shift in the room. The competitive edge that had defined her was dissolving into something softer. Something like sisterhood—with Victoria, and with the women surrounding her now.

“Linda next,” Sofia said eventually, wiping her own eyes. “Come on. Your turn.”

Linda accepted the test with the same composure she brought to scheduling. But I saw her fingers shake. Saw the vulnerability she couldn’t quite hide.

She disappeared into the powder room. The silence was different this time—heavier. Linda had waited fifteen years. Her window was narrower. Her fear was greater.

When she emerged, the mask was completely gone.

Two pink lines.

She didn’t sob like Isabelle. She just stood there, staring at the test, tears streaming silently down her elegant face. Fifteen years of control. Fifteen years of watching. Fifteen years of wanting without risking.

“It worked,” she whispered. “It actually worked.”

I crossed to her and took her in my arms. She collapsed against my chest—the woman who never collapsed, never leaned, never needed support.

“I thought I’d waited too long,” she said into my shirt. “I thought my body was too old—”

“You’re exactly where you’re supposed to be.”

“Pregnant.” She laughed wetly. “I’m pregnant. At forty-five.”

“At forty-five,” Sofia confirmed, rubbing Linda’s back. “And you’re going to be an amazing mother. The most organized baby in history.”

More laughter, more tears. Catherine pressed tissues into Linda’s hand. Astrid nodded with pragmatic approval. And Isabelle—still riding her own wave of joy—caught Linda’s hand and squeezed.

“We’re all doing this together,” Isabelle said. “All of us.”

The Countess stood slightly apart, watching. Her turn was next, and I could see the tension in every line of her aristocratic body.

“Margarethe.” I held out the third test. “Ready?”

She took it with a steady hand—the only visible calm, though I knew it was performance. She’d spent forty-six years perfecting her composure. Even now, facing the most important test of her life, she wouldn’t let it crack in public.

She disappeared into the powder room.

“One insemination,” Dr. Tanaka murmured. “Statistically, the odds are—”

“Don’t,” Isabelle said. “Just wait.”

We waited.

The door opened.

The Countess stood in the frame, her silver-blonde hair slightly disheveled, her ice-blue eyes bright with something I’d never seen from her.

“One insemination,” she said, her voice unsteady for the first time. “Efficient.”

Two pink lines.

For a moment, no one moved. Then the Countess’s composure shattered completely.

She didn’t cry prettily, the way aristocrats are supposed to. She wept openly, mascara running, shoulders shaking. The first undignified display of her forty-six years, and she couldn’t have cared less.

“An heir,” she gasped. “I’m carrying—my family’s line will continue—”

I caught her before her legs gave out, guiding her to the nearest chair. She clutched my hand with desperate strength.

“I came here for a transaction,” she said through her tears. “A business arrangement. I didn’t expect—I never thought—”

“That you’d find a family?”

“That I’d feel anything.” She looked up at me, mascara streaking her porcelain cheeks. “I’ve felt nothing for so long. Duty. Obligation. The weight of centuries. But this—” She pressed her free hand to her stomach. “This isn’t just an heir. This is mine. Ours.”

The word surprised both of us. Ours. Not hers alone. Something shared.

Dr. Tanaka cleared her throat gently. “I should—I should test as well. Though it’s technically too early for reliable results—”

“Test anyway,” Catherine said. “For peace of mind.”

The doctor took her test with clinical precision, but her hands shook as badly as anyone’s. When she returned, her expression was careful, controlled.

“Inconclusive,” she said. “Faint line. Could be positive, could be—”

“It’s positive.” I’d seen enough tests by now to read them. “Early, but positive. The line will darken in a few days.”

Dr. Tanaka’s clinical mask crumbled. She stared at the test, at the faint line that represented everything she’d studied for years but never experienced herself.

“It’s not just hormones,” she whispered, echoing what she’d said in my bed. “It’s not just science.”

“No. It’s life.”

She looked up at me, tears brimming in her dark eyes. “I’ve helped hundreds of women conceive. I never understood what they felt. I thought I knew, but—”

“You know now.”

“I know now.”

The celebration that followed was unlike anything Willow Creek had seen.

Sofia cooked a feast—her way of processing joy. Catherine organized champagne for those who could still drink it and sparkling cider for the pregnant majority. Astrid led gentle stretches for “optimal fetal development, per current research.” Linda tried to update the schedule three times before we confiscated her clipboard.

But the real celebration happened after dinner, when the newly confirmed women sought me out one by one.

Isabelle found me first.

She was still on the phone with Victoria when she appeared at my door, tears streaming down her freckled cheeks. She ended the call with a quick “I’ll call you back” and threw herself into my arms.

“I did it.” Her voice cracked. “Finally. I’m not broken. I’m not—”

“You were never broken.”

She kissed me desperately, her athletic body pressing against mine with none of the competition that had defined our earlier encounters. This wasn’t about winning. This was relief so profound it had broken something open in her.

I took her to bed gently, reverently. Every touch was a reassurance. Every kiss said what words couldn’t—that she was wanted, that she’d succeeded, that her body had done exactly what it was supposed to do. When I slid inside her, her pregnant pussy welcoming me, she sobbed against my shoulder.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you, thank you—”

“Thank your body. It did the work.”

She came with tears streaming down her freckled face, her walls clenching rhythmically around my cock, clutching me like I was the only solid thing in a world that had finally started making sense. I filled her again, my cum mixing with the life already growing inside her, and she shuddered with the sensation.

Linda came to me an hour later.

She didn’t knock. Just opened my door and stood in the frame, silver-streaked hair loose around her shoulders, eyes red from crying. Fifteen years of waiting. Fifteen years of watching others get what she wanted. And now, finally, it was hers.

“Is this real?” she asked, her voice small. “It doesn’t feel real.”

I pulled her into my arms. “It’s real. You’re pregnant, Linda. After everything—it’s real.”

She buried her face in my chest and wept. Not the controlled tears of a woman who managed everything—raw, shaking sobs that seemed to come from somewhere deep and ancient.

I laid her down on the bed and made love to her slowly. Not the conquest of our first time, or the witnessed intensity of the study. Something quieter. Something that said: you belong here now. You’re not just watching anymore.

My cock slid through her slick heat, feeling her walls flutter around me, feeling her body accept what it had waited fifteen years for. She clung to me, her legs wrapped around my hips, her modest breasts pressed against my chest, her tears wetting my shoulder.

When she came, it was silent—just her mouth opening, her eyes closing, her whole body trembling with release. Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my cock, milking me, and I filled her with my seed while she shuddered beneath me. Afterward, she curled against me and fell asleep almost instantly, exhausted by the weight of her own joy.

The Countess came last.

She knocked formally, even at midnight. When I opened the door, she stood in the hallway wearing a silk robe, her silver-blonde hair down for once, her aristocratic posture softened by emotion.

“One insemination,” she said again, as if she still couldn’t believe it. “I spent years trying with my husband. Specialists. Procedures. Nothing worked. And you—”

“Come inside.”

She entered with dignity, but her composure cracked as soon as the door closed. The woman who’d demanded to be called “Your Grace” broke down completely, weeping in my arms with the graceless abandon of someone who’d forgotten how to cry prettily.

“I’m going to be a mother,” she gasped. “I never thought—I’d given up—”

I led her to the bed and undressed her slowly, peeling away the silk to reveal the body I’d conquered so roughly before. But this wasn’t conquest. This was gratitude. Celebration. The joining of two people who’d made something miraculous together.

She clung to me as I entered her, her long legs wrapped around my hips, her face buried in my neck. Her pussy was hot and wet, welcoming me, her walls clenching around my cock as I sank deep. The imperial commands and formal German were gone. In their place, soft sounds of pleasure, whispered words of thanks.

“Danke,” she breathed as I moved inside her. “Thank you—for everything—for what you’ve given me—”

I made love to her slowly, feeling her body respond with a tenderness I hadn’t seen before. When she came, it was gentle, quiet, her pussy fluttering around my cock, her tears mixing with sweat on her flushed face. I filled her with my seed, pumping into her womb where our child was already growing, and she shuddered with the sensation.

“Stay with me tonight,” she asked afterward, vulnerable in a way I’d never seen. “I don’t want to be alone.”

“You’re not alone anymore. That’s what family means.”

She nodded against my chest, and I felt the last of her aristocratic armor dissolve into something human.

In the morning, I woke to find all three women in my bed—Isabelle curled on one side, her red hair splayed across the pillow, Linda on the other, her silver-streaked hair loose, the Countess across my feet like a guard dog protecting what was hers. Sofia stood in the doorway with Catherine, both of them pregnant and smiling.

“Room for more?” Sofia asked.

We made room.



Later that afternoon, Isabelle was back on video call with Victoria, their phones propped up so the separated twins could share the moment. Victoria’s fourteen-week bump filled the screen as she laughed and cried and made plans for their synchronized pregnancies.

I found the Countess in the garden, walking the paths in flats instead of her usual Louboutins. Something had shifted in her since last night—a softness around her eyes, a looseness in her shoulders.

“It changes everything,” she said when I approached. “Doesn’t it?”

“Having a child?”

“Having… this.” She gestured vaguely at the inn, at the windows glowing with warmth and life. “I have a castle. Staff. Resources beyond imagining. But I’ve never had—”

“People who care about you?”

“People who aren’t paid to care.” She met my eyes, vulnerable in a way I’d never seen. “The women in there—Sofia and Catherine and Linda—they genuinely want me to succeed. Not because of my title or my money. Because they’ve decided I belong.”

“Do you want to belong?”

“More than I’ve ever wanted anything.” The admission seemed to cost her. “My whole life has been about obligation. Duty to the family name. Maintaining the estate. Making advantageous marriages that failed to produce heirs.” She pressed her hand to her stomach. “This child will inherit everything I have. But I want to give them something more. Something I never had.”

“A family that loves them?”

“A family that functions like the one I’ve seen here. Where love isn’t transactional. Where people choose each other.”

I took her hand. “Then stay. As long as you want. Be part of this.”

“And the estate? My obligations in Europe?”

“Can be managed from anywhere. Or sold. Or given to someone else.” I squeezed her fingers. “You’ve spent forty-six years serving your family name. Maybe it’s time to build a family worth serving.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Then, unexpectedly, she laughed.

“My ancestors would be horrified. The last Countess von Eichenwald, abandoning the castle for—what? A bed and breakfast in Vermont? A man who services multiple women? A family with no formal structure or legal recognition?”

“Would that matter to you?”

“It should.” Her smile turned wry. “It doesn’t. I’ve been alone in that castle for years, Nathan. Surrounded by staff, attended to by servants, but utterly alone. Here, I’ve been surrounded by pregnant women and chaos and love—real love, the kind you can’t purchase or command—and I’ve never felt less alone.”

I kissed her then—gentle, reassuring. She leaned into it, this woman who’d spent her life never leaning on anyone.

“Stay,” I said against her lips.

“Yes. I think I will.”

Later, after the celebration had wound down and the household had scattered to their various rooms, Catherine found me in the study.

“We need to talk,” she said, closing the door behind her.

“About?”

“About what this is becoming. What we’re building here.” She settled into the chair across from my desk—the same chair clients had used, back when this was just a business. “I’ve made a decision.”

“I’m listening.”

“I’m not going back to New York. Not for my company, not for my apartment, not for any of it.” She said it calmly, matter-of-factly. “I’ve already started the process. Selling my shares. Transferring my assets. Making Willow Creek my permanent address.”

“That’s a big decision.”

“It’s the right one.” She leaned forward, gray-green eyes intense. “But I want something more. Something that makes this official. Not just for me—for all of us.”

“What are you proposing?”

“I don’t know exactly.” She smiled wryly. “I’ve built companies, Nathan. Negotiated billion-dollar deals. But I don’t know how to structure a family like this. A man, multiple women, children with shared parentage. It’s not exactly covered in corporate law.”

“Some things don’t need legal structure.”

“Some things do.” She pressed her hand to her small bump. “These children deserve security. The women here deserve clarity about their roles. And you—” She met my eyes. “You deserve to have what you’re building recognized. Not hidden away like a shameful secret.”

“What are you suggesting? Marriage?”

“Something like it. A commitment ceremony, maybe. A declaration of intent. A public acknowledgment that we’re a family, whatever form that takes.” She paused. “The Countess was asking about it earlier. What we’re building. What it means. I think the others are wondering too.”

“And what do you think it means?”

Catherine was quiet for a long moment. When she spoke, her voice was soft.

“I think it means home. For all of us. Permanent, intentional, chosen.” She smiled. “I gave up a corner office with views of Manhattan to sit in a Victorian inn in Vermont with four other pregnant women and one man who’s managed to make us all feel like we belong. That’s not nothing, Nathan. That’s everything.”

“Then we’ll figure it out together.”

“Together.” She rose and crossed to me, settling onto my lap with comfortable familiarity. Her bump pressed between us—the physical evidence of what we’d created. “I love you.”

“I love you too.”

“Even with all the complications? The other women? The chaos?”

“Especially then.”

She kissed me deeply, and I felt the rightness of it—this strange family, this impossible situation, this life I’d stumbled into and chosen to keep.

A knock at the study door interrupted us.

“Nathan?” Linda’s voice, carefully professional despite everything. “There’s someone at the door.”

“Who?”

“She says she’s—” Linda paused. “She says she’s Helena Crawford. Isabelle and Victoria’s mother.”

Catherine stiffened in my arms. We exchanged a look—surprise, concern, curiosity.

“Send her in.”

The woman who entered the study was undeniably a Crawford. The same bone structure as the twins, the same green eyes, the same auburn hair—though hers had faded to elegant strawberry-silver. She was 5’9”, refined and poised, wearing clothes that whispered wealth without shouting it.

She took in the scene without comment—Catherine on my lap, clearly pregnant, clearly comfortable. Her knowing smile suggested nothing surprised her.

“Hello,” she said. “I’m Helena. My daughters speak very highly of you.”

“Mrs. Crawford.” Catherine extracted herself from my lap, smoothing her dress. “This is unexpected.”

“Please, call me Helena. And yes, I imagine it is.” Her green eyes—the same green as her daughters’—swept the room with assessment. “Both my girls are pregnant by the same man. Isabelle just called to tell me she’d finally conceived. Victoria’s been sending me ultrasound photos for weeks. I thought perhaps it was time to see this remarkable inn for myself.”

“You’re welcome to visit,” I said carefully. “Though I should be clear about the nature of—”

“Oh, I know exactly what this place is.” Helena’s smile held secrets. “I knew Margot, you see. Years ago. She told me about her vision for Willow Creek, though I never imagined my daughters would become clients.” She paused, her expression shifting to something more complicated. “Or that I might be curious myself.”

The implication hung in the air.

“You’re here as a potential guest?” Linda asked, her professional instincts kicking in.

“I’m here as a mother, first. To see for myself that my daughters are happy and healthy.” Helena’s green eyes found mine. “But I’m also a widow of five years. Fifty-eight years old with empty-nest syndrome and more money than purpose. I’ve been watching my daughters find something that looks remarkably like joy in a most unconventional situation.”

“And you want to understand it?”

“I want to experience it.” The words were deliberate. “Not necessarily in the same way my daughters have. But something. Something more than the lonely routine my life has become.”

Catherine and I exchanged another look. The household was growing again. The hierarchy was shifting. And now the mother of two of our members was asking to join—in some capacity.

“Why don’t we discuss this over dinner,” I said. “You can meet the rest of the family.”

“Family.” Helena tested the word, the same way the Countess had. “That’s what this is, isn’t it? Not just an inn. Not just a fertility service. A family.”

“It’s becoming one.”

“How remarkable.” She smiled, and for a moment, I saw both her daughters in her expression. “I’ve raised two children, buried a husband, managed estates and expectations my entire life. But I’ve never seen anything quite like what you seem to have built here.”

“It built itself, mostly.”

“The best things do.” She extended her hand. “Well then, Nathan Brooks. Show me this family my daughters have joined. I find myself unexpectedly eager to understand it.”

I shook her hand, feeling the weight of another complication, another possibility, another chapter beginning.

Behind us, Catherine caught my eye and mouthed: “This should be interesting.”

That was one word for it.

The household had grown by two confirmed pregnancies, one probable, and now a curious mother-of-twins who may have had her own agenda.

But as I led Helena Crawford through the inn—introducing her to Sofia and her legendary curves, to Linda and her newly soft edges, to the Countess and Dr. Tanaka and Astrid and finally to her own pregnant daughter Isabelle—I realized something.

This was exactly what Aunt Margot had intended.

Not just a fertility inn. Not just a breeding ground for wealthy women.

A family. Unconventional, complicated, constantly growing.

And I was at the center of it.

Helena raised her wine glass across the dinner table, those knowing green eyes holding mine.

“To new beginnings,” she said. “And to whatever comes next.”


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.
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