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Chapter One

A Strange Interview

◆◆◆

They quarreled, adding to my tension. The girls sitting beside me, a row of interviewees, flinched as her words cut harshly into her son. 


“I don’t like any of the girls you’ve introduced, Mom. This is not your concern. Showing up to my office whenever you like is not how I will find a surrogate.” 


“I’m trying to help you avoid using a slut, Victor.” 


“You’re not helping at all, and that’s insulting. Please leave. When a suitable candidate is selected, I’ll let you know, and you might get to meet her if you behave properly.” 


“You make it sound like you’re shopping for a uterus, son. You won’t find a wife that way.” 


“I’m not looking for a wife.” 


“No, just a paid slut to deliver your child. I don’t know what to say.” 


“It’s time you left, Mom.” 


Six of us girls sat in the outer office, all model tens, every one of college age. I couldn’t believe the outer office personal assistant didn’t close the door to avoid embarrassment. 


Did she wink at me? 


She wants us to hear them quarreling. 


A smartly dressed woman in her sixties strode out of her son Victor’s office, looking irked. Her head snapped in our direction, and discerning eyes examined the line of girls waiting to be interviewed, each hoping to become Victor’s uterus for hire, an up to twelve-month contract with a further year after that if an alternate breastfeeder wasn’t found. 


I watched Victor’s mother express disdain for each candidate as her eyes sought out a future daughter-in-law, but her brain saw only sluts for surrogacy hire. I got a slight flicker of hope in two raised eyebrows, but I wasn’t here for her pleasure and didn’t much care for her insults. 


“Send in the first lady, please, Sarah.” 


The personal assistant studied profile pictures on her desk and pointed a pencil at the girl beside me. 


“You… Carla, isn’t it?” 


“Yes, ma’am.” 


“In you go.” 


I’d arrived first, but it seemed Sarah had an arbitrary approach to feeding in the sluts who responded to Victor’s advertisement. It appeared on social media groups at Columbia College. A billionaire businessman sought a surrogate of the highest intellect and beauty. 


We all have an IQ over one hundred and fifty. 


We all passed the beauty test. 


He’ll never pick me. 


I had a mild bout of imposter syndrome, suppressing it because I wasn’t desperate for money. My dating pool was impressive, although I hadn’t put myself out there and was never really attracted to anyone. 


I had an understanding boyfriend, the only man who’d ever fucked me, but we hadn’t reached that knee-buckling moment where love was confirmed.  


Why the fuck am I doing this? 


Come on, Amy. This is the best way to secure your lineage as well. 


“Next.” 


Jesus, I’m last in. He’s sure to have made up his mind by now. 


She’s sending me last. Sarah fucking hates me. What did I do wrong? 


I stared at her, and suddenly, my fight response kicked in. If this didn’t work out, so what? I was set to become top of my Ivy League Law school class. 


“You’re next, Amy.” 


“Thank you.” 


She called me by name. 


She fucking smiled at me. 


“Good luck, sweetheart.” 


 Good luck? Jesus, I misjudged you. What’s going on? 


“Thank you, Sarah.” 


I got a cute smile as I passed her by, closing Victor’s office door behind me. 


His office felt cool, smelled faintly of vanilla, and was grand, with a beautiful, highly polished wooden parquet floor. I shucked off my heels, picked them up, and strolled toward Victor’s ancient ebony wooden desk, admiring a Van Gogh. 


“You’re very tall, Amy.” 


“Six feet. I’m two inches shorter than you without heels.” 


“What heels will you wear when we are together?” 


“I thought mostly, I’d be naked. If you’d like me to wear heels in bed, I can do that with pleasure.” 


“No dinners or evenings out together, then?” 


“I’d be surprised if you wanted me on your arm for that.” 


“Why not? Are you ashamed to be seen with a man in his late thirties?” 


“No, but I figured you’d want me kept away from the paparazzi and especially your Mom.” 


He smiled, studying me carefully. I’d been photographed by a professional, tastefully naked as all the girls had, so Victor had plenty of time to admire me before the interview. 


I saw a handsome man with a gorgeous, thick mop of jet-black hair. His eyes pierced my soul, twinkling like stars at night. He wore a gentle expression, smiling often, disarming me. 


“You’re a beautiful woman.” 


“You are a gorgeous man, Victor. I love a rugged chin with dimpled cheeks. The gym must be your hidden mistress.” 


“I start at 6 a.m. And do two hours a day plus another half hour of swimming. How about you?” 


“I manage an hour and a half, mostly just before midnight, but you knew that from my profile.” 


“College schedules are punishing, right?” 


“Yes. It’s hectic, but I’m able to contain the stress.” 


He eyeballed me affectionately, absorbing every curve, pausing to enjoy my pert breasts, long blonde hair, bright blue eyes, and silken legs showing from my knee under a black pencil skirt. 


“You wore the longest skirt, best fitting blouse, and without showing more cleavage than would be decent when visiting my mother.” 


“Will we visit your mother often?” 


“Would you like to?” 


“Would you like me to?” 


“I could do this for hours, Amy.” 


“Do what, Victor?” 


“Play mental chess with you. Your wit, charm, and intellect are a delight.” 


“If we played real chess, I’d beat you.” 


“Is that because you believe yourself to be of higher intellect?” 


“No. It’s because my father taught me to play from age three. You and I have the same IQ. I saw nothing in your profiles about chess as a hobby.” 


“You did your research?” 


 “I did. You prefer adrenaline sports, most worryingly, free climbing.” 


“Why does that worry you?” 


“I’d rather my child not become orphaned because you took unnecessary risks.” 


“Would you prefer I strike free climbing from my hobby list?” 


“I would. I wish you a long and healthy life with nothing but success.” 


“Why bother about me if you are simply a uterus for hire?” 


“I want my child to be the best possible successor to a billionaire and that he or she has a father who lives a long and happy life.” 


“Does that matter to you, Amy?” 


“Much more than the money does. When I succeed in this role, my DNA goes forward in the human story with every possible life advantage.” 


“You sound tough. I read somewhere that you did a lot of charity work.” 


“Yes, but having a kind heart for others doesn’t prevent me from wanting the best for my offspring.” 


“So… how do I measure up in your analysis?” 


“I’m here, Victor, and very keen to copulate and be inseminated by you.” 


“Do you want the job right away, or is there a cooling-off period that was allowable in the contract?” 


“My ovulation starts in three days, so you can clear the desk now if you wish.” 


“Wow, Amy. You are an imposing young woman.” 


“My boyfriend believes so.” 


“I read about him. You were the only girl who answered that question. Everyone else said they had no guy or chose not to answer.” 


“I am honest in all things. It avoids problems no matter how hurtful they feel at the time.” 


“What does your boyfriend think about me fucking you?” 


“He’s accepted that I’m off limits to him sexually. It probably means we’ll break up very soon.” 


“Why?” 


“I don’t want a husband who will let other men fuck me.” 


“Isn’t that a little harsh, considering this is your idea?” 


“I don’t think so. We both had a choice, and I wanted this opportunity to deliver you a child; he could easily have said no, and I wouldn’t be here.” 


“Would you like to call him one last time to confirm?” 


“If it eases your mind, Victor, I will.” 


Justin was a cool boyfriend, but when it came to it, I didn’t think we could last the journey. He’d reacted nonchalantly when I suggested applying to be Victor’s surrogate. 


I set my cell phone to speaker and called my boyfriend. 


“Hi, Amy. How did it go?” 


“Hi, sweetheart. I’m with Victor right now. I think it’s going well.” 


“Why are you calling? Is there something you need?” 


“It’s a last chance for you to veto this, honey. I won’t mind if you say me fucking Victor and having his baby isn’t going to work for us.” 


“I’m fine with your decision, Amy. I have no hang-ups about you being with Victor.” 


“Remember, we can’t sleep together for at least a year, Justin.” 


“We’ve been through all of this, Amy. Go for it, sweetheart.” 


“Okay honey, bye.” 


I felt a little embarrassed that my boyfriend considered me of such little value that he would allow my infidelity so easily. There was a profoundly taboo reason that Justin and I hadn’t discussed yet. 


Victor seemed shocked but still very enthusiastic to pursue me. I was surprised, thinking that having a boyfriend might have been more of a concern. 


“Amy, would you mind explaining why he’s so ready and willing to let me sleep with you?” 


“Umm… that wasn’t a question in the profile.” 


“If you don’t want to answer, I’ll understand.” 


My heart pounded, and my palms went icy cold as the blood drained into my legs, urging me to leap up and pursue a rapid escape barefoot through the office, down thirty floors, and out of Victor’s building. 


“He regularly sleeps with another woman.” 


“What the fuck?” 


“I know. I can’t compete with that, so I won’t.” 


“How long have you known?” 


“I found out the week before applying to be your surrogate.” 


“And that’s when you guys stopped sleeping together?” 


“Yes. He said Claire is in the past, but I know that’s not true. My instinct tells me he’s happy to move on without a fuss, and I shall, leaving him to pursue his true love.” 


“It’s not fair.” 


“It’s none of my business.” 


“So you’ll move on to me?” 


“Absolutely not, Victor. I understood this to be a surrogacy deal. I’m not considering you as boyfriend material at all.” 


“Okay, that’s honest and consistent with my advertisement.” 


I was turned on and hoped Victor might fuck me across his desk if I were chosen. I’d lasted in the interview far longer than any other girl and was pretty sure I’d grabbed his attention. 


“Will we just fuck, or would you stay the night in my bed, Amy?” 


“Your advertisement said those terms would be discussed if I pass the interview.” 


“You have passed the interview, Amy. You succeeded when you removed your heels when entering my office.” 


“I don’t want to scratch your beautiful wood floor.” 


“That tells me you are respectful and value expensive, beautiful things.” 


We had a moment of extreme sexual tension. My submissive nature loved mutual respect. I wanted to be a good girl. 


“Are you respectful, Victor?” 


“I believe so, Amy. Perhaps you would like to find that out for yourself?” 


“I really would, but only as your surrogate. That’s clear, right?” 


“Yes. My terms are that you will move into my home and access everything I own as though it were yours. We have sex when you and my doctor say it is optimum based on your cycle.” 


“Where does that happen?” 


“We fuck in my bed or any place of your choosing.” 


“I have a lot of choice, it seems.” 


“You’ll have a car and driver to take you to and from college. The signing bonus is fifty thousand dollars, your allowance is twenty thousand per month, two hundred grand more when pregnancy is confirmed, and a million on the successful delivery of our baby.” 


“What are our sleeping arrangements? There was no mention of that in the advertisement.” 


“You have a room of your own. If you feel like having sex, wake me up anytime, and I will oblige. If I have business trips, they will be scheduled around your priorities, and you can accompany me if you wish.” 


“Will you always be home when I ovulate, Victor?” 


“Yes, all day for each ovulation.” 


“And do you expect to fuck me outside the window of opportunity?” 


“That’s your choice entirely.” 


“Will we go anywhere nice on your trips?” 


“I spend time in London and Florence, where my headquarters are based for all European operations.” 


The discussion concerning my impregnation aroused me. Although transactional, the thoughts of being defiled night after night in a billionaire’s bed turned me on. 


“I don’t have to sleep with you when I don’t want to?” 


“Not sleep, no.” 


“We’ll fuck, and then I leave with my womb full of your seed.” 


“Yes, it’s a rather raw way to describe it.” 


“But very accurate, I think?” 


“Yes.” 


“For the record, Victor, I’m looking forward to fucking you a lot.” 


“I can’t wait either, Amy.” 


“You don’t have to.” 


“You mean right here, right now?” 


“It’s your choice, Victor. So long as you sign my contract, this pussy is yours to fuck today.” 


“That’s slutty.” 


“Do you like a girl’s hidden slut, Victor?” 


“Yes. Very much. I like good girls who turn into bedroom whores.” 


“I can do that for you. I can be very good and bad almost simultaneously. We must have passion, or our baby will not flourish.” 


“Stopping short of love?” 


“Yes, Victor, that would be disastrous for both of us.” 


“Here is not the place for our first time, though, Amy. Perhaps I can have you collected from home with your things, and you spend the day settling into your new home for the next year.” 


“That’s perfect.” 


Victor stood up, and I saw an enormous cock wrapping itself around inside his pants, almost reaching past his waist. I stood and waited for his embrace that I knew would come. 


When Victor held me in his arms, I sizzled and tingled all over. I saw passion burning in his eyes. His cock poked my belly, and I pressed back harder, welcoming it. 


“That is a much bigger cock than my boyfriend’s. You’ll find it feels very snug inside my pussy.” 


“Your application said Justin was your only ever man.” 


“Yes, we fucked a great deal, but his was the only cock I ever enjoyed, sucking or fucking. He was six and a half inches long when measured from the balls.” 


“I’m ten inches long.” 


“Yes. As I said, if Justin found me tight inside, I’m sure you will.” 


I reached down and slid my hand into his crotch, gripping Victor’s massive cock, squeezing it hard. He whimpered, his eyes softened, and my new boss looked ready to cum in seconds. 


“With my cycle being what it is, you may catch me pregnant in a matter of days. When I miss my period, what happens then?” 


“How frequently or even if you choose to fuck me is entirely your decision, Amy.” 


“Will you fuck other girls while I’m working for you?” 


“I hadn’t considered that.” 


“You probably should think it through. It might sway my decision.” 


We didn’t kiss, although I wanted to, but I got an excellent feel of his cock, knowing it wouldn’t fit easily inside my pussy. Victor’s thick shaft would take two hands to wank him off, and deep-throating would be a massive challenge. 


Thinking about our first fuck further engorged my trembling pussy lips that leaked a tiny rivulet of my shame from the thin gusset I wish I’d rethought. The errant bead of my arousal zig-zagged down my thigh, stopping a few inches down a thigh.  


You didn’t plan on getting turned on, babes. 


His cock is fucking enormous. 


Can he want to fuck me after I’m pregnant? 


“Do you have any questions for me, Amy?” 


“Can I ask anything I want to?” 


“Yes, but I may not answer.” 


“Okay, that’s fair. I want to know why you need to do this.” 


“Do you mean why I don’t get married and have a family?” 


“Yes.” 


“Too many broken relationships and lost loves. I can’t take chances with having no heir or a wife that leaves me, taking the kids. Maybe I’ll find love when my child grows up, but we won’t have children.” 


“The fruit of our union is your one shot at having an heir, then?” 


“Yes, very succinctly put.” 


“What if we have a daughter?” 


“I have no preference of gender. A healthy baby is all I ask. A child to love, nurture and support their journey through life.” 


I felt sad for Victor, not because he had no love, but because he’d stopped looking for it. I didn’t pursue the matter further, not wishing to cross the line between surrogate and lover. 


“Sarah will give you the signed contract on your way out. She’ll also arrange a driver and help pack your things.” 


“Have you already signed my contract?” 


“Of course, Amy. The other ladies were set up and queued to create a sense of occasion for your benefit.” 


I felt surprised but didn’t show Victor. At twenty-one years old, I was inexperienced but far from naive. I’d never have guessed the interview lineup was a charade to get me on edge. 


Sarah shook my hand, smiled, and almost hugged me outside his office. 


“I’m so pleased Victor chose you, Amy.” 


 “Why?” 


“Yours was the only profile that appealed to me. We all love Victor so much and want him to find happiness.” 


“Through having a child?” 


“Yes, of course. He’s been through hell in the dating game. So many gold-digging whores.” 


“I can imagine his wealth is a barrier.” 


“It is.” 


Sarah handed me a signed contract, which I checked and counter-signed as the surrogate. I’d already been through the proposal and had no issues with it. 


“When will you ovulate, Amy?” 


“In the next few days.” 


“That’s perfect. I wish you both a very happy time in bed.” 


She raised a hand, summoning a smartly suited man who beckoned me to follow. 


“I’m Greg. I’ll be your driver day and night, wherever you want to go. I’m told we’re collecting your belongings first?” 


“Yes, please.” 


He whisked me downstairs, through a VIP turnstile, then out to a black Mercedes Maybach with a rear seat that was more comfortable than any I’d sat in. 


“I’ll help you pack, Amy.” 


“I already packed because it said I should be ready to leave immediately on the interview call forward letter.” 


“You’ve been all anyone talks about lately.” 


“Who’s talking about me?” 


“The household staff are excited. They have been cleaning and preparing your room. Chef even scoured social media looking for your favorite restaurants and dishes.” 


“I don’t go out much, but that’s very flattering. How long have you been expecting me?” 


“Two weeks ago, Victor gathered everyone together and was emphatic that you must be made to feel welcome and enjoy your stay.” 


“Do you know why I’m staying with Victor, Greg?” 


“To be his surrogate for a child.” 


“Yes, but don’t any of you find that disgraceful?” 


“Not at all. We will love a child in the house. Your baby will be treasured so much, even by Victor’s mother, when her hard shell is cracked off.” 


I settled back, feeling gratified. My self-esteem lifted a few notches with the knowledge that I was very much desired and welcomed in Victor’s home. 


My nerves still jangled at the thought of our first night, Victor’s enormous cock, and my role in gestating his baby. He’d done everything possible to settle my nerves, and that endeared my employer to me. 


At my apartment, I stared at the window and saw Justin waving, grinning from ear to ear. I asked Greg to wait outside, knowing an awkward moment faced me. 


Inside my apartment, I saw my cases were ready to go as I’d left them, with another set beside them. 


“You’re leaving, Justin?” 


“We both know it’s over between us, Amy. We had a great run, but it’s not love, right?” 


“No.” 


“Your choice gives us both an opportunity to move on.” 


“Where are you going, Justin?” 


“I’ll stay at my sister’s place. I left your key on the door hook.” 


I studied my boyfriend, pleased he’d decided to move on. It was inevitable because although passion had fired sporadically between us, true love hadn’t. 


“Can I ask you something, Justin, strictly between you and I?” 


“You don’t need to Amy. I know you figured out about Claire and me. I’m sorry I couldn’t be honest about my sister, but it’s illegal for us to be together.” 


“How long have you loved her?” 


“All my life, but we only began sleeping together a couple of years ago when she turned twenty-one. We can’t keep our hands off one another.” 


“The heart wants what the heart wants, babe.” 


We hugged, and he left my apartment with his worldly belongings in a suitcase and a rucksack. I looked around my home and saw that Justin had meant nothing to my life because everything was as it always had been. 


He didn’t love me. 


Can anyone? 


I felt unsure of myself, tracking back through our relationship, figuring out what it was rather than what it wasn’t. Justin had arrived in my life seeking cover from an incestuous love affair.  


He’d obviously continued fucking Claire after we hooked up, and when I found out, we abstained, although Justin didn’t know I’d seen messages on his phone that were nothing like a typical sibling relationship. 


It wasn’t love.  


I wanted to cry because sadness swept over me like a gloomy blanket as a door closed. A sound at my front door grabbed my attention, and I turned, seeing Greg lift my cases. 


“The young gentleman said you were ready.” 


“I am.” 


Greg left, and I took one final look around my apartment. Three bedrooms in Manhattan weren’t cheap, but my parents died when I was young, leaving their fortune to me. 


A fresh start, no boyfriend, and no more children after this one with Victor left me free and clear to pursue a career in law. 



Chapter Two

A Warm Welcome

◆◆◆

Victor’s home was a grand place in New York’s Upper East Side, around twenty minutes from my apartment in heavy traffic. It would be half that had the roads been empty. 


I noticed Henry Flick’s Mansion on 70th and Fifth shortly before we turned into Victor’s driveway, passing by the still opening, massive decorative wrought iron gates, and a security post with three armed guards. 


“It’s a gilded mansion, Greg. One of the finest examples.” 


“Victor’s home was built in 1881 with forty-five bedrooms, an art gallery, ballroom, an indoor swimming pool, concealed garage, and underground rail line to bring in heating coal.” 


“It’s so beautiful. The gardens are exquisite, like a manicured ornamental paradise of trees, grass, and pruned hedging.” 


Victor’s palatial home had a bowed front facade, with more windows than a flat design would achieve. It allowed more light to flood inside the house. White marble pillars were set equidistant across the facade, with stone-carved lintels bearing lions, unicorns, and brocade above them. 


Greg parked in front of five stone steps leading to an ancient, solid wooden door with a huge brass lion knocker. Three staff ran out of the front door, looking excited, trying desperately to see me through heavily tinted windows. 


“You’ll be a fascination at least for a few days, Amy.” 


“I’ve never seen such a beautiful home.” 


“It’s equally lavish inside, although thoroughly modern.” 


“It must take an enormous effort to maintain everything.” 


“We all live on-site in generous staff quarters, so it’s a labor of love in our home.” 


“What is staff turnover like?” 


“I’ve been here twenty years, and nobody has left.” 


Two girls helped Greg unload my luggage and carry it to my bedroom somewhere upstairs, while a third, more senior woman introduced herself as Emma, leading me through the glorious house almost in silence. 


Emma was around my mother’s age, perhaps a little older. She was smartly dressed in a black and white uniform that had long and short dress options, as I saw others wearing the same. She seemed kind, smiled generously, and spoke with a slight English accent.  


“We can do a complete tour of your new home once you’re settled, Amy. Victor says you are to have the run of the place aside from his office.” 


“It’s my temporary home.” 


“But still your home, nevertheless, no?” 


“Yes, that’s true. It’s an enormous house.” 


“Victor mostly sticks to the library, gym, spa, or kitchen. There is also a cinema, games room, and conservatory, all far underused in my opinion.” 


“The hallway is as wide as a traffic lane, Emma.” 


 “This home is spacious, but your bedroom is by far the grandest.” 


“Wouldn’t Victor’s bedroom be the most luxurious?” 


“He moved out for you to enjoy his pleasure.” 


“Why?” 


“Victor wants you to be most comfortable during your stay.” 


“Emma, does everyone know why I’m here?” 


“Of course we do. You’re a surrogate to become pregnant and have a baby with Victor.” 


“You know I won’t be filling every bedroom, right?” 


She laughed, but interestingly, my observation received no response. I guessed everyone who knew of me had already written a narrative that fit their needs. 


One baby, maybe breastfeed, then leave. 


Law degree, job, enjoy working. 


I mentally ticked off my five-year life plan point by point, determined not to be seduced into Victor’s life for any longer than was appropriate to the needs of our child. 


My room was glorious, decorated with the most expensive textured fabric wallpaper depicting a jungle-clearing mural centered on a massive tree, home to a family of orangutans. 


An eighty-inch wall-mounted TV dominated the area across from a king-size bed with a heavy velvet-covered headboard. 


“All of your bedding is brand new and one thousand thread count Egyptian cotton, which is changed daily.” 


“Daily? You mean the duvet covers as well?” 


“Yes, and the room is cleaned twice daily. Towels are changed within half an hour of you bathing.” 


“How will you know when I bathe?” 


“If a bath is run or you use the shower, housekeeping is notified by a simple sensor system on our plumbing. We wait a reasonable amount of time for you to enjoy bathing, then knock on the door and offer to change the towels.” 


I stared at a painting on the wall, riveted to the spot in utter shock. I knew a Rembrandt when I saw one, just not whether it was a copy. 


“Wow. Is the art in this room original?” 


“Everything in this house is original, Amy. Including you.” 


I spun barefoot, eyeing every nook, cranny, and furniture piece. Emma helped me unpack and hang my clothes, storing everything where I wanted it. 


“I’ll leave you to figure out how to connect your phone to Bluetooth and play music. Victor also asked that you use this phone for any calls you wish. His number is programmed in.” 


Emma handed me a brand-new Samsung Fold and a list of WiFi passwords. 


“Do you have any questions, Amy?” 


 “Yes, umm… when, err… how will Victor, umm-.” 


“Where and when is your choice, Amy. Victor was adamant on that detail.” 


“But how will I reach him?” 


“You must summon your lover using this pager. He’ll be on standby to make love any time you call.” 


“Oh my… we’re not making love, Emma.” 


“No, dear, but it sounds much nicer than me saying he will fuck you.” 


I’m not sure I agree, but hey-ho. 


Emma left me alone, and I explored the room. A wide balcony the length of my room with a metal dining table and two chairs overlooked an expansive lawned garden to the rear, and I noticed there was zero road noise when the entry doors were shut. 


My bathroom was almost a spa with a two-person hot tub, an enormous black slate-walled wet room, a double-size rainfall shower, and two sinks. Where the slate ended, glass partitions and marble floors took over, sealing the space on three sides. 


I felt excited and ran, then dove onto the bed, rolling in its luxurious bedding that felt ultra smooth. I noticed a Sub-Zero fridge, so I opened it and saw every fruit juice, smoothie, and soda drink ever invented neatly lined up in rows. 


There was no alcohol, but I preferred it that way, an appropriate reminder that my role in Victor’s household was to get pregnant, not party. 


I was startled by a knock at my door. 


“Come in, please.” 


“Hello, Amy. Are you settled?” 


“Hello, Victor. This is the most incredible bedroom I’ve ever seen. Emma tells me it was yours.” 


“I moved out a week ago and had the room deep cleaned, new bedding purchased, and every luxury soap, bath oil, natural sponge, and calming scent I could find.” 


“Who shopped for all that?” 


“I did, of course. I want you to be comfortable and have a joyous pregnancy. It’s important that I work hard to make you comfortable.” 


“Ah, for the sake of our baby?” 


“No, for your pleasure. I shall want to describe you and our pregnancy favorably in every regard to our child.” 


“He or she and I will never meet.” 


“They will still be our offspring, and I feel it’s important they know what a delight and wonder their mother is.” 


“Yes, that’s true.” 


I pointed at the Orangutan and smiled. 


“The scene is beautiful. I have jungle ambient playlists on my phone to fall asleep to. Did you know that orangutans can sign and communicate with humans?” 


“I did not, Amy. However, I do know that their babies learn everything in life from their mothers.” 


I wasn’t sure how to process that comment. It occurred to me there might be a hidden message, but equally, his meaning might be harmless. My role in Victor’s household was clear about him not wanting a long-term relationship, which suited me perfectly. 


My phone pinged, and I checked messages. Seventy thousand dollars had been deposited into my current account. I glanced at Victor, who grinned wryly. 


“It’s your signing fee and first month.” 


“Thank you.” 


“No appreciation is required. It wouldn’t matter how much I did for you; your service to me is a far greater gift.” 


“Whe-.” 


He pressed a finger to his lips and prayed my silence with a furrowed brow. 


“Shall we dine together this evening, Amy? Perhaps become familiar and comfortable with one another?” 


“Are we going out?” 


“I thought perhaps we could eat here. I have a private dining area on the roof, and it will be a clear, warm evening.” 


“I have a formal outfit. It would be nice to wear a dress that won’t fit in a few months.” 


“I believe Chef has Italian Porchetta planned for your arrival dinner. He might carve me up if we dine elsewhere.” 


“Oh my… I like him already.” 


“Would you enjoy a glass of wine this evening, Amy?” 


“I’m not sure if that is wise.” 


“You aren’t pregnant yet, darling.” 


“Then yes, please, one glass can’t harm.” 


I sat on my bed, watching Victor examine the room he’d slept in for years. I yearned to fuck him right away, with thoughts flowing through my mind of my lewd behavior and the prospects of my next ovulation becoming a productive pregnancy. 


He’s also got an enormous cock. 


What girl wouldn’t want to slide up and down that? 


“Are you looking forward to me fucking you, Amy?” 


“Very much.” 


“May I ask why, please?” 


“You are attracted to me, which means your body chemistry approves and is signaling that using pheromones.” 


“Are you saying we have chemistry?” 


“Certainly Victor. The fact your cock is so hard whenever we are together means the scent I give you, a combination of my pheromones and the mild dampness of my pussy, is having the effect Mother Nature intended.” 


“We’re animals in lust then?” 


“More than that. I approve of you as a man, handsome and with great character. You are a meaningful and capable mate for my nest. You tick every box.” 


“And yet it will become my nest.” 


“Yes, of course… my point wa-.” 


“Your point is well made, Amy. I’m sorry if my comment was thoughtless. I feel the same way about you. Your wit, charm, and incisive intellect captivate me. I am… mmm, fascinated by you.” 


“As you suggested, that bodes well for our child being happy throughout its life. That we like each other and enjoy our pregnancy is important. I see that now.” 


“Did you see that before I mentioned it?” 


“No.” 


Victor sat beside me, slid a hand over mine, and squeezed tightly. He felt excited, infecting me with the trembling sensation of a first date. In every version of this first discussion about sex scenario that I had imagined, this was not how it played out. 


“What’s on your mind, Amy?” 


“I feel confused about this surrogacy.” 


“Why?” 


“I thought the transactional nature of your advertisement was simplistic and that feelings would not be relevant.” 


“Have you caught feelings for me?” 


“No. I don’t mean feelings of love. I’m referring to my level of arousal, desire to fuck you, and the dark, taboo elements of what game we are playing out.” 


“You didn’t expect there to be intellectual foreplay?” 


“No. I also hadn’t anticipated that fucking you might be enjoyable.” 


“You only considered the pregnancy aspect?” 


“Yes, Victor, and that’s still all I am considering as the foundation of our relationship, but now, I feel the road in front might be far more enjoyable.” 


“I think this should be the best time of our lives, Amy. We should enjoy creating our baby, then move on as friends at the end.” 


“Yes.” 


“I also have questions about the act of sex.” 


“Do share with me, please, Victor. I am very open on the subject and not at all embarrassed.” 


“I enjoy oral sex. I realize that won’t help deliver our contract, but I hope you’ll consider it.” 


The thoughts of cramming ten inches of Victor’s cock down my throat thoroughly appealed, and I glanced into his crotch, seeing the same cock monster that had arisen and suggested its enormity early in the day. 


“Yours is a very big cock to suck, Victor.” 


“I didn’t mean for you to perform fellatio, my dear.” 


“Oh… Oh my, I’m sorry… you mean Cunnilingus?” 


“Yes. I love giving tongue, Amy.” 


“Wow. You’ll get no complaints from me. You’ll be the first.” 


 “Really?” 


“Justin didn’t like the idea of going down on me.” 


“Did you suck his cock?” 


“Yes, frequently. He was very insistent when I got my period.” 


“Hmm.” 


“You can tell me what you think of that, Victor. Justin has already left, and we split up. It was expected.” 


“I’d rather not say anything about Justin. Sometimes, it’s best to turn the page and move on.” 


“I agree.” 


He wanted me and stroked the back of my hand with trembling fingers. I felt lifted into a bubble. I hadn’t been so turned on before and needed to shower before we dined, knowing that later, my pussy was on the menu. 


“I love going down on a girl, Amy. It’s not just the flavor at the moment when you orgasm in my mouth. I love the sticky, sweet veneer that covers a woman’s swollen labia.” 


“Do you enjoy pubic hair or having a pussy that’s completely shaven?” 


“I prefer a woman to choose. That’s where power lies. I can get you off, regardless of how you groom your pussy. In that moment, the orgasm is about you, not me.” 


Which one of us has the power, I wonder. 


“You make a compelling case for me to slip my panties off right now and enjoy your tongue plowing up and down my creamy slit.” 


“I could, but wouldn’t you rather wait until a frisson of excitement sweeps you away?” 


“I’m almost there. I feel fucking horny that you want me so much. I can’t explain it.” 


“It is your choice, Amy.” 


The sexual tension between us was incredibly validating for me. I wanted my pussy licked by a billionaire, imagining him inspecting his purchase by taste, smell, sight, and touch. I wriggled uncomfortably, growing wetter by the minute. 


Something drilled a hole through my psyche. A question I must ask, hoping an answer might be forthcoming. 


“Are you submissive, Victor?” 


“You’ll discover what I am in time, Amy. It’s probably better that way.” 


“If you want to avoid me squatting down on your face right now, you should probably leave.” 


“As you wish, my dear.” 


His lips brushed against mine, and my pussy soaked the lace fabric of my panties, having first layered my gusset until that was drenched. A fire surged through my body, blocking all resistance and knocking down any final inhibitions that lingered in the morality center of my brain. 


Victor’s tongue wasn’t forthcoming, so I went on the hunt, flickering mine gently past sizzling lips into his mouth. When we touched, it felt like electric whips entwining, tangling together, forming a lightning bolt that sent shivers down my spine. 


“Wow.” 


“Yeah… that was my best first kiss ever, Amy.” 


I opened my eyes slowly, feeling a maelstrom of emotions taking me on a journey. My body wanted, no, needed to be fucked by Victor, but I wanted to wait, torment myself by imagining how much his cock would stretch my pussy wide. 


“What time is dinner please?” 


“Does 7:30 suit you?” 


“Yes.” 


After Victor left, I whipped off my panties, sniffing them out of curiosity. I smelled hormonal and knew in a few days, the creamy mess between my legs would grow to an excess during ovulation. 


I inspected the cream-coated gusset, marveling at the effect Victor and our tryst had on my body. 


It’s not because of him specifically. The situation is arousing you. 


There is an immense slutty context to this. 


And he’s a fucking billionaire renting your uterus. 


I’d toyed with my clitoris many times over the past weeks, considering the advertisement Victor left at my University. Some girls piled in, applying immediately; others snorted condescendingly at the notice, declaring any respondee must be a slut. 


I masturbated frequently, imagining the fantasy attached to Victor’s request. My mind focused on my slutty tendency and a desire to be used, fucked endlessly until we stood together in the delivery room. 


At home that first evening after Victor’s advertisement was pinned on every University notice board and before Justin came home, I slipped out of my clothes and lay on our bed, spreading my legs wide open. 


The aroma of my arousal overwhelmed me as I read the advertisement while dragging my solid, oversized, swollen, creamy clitoris from side to side, reeling in tumultuous pleasure, trembling vigorously while moaning whoreishly. 


My finger hadn’t been enough, so I grabbed a six-inch long, pink rabbit dildo from the nightstand drawer and devoured it deep inside my throbbing cunt, desperate for Victor’s imagined cock. 


I stood up and paced Victor’s bedroom, shaking those memories from my head. I slipped out of my clothes, piling everything in a laundry basket before stepping into the shower. The warm rain cascading on my neck, shoulders, and back sent me to my apartment bedroom, reimagining the dildo I desperately needed right now. 


I parted the clitoris tickler twin latex prongs with my forefinger, making sure they pressed hard from either side against my swollen pearl. 


I turned up the vibration on both to the maximum, with the cock buried deep inside my hole and clitoris tickler, flicking my slick, engorged bean. I remembered the electric power that fucked my hole, arching my back and tingling my spine, eliciting butterflies that shimmered free from my womb, rippling joy deep in every muscle, spasming my sinews as they overstretched. 


Out of necessity, I turned the shower to icy cold, dismissing the arousal that had wreaked havoc through my body and mind. I couldn’t erase the memory of my orgasm, finally confessing something awful to myself. 


“My best orgasms were on the end of a latex cock.” 


I yelled my truth aloud, grimaced about it, and then cried for lost opportunity and a litany of bad choices. I was a desirable and beautiful woman who threw herself at a man in love with his sister. 


And now you’re selling an embryo and loaning out your womb. 


Fucking hell, Amy. What have you done? 


What are you doing now? 


Icy cold water drenched my skin, cooling rampant emotions and returning me to my senses. I crouched on the floor, invigorated by the cold, while gaming out my life, past and present. 


Justin was a bad idea, but now the matter is resolved. 


Right now, I want a career, not love or a family. 


Victor is right for me, as I am for him. 


As I dried myself, second-guessing became easier, and I analyzed my decision tree. I was a year out from graduation, already offered many positions in top law firms, and love was something that might undo me. 


I prepared for dinner, wearing no makeup, and styled my hair, drawing it away from my face into a tight, long ponytail, making sure everything about me exuded my sexual availability to Victor. 


My black, knee-length, figure-hugging dress flowed beautifully with no visible panty line from the pink and gold Nixie panties by Agent Provocateur. 


The thin gusset won’t hold my arousal well, but I must get used to that or wear two pairs and a pad.  


I went to find Victor, who unexpectedly waited in the foyer like a boyfriend collecting me from my home. 


“You look beautiful, Amy.” 


“You do as well, Victor. I’m not sure how much longer I can contain my frisson.” 


“You must decide when and where my dear.” 


You must be a submissive man. 


But if you are, why do I feel like I’m being controlled? 


Why is everything about me, my pleasure, and my choices? 


“You’re a very complex man, Victor.” 


“Au contraire Amy. I am a straightforward man. If I want something, I ask for it. If I need something, I strive for it.” 


“I’ll unpack that later, Victor. When people say things like you just did, there are layers of meaning that often don’t occur without some thought.” 


He changed the subject masterfully, pointing at my feet. 


“I see you wore no shoes.” 


“I find socks more comfortable, especially at home.” 


“Is this your home now, Amy?” 


“It feels like it. Your staff are all excited to see me. I feel at home, and that’s all because you’ve attended to my needs so entirely.” 


“Does that make me submissive?” 


“I’m sorry I asked the question earlier. I jumped at a conclusion without sufficient evidence.” 


“Yes, perhaps a lesson learned for a lawyer at the top of her class.” 


“You know so much about me.” 


“And you, Amy, know a great deal more about me than exists in the public domain.” 


Still not enough, though. 


“Shall we dine?” 


“Yes, please, Victor.” 


“Let us away to the roof.” 


An exquisite elevator with views outside through three floor-to-ceiling panels whisked us to the rooftop, where a hive of activity ensued. Victor led me to a table laid for two with an Irish linen tablecloth embroidered with a beautiful shamrock pattern repeated throughout. 


“The porcelain dinner service is from Noritake, specifically a design from the 1970s named Nefertiti. She was Pharaoh Akhenaten’s wife.” 


“Some scholars believe she also ruled after his death in the name of Neferneferuaten. There are also many rumors and theories about her relationship with Tutankhamun.” 


“You are well-read, Amy.” 


“In many subjects, yes, I am. In life and love, not so much.” 


When Victor reached out his hand, I took it, gently entwining my fingers with his, tingling with pleasure as he smiled at me as though I were a gift from heaven. 


“This rooftop is almost like an outdoor restaurant, Victor.” 


“Our Chef is incredible, and this moment is perfect.” 


I glanced around the outdoor kitchen with its wood-burning pizza oven and charcoal grill over which a herb-stuffed, boned, and rolled suckling pig rotated, dribbling juices that sizzled on hot coals much like my pussy did. 


A wine waiter presented me with a bottle of Chateau Margot, and Victor insisted I taste it for suitability when usually the man would. I smiled; he raised an eyebrow, and I giggled. 


“I’m not judging. I’ll enjoy figuring you out.” 


“I never thought you were. I want you to be comfortable around me, Amy.” 


“Do you believe that a positive vibe will be passed on to our unborn child in my womb?” 


“Mother Nature is far more powerful than any study on this subject, and yes, I do believe your well-being and positive pre-disposition toward me will affect our child.” 


“I agree, and that is something I also want to promote. I want our baby to love you from its first spark of life.” 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


We each raised a glass, toasting our proposed union. I felt comfortable in Victor’s presence, enjoying his power and the excitement that caused with suitable apprehension for the first time a man would go down on me. 


A commotion closing in on our table drew my attention, and I saw a woman approach. 


“Is this the whore, Victor?” 


“Oh, Jesus Christ, Caprica. Who let you in?” 


“You’re my fucking brother. I can visit you anytime I want.” 


An angry woman in her early thirties wagged her accusatory finger at me. I chuckled and almost spat my wine while Victor looked embarrassed. 


Her ire was directed at me. 


“What are you laughing at?” 


“My name is Amy.” 


“I don’t fucking care about you.” 


“Then why are you here, Caprica?” 


“What do you mean?” 


“If you don’t care about me, why did you disrupt Victor’s household and barge into our delightful dinner?” 


“To voice my opinion.” 


“Are you finished now?” 


I felt supremely confident and entirely unemotional. She gawped at me, and Victor relaxed, smiling. I thought he looked somewhat impressed that I hadn’t reciprocated with anger. Caprica’s cheeks flushed bright red, and she scanned the area, noticing all eyes were on her, finally realizing she’d become a scene. 


“Do you think you’re clever, Amy?” 


“My IQ suggests that I am.” 


“Oh fuck off. You’re a gold-digging whore.” 


Victor raised his hand, and surprisingly, that simple gesture silenced his sister. He looked vexed but not angry. 


“Dear sister, Amy has inherited assets and cash value over one hundred million dollars. She is top of her class in Law, which confirms her future wealth will be immense.” 


“Why are you telling me that, brother?” 


“Amy isn’t helping me for the money. She wants to combine her DNA with mine as part of the human story.” 


I was shocked to the core. My private wealth was completely unknown to anyone. Some may guess by my apartment, but that wouldn’t get them to a near-accurate valuation as Victor had. 


“She’s still a whore.” 


“Caprica, do you love your brother?” 


“Yes, of course I do. That’s a ridiculous question.” 


“Will you love his child?” 


“Yes, of course; why?” 


“Will you enjoy telling them their mother was a whore, and that was the foundation of their existence?” 


Her eyes widened, and I saw regret writ large on her face. Not knowing the woman meant I couldn’t understand what soul-searching had happened in the dark recesses of her mean heart, but for sure, Caprica was done firing insults at me, turning and running away immediately. 


Victor raised his glass, grinning broadly while his sister fled to the elevator. 


“Bravo, Amy. I’ve never seen my sister despatched so effectively.” 


“I’m sure she’s very nice under the right circumstances.” 


“Oh, she is. Caprica is delightful when she wants an increased allowance.” 


“Shall we continue with dinner, Victor? I feel an urgent need to enjoy your head between my legs.” 


“Per your wishes, m’lady.” 



Chapter Three

First Touch In So Many Ways

◆◆◆

“Don’t worry, Victor, the arrival of a baby coinciding with my departure shortly afterward will calm stormy waters.” 


“My sister is all bark, no bite, and she never plans.” 


“And you keep her?” 


“Yes. We must always be mindful of our family’s needs.” 


“You are very generous, Victor.” 


“Do you disapprove?” 


“Not at all. I think it demonstrates a sense of honor.” 


“Do you think my sister should be more grateful?” 


“If gratitude is not in her nature, there is no point fighting the tide.” 


“How are you so wise for one of tender age, Amy?” 


“I lost my parents young and grew up with lawyers around my dining table. It’s probably why I chose law.” 


“Do you enjoy the law, Amy?” 


“I like justice. Sometimes those are the same thing.” 


 “The world can be a deceitful, unfair place. I agree.” 


“But your foundation is a shining light, Victor.” 


“I do what I can, not only for family.” 


Our starters arrived seamlessly, delivered by well-dressed, attractive male and female servers. Aside from a delicious aroma and flavor, I couldn’t remember what I’d eaten, being so captivated by Victor and his conversation.  


My senses piqued when our main courses slid on the table, and we set about enjoying the most traditional dish of old Italy. One fork gripped me with its full flavor, adding that primal human emotion of sharing a meal around the hearth. 


“What plans do you have for a career, Amy?” 


“I’d like to make a partner in a complex litigation firm before I’m thirty-five.” 


“That’s big money with lots of stress.” 


“After a few years of that, I’d like to try my hand at being CEO in a Fortune 500 company, investing my money, all the while building a foundation.” 


“With your current fortune in play and already invested, is that necessary? You have enough money to last several lifetimes.” 


“I must make my mark on this world, Victor, as a sign I passed through. I’d rather not be remembered as someone who lived on her inheritance.” 


“Our child secures your legacy as well.” 


“From a DNA point of view, my succession is assured under your care and tutelage.” 


“You are a rare treasure in many ways, Amy.” 


The porchetta melted in my mouth with an explosion of layered flavor that heightened my appreciation for Victor’s chef. The evening road noise from somewhere four stories below us was quiet enough to be ambient, almost adding to the mood. 


Who will remember me after I am gone anyway? 


Oh, stop feeling sorry for yourself. You can’t have it all. 


“What will you do for the rest of your life, Victor?” 


“I will shape a business empire for the next generation of my family and hope that wealth, health, and happiness prevail in my line of succession.” 


“Will you have more children after ours, Victor?” 


“Will you help me with that, Amy?” 


“You are such a tease.” 


He grinned, and I wondered how much of his joke held truth. Victor was very relaxed and seemed to enjoy my company. I hadn’t expected him to be so amenable, enjoyable, or to have such attentiveness for me. 


“The real problem with succession planning, Amy, is understanding whether your child is capable or desirous of taking over the reins.” 


“And what will you do if they are neither of those things?” 


“Organizing effective management, engaging expensive lawyers, oversight committees and trusts are the best way forward.” 


“Much in the same way I was raised?” 


“Yes. I’m sorry, that was thoughtless of me.” 


“You’ve considered this very carefully, Victor. My feelings on the subject are irrelevant; in any case, I’m no shrinking violet or offended by honesty.” 


“Have you thought about succession planning for your fortune, Amy?” 


“Not as much as you have, but clearly, I must.” 


He fell quiet, and I felt a tiny baby elephant enter the room. It was inobtrusive and belonged to me. I was surprised by how it ambushed our conversation. 


When Victor cleared his throat, I knew what was coming next.  


“I have to ask who you would leave your fortune to?” 


Ahh, my elephant has arrived. 


“Wow, that’s a damn good question that deserves an answer.”  


“Do you have one?” 


“Not yet, but it is something I will seriously consider.” 


What if my child with Victor is my only offspring? 


My head spun because I couldn’t fathom an answer. I was so focused on finishing University and plowing forward with a law career that I couldn’t see myself as a wife or mother. 


A feeling of selfishness nagged at the corner of my mind, and for the first time in ages, I questioned my moral compass. 


“I don’t feel like eating dessert, Victor. Is that okay?” 


“I hope I didn’t spoil your appetite.” 


“Not at all. You have offered me food for thought, but I am grateful. I’d rather not bloat myself, especially considering your kind offer to service me with your tongue.” 


He grinned, clearly already savoring the creamy juices seeping from my swollen, moist pussy lips in some taboo bed chamber of his imagination. I crossed my legs, pressing both labia together, grinding slightly to relieve my sexual tension, enjoying his expression’s hint of tawdry desire. 


“Are you comfortable in your bedroom, Amy?” 


“Very much, and I’d like us to go there after you’ve finished eating, please.” 


“Is it time for me to deliver proof to back up claims regarding my prowess in the fine art of cunnilingus?” 


“If you’d enjoy doing that, yes, please. I’m rather keen, being a first-timer and all.” 


“I’ve left plenty of room to dine on you, Amy. I do have a point-of-order question, though.” 


“Of course, please ask me anything. I feel we’re at that stage there is nothing too taboo left for us to discuss.” 


“When you orgasm, do you feel immense pressure on your urethra and Skene’s gland?” 


Okay, maybe you can shock me. 


“Oh my, Victor. Are you asking me if I squirt when I cum?” 


I giggled and reached for Victor’s hand, squeezing his fingers tightly. I’d had more arousing and sexually explicit conversations about sex with Victor than any man, even before he fucked me. 


“Yes, I am asking precisely that, Amy. Is there a tsunami of love involved with your orgasms?” 


“Don’t worry, I’ll suppress it.” 


“I’d rather you didn’t.” 


“W-wh-what?” 


“I said I’d rather you didn’t suppress your orgasm. I rather enjoy the uncontrolled delicious flow of a woman in rapture.” 


“You mea-?” 


“Every last drop. Yes, please.” 


He nodded while my expression contorted into a lewd, tawdry version of my usual, calm self. I repeatedly pulled on my bottom lip, furrowed my brow, and sizzled like butter skimming a hot skillet. 


I couldn’t believe a man was asking me to squirt unicorn pee into his mouth. My head bowed, and I breathed in deeply. The frisson of excitement Victor had joked about earlier burned me with intense arousal surging through every inch of my body, warming me until I glowed like a full moon. 


“I feel a tickle in my womb. Listening to our conversation, playing it back, and imagining you sinking to your knees-.” 


“And peeling your engorged pussy lips apart for my tongue to enjoy.” 


Yes… oh, please, god, stop. I’m trembling with excitement, Victor.” 


“I feel precisely the same way. There is no chance I can hide my arousal on the way to the elevator.” 


“Neither should you. That cock is far too big to squash or hide.” 


“I’ll hold a napkin strategically.” 


“Can we leave now, please? I’m fucking desperate for you to fuck me.” 


“Yes, of course, Amy.” 


Victor held my hand as though we were on a date, which I guessed, in a very abstract sense, we were. I was a sure thing as far as him fucking me was concerned. Some might call me a whore, as Caprica had, but I would disagree. 


I’m not being paid for sex. 


Our mutual outcome is the birth of a child.  


My moral compass spun like a roulette ball when we entered the elevator. I looked at Victor and felt pleased with his sidelong glances that seemed appreciative and longing. His fingers were warm and trembled lightly in my hand, lifting my self-esteem. 


At my new bedroom, he held the door open for me to pass through first, a gentlemanly gesture but not one I could conclude determined a submissive or dominant character. 


“Do you know why men hold doors open for ladies, Victor?” 


“As a sign of respect?” 


“That’s true for today, but the tradition came from the ridiculous size dresses women once wore that were so large at the bottom, they couldn’t lean forward to open the door for themselves.” 


“Do you like a man to hold a door open for you, Amy?” 


“It makes me feel special and as though I’m desired.” 


“One might argue that sending you through the door first means you meet any danger beyond the threshold before I do.” 


“Is your bedroom dangerous, Victor?” 


“Only occasionally when I swing from the chandelier.” 


“Or perhaps when you expose the enormous cock tenting your pants.” 


I strolled to my bed and flung the empty, small black velvet clutch onto a nearby wing-back chair. When I turned, Victor was aflame, his eyes burned with desire, and he stood proudly, two inches taller, with an immense bulge in his pants. 


His face shimmered as tiny muscles spasmed, rippling and contorting his expression, revealing extreme desire and delight. 


He approves of me. 


Of course he does, foolish girl, he selected me. 


“I’m looking forward to enjoying your cock, Victor. At first, I worried about length and girth fitting inside me because you are such a big boy, but now, my body pleads for you to fuck me.” 


“Would you like me to fuck you after I lick your pussy for a while?” 


“Immediately, my orgasm ends, fuck me however you wish, Victor.” 


“May I start now, my dear?” 


“Be my guest. Take all the time you need.” 


He stepped closer, cupping my chin in his palm and examining my face while reading the truth in my eyes. I was aroused beyond any measure of that state’s meaning. Tiny beads of shame dribbled from my quivering pussy onto my upper thighs, making me feel sticky, marinating his desert in a hormonal entrapment.  


His skin was exquisitely smooth, marbled somewhere between white and a light brown. I imagined he shaved with an old cutthroat razor to achieve such closeness. A faint whiff of orange confirmed Victor knew how to wear cologne without burning a girl’s nostrils while eliciting her pleasure. 


He was musky, testosterone-drenched, and an all-rugged man. I saw no submission in his eyes and wondered how far I’d misjudged him. He undressed slowly, folding everything while I drank in his form, figure, and poise like a slut, willing to do anything for his pleasure. 


He stood before me naked and unabashed while I was fully clothed. I examined every inch of the man about to give me something no other had. 


“You’re such a beautiful man.” 


“I’m glad you approve of me.” 


“Is my approval necessary?” 


“Yes, very much, as far as I’m concerned.” 


I stared into his eyes, fathoming the complex mind I was combining my DNA with. He was insightful, exciting, and a rare treasure for any woman to enjoy. 


He’s also perfectly built to fuck girls. 


“You want to tell our child that I approved of you and this union and that he or she was a meticulously planned birth, desired by both of us.” 


“Yes, it’s important, Amy.” 


“I agree. It’s also true.” 


“I like truth.” 


I stared down at Victor’s cock in disbelief. That anything could poke so far out from his body and be so thick was unfeasible. I reached down, gripping two-thirds the way around his shaft with one hand clenching tightly, enjoying how steely hard his cock was. 


“That’s fucking enormous.” 


“I shan’t tell our child you said that.” 


“Oh, please don’t. I’d rather they thought of me as an angel.” 


I couldn’t let go of his cock, and its musky aroma wafted up my nostrils, flaring both wide with primal lust. Even when Victor kissed me, I couldn’t relinquish his quivering shaft, now welded inside my fist. 


He moved forward slowly, pausing, smiling until his lips caressed mine with enormous affection, brushing warmly together, feeling slightly sticky from my lip balm. 


His tongue sought mine, giving the same electrifying effect up and down my spine as earlier, tingling even more when Victor reached around and unzipped my dress slowly. 


He kneeled, stared up, and slid my figure-hugging dress downward, pressing his face into my crotch breathing deeply while sampling me. Victor moaned lasciviously, turned me around, and thumbed my panties off, planting soft kisses along my spine, causing me to arch and wriggle in delight. 


After he removed my socks, Victor licked and kissed both cheeks, sliding his tongue down one thigh, past a knee that buckled slightly as he tickled down my calf, almost to the floor. 


When he changed sides, licking up my leg, slipping his tongue between my ass cheeks, I gasped, and my swollen pussy leaked more shameful veneer onto sticky thighs.  


Victor gently forced me to kneel on my bed. I got the message that he wanted to lick my furrow from behind, so I arched my back and presented a drenched, creamy slit to his mouth. 


My cunt was wet, and I smelled the heady, lewd aroma of my arousal, intoxicating me, dispelling all inhibitions. By the sound of Victor’s purring, he was enamored by my pussy, enjoying the scent that had stewed and pooled between two swollen pussy lips for his delight while we ate. 


“A beautiful landing strip of blonde pubic hair.” 


“After you offered tongue, I did this especially for you. I wanted to impress.” 


“You are immensely impressive, Amy. Your pussy lips swell, holding back a delicious nectar.” 


“Enjoy, sweetheart.” 


I was thankful Victor had not remarked on my oversized labia and clitoris. It was an unusual feature of a few girls and one I enjoyed in masturbation but could frequently feel conscious about when viewed by others.  


He prised my ass cheeks apart with gentle fingers, opening my pussy wide like a rose. Tendrils of cool air licked between throbbing labia, then rivulets of shame beaded down my thighs as though I were a citrus fruit being squeezed. 


When Victor’s hot, quivering tongue split my pussy lips, I moaned, enjoying the first time anyone else had tasted me. 


He slurped after plowing his tongue halfway along my creamy furrow, and I pushed back, spreading both knees wider apart, encouraging his efforts. 


I reached for a pillow, pressing its firmness underneath my stomach, forcing a wanton, throbbing slit higher for improved access to his wet tongue and hot lips. His face crushed into me, and a hard nose tantalizingly pressed my tight anal whorl, the only virgin hole I had left. 


Victor devoured me, sucking both oversized labia into his mouth, rinsing them, swallowing the nectar he cleaned off, then pulling both hard, drying my fat, oversized lips between his. 


When Victor scooped up my engorged clitoris into his mouth, she throbbed whoreishly, and I wished Caprica could see me now, feeding my slutty cunt to her brother. 


He clenched his lips around my enormous love button that sat proudly from her protective pouch and sucked gently, humming a tune of ecstasy deep inside. Victor’s tongue dragged my hard, creamy pearl from side to side, squashing her down with the back of his tongue, working my body, provoking tumultuous shudders. 


“Oh fuck. Victor, are you sure about me letting go entirely? It might get messy down there.” 


“I hope it does. Let loose your orgasm and go fucking wild, Amy.” 


“Oh god, okay. Shall I roll over?” 


“If you wish.” 


“I want to see your face when I cum.” 


I had enjoyed my slutty, submissive pose on all fours while Victor serviced me with his tongue, but I needed to touch him. When I rolled, he stuffed the pillow underneath my ass cheeks, pressing my knees wide apart using both palms. 


I stared down with what I knew was a desperate expression, wanting my first cunnilingus to end well for both of us. Squirting into his mouth frightened me as I considered what my ejaculation might taste like and whether or not he would enjoy it. 


Victor’s tongue worked my slit, plowing me up and down, swilling and swallowing, while I helped control his speed gripping the roots of his hair firmly. I hauled his lips onto my swollen clitoris, where he immediately paid perfect attention. 


He has to be submissive. 


He may dominate by being attentive. 


Fuck! I don’t care; this is heaven. 


I pressed my pussy into his face, gripped and tugged his hair, twisting, then exploded in an orgasm so ferocious that I saw stars and felt my whole body shudder in utter rapture. 


I let go completely, expecting to soak both of us with copious unicorn pee. Still, he was ready, sucking every squirted jet of my nectar, gulping some, and swilling my most private body fluids as though they were his ambrosia. He hummed, moaned, and gripped my thighs like I was a wafer-thin ledge, and he clung to life while dangling over the end of the world. 


I felt his lips pucker around my urethra while his fingers splayed my hole wide open. 


He’s fucking sucking my juices out. 


Wave after wave of rapture embroiled my body in a surge of joy that massaged every pleasure center and warmed every muscle as they tensed and relaxed, almost to the point of cramping. 


My joints and sinews stretched, distending my body until its elasticity would reach no further, and I screamed, arched high like a crab quivering at the limit of my consciousness. 


I was being milked for my juices by a master who licked and sucked my hole as though it were a tiny extraction slit he needed to explore fully, getting full value for money. 


I collapsed on the bed, writhing in orgasm to the extent it reached beyond my threshold. 


“I can’t… oh fuck Victor… that was so fucking good.” 


“Your pussy was the best I ever licked, Amy.” 


“Really? I wondered if my oversized labia and clitoris might be a turn-off.” 


“Not a chance. I fucking love it!” 


“Please fuck me, sweet Victor.” 


When Victor lay between my legs, his cock nestled in hot, wet swollen labia, I stared at him, desperate for his cock. 


He kissed me passionately, and I caught my sweet, creamy flavor from his wet lips and a mildly sugar-coated tongue. He had devoured my precious cream, a final seeping ambrosia from the Skene’s gland, and I tasted that orgasmic farewell. 


“I want more from you, so much more, please, Victor.” 


“You can have it all, my dear.” 


I stared at him agog, mouth gaping wide with eyes like saucers, when his enormous glans pressed past my labia, spreading my pussy entrance almost to the point of pain. 


I gasped, squirmed, and watched the delight on his face when I squeezed my tight hole hard against his shaft. He paused with his cock about halfway inside me while my cunt throbbed. I was fuller than ever and with only five or so inches impaled inside me. 


“It’s the girth that fills you, Amy. It stretched your cunt walls wide. Try relaxing until your pussy grows accustomed.” 


“Fucking hell. I’m so full right now. I don’t know if I can take it all.” 


“Good girls can be trained to suck and fuck ten inches.” 


“Oh god, you’re dominant, aren’t you?” 


“I am neither and both, sweet Amy. My power comes from your pleasure and our union.” 


“Give me more cock, please.” 


“More or all?” 


“You decide how much I can take.” 


His cock was so immense, and my cunt was so tight that I felt every vein and bulge on his solid shaft as it slid against my soft tissue walls. He engraved my pussy with his signature, taking ownership of the reproductive system he paid for. 


I raked his back with sharp fingernails, trembling with savage abandon, and he shrugged, smiling, enjoying the pain while delivering my rapturous pleasure on the end of his steely hard cock.  


Victor was gentle and masterful, accessing my submissive deep inside, a version of me I was unfamiliar with. Like him, I had taboo demons on either side of the control dynamic, sometimes needing to take charge, oftentimes yearning for submission.  


“I’m balls deep inside you, Amy. My cock is pressing against your cervix, massaging it gently. Hardly a submissive, wouldn’t you agree?” 


“Hardly.” 


“But not dominating you either.” 


“No. You are complex, Victor.” 


“As are you, my dear.” 


He rocked his cock in and out of my hole, withdrawing a couple of inches, squeezing it back deep inside, crushing the walls of my velvet, moist sheath clenching his shaft tightly. 


I felt his cock reach deep inside my body and had to agree that Victor was invading me, reaching places no man had ever gone and where few might be able to in the future. 


Having his body so deep inside mine felt life-affirming, as though we were permanently conjoined. 


My orgasm sparked anew, shivering through me like sparks bouncing on the floor while molten steel spills from a foundry into its cast. I squealed, moaned, screamed, and shouted, rejoicing in a surging, endless climax. 


As one wave of pleasure abated, I dipped into a warm, relaxing chasm before another climax exploded, sending me skywards off its peak into hedonistic clouds of deep satisfaction. 


He fucked me slowly, speeding up once my pussy more easily accommodated his enormous cock. My cunt felt like a tunnel being reamed by a high-speed train as stroke after heavenly stroke of his massive piston slammed in and out of my tight hole. 


My body tensed and trembled through infinite pleasure that shivered deep inside every tissue, lighting the synapses in my mind until they fizzled, exploded, and were replaced by new ones that painted multi-colored shooting stars before my eyes. 


“I’m cumming inside you, Amy.” 


“Oh god, please, please, don’t fucking stop.” 


I wrapped my legs around his waist, spurring on my employer, celebrating my choices and the fact I was selected to be his birthing partner. 


The ocean of semen flooding my pussy was plowed deeper with every stroke of his cock as the slippery hole Victor fucked relentlessly clenched tightly around his cock. 


I was ascendent, enjoying his contorted cum face that erupted in delight as he strained to fill me with his gigantic cock while decanting every drop of baby-making seed deep inside me. 


When he slumped on top of me, I noticed the sweat we’d created, enjoying the lasting effect of his aroma that still tantalized my nostrils while I descended from a climactic peak. 


Victor was spent in a vigorous orgasm that lasted seconds. In contrast, my orgasm prevailed for close to fifteen minutes, rising and falling, utterly exhausting me, even now, tickling deep inside my reproductive organs. 


He rolled aside and sought comfort in my arms, planting his forehead gently on mine, panting, smiling, and whimpering contentedly. 


“Was it as you expected, Amy?” 


“Far beyond my wildest fantasies.” 


“Your pussy is the tightest I ever enjoyed.” 


I wrapped an arm over his midriff, planting my head gently on his chest. Victor was at peace, and I felt more satisfied than ever. 


I slept more soundly than usual, waking only when my employer slipped out of bed. He paced quietly to the balcony door, opened it wide, and stepped out into the night, completely naked. 


I dragged my duvet off the bed and joined him on the balcony, leaning into his back, pressing my solid nipples against his cold skin while wrapping him warmly. 


“I hope you aren’t pregnant already.” 


“Why not?” 


“I have enjoyed today immensely.” 


“It has been fun, rewarding, and deeply satisfying, but we must remember, Victor, this is a transaction, regardless of how pleasant that may be.” 


“Of course, Amy. I shall leave you now and hope we may breakfast together.” 


“Are you using the gym in the morning?” 


“I will be there from 6 a.m.” 


“Okay, goodnight, sweet Victor.” 


I felt regret that he was gone, and I thought my harsh, somewhat hastily spoken reminder drove Victor away. 


It was essential we didn’t cross the boundary between sex and love, something I was confident would not happen in my case. 


I used the toilet, knowing enough of Victor’s semen was already retained deep inside me and would hunt down my ripened egg. 


As I slipped into a deep sleep, my body tingled with pleasure while my pussy ached slightly from the incredible cock that stretched it wide. 


You’ve made a good start. Focus on outcomes, Amy. 



Chapter Four

Leaving No Trace

◆◆◆

Having only ever fucked one man before Victor railed me, I woke confused and felt around in the bed for his warm body. Discovering nobody, I panicked mildly before calming down, realizing this wasn’t the same thing I’d almost had with Justin. Spooning, having a morning chat, and enjoying a few kisses weren’t on the menu. 


I dressed for the gym wearing black yoga pants, a grey compression short-sleeved sports shirt, and my favorite Nike sneakers. I remembered where the gymnasium was, took the elevator down, and helped myself to a bottle of water on the way in. 


As luck would have it, a spinning class on one of four exercise bikes that lined up in a row had a class starting soon. I hopped on, connected myself to its heart rate monitor, and began warming up, scrolling through my playlist for suitable music. 


A woman rushed into the gym carrying far too much gear, tripping awkwardly, grinning from ear to ear. She saw me, focused on the bike alongside, throwing her bag down behind. 


“Has Kayleigh started yet?” 


“Umm, no.” 


“Thank god for that. I thought I was late.” 


“You have a couple of minutes.” 


She leaped on the bike, glancing at and weighing me up while connecting and inserting her pods. 


“I’m Hannah.” 


“Amy.” 


“You’re the surrogate, right?” 


“Yes, I am.” 


The label had taken some getting used to in the weeks leading up to my selection. At first, it sounded like whore, but then uncaring mother and womb for hire took center stage. Hannah didn’t reveal her judgment by intonation or insinuation, so I wasn’t sure whether I was dealing with a friend or foe. 


“I’m Victor’s girlfriend.” 


The fucking what now? 


“Oh.” 


“I hoped we might become friends.” 


“Umm, really?” 


“Yeah, why not?” 


I heard Kayleigh’s voice bringing the class to order at the exact moment Hannah did, so I focused on that and the massive video display of our instructor, my fellow riders, and the warm-up phase of our class. 


“Nice and slow, ease in, stretch your hamstrings by standing and leaning forward, then compress calves and quads slowly.” 


The class chatter dissolved, and everyone got down to the scheduled hard and hilly session. We were riding around hills near Tokyo in late spring. Cherry blossom flooded my screen with a mild pink hue I could almost smell. 


“Have you guys done it yet?” 


“Umm, fuck, sorry, I thought we were on a group microphone for a moment there, Hannah.” 


“I am; you’re muted.” 


“Is this really the time to discuss surrogacy in front of strangers?” 


“You shouldn’t be ashamed, Amy.” 


“I’m not, but neither am I here to discuss private matters with people I don’t know.” 


I popped my pods in, spun pedals, and focused on our ride, irked by Hannah’s intrusive nature. She hadn’t seemed judgemental, but nevertheless, I felt disconcerted. 


Does he have a girlfriend? 


I thought Victor was unattached. He said so. 


She’s fucking beautiful too. 


Hannah was a perky cheerleader type around my age. Her long jet-black hair was tied back in a perfect ponytail similar to mine, and she wore the same yoga pants with a similar shapewear top in bright orange. 


When we set off, I sprinted out in front, setting the pace while cursing my competitive nature and the ego sunspot that fired me. Hannah cruised alongside me, activating private near-field communications I dared not reject for fear others might see me as hostile. 


“I’m sorry. It’s just you and me now.” 


“Why are you sorry?” 


“I realize what you are doing is important for Victor.” 


“Yes. It’s important for me as well.” 


“I know, sorry. I feel like a spare tool left out when all others have been stored away.” 


“I don’t understand, Hannah.” 


“Victor speaks highly of you.” 


“He doesn’t know me.” 


And neither do you. 


“Victor assembled a ten-man research team to discover everything about your life, history, present, and potential.” 


“Holy fuck!” 


“Sorry, Amy, I shouldn’t be telling you anything. I was warned against it.” 


“By Victor?” 


“Yes, it was more of a polite request, though. Victor never threatens or harms anyone. It’s one reason why I love him so much.” 


His deep dive into my life sounded sinister, although I didn’t think Hannah intended to make that impression. As I thought about that, realizing Victor was doing due diligence, I was surprised his girlfriend kept perfect pace with me as we pulled away from the peloton. 


“It makes sense that Victor had looked into me in detail.” 


“Can I ask you a favor, Amy, please?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


“Can you slow down a little?” 


Hah! Beat you. 


“Okay.” 


I eased off the gas, tracking the group in pursuit and exceeding their average pace slightly. 


I won’t be beaten. 


“I don’t want you to overdo it, considering how your energy should be focused.” 


“Oh, you’re not asking me to slow down because you’re struggling, Hannah?” 


“Do I seem to be struggling?” 


I studied her and had to agree Hannah wasn’t breaking a sweat or showing any signs of exertion. I eyeballed her, recognizing something, trawling my memory. 


“Hannah Greene?” 


“That’s me, sweetie.” 


“Olympic road and World Championships velodrome cycling champion?” 


“Yes. I’d rather not compete with you… in cycling or anything else if that’s okay, Amy.” 


I will be beaten after all. 


“Sorry.” 


I felt terrible about my feelings and jealousy and then considered whether I should be bothered at all. Hannah seemed nice, and from what I’d read about the iconic cycling champion, she was kind, bubbly, and well-loved by everyone, on and off the circuit. 


But I had usurped her; she knew that, and so did I. 


“I didn’t know about you and Victor.” 


“It’s been going on for two years now. We both keep our relationship private.” 


Okay. That suits me. Just keep it that way. 


“You came out on top by a long way, Amy.” 


“In what way?” 


“The team that investigated you. The other four downselected candidates were also thoroughly checked out, and you came top by a long way. A very long way, if I’m being honest.” 


“Okay. I didn’t know that.” 


We’d completed the first loop of an arduous route, progressing onto a second, and my mind was confused over Hannah’s presence in the house. 


“Are you and Victor seeing each other at the moment?” 


“We’re on a relationship break.” 


“Since I came onto the scene?” 


“Since Victor decided he wanted a child nobody could ever take away from him.” 


“Yes, we skirted around that conversation. It suits me as well, to be honest.” 


“I won’t pry Amy. I’m curious about everything but won’t derail Victor’s plans or cause you any upset.” 


Jesus, this is fucking weird. 


I held my own against the mighty peloton sprint in the final kilometer, tracked all the way by Hannah, who never tried to pass. When crossing the line like a ball of sweat, panting heavily, I noticed my unexpected training partner hadn’t passed one hundred and ten beats on the heart rate monitor. 


When I dismounted the bike, my knees wobbled while Hannah continued cycling. She spoke, but my near-field communications were turned off when the program ended, so I popped out my pods as she did. 


“How much longer will you continue training?” 


“Another two hours of spinning.” 


“At this pace?” 


“Yeah. If you ever want to train together, I’m here every morning at this time. Kayleigh is a great warm-up.” 


“Okay, thanks, Hannah.” 


I strolled over to a set of mats, stretching my legs, making sure tired hamstrings didn’t tighten. When I watched Hannah, I saw the professional cyclist perform. She disengaged from Kayleigh’s class and set out on a Rocky mountain bike trail, expending at least double the effort that constituted my maximum. 


She didn’t try humiliating me even though it would have been easy for one as accomplished as her. I spun around when footsteps behind me closed in, and fingers tapped a shoulder. 


“Good morning, Amy. Would you like to sauna with me?” 


“Hi, Victor. I didn’t see you arrive.” 


“Sorry. I swam for the last hour; now I’ll sauna for half an hour and finish with abdomen and bicep exercises.” 


“I’ll join you for a sauna.” 


Jumping into a shower naked with a man I met the day prior was made slightly easier because he’d licked my pussy so enthusiastically before fucking and filling my womb with baby-making seed. 


“How do you feel today, Amy?” 


“Happy, confused, a little tired, and my pussy aches nicely.” 


“I enjoyed our dinner and copulation last night very much.” 


And yet, you left. 


More my fault than yours. 


You also ignored my confusing comment. 


“You keep saying that sex is my choice. Can I ask why you see things that way, Victor?” 


“You understand your body far better than I do. I believe that the moments when you are optimized for pregnancy occur to you far more than they would to me.” 


“I guess that is consistent with the outcomes we both desire.” 


“Yes. You made that clear last night.” 


Holy fuck! Have I hurt your feelings? 


I was determined not to ask about Hannah. Whatever relationship shit was going on between the pair had nothing to do with me. Victor claimed to abstain from others; the world-class cyclist had confirmed it, and the case was closed.  


It’s none of my business. 


And I rather like her. 


Victor must like her as well because she’s still here. 


He held the door open to the sauna, and I enjoyed a gentle, pendulum swaying of his cock as it slapped against both thighs, three-quarters fully reared. 


He has morning wood. 


When Victor sat on the second of three bench rows, I stepped up and stood in front, prising his knees apart so I could shuffle inside their arc. 


When I leaned in to kiss him, I saw a pleasantly surprised, eager man who wanted me. I gripped his cock, wanked it gently, and brushed my lips tenderly against his, flickering my tongue inside his warm, soft mouth. 


I kissed him passionately, taking what I’d wanted when first waking up. When I straddled his legs, Victor knew what I wanted and peeled his foreskin, sliding it up and down my creamy, throbbing slit, pressing the banjo string against my engorged clitoris. 


I moaned, enjoying my early morning arousal that Victor was intent on taking care of by impaling me on his long, thick, glistening cock. 


When I couldn’t take any more foreplay, I wriggled, slipped Victor’s cock inside my quivering pussy, and slid down his shaft, biting my bottom lip while frowning in disbelief when I reached the bottom. 


He looked in awe, more so when I clenched the tight, soft tissue walls of my stretching cunt on and off his gnarly shaft. I sped up while Victor gripped my ass cheeks in a claw-like cup, helping me slide my pussy up and down his cock, pressing harder on the downward stroke until he filled me entirely. 


My heart rate ascended, and I perspired profusely, soaking my hair, breasts, and back. My body trembled, shivering through the early pre-orgasmic warming of my reproductive organs on surging oxytocin and engorging blood. 


I tossed my head back, swishing my hair seductively, smiling at him, enjoying how much his cock stretched me wide, deep inside a wanton hole. Victor’s glans rubbed against my cervix, mostly pleasuring but with a slight ache with every thump as he lifted and lowered me, using my hole as a wanking toy for his giant cock. 


Victor suckled, then softly chewed each nipple while I ground my clitoris into his pubis. The way he cupped my arched back in clawed fingers lifted my orgasm, sending me to the heavens while he squirted more life-giving seed deep inside me. 


I felt pregnant, whatever that feels like. At least, I felt a warmth in my soul that I was doing something Mother Nature intended for me. It was new, and I was sure pregnancy had already sparked. 


I stared into Victor’s eyes and saw a maelstrom of indecipherable emotions. My female instincts couldn’t fathom what he felt aside from the ecstasy of an overwhelming orgasm that filled me with the deposit required by his side of our contract agreement. 


I kissed him again while sitting on Victor’s lap with his enormous cock buried deep inside my hole, twitching the last few drops of precious semen. 


“That felt so fucking good, Victor.” 


“I’m pleased our surrogacy is so enjoyable for you, my dear.” 


“I hope the same applies to you.” 


“Yes. You are the most exquisite, fascinating, and lovely girl I have ever met.” 


 When I slid off Victor’s cock, I felt my pussy, giggling that his cum dribbled liberally from a gaping wide hole into my hand. I left Victor to enjoy his post-orgasm meditation in the sauna while I dipped back in the shower, vowing to research the best positions and techniques to promote my pregnancy if it hadn’t already sparked. 


I wrapped a large bath sheet around me and a smaller towel around my hair before running the gauntlet of staff to the elevator. 


I was certain Hannah caught a glimpse of me through a floor-to-ceiling mirror at the gym entrance, but my life was complicated enough without dealing with her emotional tsunami. 


Am I a bitch? 


Fuck knows, but I’d better get dressed quickly and head to Columbia. 


I wore jeans, a loose-fitting white t-shirt tucked in at the front, and sneakers. Being six feet had advantages, but wearing heels drew far too much attention to my height, especially at University. 


“You’re late, Amy.” 


“Sorry, Dean.” 


“It’s okay. Our meeting was agreed at short notice.” 


“I have no idea why I’m here.” 


She examined me from behind her vast wooden desk, a relic of the early days when Columbia University was inaugurated. I imagined every scratch and blemish hidden underneath a thick varnish had meaning and a historical context. 


I hadn’t warmed to Vanessa during my time at Columbia, but I didn’t need to. As faculty Dean, she called the shots, and the rest of us followed her lead. 


“I’m distressed, Amy.” 


You don’t look it. 


“Oh, really. Is that related to something I did?” 


Of course, it is. 


“That damn advertisement should never have been allowed to be pinned on our notice boards. These hallowed halls are not places for wombs to be bought or sold.” 


“Rented, actually, Dean. Maybe leased, I don’t know.” 


Her icy facade cracked, and Vanessa revealed a flicker of disdain. I was being sassy, which was not a great idea given the circumstances. 


“Are we getting into legal definitions, Amy?” 


“No, ma’am.” 


“Why are you doing this?” 


 “I don’t want to freeze my eggs or have kids when I’m older instead of enjoying the best years of my career. I don’t want to struggle with a baby when I’m young, getting passed over for partnership because of old stigmas.” 


“You are wealthy. That’s enough for most people.” 


“I want to practice law.” 


“You are top of your class and can choose any law firm worldwide. You are the best pupil I’ve met.” 


“And like everyone else in the Ivy League system, I have no life, love, or fun and a reproductive system mothballing, waiting for a day when I no longer want to be pregnant.” 


“Does the law mean that much to you?” 


“Yes, but so does having a baby and passing on my legacy.” 


“You won’t participate in the child’s upbringing. I saw the contract you signed with Victor, and it’s ironclad.” 


“I’ll still leave behind a legacy. My child will have immutable qualities and characteristics gifted by me. They will also have a fortune, Victor’s and mine.” 


“A legacy through surrogacy. It’s normally men who walk away.” 


“I don’t see it that way. Victor is a fine man; he’ll choose a wife he loves and one who will nurture our child if he so chooses.” 


“You’ve fully thought it through?” 


“I hope you would expect me to and realize I would apply due diligence to a matter so immense.” 


“Yes, Amy. I wanted to check in with you, is all.” 


Vanessa relaxed and looked kind for the first time I’d seen her. She was a shrewd lawyer but still a woman and mother with adult children. I guessed she wanted to probe and had now done that. 


“It could be an interesting legal case to add to our lectures.” 


“I’m not a case study.” 


“You could lecture about it as a returning fellow.” 


“No thanks.” 


“That’s very emphatic without considering the benefits to you and others. Would you mind explaining?” 


“My child won’t know me, so it seems unfair that I blast their life history to future lawyers so that they understand the emotions and realities of surrogacy. What if my child one day went to Columbia Law and saw me lecturing?” 


“You won’t get total privacy if that’s what you’re hoping for.” 


“Nothing of my transaction with Victor is in the public domain, although I imagine some people gossip already.” 


“What about your social media?” 


“Suspended for reasons associated with study.” 


“And your family?” 


“None of their business.” 


She looked resigned to my choice and probably somewhat reluctant for having tried to balance my view. Vanessa couldn’t probe further without intruding, so I knew she would back down soon. 


“Okay, Amy, well… I still worry for you, so my door is open anytime you need support. Good luck.” 


“Thank you.” 


I slipped out of the room, smiling briefly at Vanessa, glad to leave the dragon’s den unscathed. She had probed my psyche, going to places I felt were none of her business, but an Ivy League Law School Dean had a broad presence in my industry and was not to be crossed. 


My car with Greg at the wheel arrived five minutes after I messaged him, and twenty minutes after that, I was back in Victor’s mansion, hunting down anyone who could point me toward coffee. 


“Hi, Amy.” 


“Hannah… are you just finishing the session now?” 


She finally broke into a sweat. 


“Yeah, I do strength exercises after cycling, then stretching, and finally yoga.” 


“I was looking for coffee.” 


“Come with me. I’ll join you.” 


Oh fuck. 


I trapped myself and had no way of escaping without seeming rude. Hannah led me into a large kitchen diner with a wooden and marble island that could seat a dozen people. 


A simple Breville press button espresso machine sat on one end, surrounded by glass mugs with all the makings of coffee nearby, so I set myself the task of figuring out how to grind, lock in the basket, and heat a steam wand. 


“Cappuccino?” 


“Do you know how to use the machine, Amy?” 


“I’m studying Law. I could grind the beans by hand and percolate coffee through my teeth if I had to.” 


“Is it that bad?” 


“No life… just the law.” 


“Is that why you’re doing this surrogacy?” 


 “Do you mind if I don’t answer that question? I keep getting grilled about it.” 


“Sorry. It must be deeply personal.” 


“It is. Do you want sugar with yours?” 


“Never. It unhinges my rhythm.” 


“Poor you. You might want to look away while I spoon more energy than you’d consider healthy into mine.” 


“I don’t judge, Amy. My curiosity is a problem, and I’m sorry for intruding into your privacy, but you’ll have no trouble from me.” 


That’s fucking bizarre but none of my business. 


“But… can I explain about me, please?” 


Until you force your business on me. 


“I’m not sure I should know, Hannah. Please don’t think me unfriendly, but I don’t want to become entwined in anyone’s life.” 


“Okay. I understand.” 


“Sweetheart, I can’t afford to make friends or any meaningful relationships in this house or anywhere in Victor’s life.” 


“Yes, I can see how that works.” 


She wanted to be friends, and under any other circumstances, I would have leaped at the chance. This was Victor’s girlfriend, at least ex, and maybe the future wife. 


“I can’t walk any of life’s paths with you. I’m so sorry.” 


“It’s such a shame, Amy. I’m sorry, too.” 


I stood up from the kitchen stool beside hers, lifted my coffee, and smiled a friendly farewell. Her eyes looked damp, and I was sure Hannah felt hurt, but I could do nothing to assuage that without breaking my rules. 


Fuck! I feel heartless. 


I’m training as a goddamn litigation lawyer. 


Back in my bedroom, my interactions with Hannah grated at my soul. I was not being my authentic self out of necessity to protect my child. There should be no trace of me lingering around their life when my job was done, and I left. 


 A knock at the door surprised me because I wasn’t used to anyone else being at home with me, aside from a now abandoned boyfriend. 


“Come in.” 


“Hello, Amy.” 


“Oh, hi, Sarah. I didn’t expect you.” 


“Victor asked me to show you around your office and library.” 


“My what?” 


“Come with me.” 


We headed along the hall to a room the size of a squash court. It was heavily carpeted in a plush red wool, silk mixed yarn into which my toes sank. The room was two stories high, with an upper gantry made of brass that had rows of books running around it, just as the lower floor did. 


“It’s all mahogany in here.” 


“Yes. Victor had the bookshelves constructed in three weeks once he knew all five front-runner girls were studying at Columbia University. It was a library once many years ago, and now it is again.” 


“It’s incredible.” 


“It is replete with a complete Law library; the computers are top of the range Apple with double 8K screens. Everything is brand new, and you have dedicated high-speed internet.” 


“It’s a den.” 


“It’s your den, Amy. The door will be coded to your thumbprint after we leave. When you are inside this room, nobody can enter unless in an emergency or if you open the door.” 


“What about Victor?” 


“Only in an emergency by using his code.” 


“That’s incredible.” 


The room was flooded with light. A nest of three light brown soft leather sofas sat at one end in an open square, well away from working desks with computers and reading lamps, mimicking the Columbia University library. 


I spun around in wonder, taking it in. The incredible room was a massive bonus for my studies. 


“Victor is determined to help keep your studies on track, Amy.” 


“I wasn’t expecting this level of support or commitment.” 


“Our lord and master does nothing halfway.” 


What about Hannah? 


I wanted to ask about the world champion cyclist, but I had already made the subject off-limits and didn’t want to appear a hypocrite or gossiper. 


“Chef would like a private meeting as soon as you can fit one in. Given your late study needs, he wants to discuss your menu requirements for main meals and ensure snacks are always available.” 


“I can do that in an hour.” 


“Okay, and finally… Victor’s mother wishes to meet with you.” 


“No, thank you.” 


“Are you sure?” 


“I’m not interested, Sarah, and I know Victor isn’t either.” 


“How do you know that?” 


“If he wanted his mother involved in me or this surrogacy, Victor would have made those stipulations in our contract. He didn’t, the answer is no.” 


“Okay. That’s a hard no, then?” 


“It’s a red line, Sarah.” 


So back the fuck off. 



Chapter Five

A Matter Of Pleasure

◆◆◆

“I’m sorry for pressing you on this matter, Amy.” 


“Charlotte is pushing you for answers and personal information about me. I get it, Sarah, and I don’t blame you.” 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


“Please remember that you have signed a non-disclosure agreement, legally binding you to confidentiality.” 


“Yes, of course. I should probably explain that to Victor’s mother.” 


“I would, and please don’t think me aggressive, but I would exercise my legal rights if necessary. I didn’t come here to be bullied.” 


“Understood, these are delicate matters.” 


“They are deeply personal and principally irrelevant to anyone besides Victor and me.” 


Sarah nodded and smiled politely, then left me, although she looked worried about delivering my message to Charlotte. It took a lot to fire my anger, so I quickly forgot the incident and enjoyed exploring my new study room. 


Two highly polished, character-filled antique wooden desks were inlaid with highly crafted bronze designs of the world atlas that sat flush. Bronze reading lights with green stained glass hoods were clamped to the back edge of each desk, with soft pads protecting the wood. 


Library books were arranged as a legal firm would, but I knew the far more extensive database and journal resources would be available online. I noticed a small server rack discretely fixed in a room corner. LED flickered urgently, saying nothing to me while the unit hummed gently, providing access to my future. 


A knock at the door drew my attention. Fleetingly, I considered not answering to test whether I had privacy on my terms as claimed, but it might be regarded as churlish. 


I opened the door and felt more pleased to see him than expected. 


“Hello, Victor.” 


“My dear, Amy. I wanted to check in and make sure everything was to your satisfaction.” 


“I would have to be a pedantic fuss not to be thrilled by your generosity, Victor.” 


“And I by yours, Amy.” 


“What do you mean? Our transaction is clear.” 


“True, but there can be no doubt our sex is a passionate, raging fire. I enjoy copulating with you so much.” 


“That’s because I’m fresh pussy, Victor. You’re enjoying the novelty of having a new girl.” 


“Is that why you are enjoying me, Amy? Because I’m a novelty?” 


“Well, no… I didn’t mean… oh my, you’ve misunderstood me.” 


“Are men incapable of a similar enjoyment of sex to that of women, Amy?” 


“That’s not what I meant at all.” 


I instantly regretted my thoughtless comment, which suggested Victor’s enjoyment of our sex play was emotionally meaningless, whereas a higher purpose drove me sexually. 


He strolled around the room while I held the door open, hoping he might leave soon so I could stew in my shame, but Victor was intent on thoroughly examining my study. 


A commotion outside between Sarah and another woman suggested an unwelcome visitor, so I steeled myself for an encounter, smiling confidently at Victor. 


“What do you mean you won’t fucking see me?” 


I should have closed the door. 


Victor’s mother barged past me with crazy wide eyes flaming furiously. She eyeballed me for a few seconds, tossed her head with disdain as though flicking me off her shoe, and strode into the center of the room, taking it all in while shooting an enraged expression, challenging her son to remove a furious mother. 


Victor rolled his eyes and pointed to the door, shaking his head. I needed to step in and make sure my territory was sacrosanct. 


“Charlotte, would you leave, please? This is my private study room.” 


“You know my name?” 


“Of course I do.” 


“This is my son’s house.” 


“And it is also my home, courtesy of your son’s request. Do his wishes mean so little in his house that you can run roughshod over them?” 


She sighed, smirked unpleasantly, and stepped closer to me. I let the door go, knowing there was no point in expecting an expedient solution. 


“I suppose you think you are clever, surrogate?” 


“Interestingly, your daughter asked me the same question yesterday evening.” 


“And what did you tell her?” 


“Do you consider your son to be clever, Charlotte?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


“I have the same IQ. That being the only way to measure or compare our intellect now, I’d say we are equals.” 


“My son has built a business empire.” 


“That he has, and it is awe-inspiring. I am still in University and hope to emulate his achievements one day.” 


“Are you saying age is a factor affecting your comparison?” 


“It obviously is.” 


“And yet you want to bear a child to a much older man.” 


“I like older men, and I believe Victor will be the perfect parent for our daughter or son.” 


“So you like Victor?” 


“A gorgeous, intelligent, fit, healthy man capable of such exquisite pleasure as I have never enjoyed before. What girl wouldn’t want to copulate with such a prize, Charlotte?” 


“That’s fucking crude.” 


“Maybe, but it’s also true. I’ve never been filled or made to orgasm like your son does for me. It’s explosive, and he’s such an incredible gentleman at all times; I get turned on whenever Victor is nearby.” 


“You’re a fucking whore.” 


“I’m here to fulfill an agreement between your son and me. That has nothing to do with you, from my perspective. If you wish to henpeck your son privately, that is between you and him. 


“Sassy bitch.” 


I giggled while leaning against a sofa back, lazing both arms along its length, enjoying the soft, luxurious leather. I wasn’t enjoying Charlotte’s humiliation, but there seemed no way to prevent it without becoming timid and opening myself up to a broadside. 


When I glanced sideways at Victor a few meters away, he seemed at ease, and I wondered why. 


“Victor, this girl is insulting me.” 


“Mother, you are antagonizing and insulting my guest. You are not welcome here.” 


“She isn’t a guest. Amy is an employee by her admission. She’s here to do a job.” 


“No, mother.” 


“You would be far better off with Hannah.” 


“Hannah is a world-class athlete with many years of heavy training, competition, and success ahead. She will not bear a child.” 


Ah… so that’s the reason. 


“You could wait until she is ready.” 


“Do you mean that I should love and live according to the terms set by someone else?” 


“Marriage is a compromise, Victor.” 


“I don’t owe you an explanation, mother.” 


“And yet here we are, discussing your stupid decision to rent a womb.” 


“You will leave now, mother.” 


“And if I don’t?” 


“You’ve already been eviscerated and humiliated by Amy. Do you want to make a bigger fool of yourself?” 


She turned to me with such a poisonous expression I couldn’t help myself. I reached around, unzipped my summer dress, and let it slip to the floor in a puddle of lightweight cotton. 


Charlotte gasped at my boldness, revealing a flicker of admiration in her otherwise icy expression. My beauty was barely covered with a beautiful lemon French style, delicate lace knicker, and bra set. 


I smiled and frowned at Victor, beckoning him politely. 


“I feel ripe, Victor. Shall we copulate?” 


“Per your wishes, dear Amy.” 


Charlotte was speechless and entirely defeated. Her outrage was evident by several steam train-style whistle shrieks as her apoplectic rage released. She stamped a foot three times before storming out, slamming the door behind her. 


Victor chuckled, reaching down, lifting my dress, kneeling in front, and holding it open for me to step into. With one hand on his shoulder and a knee raised until my thigh was parallel to the ground, I paused. 


“Would you like to fuck me right now, Victor?” 


 “Yes, of course, but I believe you are busy, and that was a ruse to evict my mother.” 


“I am busy, but I shall always make time to copulate whenever you wish.” 


I stared down at the cute man looking up at me. His eyes were filled with desire, exciting me, and I knew he must smell my moistening pussy and the huge pheromone load I exuded. 


“What would you most enjoy doing right now, Victor?” 


“I’d like to go down on you.” 


“That won’t get me pregnant.” 


“It would satisfy a deep urge inside me and prove I am capable of something emotionally meaningful during sex.” 


“I’m sorry I said that. It was thoughtless, rude, and wholly inaccurate.” 


I cringed at my poor behavior, vowing to take more care of the emotional context of our surrogacy, especially where Victor’s feelings were concerned. He faced as much, if not more criticism for our plan, so I should be mindful. 


“Why are you still kneeling?” 


“I’m waiting for your decision.” 


“Can you smell my hormones?” 


“Yes.” 


“What effect does that have on you?” 


“Sexually, I want you and especially wish to please you.” 


“And otherwise?” 


“Your aroma, beauty, wit, charm, and intelligence make me want to be a better man.” 


“Oh, Victor, that is the nicest compliment a man has ever paid me.” 


I hurriedly peeled my knickers down, wanting to reward him by pleasing me. My pussy lips trembled like two leaves in a storm pressed together, wet and ripe for plucking off the branch. 


I leaned further onto the sofa back while Victor firmly cradled both ass cheeks as though my slit were a narrow gap designed for drinking precious nectar through. 


“You’re pulling my cheeks apart.” 


“I love opening you up, Amy. Your pussy is so beautiful.” 


“Everything down there is oversized, my pussy lips are enormous.” 


“They are like two swollen, ripe petals on a velvet rose. I enjoy licking and sucking them.” 


“You always compliment me, Victor.” 


“There is nothing not to like about you.” 


“I’ve always been conscious of my pussy. The first guy who fingered me was shocked when he slipped his fingers down there.” 


“That’s the difference between boys and men, my sweet.” 


He spread my pussy lips apart, deliberately slurping more noisily than plowing my creamy furrow required. I spread both legs wide open, balancing my weight in the cradle of Victor’s steadfast hands. 


I wanted to be fucked and would have his cock inside me when he was done licking my drenched pussy. My self-esteem lifted immeasurably because a pussy long ignored by my recent ex-boyfriend now had a tongue that seemed to want to lick it all day. 


“How do I taste to you, Victor?” 


“Sweet like honey with a natural essence of love and passion. My head between your legs makes me feel comfortable, safe, wanted, and aroused.” 


“Am I all things sugar and spice?” 


“Indeed, very sweet and spicy, Amy.” 


With ecstasy furrowing my brow, I tossed my head back, giggling while whimpering and pulling on a well-chewed bottom lip. His lips clenched, and he sucked hard, pulling my oversized clitoris, engorging her out from the protective skin pouch in which she slumbered. 


His tongue lashed furiously from side to side across the tip of my sweet, creamy pearl, forcing my ass higher while I screamed at the ceiling. 


When I came inside his mouth, pumping tiny jets of ejaculate against his tongue and the back of his mouth, Victor moaned satisfactorily. I squealed, enjoying that moment when he was mine, submitting to raw female sexual power, servicing my pleasure with no concern for his. 


I rifled my fingers through his hair, gripped it, pulled his head up until his eyes met mine, and kissed my swain. His lips tasted sweet, having sampled the glucose-creamy ejaculate that seeped from my Skene’s glans at the end of a tumultuous orgasm. 


“Please fuck me, Victor. I need your cock deep inside my hole.” 


“With pleasure, Amy.” 


He undressed quickly, and I frowned whoreishly, desperate for his cock to fill me with baby-making seed. When Victor stepped between my legs and I wrapped both arms around his neck, I smiled sweetly, and he momentarily looked confused. 


I just gave him a girlfriend smile. 


Come on, Amy, don’t fuck this up. 


Victor slid his giant cock deep inside me, and I enjoyed watching his eyes widen with sexual gratification and joy. I was surprised at the drag effect of my pussy hole widening as its seal slowed down the reach of his cock inside until it stretched. 


He fucked me standing upright, thrusting both hips hard while I sat on the sofa back, holding on more tightly than I needed. Victor pummelled my pink cathedral with all his might, carefully timing his stroke depth while I stretched wide for his organ. 


I enjoyed Victor fucking me far more than when Justin and I made love if that is what it truly was. My baby daddy loved staring into my eyes. I enjoyed watching unfettered pleasure swirl in those brown pools of affection until an explosion of wonder erupted when he shot his semen deep inside me. 


“I came three times Victor.” 


“I counted twice. Once on my tongue and the second time, right now.” 


 “I came when your cock was halfway inside me as well. It was a tiny orgasm such as I never had before. It felt like a welcome home climax.” 


“I’m happy to be of service.” 


“Can I discuss that with you, please, Victor?” 


“Of course. Should we shower together first?” 


“Yes, please. We’ll run the gauntlet back to my room, though. People might see, and your mother may lie waiting outside the door.” 


“It’s not necessary to reveal ourselves. I want to show you something I was about to do before my mother interrupted us.” 


Victor collected our clothes, handing my knickers to me so I could avoid leaking his semen on the carpet. I followed him to the end wall where a floor-to-ceiling bookshelf dominated. When he pulled a small lever behind a row of books, the shelf opened like double doors on hydraulic rams. 


“This secret passage leads to your suite. When your bedroom door is locked, you live in a fortress that includes your study.” 


“Wow. I would never have guessed. The joinery is so perfect.” 


I walked inside a well-lit corridor that circumvented the rooms next to mine, running left, then across four windows to a small door that led into a space beside my nightstand. 


When I closed the door with both of us inside my bedroom, the join was impossible to see because the textured wallpaper hid it. 


“The rooms in between are for furniture storage and have no windows.” 


“It’s so secretive.” 


“I’m sure it was how a master of this house kept mistresses, visiting them nightly while staff and others believed they occupied separate rooms.” 


“How decadent. I’d love that about your home.” 


“You would enjoy nightly visits?” 


“From a lover bearing flowers, yes.” 


“You have a romantic heart, Amy.” 


“I think we all do, but perhaps I should not have mentioned it.” 


We showered in relative silence, contemplating our situation and the day’s encounters. I’d dealt with Victor’s mother as sensibly as I could. There was little point in quarreling with someone so emotionally provoked, but at the same time, I wasn’t the cowering kind. 


After drying off, Victor waited to be invited to sit with me at my cozy high-back chairs and table. 


“What did you want to discuss, Amy?” 


“Why are you so respectful of my wishes?” 


“You seem obsessed with discovering whether I am submissive or dominant, Amy.” 


“Am I so obvious?” 


“I believe so.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“No apology is necessary, but it is you who shuts down these conversations, not me.” 


“That’s true. I’m trying to protect both of us and our child.” 


“Yet, curiosity burns ferociously in you, igniting the next question.” 


“I think it’s natural to be inquisitive. Don’t you?” 


“Yes, but when you push back, it feels awkward.” 


“Do you mean hurtful?” 


“Yes. It’s as though I have broken a rule, but it is you at the root cause.” 


He’s right. 


I considered his point, one made very respectfully and out of friendship rather than a desire to provoke an argument. I stared at him, rubbed my chin, and scowled. 


“Have I upset you, Amy?” 


“Sorry, no. I’m calling myself out for poor behavior. The expression I had was for that reason.” 


“I will answer any questions you have truthfully. You might consider not closing me down.” 


“Okay, agreed. That’s fair, and I shall try to do the same.” 


“We are in different situations, Amy. You are inside the home of a man you have regular sex with whom you will one day hand over a child to, then walk away. I don’t expect you to reveal anything unless you wish to.” 


“Can I ask you about Hannah?” 


We eyed one another as though flirting. I enjoyed playing mental chess with Victor, finding his mind to be as fascinating to me as his body. I snuck a glance at his physique, relishing how a light bathrobe clung to his rippling, enormous muscles. 


“What would you like to know about Hannah?” 


“You mentioned she wouldn’t have a baby to your mother.” 


“My mother knows that.” 


“Why won’t she bear your child?” 


“She won’t bear anyone’s child. It’s hannah’s rule.” 


“Okay, hostile witness, your honor… why not?” 


“Hannah is an incredible athlete and cannot afford to take time-out if she wishes to achieve all her goals.” 


“You and she having a child would create a financial responsibility on your part without complete and permanent ownership of the child.” 


“I can’t deny the truth in that.” 


“She isn’t a convenient birth partner.” 


“It’s more complicated and nuanced than simply being a result of my selfishness, Amy.” 


“Please explain it to me.” 


“Hannah wants to live life on her terms. She wants to fall in love, marry, possibly freeze her eggs, and then have children on her terms at times suitable to her.” 


“One might argue that you are doing the same thing.” 


“Yes, but then I’m not asking someone else to live that life with me; Hannah is.” 


“Are you saying Hannah is selfish, and you are the opposite of that?” 


“You are putting words in my mouth, Amy. I haven’t judged Hannah, and for sure, I don’t consider her to be selfish. We are incompatible.” 


“Surely love conquers all?” 


“I imagine it does.” 


“But not in this case, Victor.” 


“Are you assuming that I love Hannah?” 


“Why else would you allow her to continue living here?” 


“Hannah and I dated extensively and became exclusive in a boyfriend, girlfriend relationship. I sponsor her athletic career in its entirety, provide training facilities, a physiotherapist and coach, pay for first-class travel, all equipment, her nutrition, and everything else.” 


“What’s your point?” 


“What sort of cruel man would I be if I were to remove that support because we are incompatible?” 


“You aren’t in love with her, then?” 


“I have a deep respect and affection for Hannah. I want her to achieve all life goals and will support that for as long as she wishes.” 


“Do you know whether she loves you?” 


“She says yes.” 


“Don’t you think it cruel that she watches us and knows about our surrogacy?” 


“Hannah lives in my home by choice. I have offered her a house nearby or anywhere of her choosing, free of rent with full use of my facilities or ones of equal quality.” 


“And she chooses to stay here?” 


“Yes.” 


“Clinging to the hope that a man who doesn’t love her will change his mind one day.” 


“Yes.” 


“Why didn’t you say from the start that you didn’t love Hannah?” 


“You didn’t ask me about love. I live by elementary principles, Amy. If it is not right, don’t do it; if it is not true, don’t say it.” 


“You’re a stoic?’ 


“Yes.” 


“Do you feel that you’ve been honest with Hannah?” 


“You should ask her about that. I prefer not to judge my behavior in that regard.” 


“I can’t ask her because it’s none of my business.” 


“And yet you ask me?” 


“I thought you didn’t mind.” 


“I don’t mind and have answered every question.” 


I studied him, realizing I’d been caught out but convinced of the endearing fact he never pressed home an advantage or sought to celebrate a small gotcha victory. I felt Victor had given me a teaching moment I would ponder later. 


“I see what you did there. You’re using my logic and argument against me.” 


“You will find much of that is done in your chosen profession, Amy. I am simply being forthright without disrespecting you.” 


“Yes, but that sounds like submission.” 


“Do you mean that if I respect, admire, and listen to the voice of my child’s mother, I am submissive?” 


“No. I’m learning from you, Victor. I hope that doesn’t vex you.” 


“I am learning from you as well, Amy. You are helping me find ways to explain to our daughter or son why you were such an incredible partner on this journey.” 


 I was intrigued and wanted to know more. I wasn’t sure why Hannah’s presence in Victor’s life felt important to me, but I was digging and only revealing more questions. My curiosity burned brightly, and it felt important, but I had no reason. 


“Do you find enormous pleasure in licking my pussy?” 


“Yes, and I’ll confess that some of that emotional load is about worshiping you.” 


“It feels like you are praying for me, Victor.” 


“I also hope the impression made upon you of me is a positive one, Amy.” 


“Licking my pussy goes far beyond anything required for our surrogacy.” 


“You are also guilty of the same behavior.” 


“How so?’ 


“You said I could have you any time I wanted. Even after I suggested it was your choice when we should fuck.” 


“What’s your point, Victor?” 


“That isn’t nothing, Amy.” 


“I guess not. I’ll have to unpack that later.” 


“You also asked me what I would most enjoy doing to you.” 


“Which implies I want to please you.” 


“Yes. Did you want me to lick your pussy, Amy?” 


“Yes.” 


It was a moment of truth, and I was hoisted by my own petard. 


“I’m glad you called me out, Victor.” 



Chapter Six

Troublesome Thoughts

◆◆◆

I slept soundly and alone until around midnight. I wasn’t sure if the thunderstorm woke me or if it was a gradual intensifying of my subconscious thoughts that provoked me from slumber. 


I slipped into my secret corridor, stopping halfway along to watch lightning strikes hitting enormous rods projecting upward from New York’s tallest buildings. 


Rain lashed my window, beading quickly and running down the glass like rivulets of icy cold, but although I shivered, wearing only a pink with gold lace silk negligee, I knew it was warm outside. 


In my study room, I pulled a few books from the shelf and began reading case law about surrogacy. I needed to brush up and understand where my life was headed regarding potential pitfalls. 


A heavy knock at my study room door startled me, and I lifted my head from a book, seeing drool that had dribbled onto the wooden desk surface while I slept. 


It was 7 a.m., and I’d fallen asleep. 


I shuffled to the door, still half asleep, opened it, and was surprised by the beaming woman on the other side, wearing her gym attire. 


“Hi, Amy. I worried you didn’t show up at the gym this morning. Is everything okay?” 


“Hannah… yeah, sorry, hi. I feel drowsy. Can you give me an hour, please?” 


“Make it two because I need to finish my session. Maybe I’ll see you in the kitchen later for coffee.” 


“Yeah, maybe.” 


Fuck, why did I agree to meet? 


I had University lectures starting mid-morning and needed time to revise beforehand, so I quickly showered and groomed, availing myself of the beautiful study gift and getting up to speed on a lecture about indigenous people’s rights. 


Wearing my signature jeans with a pink t-shirt and sneakers, I got to the kitchen a few minutes after Hannah had, considering the wisdom of that choice, as soon as I saw her looking a little sad. 


“Late studying last night, Amy?” 


“Yeah, and I have to revise again now, so I have about half an hour before I leave for lectures.” 


“I missed you this morning at the gym.” 


 “After one meeting?” 


“Sorry, yeah… it’s kinda lonely here, and I felt we connected.” 


I can’t connect with you. 


“Do you have any friends, Hannah?” 


“Only athletes, so the conversation usually revolves around cadence, calorific intake, and which coaches hit on you the most.” 


“Sounds awful. Do coaches hit on you a lot?” 


“Yep. They see the body, like the face, enjoy the engagement in personal matters like my menstrual cycle and hormone levels, and then dive right in feeling that I must need comforting and support.” 


“I’m sure yoga pants have prompted many pregnancies.” 


“Yeah. Maybe you should wear them all day.” 


She giggled nervously, and I followed suit politely, but I strictly applied my prime directive, steering clear of any discussion that probed deep into her business or mine. 


Don’t become friends, Amy. 


“Could we become friends, Amy?” 


Oh fuck! 


“Umm, Hannah… it’s not that I wouldn’t like to. You’re an iconic sportswoman I greatly admire, but surely you must see a conflict of interest.” 


“In what way?” 


“Okay, let’s try honesty. You want to become my friend because you’re lonely but also to bring you closer to Victor.” 


“That’s true in the first part, not so much in the second.” 


I admired her honesty and that Hannah’s body language and expression showed no defensiveness or hostility. I wasn’t calling her out, but being forthright was the only way to survive in this eclectic, almost bizarre household. 


“It doesn’t mean we can’t be friends, although I know Victor would prefer me to leave.” 


“And there you have it, Hannah… it’s none of my business, and what you just said is completely innocent girl talk, but it’s kryptonite for me.” 


“Isn’t that a tad dramatic?” 


“I don’t think so.” 


“Can you spell it out for me, Amy, because it just feels hurtful.” 


I sipped my coffee, thinking of the best analogy to make my point. Hannah was a lovely person I didn’t want to hurt, but it increasingly occurred that I was the only one in the household fully considering my child’s needs. 


“When I leave here, Victor and I will stay in touch. If my child ever has a medical emergency and doctors need to understand my history or, god forbid, an organ donor is required, I can step up.” 


“What does that have to do with befriending me?” 


“That’s the only contact I want to have with my child.” 


“I still don’t see the connection with my problem that you won’t become a friend.” 


“If my child wants to know me when they reach adulthood, there are provisions in Victor’s contract with me to provide for that. It will be their choice.” 


“Okay, and you’re worried a friendship between you and me might prompt that?” 


“Exactly. You and I become friends for the next year, and then twenty years after that, you’re sitting here with my child, spinning yarns about my pregnancy, telling them how wonderful I am.” 


“Prompting her to track you down?” 


“Her?” 


“You’ll have a daughter, Amy. I’m certain of it.” 


“I doubt I’m even pregnant yet.” 


“You’re ovulating, though. Through my sport, I’m an expert in women’s menstrual cycles, so I can tell. When is your next period?” 


“Thirteen days from now.” 


“You’re at the height of fertility.” 


Exactly the conversation I didn’t want to have. 


“Forgive me; I must leave now, Hannah.” 


“I want you to know I’m weaning myself off Victor.” 


“Okay, but It’s none of my business sweetie.” 


I almost sprinted away from Hannah, careful neither to befriend or offend. When Greg pulled the car out front, and I slipped in, the early morning rush hour gave me time to think. 


I need to manage sex with Victor and my cycle a lot better. 


This month is probably a washout, but I should try harder and fuck him more frequently. 


That’s why he wants me to control our sexual contact. 


How could I be so obtuse? He made the point over and over. 


I cursed my lack of preparedness, resolving to figure out a copulation calendar to discuss with Victor. At school, I went directly to the empty lecture hall assigned, took up residence in the middle, and began revising a few final points of law. 


The class discussed First Nation rights using Australia, rather than our own country, as a case example. Professor Henderson was a favorite scholar of mine and pointed at me, always keen to drag his students into the debate. 


“Why am I using Australia for this study example, Amy?” 


“We are mostly Americans and have formed opinions around our specific cultural challenges regarding indigenous rights.” 


“Absolutely correct. Anything else?” 


“The situation in Australia is very different, which adds complexities, frictions, and possible litigious aspects we don’t have here.” 


“Profoundly correct, my dear. Well done.” 


Our lecture went well, and his cheerleading squad surrounded Professor Henderson at the end as I gathered my things to leave. He raised a hand, waving at me, shouting across the hall. 


“Amy, could you meet me in my study, please?” 


I nodded and left by the side entrance, walking an extended access corridor to his sanctuary amid a row of academic and small study library dens. I let myself in, as was his standing instruction to all students. 


His study was a disaster zone, with papers strewn across every desk, dozens of books open at specific reference pages, and piles more on the floor. 


He arrived after ten minutes, shook my hand, and sat behind his desk, looking studiously at me. 


Please don’t. 


“Don’t breastfeed this baby. Doing that will make it impossible for you to let go.” 


Oh dear, you did it… here we go. 


“I’m not taking advice or opening myself to discussion on the matter, Professor.” 


“That’s why I said it before you rebuffed me.” 


“Objection, your honor.” 


“Sustained Amy, however, the jury can’t unhear what I said.” 


“It’s true. Can we move on now?” 


“Yes, of course. I want you to know that I am available for any online tutorials you need when pregnancy happens. It’s free of charge.” 


“Do you mean if I can’t make it into class?” 


“Yes. You are my finest student ever. I want to help you any way I can.” 


“Thank you, Professor.” 


“You can call me Simon when we’re alone. If you ever need help out of hours, please message me first; my husband and I have a pretty hectic social calendar.” 


“Oh. I had no idea you were gay.” 


“I don’t tell anyone, and the only reason for disclosing that to you now is so you don’t worry that my offer is an attempt to hit on you.” 


“I didn-.” 


“Amy, you’d be a poor lawyer if you didn’t consider it possible.” 


“Well, okay. Is that all for today?” 


“Yes, we’re done. Good luck, Amy.” 


Before I could shut down the discussion, he’d used a classic lawyer trick to make his point. Breastfeeding was an issue; I knew that perfectly well, and the dilemma between giving our child the best start possible with mother’s milk or walking away to avoid attachment was occupying some of my thinking time. 


Greg hung around near the parking lot at an old Citroen van converted into a coffee shop. He was reading when I slipped in beside him with a small cup of espresso. 


“Are you having coffee, Amy?” 


“No, but we have plenty of time, so please enjoy yours.” 


“Thank you.” 


“What are you reading, Greg?” 


“Another biography about Picasso. I study fine art at night school.” 


“Ahh, a hidden benefit of working for Victor?” 


“Yes. He pays my fees and books.” 


I was getting a vibe that Victor was a philanthropist at heart, both close to home and from a much broader perspective through his foundation doing good work for the homeless that I’d read about.  


“I like Picasso’s sculptures more than the paintings.” 


His eyes lit up, and I knew instantly Greg was an art fanatic. 


“Most people don’t know Picasso was also a fantastic sculptor.” 


“The University is putting on a show at the Wallach gallery in a few months. Should I get you a VIP ticket?” 


“Wow, Amy, that would be so kind.” 


“Consider it done.” 


As a prominent student, most faculty heads knew who I was. I occasionally snuck into other faculty lectures, picking up basic knowledge to expand my broad education base. 


“How do you know so much, Amy?” 


“Knowledge is power, Greg.” 


“Indeed it is.” 


On our way home, I messaged Victor. 


I’m at my peak ovulation. Could you move back into your old bedroom until a day or two after ovulation ends, please? 


Are you sure? 


I wouldn’t ask if it wasn’t necessary. 


Yes, of course. 


What is your refractory period, Victor? 


About half an hour, why? 


We should try to fuck at least six times a day while I ovulate. 


Fucking hell, Amy. We should definitely both delete these messages when you get home. 


I felt aroused, giggled, caught Greg’s curious look in the rearview mirror, and stifled my laugh. I wanted Victor to fuck me, and thinking about that dampened my pussy, making life inside my knickers and jeans a little warmer than was optimally comfortable. 


At home, I skipped through the front door, sprinted upstairs, avoiding the elevator, and arrived at my room door with a couple of holdalls sitting outside and Victor lingering. 


“I thought you could access my room.” 


“I can, but I never shall without your permission.” 


“Oh. I hadn’t considered that.” 


“It’s not my sanctuary, Amy.” 


“For the next few days, you have an open invitation to come and go as you please.” 


“We’ll have to get another key card authorized.” 


“Are you serious? You don’t already have one?” 


“Yeah. If I use my emergency access code to break into your room, an alarm goes off in housekeeping, and they come running.” 


“Jesus Victor. I didn’t realize you were so serious.” 


“About you and our baby, I’m deadly serious.” 


“So I see.” 


He seemed sincere, and that calmed me. Victor’s family and Professor Henderson had proven that my life was not private, and no matter how much I wanted it to be, there would be occasions when people felt they had a right to interfere or express an opinion. 


I set down a blue, overarm satchel full of books inside my room and turned around, shocked to see the most gorgeous sight. 


“You are naked. That was quick.” 


“You invited me for the sake of our child. I am here, ready, willing and able.” 


“Your cock is already hard.” 


“Yes, it is. Thinking about you stimulates me.” 


I stepped closer to him and caught the light scent of his musky pre-cum. I imagined Victor had salivated since our message exchange a few minutes before my arrival, which prompted his creamy arousal. 


He held me close, and I felt his heart thumping hard against my breasts. His lips had a strawberry flavor when we kissed, and I chuckled inside that my baby’s daddy wore balm. His lips were sticky, and our kiss felt heady. 


The tongue flickering in my mouth was passion-filled, vibrating lightly. Victor pressed a thumb into my spine, running it slowly upwards to the top of my neck, spreading his fingers wide, gently cupping my head. 


“Wow. What the fuck, Victor?” 


“You felt that?” 


“Wow, wow, wow. I’m so fucking turned on.” 


His kiss, the palm gently holding my head, a massive stiff cock poking my stomach, and a spare hand clenching my ass cheeks, clawing through the denim fabric, sent me wild, and my knees gave way. 


“Was that nice?” 


“Yes, bu-.” 


“No but’s please, Amy. Let’s create our child from a place of mutual admiration and joy.” 


“Yes, Victor. You’re right.” 


 I can do mutual admiration and joy six times a day. 


 While cradled in his arms, I unfurled an elastic from a wrist and carefully tied back my flowing hair into a tight ponytail. 


“Why are you doing that, Amy?” 


“I want to suck your cock before you fuck me. Is that enough joy?” 


“Plenty for me.” 


“I enjoy sucking cock, Victor, although I’ve never dislocated my jaw and relaxed my throat for one this wide or long.” 


“I shall not force you.” 


“I know you won’t.” 


He made me feel confident about my safety. The fact Victor never interfered with how I dealt with his family suggested he had evolved beyond tribalism, and he held me in high regard. 


My submissive slutty girl emerged when I crouched, sliding both hands down Victor’s back, enjoying his uncontrollable trembling arch backward. When I slipped my fingers between his ass cheeks, my baby daddy gasped and stared down. 


“I showered as soon as you messaged, Amy.” 


“And then you got aroused and filled your foreskin with a salty treat for me?” 


“Yes, sorry.” 


“Oh, please don’t apologize. I shall enjoy cleaning underneath your foreskin.” 


“Jesus, fuck, Amy. You are such an incredibly sensual creature.” 


“Only since I arrived here, lover.” 


Lover? What the fuck was that? Get a grip, Amy. 


I got carried away, drifting on a hedonistic cloud of lust that fired my libido, shattering the stoic facade I had created as a barrier to Hannah, Simon, and the risks of falling in love. It was a temporary state, hormone-induced and not real, but it felt nice to enjoy Victor, enjoying me. 


I’m just feeling turned on. 


When I gripped his cock with both hands, its stiffness felt remarkable. I saw translucent gel-like pre-cum pooling at the end of his wrinkly foreskin, growing heavier, threatening to drip into a teardrop and fall onto the floor. 


Victor flinched when I slid my tongue into the small hole around which his skin pillowed at the end of his cock. A salty taste and burning sensation spread quickly through the soft tissues of my mouth, exploding every taboo synapse in my head. I spread my feet wider, avoiding the wobbliness I felt arising from an overwhelming intoxication. 


He tiptoed, whimpering delightfully, and in my submission, I felt his power transfer to me. Victor rifled his fingers through my hair gently, making no attempt to force his cock inside my mouth. 


Which one of us is dominating the other? 


Why am I so fucking obsessed? 


I’m enjoying this for what it is. 


I peeled back his foreskin, sucking the glans fully to its rim, licking every drop of salty veneer coating his tight, swollen flesh. My mind swarmed with overpowering emotions that I fought off, but a descent into a profound desire for Victor inevitably defeated me. 


I relaxed my jaw, which had become sore, almost locking up. Victor’s cock was immensely more filling than Justin’s. It also tasted and felt better, not being forced down my throat. I enjoyed running my lips up and down his shaft, flicking the banjo string with my stiff tongue, clenching hard until compressing his bloated urethra while his cock throbbed. 


Victor moaned lasciviously when I increased my pace, sucking his solid, gnarly flesh harder with the vim and vigor of a slut driven insane for cock. I cupped his balls and squeezed gently, massaging the tiny, smooth stones inside like they were a much-vaulted prize. 


When I slid a finger onto Victor’s perineum, rubbing hard, he moaned noisily while I slurped up and down two-thirds of his ten-inch cock. I choked gently, loving the feeling that I was giving as he had done with his tongue on my creamy slit for me. 


I want to service your cock. 


My god, it is immense. 


Victor hopped from one foot to the other while I steadily wanked his shaft with one hand, activated his prostate gland with the forefinger of another, and sucked more than six inches of a ten-inch shaft that somehow managed to cram deep inside my throat. 


I drooled onto the carpet and felt the dimple on my chin fill with saliva as I choked, retched, and spat while desperately devouring his cock. 


He tapped my head gently, a sign of his impending orgasm, but I didn’t care, ignoring the warning, throwing caution to the wind, and being damned by the outcome. 


“Amy, I’m going to cum soon.” 


“Amy, please.” 


“Oh god, Amy.” 


The first hot rope of semen coated the back of my throat, choking me. I sucked harder, wanking his cock with a twist, massaging his prostate, and taking his baby-making seed in the wrong hole without caring. 


I need this. 


I fucking want to taste his semen. 


Fuck! That tastes and feels so good. 


Having Victor cum inside my mouth felt life-affirming because I fed on the most private part of him and the essence of the man that would father my baby. 


I sucked longingly, massaging and masturbating every drop of his seed, holding on to his cock for dear life, fearing the moment I would have to explain why I had drained his semen into my mouth. 


When his cock jerked uncontrollably, Victor’s body trembled like a frightened baby doe in a thunderstorm. I stopped, gazed up, and blew tiny cum bubbles on my lips, savoring the last few drops, swilling them around my mouth before swallowing. 


“Nobody ever did that, Amy.” 


“You’ve never had your cock sucked?” 


“Yes, but no girl ever wanted me that entirely.” 


“I was repaying your excellent tongue from yesterday.” 


Lying bitch. You wanted him badly. 


“I feel so happy right now, Amy.” 


“Will you join me in bed? We can relax for an hour until you recover, then we can fuck.” 


“I received your calendar proposal.” 


“Do you agree with the schedule?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


I slipped under my duvet, snuggling close into him, enjoying that the taste of semen didn’t deter Victor from kissing me. He felt warm, and his clean cock was already at half mast, but I wanted more, no, all of it to pound my hole, filling me entirely. 


“Hannah left our house.” 


“Pardon, what?” 


“She packed and left before lunchtime. I had her things despatched this afternoon.” 


“Why? What happened?” 


“She visited me midmorning and asked if there was any way she and I would become a couple again.” 


“What did you say?” 


“I told her we would not and that my support to her as a sponsor and friend would be lifelong. Hannah cried, then decided to leave.” 


“Jesus Christ, Victor. It’s all my fault.” 


“That’s not true. Hannah specifically mentioned you and said she was unusually drawn to friendship, quoting your honesty. She left a note.” 


“Where is it?” 


“On your dressing table.” 


I leaped out of bed, feeling sick and upset by the situation. A sealed envelope had my name on it, so I tore it open. 


Dear Amy, 


I know my loving relationship with Victor is over. It has been for some time, but I never wanted to look over the edge of a precipice until you gently took me there. 


I’m thankful to you for being kind when no burden of my emotions were ever yours to carry, and I’m sorry if I pushed too hard for friendship. 


I have made peace with Victor, who has been very generous and promises to continue supporting my cycling. We shall remain friends, something that should have happened long ago. 


I hope everything turns out great for you, Victor, and your baby. 


All my love, Hannah. 


I sat upright in the bed while Victor shunted pillows behind for my comfort. I felt emotional, and tears welled in my eyes because nobody had ever pursued an innocent friendship so enthusiastically with me before. 


“I feel I lost something.” 


“If it’s any consolation, Hannah seemed happier than I’ve seen her in months.” 


“Will she still train here?” 


“No. I have provided a home with almost equal facilities, and her coach is moving in. She has a chef, housekeeper, and maids.” 


“Can I see her?” 


“She asked that I respect her privacy and not hand you details of her new address.” 


“Oh fuck, Victor. I chased her away.” 


“That’s not true. She said the less pressure on you over the coming year meant a happier pregnancy, and Hannah was adamant she wouldn’t become a friction for you.” 


“Oh my, I feel like I was cruel.” 


“Hannah is a gentle soul, only ever savage and single-minded for her pursuit of victory in the arena. She and I were friends first, then lovers, and now we are friends again.” 


“Bu-.” 


“It is a good outcome for everyone.” 


I stared at Victor with tears rolling down my cheeks. I hadn’t expected this conclusion, but Hannah knew it was the best one for me. I rued an opportunity for friendship, rolling through an emotional tsunami in a tiny lifeboat that suddenly felt alone. 


Victor spooned tightly into me, holding my midriff with two palms, almost like he was protecting the embryo inside that, right now, hopefully, would be negotiating life with his sperm. 


For the first time since applying to be Victor’s surrogate, one thought permeated my soul, gripping every thought and emotion. 


Can I really do this? 



Chapter Seven

Opportunity Lost

◆◆◆

Shake it off, Amy. 


You trained with her for one hour. 


Think about the big picture, Amy. 


The gym felt lonely and sounded hollow without Hannah chatting to me, so I plugged into my favorite playlist and spun hard. Kayleigh’s warm-up routine fared no better because, for no reason other than my competitive nature, I’d blasted ahead of the peloton and had nobody to talk to. 


It’s no use. 


I need coffee and someone to talk to. 


I leaped off the bike, leaving class ten minutes early. I had enough of a sweat on to record my training session as a success, but I needed company. 


Pushing away someone who wanted to befriend me was a new experience for me. I usually gave people a chance and let them in, at least until discovering whether we were compatible. 


This time, I pushed Hannah away, and it felt hurtful. My rationale was sound, but the method used might have been a little too robust. 


I pushed open the door to Victor’s industrial kitchen, surprised by its scale and how well-equipped the place was. Three chefs continued food preparation in a double squash court-sized pristine catering emporium. At the same time, I stood near the pass, looking back into the decorative house kitchen, keeping the door between both open with my foot outstretched. 


The two kitchens couldn’t be more contrasted. One served pre-cooked food from the other, appointed with brand new, never-been-used ovens and hob. That kitchen had beautiful blue ceramic tiled splash guards and walls, with granite and highly polished wood surfaces. The other kitchen was a plastic, half-walled, stainless steel hard-core catering hub capable of feeding hundreds. 


A disapproving cough behind drew my attention, and I saw the man whose domain I was neither entirely in nor out. He smiled, nodding at my offending leg. 


“Someone might trip over your foot, hurting themselves or you.” 


“Oh, sorry.” 


“In or out, Amy? Choose now.” 


“I’m all in, chef.” 


“That’s what I heard about you. Fancy a coffee… chef’s style?” 


“Extra strong?” 


“Overwhelmingly so. Guaranteed to keep a Columbia Law student awake for weeks. Could it be one of your last for a while?” 


“How so?” 


“Pregnancy and coffee aren’t a favorable combination.” 


A thought struck me as I sat on a stool near the pass that Martin, head chef in Victor’s household, kindly provided. 


I researched surrogacy, not pregnancy. 


“I’ll take proper advice when the time comes, Martin.” 


“We’ll construct a diet to energize you for all that study work ahead. You might fart a lot, but at least you’ll stay awake.” 


“Didn’t you know girls don’t fart until you marry them, Martin?” 


He laughed heartily, slid a triple espresso across the stainless steel work table to me, and then went off to issue instructions. 


I can do this. Learn about pregnancy next. 


I should relax, though. 


Try to find Hannah and make things right. 


Martin returned, looking grumpy, eyeing me like I might have done something terrible. 


“Am I allowed in this kitchen?” 


“Yes, of course, with my permission. If I’m not here, I’d rather you didn’t because the younger chefs might become distracted and slice off a finger or something equally dumb.” 


“Are you annoyed with me?” 


“No, not at all.” 


“You look grumpy, Martin.” 


“I just heard that Hannah left without even saying goodbye. Her name got scratched off the menu like she was never here.” 


“Ahh, sorry. That might be my fault.” 


“How could it be? You’ve been here two days… unless she finally gave up on reconciling with Victor.” 


“She did.” 


“Well, that’s a good thing, right?” 


Oh dear god, you like her. 


Martin’s face brightened immeasurably on news that Hannah might be available rather than departed. His cheeks flushed, and he beamed like a Cheshire cat. I instantly knew what a crush looked like and felt sorry that my almost new best friend wasn’t here to enjoy his excitement for herself. 


Martin was very handsome and precisely the kind of man I might date were I not embarking on a surrogacy adventure, which I was, so I couldn’t. 


“You have a crush on her.” 


“Nah… Hannah wouldn’t be interested in me.” 


“That’s a silly thing to say.” 


“Is your’s a legal opinion or as a houseguest whose food I prepare?” 


“That’s a good point. You have the opportunity and means to poison me; I shouldn’t provide a motive.” 


He chuckled, still rolling warmly in an emotional bath of Hannah’s availability. After sipping a good amount of espresso, I pursed my lips, enjoying how it ignited my body, preparing me for the day. 


“Do you know where Hannah went, Amy?” 


“No idea, sorry.” 


Stick with the truth and don’t offer anything you don’t have to. 


“Okay, well, that’s that. I’ll track her down.” 


After I smiled and said goodbye, guilt struck me heavily. I carried my burden to the elevator, where powerful pulleys and steel cables took over, lifting it to my bedroom floor. 


If I told him about the other house Victor has, he could track down the chef and ask about Hannah. He probably already knows the address. 


I could have told him that Victor knows where Hannah is. 


Greg probably took her there as well. I could have told him that. 


But then I’d be meddling and become a hypocrite. 


I hated people who did generous things purely to salve their conscience. I wasn’t about to tarnish Hannah’s fresh start with a hint of romance she missed simply because I was having a guilt trip. 


Maybe she didn’t miss it. Perhaps Hannah ran to avoid Martin once, realizing it was over with Victor. 


He’s a cute guy. 


Perhaps not in her opinion, though. 


I considered Hannah and Martin, picturing them together while showering alone, occasionally peering around the glass partition when I heard noises, hoping Victor might show up. 


When he eventually did, my surrogacy partner seemed utterly exhausted. He had three power drinks in hand, one of which he drained in seconds. 


“You had a hard session?” 


“Yes. I’m shaving off my anger and arrogance.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I have an important meeting this morning. The man coming here is truly detestable and brings out the worst in me.” 


“Oh my. That’s quite a revelation.” 


Wow, I wasn’t expecting emotional unburdening. 


“He tells me about the hookers he bedded in a hotel suite the night before. It angers me because we have no friendship to base such conversations on, and such things are not my pleasure.” 


“You don’t seem angry or arrogant to me. Perhaps a little guarded, but that’s normal for people playing at the high-stakes table..” 


“I keep myself in check through several means. My hubris can become awful if unchecked.” 


“And you use sport as an outlet?” 


“Among other things, yes.” 


“What other things, Victor?” 


“Therapy, by deploying coping strategies and some other things.” 


What other things? 


“I use a simple strategy in life that I principally developed for the courtroom.” 


“Please share with me, Amy. I’m always willing to learn.” 


You are, and I admire that about you. 


“Before any meeting, encounter, lecture, or even phone call, I picture the person or people I’m dealing with and review their past behavior traits and interactions. I imagine the context of my call or meeting and assess their anticipated response.” 


“So, if you expect them to behave like an ass, and they do, it doesn’t provoke you?” 


“Exactly. It doesn’t even surprise me because they are doing what I expected. I wouldn’t make much of a trial lawyer if someone knocked me over with a sentence.” 


“So, if the guy coming to see me today is an ass, I should expect him to be an ass before he arrives?” 


“Not just that. You should plan your response to when he behaves ass-like.” 


“And hold back my temper.” 


“Yes, but also use the moment of his weakness to press home your advantage. He’s probably acting this way to knock you sideways.” 


“Fuck, Amy. Jesus Christ.” 


“What is it?” 


“I think you’re right. It’s a negotiating tactic. He isn’t a whoremonger at all.” 


He might be. 


“This is standard trial lawyer 101. Courtrooms are a fucking vicious playground, but then, people’s lives and delivering justice are the highest stakes. Even more so than all of your riches.” 


“It’s so very true.” 


He looked contemplative, stripping off before me as though we were a decades-old husband and wife. I drank in his rippling chest and bicep muscles as he peeled off a sleeveless sweat top, loving how his body descended into a ripped six-pack, pinching in at the waist. 


And that fucking cock. Jesus, I could use a little of that fuck stick buried deep inside my lady parts right now. 


I was glad when he smiled and left for the shower. With my hair dry, I was fully dressed in a lightweight summer floral pattern dress when my dripping wet, bronzed Adonis returned with a semi-erection. 


“How would you deal with this guy I’m meeting, Amy?” 


“Do you have a profile on him?” 


“No. Should I?” 


“We use trial scientists for important cases. They have psychological workups on everyone: judges, opposing counsel, even the jurors to help select them.” 


“Because the stakes are so high?” 


“Exactly. How high are your stakes?” 


“Enough to know I should be reading a psychological profile right now.” 


“You should probably have a performance psychologist and profiler on your staff. They would help key managers maintain high mental fitness and do this profiling. Look inside the FBI. 


“Fucking hell, Amy. How do you know this?” 


“Because I intend to be a winner, like you.” 


“The General who loses his temper will launch his troops to the assault like swarming Ants.” 


“You know your Sun Tsu, Victor.” 


“I need to understand my lawyering better, Amy.” 


“There is a reason why William Shakespeare said, let’s kill all the lawyers.” 


“If you were me, what would you do in this circumstance?” 


“How do you ordinarily counter the other side in a negotiation?” 


“Figure out their desired outcomes, red lines, and bail-out position.” 


“Then treat his behavior as part of his negotiating tactic designed to meet that end, and he becomes simpler to deal with.” 


“Got it.” 


He lifted my satchel, using it as an excuse to wrap his arms tightly around me and kiss me. It wasn’t necessary and shouldn’t have been done in the spirit of our surrogacy agreement, but it felt nice to be held by a man who wanted me. 


His cock prodded me suggestively, but Victor made no move to further any sexual objectives. 


“Perhaps we should train earlier and make good use of your morning wood, Victor.” 


“What time will you return from University?” 


“Noon.” 


“I shall be ready to become the property of a lady, should she call upon me.” 


His lips sizzled my heart before they brushed lightly against mine. His passionate kiss and my wanton response with a flickering tongue deep in his mouth proved this was no normal surrogacy. I needed companionship, and that was still a long way from us loving one another and becoming entangled. 


“I have half an hour. I’m a compulsive early arriver for everything.” 


“Can you dispense of that for one day? Columbia is only ten minute’s drive away, maximum.” 


“I’m wearing a dress, so access is simple.” 


Victor lifted and carried me to our bed, and I giggled delightedly while he tugged off my panties. I noticed a massive cock at full erection, wanting it deep inside my hole, bottoming out, spilling an ocean of semen inside my fertile organs. 


“Hunt down my egg and make me pregnant, please, Victor.” 


“How could I refuse, darling, Amy.” 


Darling… too far… too much. 


Oh, shut the fuck up and enjoy the man, Amy. 


When his cock slid deep inside my soaking wet pussy, I ached from the multiple times Victor had fucked me a day prior. My pussy stretched wide open, I gasped, and my heart thumped like an artillery barrage. I felt lifted with excess oxytocin flooding me, frowning lewdly for his delight. 


“I love it when you pull at your bottom lip, Amy.” 


“I’m not doing it deliberately. I want you so badly right now, baby’s daddy.” 


My internal organs shifted gently, making room inside a desperately throbbing pink cathedral in which my orgasm already trembled like a storm out at sea, gathering its strength for a landfall onslaught. 


I wrapped my legs around his waist, slamming both heels into his firm ass cheeks, spurring Victor on to fill me up. 


“That’s it, my lover, fuck me harder.” 


My, what now? 


I shook my head, lay back, and enjoyed Victor pinning my shoulders with both palms planted firmly above them on the mattress. 


“You’re making sure I get all of your cock.” 


“Does it hurt inside?” 


“Not as much as I love it, so please go ahead and fuck me harder.” 


When I pressed back with all my might, wrapping a velvet sheath around his cock, I felt every vein on his rigid shaft. Love was emblazoned on Victor’s face, but it was a moment of lust that had painted it fleetingly in a rippling expression toiling with emotions while I orgasmed, and he filled my love tunnel with baby-making seed. 


He rolled off, panting, grinning, then chuckling with me, closing my legs tight to retain his seed for a few minutes more. 


“Fuck that felt good.” 


“Do you know something, Amy? I feel so calm and grounded right now.” 


“That’s just sexual chemistry.” 


“No, my dear, it is you.” 


I rolled out of bed and ran for the toilet, needing to drain his cum or suffer its discomfort coating the gusset in my panties while I wriggled on hard chairs in my lecture hall. 


I’m going too far. 


Maybe I should use the break clause if I get my next period. 


Run for it, Amy. 


I grinned at my chimp brain for telling me to run. My primal being was morally and pleasurably split, simultaneously wanting me to run away and stay to get pregnant, fulfilling my contract and deepest desires. 


“I’m staying, regardless of the consequences.” 


“What was that, my dear?” 


“Sorry, Victor, I was talking to myself. I hadn’t realized you were in the bathroom.” 


“Just brushing my teeth.” 


“Sorry.” 


I slipped past him, embarrassed, hoping he might brush off my comment. 


“I’m glad you are staying.” 


No such luck. 


I spun around, noticing chagrin painted on my expression in a mirror reflection. 


“Oh, you heard me. Sorry, the internal monologue can be distracting.” 


“I feel the same dilemma about what we are doing, Amy.” 


“How so?” 


“Because in two short days, the idea of what surrogacy might be has been utterly dispelled in my thoughts.” 


“It’s becoming very different from what I imagined it to be as well.” 


“You feel like a companion, Amy.” 


“I was thinking the same thing. Do you think that does any harm?” 


“Not at all, but we must not cross the boundary of friendship into romance.” 


We may already have done that. 



Chapter Eight

A Rush Of Blood To My Head

◆◆◆

“I could spend the whole day in bed with you, Victor.” 


“You have lectures.” 


“I’m very hormonal and full of your semen right now.” 


“Does that make you feel happy, Amy?’ 


“Yeah, very. It’s like my body approves of what we’re doing.” 


“Does your body approve of me?” 


I was surprised by the question and a tiny ruffle in his expression that suggested my validation was important. I couldn’t fathom anything more because he hid his feelings well. 


“Is my approval important?” 


“Yes.” 


“Why?” 


“I respect you, Amy.” 


“After a few days?” 


“It’s been weeks since I began researching you.” 


“Among others, yes.” 


“But it was mostly about you for the past two weeks before we met.” 


“Do you like the idea of me, Victor?” 


“You’re toying with me?” 


“Yes, sorry. It’s more flirty than I expected to feel.” 


He caught me fishing for his feelings in a vague ocean of emotional turmoil. I needed something to cling to and couldn’t understand whether that was an erosion of my independence, a new need to make friends or insecurity. 


When Greg pulled my car up to the front door, a recent delicious orgasm was fresh in my mind. I wore a panty liner and brought more in my bag, not wishing to leak semen into my gusset and feel uncomfortable throughout the day during lectures. 


He smiled, and I felt guilty; imagining something in my happy expression or body language gave away the fact I’d already made love before school. 


Made love? 


It sounds better than being fucked every day. 


Doesn’t making love require participants to feel love? 


We copulated… yeah, that’s it… we copu-. 


“Did you enjoy breakfast, Amy?” 


“Umm, breakfast… I err. Oh, I didn’t eat yet.” 


“Check the center console. I have muesli bars in there for times like this. Take what you want.” 


“Thank you, Greg.” 


“Anything for you, Amy.” 


Something nagged at me, and I desperately wanted to act on it. My adherence to specific guiding directives pertaining to my surrogacy seemed simple when I’d figured them out from the comfort of my apartment sofa, but here, on the battlefield of my life, they failed me. 


“You look troubled, Amy.” 


“I’m not usually so easy to read.” 


“Maybe it’s because you are comfortable here. I mean in Victor’s home… actually, it’s your home too. I didn’t mean in this car.” 


I giggled at Greg’s awkwardness. I knew he considered my comfort of paramount importance and that driving me was more than a job to him. 


“Don’t worry about me, Greg. I know what you mean. I am comfortable in my new home. You’ve all made me feel very welcome.” 


“May I ask what’s bothering you, please? Is it family friction?” 


“No. That was anticipated. This problem is something else.” 


“Hannah?” 


“Yes. I miss her.” 


“Are you upset she left?” 


“Correct again. Greg, you should be a therapist.” 


“Chauffers share that quality with good bartenders, except we’re like Ginger Rodgers.” 


“You mean Fred Astaire’s dance partner?” 


“Yeah, she did everything the same as Fred, only Ginger did it backward and wearing heels.” 


He tapped the rearview mirror and smiled, then laughed while I joined in. I liked Greg and felt his positive vibe lifting me. 


“Are you saying chauffeurs do therapy better than bartenders?” 


“And without plying the subject with alcohol. We turn muesli bars and water into confessions and positivity.” 


“That you certainly do, Greg.” 


When he opened the door and offered me a hand, Greg smiled like there were no problems in the world worth worrying about. I felt the sun’s warmth and a fresh light breeze that picked up the hem of my knee-length floral skirt when I strolled, feeling happy, towards my campus front door. 


I had a lesson about Miranda and variations on arrest procedure first thing. It was tedious, but then, any lecture almost entirely process-driven was as much a chore for the lecturer as it was for those receiving it. 


“Learning Miranda is a necessary evil. You must understand when a poorly applied process has impacted your client’s rights. Understanding this gives you negotiating room with the District Attorney.” 


I knuckled down, taking copious notes while others chatted in whispers or via their messenger apps. The police officer, turned lecturer giving up his experience for three hours, reached roughly one-third of the class with his message. 


I enjoyed his lectures, benefiting from his real-life police experience, although today was hard for everyone. When it was done, he smiled at those who’d been attentive, ignoring the rest, meandering his way over to me. 


“Hi, Amy. Thanks for paying attention.” 


“It was a great lecture. I must unpack it later; go to reference books and embed the details to recall everything at will.” 


“That’s why you are top of my class, Amy. Lawyering is like policework and everything else in life. You must grind through degrees of hardship to succeed.” 


“Mr Rodgers, can I ask you a question?” 


“Of course.” 


“How obsessively must you try to find someone before it’s considered stalking? Is the law on this just a test of whether you are making someone afraid by harassment?” 


“Pretty much. Are you looking for someone?” 


“Yeah. I pushed them away, and now they don’t want to be found by me. If I pursue the person in question, it may compromise a friend.” 


“Your friend knows where this person is?” 


“Yes.” 


“I would steer clear of asking them. That’s messy. Do you have a full name?” 


“Yes.” 


“Social media would be my first call. Find out where they might enjoy a coffee, then innocently bump into them. No stalking, no foul.” 


“Okay. Thanks, Mr. Rodgers.” 


He smiled, then went to the podium, where a few students waited to ask him for a recap on something they missed. 


“If you missed the lesson, pay better attention next time, folks. I don’t suffer fools, so please clear the hall for the next lesson.” 


A few cursed under their breath, exiting close by me. I headed for the coffee van, knowing caffeine was a luxury I must curtail soon for the sake of a growing embryo. 


I had a couple of days of ovulation left, then around ten more until my period started, and, being regular as clockwork, I expected to know quickly if Victor’s sperm had impregnated me. 


What happens when we don’t need to copulate? 


Do I kick Victor from my bed? 


Do I want to? 


Will he leave my bed and then return when my fertility cycle renews? 


I sat cross-legged on a bench in a shrub garden close to the coffee van, sipping my cappuccino, hoping that Hannah would walk past me by some minor miracle. 


“Hi, are you Amy?” 


“Yes. How can I help?” 


“I’m Graham; my principal is Felicity.” 


He said it as though I ought to know who she was. I glanced in every direction but couldn’t see a woman aside from one of two people standing behind him. He dressed smartly in a suit, wearing an overcoat that seemed unnecessary. 


My hackles rose, and fear gripped me. Danger surrounded me, and I wasn’t sure anyone would come to help if I screamed. 


“Okay. Why do I feel like the guy and woman behind you are bodyguards?” 


“They are my associates. We are all here to support you, Amy.” 


“And how, no… why, are you all associated?” 


“We’re here to make you an offer. More specifically, Felicity has an offer for you.” 


“Where is she?” 


“Felicity will meet you in time. For now, we’d like you to know the baby you will carry is a valuable commodity to us.” 


“That’s a fucking sinister thing to say.” 


“But not illegal.” 


“What’s your angle?” 


“If another man’s seed fathered your baby, it would suit Felicity very well.” 


“Any other man?” 


“No, our proposed father is a particular man, and we already have his seed.” 


“Fucking hell. Have you any idea how twisted you sound.” 


“It’s worth a great deal of money to you. Your child will be the heir to Victor and another fortune.” 


“Do you mean to insert your suitor’s semen inside me using IVF?” 


“It’s a simple procedure, especially for a fertile subject.” 


“What if I am already pregnant?” 


“That’s easily solved, and then we roll over to the next month bearing a healthy child.” 


“You want to abort my baby? Are you a fucking freak?” 


I stood up, gathered my things, and got one hastily taken snap of the bodyguards from an awkward angle. I knew the guy speaking to me would obscure his face immediately after he saw me raise my phone, but his thug’s reactions would be far enough behind for me to catch their faces. 


Then I sprinted, and they pursued me. 


“I want that phone, bitch.” 


“Fuck off.” 


I kicked a hallway door, flying through it, slamming it backward into someone’s face, enjoying their scream as the heavy wood struck something tender. 


I sprinted down the corridor until I reached a lecture hall that I stumbled into. The room stopped in time like you see in the movies. I’d disturbed two hundred students and a lecturer who stared down his spectacles at me. 


“I’m being chased, Professor.” 


“By whom?” 


“Seriously bad people.” 


“You’d better hide in my lecture. It might wake a few dozing fools.” 


He pointed casually at the students, who looked like this was the most exciting thing ever happening to them. I leaped up four levels and dove amid a group of six girls, one of whom slipped a beanie hat over my hair. 


Others copied her, and soon, the room was half full of girls wearing hats of one description or another. 


When the doors burst open, I saw my pursuers looking furiously in every direction, unable to identify me from the crowd. 


“Who are you?” 


“Sorry, Professor, we’re looking for a girl we think ran in here.” 


“Not anymore, you aren’t. Get the fuck out.” 


“We’ll look for the girl first, if you don’t mind. Just be patient while we do our job.” 


They reached a few paces inside, then stopped dead when the guy who spoke to me saw the lecturer press a button on his podium. He stared at my assailants, seeming wholly confident of his upper hand. 


“Armed security will arrive in a few minutes. That silent alarm is a panic switch to say we have a serious issue here.” 


They ran, angrily slamming the door behind, while I clasped my heart, leaning back in a seat, breathing deeply to recover from my life’s most terrifying experience. 


The professor examined me closely, and I saw a light bulb flick through his eyes. 


“Are you the surrogate student?” 


“No. Those men approached me about paying for sex. The guy who spoke to you said his boss wanted to meet me.” 


“Jesus Christ. You need to get to campus security now.” 


“I thought they were coming here?” 


“That button was for my lectern light.” 


“Okay. I’ll leave now. Thank you.” 


It took me a few minutes to convince the three guys escorting me from the lecture hall to return with my thanks. I stopped short of the security office, not wishing to cause any more of a scene. I flipped my phone open and speed-dialed Victor. 


“Hi, Amy.” 


“It’s an emergency. Come and get me; bring guns.” 


“Are you okay?” 


He sounded panicked, as did I. My obfuscation of truth to the lecturer was hastily devised to avoid attention being turned to my surrogacy at school or by the media. 


 “You have enemies that want to disrupt my pregnancy.” 


“You’re not making any sense, Amy, but I’m on my way in a black Mercedes G Wagon; Greg will also be there in your usual car soon. Get inside the first one you see. Front entrance, please.”  


Given the terrifying circumstances of my flight, I strolled through the halls as casually as possible. Mingling with other students, nodding, and smiling felt odd because I usually kept my distance. 


When I reached the exit door, screeching tires announced the arrival of my armed guards. Victor leaped out of a rear passenger door, looking like a calm, deadly knight dressed in a light grey suit, surrounded by four menacing bodyguards with bulging jackets.  


He smiled confidently at me, reached out a hand, and held the door while I slipped inside. He followed me, and I suddenly felt tears welling while my heart pounded. 


“You look like it was no big deal.” 


“Character is everything, Amy. If you have that, you can deal with anything, just as you did.” 


“I was terrified, though.” 


“So was I when you called. Your character came through, Amy, and you dealt with the situation. It is a proud moment.” 


“I’m not fucking doing that again. Who is Felicity?” 


“I’ve no doubt she doesn’t exist. Did you get any photographs of the men who attacked you?” 


“Yeah, but not of the main guy that did all of the talking. I got the henchman, umm, and a woman.” 


“They will have everyone on University CCTV, Amy. I’ll get the footage from security. Did you file a complaint?” 


“No, and I denied being a surrogate for you when the lecturer that hid me asked. I didn’t report to campus security, figuring we wouldn’t want this incident in the media.” 


“Clever girl.” 


I sobbed like a suffering child, planting my face in both hands and leaning forward. Victor hauled me into a tight embrace, hugging me while kissing the top of my head. 


“I don’t want to have someone else’s baby, Victor. I want to bear your child.” 


“Did they want to impregnate you?’ 


“Yes… yes, how fucking vile is that?” 


“How much money did they offer, Amy?“ 


“We didn’t get that far. I ran.” 


“Good girl.” 


“I’m so sorry, Victor.” 


“It’s not your fault. I should have foreseen this.” 


I felt responsible and convinced that I should have run sooner. Perhaps I’d become too high profile and beckoned this kind of offer. I was being stupid and highly emotional, but all I wanted to do was be hugged, which is precisely what Victor did. 


“I’ll recruit some bodyguards to help.” 


“I don’t want a gang of burly men following me in gray suits.” 


“We’ll select people your age, men and women, highly trained, possibly ex-military or FBI, and they will dress like students attending your classes.” 


“How will you swing that with Columbia?” 


“Universities always need charitable infrastructure donations. I’ll ask if the swimming pool needs an upgrade. If not, every University needs a new library wing.” 


I stared up at him with damp eyes that stung from salty tears. I felt happier that Victor seemed confident of my safety. I lay on my back, flipping off my heels before pressing both soles against the passenger’s side window while laying my head in his lap. 


“Don’t you want to reconsider our agreement, Victor?” 


“Why would I do that?” 


“Your baby is a recognizable and easy target because of me.” 


“I’ll hear no more of this being your fault, Amy, and I thought you just confessed to wanting to have my baby?” 


“I did, and I do.” 


“I would not choose any other woman to bear a child with me, Amy. So let’s please move on.” 


“Okay, Victor.” 


I dozed off, heavily exhausted by the massive expenditure of nervous energy. When I woke as his G Wagon pulled up in the driveway, Victor helped me out of the car. 


“This isn’t your home.” 


“It’s a backup home I keep for security. Only Greg knows its location.” 


“Why are we here?” 


The front door opened, and I saw Hannah. She ran down the steps with an ear-to-ear grin, splitting her overjoyed expression. She hugged me and held both my hands. 


“Is this your home?” 


“Victor moved me here at my request.” 


“I wasn’t supposed to know where you lived, Hannah.” 


“Greg told Victor you missed me. Your baby partner passed that on and asked if I’d meet you.” 


“I’m glad he reached out to you, Hannah. I’m also sorry I chased you away.” 


“You didn’t cause any problem for me, sweetie. It was a wake-up call for me. Victor and I have settled matters between us.” 


“Will you come back?” 


“No, but you can visit me here anytime, and in a few months, when love wears off, I’ll come and see you.” 


It was telling that Victor waited outside and in his G Wagon while Hannah brought me inside. She led me into a beautiful kitchen, activating a Breville espresso maker. I sat on a padded leather stool and leaned on the wooden breakfast bar. 


My new friend stared at me, grinning, hiding an unhappy disposition. 


“Are you okay?” 


“I need to flush Victor out of my system, Amy.” 


“I get it. It feels lonely in the house, though, especially in the gym.” 


“I’m quite noisy.” 


“And very kind.” 


“I like building relationships, Amy, not destroying them. I hope you and Victor succeed.” 


“You make it sound like we’re in a relationship.” 


“You are.” 


“Yeah… but it’s not a romantic one.” 


She leveled her gaze at me, locking my eyes in a tractor-beam stare. It was a, you’re not kidding me expression until Hannah smiled, slid a double espresso under my nose, and wrinkled her nose as though I were being humorous. 


“Yeah, okay, Amy. Whatever you say, babe. Now tell me about your adventure.” 


“You know about what happened this morning?” 


“Victor called and said you’d need a girlfriend. Here I am.” 


“Am I a charity case, now?” 


“Hardly, sweetheart. I already made my case to be your friend.” 


“And I rejected you. I’m sorry, Hannah.” 


“Shall we turn the page, forget about the past, and move on?” 


“I’d like that, Hannah.” 



Chapter Nine

Looking Danger In The Eye

◆◆◆

“Is this house to your liking, Hannah?” 


I strolled with her through a vast living room, enjoying a moment with a new friend. Her sponsor’s gear lay everywhere, unboxed, with garments hung on rails or neatly folded and stacked tidily. 


“It’s not like the primary site, as Victor calls it, but it’s nice, and he’s been incredibly generous. I can’t grumble; at least living here, I don’t bump into the heinous family.” 


“Are they all like his Mom and Caprica?” 


“Yeah, very much. They all live on Victor’s wealth and expect to be catered for in his will. The sister you met is the worst-behaved and least intelligent.” 


“He doesn’t suffer their poor behavior, and that’s good. Victor also doesn’t interfere in how I deal with them.” 


We talked a while longer, and I enjoyed Hannah’s company while being conscious that Victor was waiting outside. We hugged at the front door and exchanged cell numbers. 


“If I don’t answer a call or message, I’ll be training, meeting with my coach, or having physiotherapy.” 


“I’m free anytime unless I’m in lectures, Hannah.” 


“Or getting pregnant.” 


“Hah, yes.” 


I hadn’t mentioned our surrogacy plan, that we slept together, or how we’d decided to shape time to dine, talk, and enjoy one another’s company. Hannah, knowing that her unrequited love slept his nights in my bed, wouldn’t serve any purpose. 


I stepped outside and saw Victor standing a few meters away like a guard dog told to stay until his owner returned. 


“Are you okay, Sweetheart?” 


“Yes, Victor. Thank you for rescuing me earlier and for doing this, bringing me to Hannah.” 


“Your ordeal was because of me.” 


I didn’t want to respond because blaming Victor would be quite wrong. Technically, the thwarted attack on me was because of him, but it was not Victor’s fault.  


“Hannah seems fine.” 


“It’s awkward to discuss these matters, Amy.” 


“Why is that?” 


I knew the answer but wanted to understand if Victor saw things like I did. It was the test I might set for a new boyfriend, checking in to see if we were on the same page and moving forward in unison. 


“You have devised rules that make it impossible for us to discuss deeply personal matters or exchange opinions about household members, family, and friends.” 


“Yes, that’s true, bu-.” 


“You are the most important person in our household, not because of the baby we hope to have but because you will leave and never come back one day. The hurt in that moment will be all the greater for you if we indulge in a deeper, meaningful relationship.” 


“Yes. Precisely that. You have incredible emotional intelligence, Victor.” 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


He held the door open, and I slipped inside. My confidence returned, riding beside Victor, feeling the security of bodyguards in vehicles to our front and rear. He couldn’t break a chilly silence between us because I’d dropped us into a conversational no-mans-land. 


“Could I still ride to University with Greg, please?“ 


“Do you like Greg?” 


“Very much. He is kind and diligent, but I guess you knew that already.” 


“Of course, Amy. I promise you that the new security detail will be discrete. You’ll only know the team to recognize them. Nobody will engage with you.” 


Nobody will engage with me? 


I wonder if that’s about to become everyone’s rule. 


I only have myself to blame. 


“Thank you, Victor.” 


As I strolled up the driveway, feeling lonely and regretful, my options occurred to me. 


I could leave under a cloud of failure and be ridiculed by those who know about my surrogacy. 


The incident today would justify a departure. 


I can stay and be unhappy. 


Or I can choose to be happy and stop feeling sorry for myself. 


Victor walked close beside me. Before we reached the front door, he slipped his hand in mine, squeezing my fingers and palm in classic boyfriend style. My heart raced, and I felt much happier, sideways glancing and grinning at him. 


“Is this allowed, sweet Amy?“ 


“Yes, and thank you, Victor.” 


“We shall always be more than friends but less than a couple in love, Amy. You may call on me at any time in your life regardless of whether we successfully create a child together or not.” 


“If we don’t, we will have no connection.” 


“There is already an indelible connection between us. I am in no other relationship, as you are aware.” 


“We aren’t in a relationship, Victor.” 


“We certainly are, albeit an unconventional and perhaps transactional one. I am the property of a lady until she decides otherwise.” 


His comment hit me like a brick in the face. Victor’s commitment to me far exceeded that of any man I’d dated or felt during the relationship Justin and I had. 


“You are very attentive toward me.” 


“You are very important, Amy.” 


“Are you busy right now, Victor?” 


“Not if you need me. What can I do for you?” 


“I need you to bed me right now.” 


I was thoroughly aroused to the extent that damp panties became drenched, and I was glad of the semen-soaked liner I’d worn.  


No man had ever been kinder, keener, or more genuinely emotionally available to me, even though he could be so much more if my rules didn’t restrict. I wanted to feel his nakedness, warmth, and affection all over, but especially deep inside my pussy. 


“You are still ovulating?” 


“For two more days after this one.” 


“Will I be required after that, Amy?” 


“Oh god, what a fucking buzzkill, sweetheart.” 


His question dampened the enthusiasm of our copulation, but I didn’t blame Victor. He fucked me vigorously, although I was less engaged than I wanted to be, dwelling on what was said. 


A tumultuous orgasm helped assuage my nerves, lifting my mood immeasurably. 


When Victor rolled off me, I wriggled to close the gap and snuggled closer while he drew me in, holding me tight. His semen felt like a warm ocean, lapping fleshy shores deep inside me, spreading a feeling of love as his seed hunted down my embryo. 


“Why did you ask me if you were still required when my ovulation ends?” 


“Because you call the shots, Amy, and I don’t know how much you will still need me around.” 


“Do I make you feel like a sperm donor?” 


“No, never. I ju-.” 


“Pregnancy can still occur outside ovulation, even if I get my period, although it’s less likely then.” 


“Would you like me to be on hand every day?” 


I winced slightly, bracing against the coldness of our transaction that contrasted greatly with the warmth of our embrace.  


It was a question about period sex, asked obliquely and rather cutely, I felt, but it was still a fair one. I considered the matter briefly, never having been fucked during my period, wondering if saying yes made me wanton or seem desperate. 


“What is your real question, Victor?” 


“Would you like me to move back out of your bedroom after your cycle moves past ovulation?” 


“What is your preference?” 


“I enjoy sleeping with you, Amy. I like to wake up beside you through the night, stroke your beautiful hair and stunning naked body.” 


“Oh, I see. I felt something last night but thought it was part of a dream.” 


“I move your hair and look at your face, Imagining what our child looks like.” 


I felt thrilled by his affections, deciding that some comfort between us might help foster a sense of love in our child. 


“I like sleeping with you as well, Victor. You don’t pull the duvet off me. In fact, I’ve felt you covering me a few times after I kick it off.” 


“I want the best for you.” 


“And for our baby.” 


“Of course.” 


“So, you want to stay in my bed?” 


“Yes, please, Amy.” 


I rolled on top of Victor, pleased with his answer, spreading my legs wide to ride the enormous cock that was already hard again. He looked vulnerable, almost like a gentle boy living somewhere deep inside the tough man wanted to be loved. 


“Do you need more semen so soon, Amy?” 


“This one is for me and you, not our baby.” 


I admired that he said nothing dumb like, is this allowed while I spread my legs wider, settling both knees on the bed. I sat astride his giant cock while it lay flat, sliding it up and down between my swollen fleshy pillows. 


Gripping between swollen pussy lips, I lifted the tip of his cock, arching my back and rocking my ass before swallowing his shaft deep inside my well fucked, sloppy pussy hole. 


As he slid deep inside me, I felt every swollen vein and the bulging urethra of a man whose cock was hard as steel. 


“Does it feel too slack and sloppy inside me?“ 


“No. You feel very warm, relaxed deep inside, and very sexy.” 


“Oh, Victor. You’re going to make some lucky girl very happy one day.” 


I rode his cock, enjoying how deep he reached inside my pussy. The semen he dragged in and out of my cunt on his shaft creamed beautifully with my ovulation hormones. When his knees rose behind me, I placed a palm on each and squatted high, using the soles of my feet to help power my dripping wet hole up and down his cock. 


I stared down and saw my pussy seal clenched tightly around his shaft, driving down our cum and cream mixture until it buried messily in his pubic bush when I bottomed out on his cock. 


Another shower together will be nice. 


My clitoris was engorged, felt hard and wet, throbbing for some friction to stimulate the nerve cluster. At the limit of my downward stroke, with Victor’s cock buried deep inside my pussy, I rocked gently, grinding my sticky pearl into his public bone, enjoying how the well-trimmed wiry pubic hairs tickled me playfully. 


His eyes were ablaze, piercing through me, desperate to please in a way no other had ever desired for me. When my orgasm rose like ripples of pleasure washing out from the center of my body as a rock dropped into a still lake, I knew the truth that could not be spoken. 


I milked his cock, enjoying a second flood of baby-making seed deep inside me while smiling gently at my lover. I bowed forward to kiss Victor, staring deep into his eyes, enjoying what I saw reflected. 


I sat upright, tying back my hair, enjoying Victor’s cock buried to its hilt inside my creamy hole. He twitched, and I imagined more beads of his cum decanting inside me. 


“Oh fuck, you are such an exquisite lover, Victor.” 


“Only when shaped in the right hands, Amy.” 


“Really? I can imagine you must have satisfied hundreds of women.” 


“Because I am rich and powerful?” 


“Handsome and sexy as well, Victor.” 


I hadn’t seen the danger coming or considered how my innocently intended comments might have hurt, but when Victor’s face darkened, and sadness rippled through his expression, I knew I’d fucked up.  


“That’s often all women see in me. I have had four lovers in my life, including Hannah. Does that surprise you?” 


“Yes, very much.” 


“You assumed I would be a player?“ 


“Oh dear.” 


“What’s wrong, Amy?” 


“I’ve behaved poorly and made assumptions about you in the most judgemental way. I’m so sorry, Victor.” 


“They were reasonable assumptions based on the traits of most billionaires I know.” 


“You are different, though; I knew that, yet still applied the stereotype.” 


“You are too harsh with yourself, Amy. If you offend me, I will tell you. I hoped to have made a good impression on you, but It’s hard to be emotionally available given our circumstances.” 


“And yet you try so hard to meet my every need.” 


“You are worth trying to please, and I want to describe this time when our child was conceived as a great period in both our lives.” 


I rolled into him again, partly leaning on but mostly lying off him, enjoying our conversation. I played a little cat and mouse, and he knew that, being a tactical master. 


“We are aligned, Victor.” 


I frowned inside, cursing my cold choice of words, immediately regretting how utterly my rules had closed down an enjoyable conversation. He grinned, kissed my forehead, and moved away from my awkwardness. 


What Victor said next sent an icy shock up my spine.  


“The people who approached at Columbia this morning would do you harm. Might that change your decision to stay?” 


“Harm me, how?” 


“They’ll kill if they cannot impregnate you. They will stop at little to access my fortune, and these people play a long game.” 


“Is an heir the easiest way to get to your money?” 


“Yes, but it’s not about money.” 


“It sounds obsessive, Victor.” 


“I am worth much more than Forbes reported two hundred and twenty billion dollars. That’s just cash and shares.” 


“How so?” 


“I owe two bank funds with combined assets under management of six trillion dollars.” 


“But that’s not your money.” 


“No… I control both funds, though, and not because a board voted me in. I am the majority shareholder.” 


“Which means whoever succeeds you controls that portfolio.” 


“Yes. Assets include massive swathes of farm and future industrial development land. Millions of houses and commercial properties. Pharmaceutical, defense, and tech companies.” 


“Oh fuck. My child will be a target for the whole of their life.” 


“As am I and… not wishing to dramatize, you are too, probably even after you leave.” 


“Yes.” 


“If you want to change your mind about our contract, I shall consider it fulfilled and pay all dues.” 


“I don’t need the money, Victor.” 


“I know that, but a deal is a deal, and you’ve been honorable thus far.” 


‘It’s been four days.” 


“Four very pleasurable days, Amy.” 


“And yet, you’re encouraging me to leave?“ 


“Not in the slightest. But I wouldn’t blame you if you did.” 


I rolled away and backed into his big spoon without answering Victor’s question. It was primarily rhetorical anyway, so he wasn’t left hanging, but I had plenty of food for thought. 


As I drifted into a post-adrenaline slump doze, he placed a palm protectively on my stomach. He stroked gently with fingertips as though willing for a life to have already formed inside my reproductive organs. 


I smiled, enjoying the warmth and pleased that Victor had revealed his truth even though he was not compelled to do so. 


This is dangerous. 


So is litigating criminal law. 


Fuck the danger. 


I slept longer than Victor did, rising mid-evening, feeling hungry. I wore a plastic hair cover and showered, enjoying expensive soaps lathered into a rich cream on two natural sponge gloves that caressed my body. 


A glob of Victor’s semen dribbled down my thigh. I stooped down, trapped the descending rivulet of cream, and forced it back up, disappointed by the monsoon from my rainfall shower head that dissolved and swept it away. 


I dressed in sweatpants and a lightweight t-shirt before leaving my room to hunt down Martin and plead my case for a light snack. I chose the stairs, enjoying the wide, carpeted, spiraling track that met with the opposite side on the first floor before descending together like a wooden waterfall. 


I heard voices shouting and sat down, wondering if I was eavesdropping or simply avoiding passing a door that would reveal me before I reached the kitchen. 


“Caprica, if you can’t behave around my home, you are no longer welcome here.” 


“I’ll be heard, Victor.” 


“Sister, do not abuse my generosity because that could be cut off should your arrogance persist in this matter.” 


“I don’t like her.” 


“It’s none of your business.” 


“That’s your problem, Victor. You’ve turned your heir, a fucking heir, into a business transaction.” 


“I’m not discussing this with you.” 


“Mother will sort this out.” 


“How Caprica? By continuing to force her agenda?” 


“Can’t you see the sense in that?” 


“Fuck no. It’s disgusting.” 


“Do you find me disgusting, Victor?” 


“No, but the very idea of a brother and sister creating a child as you and she suggest is illegal, to say nothing of the fact that I would never do it.” 


I almost laughed out loud at her suggestion. She was obviously deranged and desperate to have her children become heirs to Victor’s fortune. 


Part of me felt sickened, more so for their mother’s involvement in what seemed an utterly bizarre and desperate plan. 


Footsteps across the library floor announced Caprica’s departure, and she emerged from the room in a fit of anger, enraged by another failed attempt to change Victor’s mind. 


When he followed her into the foyer, my baby daddy looked cool as a cucumber, spotted me sitting on the stairs, and smiled warmly. 


“Ask Amy what she thinks of your disgraceful idea. She’s almost a lawyer and top of her class.” 


Caprica spun with her eyes wobbling in her head until they rested on me. I giggled, and she sneered, placing a palm on each side of her hips. 


“Oh, it’s you.” 


“I needed a snack.” 


“You won’t find one on the stairs of my brother’s home.” 


“I live here too.” 


“Not once my mother gets into full swing and evicts you.” 


“Are you so desperate to steal your brother’s money that you would destroy his happiness?” 


“Fuck off… we’re entitled to a share of the riches.” 


“How? Do you work for the company?” 


“No.” 


“Do you own shares in it, or have you ever laid a brick in its foundation or substance?” 


“No bu-.” 


“And yet, you want to reduce Victor’s legacy to total ridicule.” 


“What do you mean ridicule?” 


“A child resulting from a union between you will be discovered as an incestuous one.” 


“Not necessarily.” 


“Oh, definitely. Competitors will find ingenious ways to steal their DNA, test it, and prove facts. Once that’s done, shareholders will flee, and customers will dissolve while your heir is held up to the world as a freak.” 


“Our child wouldn’t be a freak.” 


“The media will ensure they are portrayed that way. You and Victor will be remembered as an abomination, as will any children that result.” 


“I’ll put you down as a hard no, then.” 


“I’ve never heard anything so utterly stupid or morally bankrupt in my life.” 


Caprica was speechless and stared at me with flaming eyes and her mouth agape. Her fury dissipated quickly, replaced by embarrassment. 


She ran for the front door, slamming it behind her. Victor studied me carefully, cocking his head as though curious but unwilling to ask. 


“Martin just left, but I can easily make you a blue cheese fettucini with parma ham and mushrooms.” 


“Do you cook as well?” 


“As well as what, Amy?” 


“Make love like a god.” 


“Is that what we’re doing now?” 



Chapter Ten

Blue Cheese Sauce

◆◆◆

Victor stared at me with such hope that I knew perfectly well I’d crossed a massive line. A luxurious sexual tension clung to the air around us, sparking and snapping as though electricity made tiny connections between us, eliciting goosebumps and raised hairs. 


We existed in a bubble moment suspended in time while the universe massaged our souls. 


Victor stood less than a meter away in the foyer, where semi-darkness added to my elevated mood. The semen racing through my womb only hours after making love spoke of a primal intent, and I desperately wanted to get pregnant.  


“I’m enjoying our copulation, and your desire to sleep with me has boosted my ego, Victor.” 


That’s so wooden, Amy. Fucking let go! 


“You made me work for that privilege, Amy, but I enjoyed the chase.” 


“I’m sorry. It’s a confusing time for both of us. I don’t mean to be ambiguous about my feelings.” 


“Your challenges are made especially difficult by my family.” 


I hadn’t mentioned my altercation with Caprica. Victor witnessed the whole thing and could make up his mind. The lawyer inside me couldn’t ignore one factor, and I needed to air a view. 


You’ll be sorry you did. 


“I’m sure you have the situation under control, but this idea to use an incestuous coupling as an inheritance conduit to manage your family fortune is degenerate and won’t work.” 


“It didn’t work the first time when aristocracy tried it, hundreds of years ago, Amy. It’s not on the table in any regard aside from inside the fantasy bubble my sister creates.” 


“And what of your mother?” 


“After tomorrow, when I speak with her, Mom will never mention it again. Can you ignore that Caprica said it, please?” 


“Of course.” 


He held a door wide open, and we strolled into Martin’s industrial kitchen, a stainless steel world of pristine cleanliness. Victor hummed, elevated in his happiness, and knew his way around like he were the household head chef, peering into the storeroom, then each in a row of four fridges. 


“Do you enjoy cooking, Victor?” 


“I love it but rarely get the chance.” 


“Why not?” 


“This is Martin’s domain. I wouldn’t like it if someone kept stepping in to work in my office.” 


“Build another kitchen. Less industrial, more fun. You can teach our child to cook.” 


He wrapped apron ties around his back, and I stepped in to help draw both to the front and tie them off. Victor kissed my forehead gently, placing both palms on my shoulders. 


“I hadn’t considered doing that.” 


Victor filtered away from me, humming a tune. He browsed a selection of pans and selected a mid-sized saucepan, half filling it with water, before placing it on the hob and turning the gas on full.  


He chose a large copper skillet to make the blue cheese sauce, then leaped onto the table opposite me, grinning like a kid playing out-of-bounds. 


“I hope this won’t repeat on me.” 


“I make it seductively, not overpowering. 


“A bit like your character Victor.” 


He’s like a boy in his playroom. 


“Did you sleep soundly after I left you?” 


“After making love to you and having my womb filled with your semen, how could I not?” 


He shook his head lightly while smiling and wagging an accusatory finger at me. 


“You’re breaking the rules you’ve established for your safety, Amy. Slowly, your resolve to push everyone away is crumbling.” 


“What seemed appropriate in theory might be failing. If I treat our agreement as coldly as a courtroom treats any case, we will both feel unhappy, passing that on to our child.” 


“Creating good memories and making your pregnancy a happy time is enjoyable, too, Amy. I’m growing.” 


“I realize that now. You taught me an important lesson, and I understand why it’s so important for all three of us to be happy throughout our pregnancy.” 


Victor wiggled his toes around, and I took that as a tell of his pleasure, matching the delight sparkling in his eyes. My advantage over other law students was a keen eye for reading body language. 


I’m important to him.  


“I’ve learned from you as well, Amy.” 


“What could I possibly have taught you?” 


“That regardless of my family’s poor behavior, I must strive to maintain a good relationship with them.” 


“How did I teach you that?” 


“You could have been far more vexatious with my mother or sister, even to the point of insisting they stay away during our surrogacy time.” 


“They might resent our child if I did.” 


“Which you avoided without mollifying either of them, Amy.” 


“They will lick their wounds and return. Your wealth and a new baby relative are huge motivators, especially once I leave.” 


“I wanted to banish both of them.” 


“Why didn’t you?” 


“If you can tolerate them, I must be able to.” 


When the water simmered, Victor ran a tap, soaked his fingers, and flicked drops expertly on the bubbling surface, chilling the water to a perfect cooking temperature. 


I wriggled excitedly, imagining that four-fingered flick plowing up and down my wet slit. 


What the fuck is going on with you, Amy? 


I want to jump him again, right here. 


Calm the fuck down, girl. 


He turned down the gas and carefully dropped in the pasta, stirring with a wooden spoon to loosen tight nests. 


With a copper skillet heated, Victor set about sauteeing parma ham and mushrooms in creamy butter, slowly caramelizing until they were light golden, before crumbling in the cheese and adding cream. 


“Do you enjoy living here these past few days, Amy?” 


“I’m very comfortable but still figuring out a routine. Today, I dented that by letting those assholes at school drag me down.” 


“They were unavoidable. Not your fault at all.” 


“But I should have recovered more quickly. At least it set things straight with Hannah.” 


Victor smiled but offered no response, fully respecting all boundaries that I had insisted on. I suddenly felt selfish and wanted to hug him and share more of my inner monologue, but I couldn’t bring myself to it. 


“Would you like to eat supper in your study room?” 


“I really would, if that’s allowed?” 


“This is your home. You set the rules here, Amy.” 


“Then yes, please.” 


“You head upstairs. I’ll serve your meal shortly.” 


I slipped off the stainless steel table, kissed Victor on the cheek, and scampered away, taking the stairs two at a time until I reached my floor, slightly out of breath. I used my thumb to unlock my study, pushing a small wedge between the door and frame, keeping it ajar for Victor. 


I ran to a specific library row, reached for the book I wanted, and took it to my study desk, flicking on its lamp and rifling the pages to the needed reference. The room was silent, to the extent it distracted me, so I popped in my pod headphones and played ambient thunderstorms over a tropical jungle. 


Rolling thunder, distant crackling lightning, and heavy rainfall on a forest canopy allowed me to focus on my studies. 


When Victor coughed, I spun around and grinned, nodding for him to enter when he paused at the door’s threshold. He set my food on a table among the sofa nest, and I smelled a steaming plate of comfort pasta bathing in a light blue cheese sauce. 


“I brought a glass of sparkling water with ice and lemon with a small bread roll for more carbs. You can select a different drink from the fridges up here. 


“Water is perfect, thank you.” 


“I heated the bread roll.” 


“Of course you did. You’re such a thoughtful man; you anticipate my needs, and I love that.” 


Love that? Amy, stop wetting your knickers every time he’s around. 


I moved over to him and inspected the meal he’d prepared gleefully, clapping my hands because it looked and smelled divine. When I sat on a sofa, a thought occurred. 


No man ever cooked me a meal. 


I grinned inanely, delighted that a guy had made me food. Victor handed me a fork, and I wrapped a few strands of fettucini around it, gathering a mushroom slice and morsel of parma ham on the prongs before basting everything in a rich sauce. 


An explosion of flavor on my tongue spread quickly, activating my appetite and the primal urge in my psyche to enjoy a meal with another.  


“That’s so delicious, Victor. Please share.” 


“The best dishes are often the most simple, Amy.” 


I fed him a forkful, then took another for myself. We grinned. He pointed at an errant spot of cream at the corner of my mouth, and I cleaned that with a finger. 


“Oh wow, this is incredible pasta. I feel so happy.” 


“How so?” 


“Because you care about me.” 


“Of course I do, Amy.” 


He moved to leave, and that confused me. Then I remembered Victor’s cardinal rule of always making me the center of his concern. 


“Would you join me, please? Don’t leave.” 


“I’ll stay, of course, Amy.” 


“We can share this gorgeous food, and you could stay with me, doing whatever you need while I study?” 


“Won’t I distract you?” 


“Only if you engage me in conversation or play loud music. Otherwise, I won’t know you are here.” 


“So why would I stay?” 


“Okay, Victor, I’m being difficult. I will feel your presence while I study, which comforts me, just like I wanted you to share my bed as much as you wanted to be there.” 


“Since it is close to bedtime, I would love to stay with you.” 


I studied hard, working through shorthand notes from my phone and cross-referencing them with legal arguments marked up in a mounting pile of books. 


Victor remained silent, and sometimes I forgot he was there, although I never lost a subconscious comfortable feeling that he was nearby until an alarm at ten past eleven summoned me to bed. 


When I turned in my chair, I saw Victor sleeping peacefully, lying on a couch with a book open on his chest. 


I kneeled beside him, watching the steady rise and fall of his chest. Examining his resting face from so close was nice, and I scanned every inch carefully, seeing new blemishes and features I had missed. His plump, symmetrical lips were inviting, but his tiny cheek dimples, evident when he smiled while dreaming, ignited my libido. 


He wore light cotton, baggy training sports pants with an untied waistband that my fingers quickly slipped past. Wearing no underwear made the acquisition of Victor’s cock simple, and I gripped it gently with one hand, using the other to ease his pants down far enough to expose a beautiful semi-erection. 


I held his stiffening cock loosely, sniffing the wrinkled tip of his foreskin, enjoying the sharp, pungent musk of a man leaking pre-cum while enjoying a wet dream. 


I hope you are thinking of me, sweet Victor. 


I leaned forward and glanced into his face, confirming Victor was sleeping before gently peeling back his foreskin, enjoying the heavy veneer of his arousal coating a smooth, pink, swollen glans. 


Justin had been no fun in bed, taking much, giving little in return. My pussy lips trembled in a light tulle-lined panty gusset that dampened quickly, revealing my desire. I recalled how Victor had enthusiastically plowed his tongue up and down my slit, wishing he would wake up and repeat that now. 


I licked his glans carefully, using the tip of my tongue to slide softly on his silk gossamer-coated flesh. An explosion of wild flavor drove my senses wild when his saltiness erupted on my taste buds, spreading through my mouth like forest wildfires until I was entirely gripped. 


I licked Victor’s glistening pre-cum coating again, loving how it drove my sexual desperation for more, opening a submissive tendency I was beginning to enjoy whenever he was nearby. 


I want to please you. 


The power exchange of kneeling before a man and sucking his cock was so much fun and life-affirming I wanted to give him head for hours. 


As I worked my lips up and down his shaft, sucking, licking, and swallowing, Victor whimpered and shuddered, tensing his leg muscles, existing somewhere between deep sleep and the waking world. 


I was committed to sucking Victor off until his semen painted my throat, so I slipped my tongue down the underside of his glans, rubbing vigorously from side to side. 


“Oh, Amy.” 


“Oh, my Amy.” 


Oh my, Amy or Oh, my Amy? For fucks sake, you’ll have to clear that one up, Victor. 


“Wow, Amy.” 


My head bobbed up and down in his lap when he gently cupped the back of my head without forcing me to change pace or intensity. I was a blowjob service provider, in control of his pleasure, enjoying the salty, sticky man nectar and the feeling of his solid shaft sliding across my lips and tongue, blocking my windpipe before the next pass. 


“Feed me, please, Amy.” 


“Sorry, I thought you were asleep, baby.” 


“I was, but you drew me into a delightful dream that somehow became real.” 


“Do you dream about me?” 


“Of course I do.” 


“What do you dream about?” 


“Of being a knight in shining armor, kneeling before his queen.” 


“What would you have of your queen, Victor?” 


“Please, Amy. Feed me.” 


“Do you want to taste my pussy again?” 


“I desperately want to lick you.” 


“Okay. I can easily grant you that favor.” 


I stood up, desperate for his tongue, and hastily slipped out of my sweats, tossing them aside before peeling down my baking hot, wet panties, revealing a translucent sticky coating of arousal, layering a thin gusset. 


Victor wriggled onto the carpet, splaying his knees, holding up both hands with fingers spread wide open, preparing to cup and grip my ass cheeks. 


I straddled my lover’s face with dripping wet, swollen pussy lips and heard him moan salaciously. When I spread my knees wider, arched my back, then nestled a drenched, creamy fuck hole almost onto his lips, Victor’s cock stiffened harder, pleasing me that a view and the scent of my aroused pussy had such a profound effect. 


I gripped his cock tightly, gently peeling back a heavy, creamy foreskin before sucking the tight fleshy glans hard, swilling, then swallowing his salty ambrosia. When satisfied, I plowed ahead, pressing my lips past a pillowed ridge and far down his gnarly shaft, clenching tightly, mimicking how my cunt might milk his seed. 


When I slid Victor’s cock deep inside my throat, a gag reflex activated, and my body surged with excitement when every muscle quivered expectantly while I enjoyed more taboo twangs reverberating through my submissive soul. 


I felt pleased when Victor manhandled my ass cheeks, cleaving them wide apart using powerful fingers pressed deep into my crack, exposing my pussy and anal whorl while his tongue worked a trembling creamy furrow. 


I trembled, shuddered, and wriggled, jerking my head and flicking long hair away from his cock. My body ascended and relaxed, warming, bathing in the ecstasy of joining with another.  


He lapped a flattened tongue up and down my slit and slurped like a thirsty puppy offered water while I moaned lasciviously, sucking up and down his glorious cock, wanking its steely solid base with short, sharp jerks held in a tight grip. 


I squirted, thought to stop and restrain myself, then decided to acquiesce to Victor’s desire and let him enjoy my most private nectar. His semen blasted like a hot rope from a violently jerking cock deep inside my mouth, and I choked, swallowed, then swilled the next hot salty load. 


I sucked hard and frowned, with my whole body trembling in a frisson sexual frenzy when he did the same, puckering his lips and inserting them inside my pussy hole, drawing unicorn pee out drop by drop, one squirted jet at a time. 


He moaned, then screamed, locking his legs, tensing every muscle while stretching his sinews to snapping point, ejaculating vigorously in my mouth. 


My orgasm rolled like a stormy ocean as though I were a small dinghy, rising and falling through massive walls of rolling pleasure. I choked on his cock, squeezing its shaft tightly with my throat, wanting to demonstrate my feelings for him through deed even when I had no courage for the words. 


I wriggled off him, desperate to escape his tongue, bested by a man who knew how to lick pussy. Victor chased me across the carpet on all fours, hauling me into a tender embrace and kissing me deeply. 


I squirmed in his arms, enjoying our post-coital warmth and softness. 


“That was fucking amazing, Victor.” 


“Yes, it was, darling.” 


He stood up, lifting me into a baby cradle. I stretched my arms around Victor’s neck, kissing him every few meters while he walked me to my bed. 


When I was tucked in, my lover slipped under the duvet, wrapping his arms around my midriff, nestling his face into my neck, and planting soft, wet kisses on whatever exposed skin he could find. 


“Do you think our baby will be happy when you tell them how much fun we had creating them?” 


“Undoubtedly, Amy.” 



Chapter Eleven

A Steamy Roman Bath

◆◆◆

I woke Victor twice more through the night to make love. He said I was pneumatic, which I took to mean insatiable, a claim to which I couldn’t disagree. 


I’d never wanted to fuck a guy as much as him. He was gorgeous, with muscles that were ripped to the extent that should be shown off on a stage. 


But there was more to this man than a great body. I loved his emotional availability and the layers of complexity in character, intellect, fun, and romance that gave depth to his onion-like soul.   


I slipped out of bed first, and by 6 a.m. I was in the gym, tuning up for Kayleigh’s first class of the day. The group chat function was on, and I reached out to Hannah, who was at the front of the grid, with me sitting three rows back. 


I noticed her contact number was muted on the dash. She didn’t want to chat. Victor distracted me with a wave that I returned, enjoying his tight ass cheeks, well presented in perfectly fitting budgie smuggler swimming trunks. 


Kayleigh’s voice jerked me out of a pervy moment, and I grinned inside, shaking Victor’s body out of my mind.  


“Start spinning. Don’t forget to keep an even pace and not have a blowout trying to follow our Olympian.” 


Off the start line, Hannah sprinted to get ahead. I wove through a few fellow riders, getting to the front but still languishing far behind her and falling back. 


Oh well, I’ll catch her later in real life. 


She slowed down almost to a stop. Hannah’s avatar stood on her pedals, and she turned around, grinning in my direction. I saw our communications channel was open, and she waited, spinning harder when I approached so I needn’t slow down. 


“Hi, babes. I didn’t see you join, so I muted.” 


“I thought I’d missed you at the start line, Hannah.” 


“I was planning to blast a few cobwebs today.” 


“Are you okay?” 


“Yes. A fresh start has been good to me so far.” 


“Can we go live and see each other’s faces, please, Hannah?” 


“Of course.” 


When she appeared on my screen, I grinned and felt happier instantly. Hannah looked pleased, too, although far less strained than me. 


“Have you made plans for today, Amy?” 


“I have four hours of study to cram in, but aside from that, nothing.” 


“Can we meet, please?” 


“I’d love to.” 


“How about at your university? It’s secure, and your new bodyguard team will feel comfortable there.” 


“You know about them? I meet them after breakfast for the first time.” 


“Yeah… Victor mentioned it in case we met up.” 


“Are you and he okay?” 


“I still have a few pangs of emotion and moments when I feel sad, but learning that Victor feels nothing but friendship for me made detachment much easier.” 


“I feel the opposite is happening to me.” 


She looked shocked and sat upright, holding both hands to the side of her head, then smiled again, looking happy for me when I felt sad and frightened for the same reasons. 


“Oh fuck, Amy… I knew it. How couldn’t you see it coming?” 


“I’m not confessing to anything, but our surrogacy is becoming a heavier burden. Victor asked me if I wanted to walk away.” 


“What did you say?” 


“I told him we should forge ahead. His family and my assailants won’t stop a good plan from coming together.” 


“Stop holding back your emotions, Amy. This isn’t a transaction any longer.” 


“Is that your best advice, Hannah?” 


I felt slightly irritated, but only since Hannah saw through me. My plan hadn’t considered the five-day roller coaster ride I’d been on, with pretty much nothing going to plan. 


“Are you two fucking or making love, Amy? Don’t tell me there is no difference; we both know what I mean.” 


“We’re making love and doing it very frequently. Are you comfortable discussing this?” 


“Yeah, babe. Knowing Victor belongs to someone else helps me pull away. I always loved my sport more than him, anyway.” 


“I never said he belongs to me. That’s far from the truth.” 


“Amy, you’ll make a great lawyer one day by trusting your instincts, which are heavily based on emotional intelligence.” 


We indulged in girl talk, skirting around the issues of Victor, me, and a surrogacy that otherwise felt like it might be settling down aside from a nefarious group trying to sneak into Victor’s nest. 


I saw Victor climb out of the pool like James Bond rising from the ocean from the corner of my eye just before a final sprint home. When Hannah continued on another lap, waving, I dismounted, losing our connection. 


My phone buzzed almost immediately, and I checked my messages. 


Is 11 a.m. okay? 


Let’s meet at Columbia’s Blue Java Cafe, Butler Library. I’ll drop you a pin. 


 Awesome. 


My employer stood before me, looking absolutely gorgeous and freshly flushed with adrenaline from a challenging swim. I was gushing, and it had nothing to do with the session I’d finished, unable to rip my eyes away from his crotch. 


“I love budgie smugglers on you. Other guys make them look obscene, but somehow, on you, they work perfectly.” 


Because I’m becoming a fucking slut. 


“Your yoga pants do little to help my concentration, Amy.” 


“That’s why girls wear them, sweetheart. Yoga pants keep guys wondering about what’s a millimeter underneath.” 


I chuckled, bent over so he got a great view, and stuffed my sweaty towel into a side zip pouch of my bag. When I stood, I caught a fleeting expression that Victor hid. It wasn’t the lewd admiration I expected, leaving me wondering if that sparkle in his eye was for me.    


Victor handed me a water bottle and stepped in, picking up my bag, something I wasn’t used to. He eyed me, wondering whether he shouldn’t have helped, so I smiled cutely because it felt nice to have someone spare a thought for me, however unnecessary that was. 


“Can we talk, please, Amy?” 


“Of course. I thought conversation was going great between us anyway.” 


“It is, and I didn’t mean to imply otherwise.” 


“What’s up, then?” 


“Shall we talk in the hot tub?” 


“Do you mean the bath that is almost the size of a swimming pool?” 


“Yes.” 


He led the way, setting my bag on a wooden bench before slipping off his swimming trunks and stepping down into what might best be described as a maze-like, steamy Roman bath with side nooks built for couples. 


By my assessment, it was possible to enjoy privacy from at least twenty others who could easily fit in what Victor characterized as a hot tub. 


The whole room was tiled in blue ceramic with gold fleur de lys in the center of each. Square floor-to-ceiling columns, some in the steamy baths had seat posts underwater where revelers could relax while staring up at a vaulted red brick space that circulated steam back down.    


I followed Victor’s example, undressing more slowly, peeling off my yoga pants, revealing swollen labia, always wanting to tease him. Every time, I got the same result. Glazed-over eyes transfixed on me with a soft expression revealing a sensual warmth. 


I walked through the waist-deep water to where he sat, pausing before him so he could enjoy examining my breasts, pussy, and hourglass figure. 


I drew an elastic band off my wrist and carefully tied a ponytail before straddling his thighs and gazing into his eyes, enjoying how intently he stared at my breasts with wide eyes sparkling with desire. 


“What’s on your mind, Victor?” 


“You are always in my thoughts, Amy, including right now.” 


“Are you worried about me?” 


“In many ways, but it’s not just about our baby.” 


“I may not be pregnant this time around. We’ll find out in a couple of weeks if I miss my period.” 


“And if you aren’t pregnant?” 


“We’ll keep on trying, per our agreement.” 


I saw palpable relief ripple through his face and water in his eyes. I mocked him with a faux downward-turned curl of my lips, then instantly regretted that when I rubbed the corner of one eye with a thumb, felt its wetness, and saw fear in his expression. 


“Are you crying, Victor?” 


“No. I’m having a mild emotional reaction.” 


“It’s called crying, sweetheart. What’s the matter?” 


“I… umm, I huh, fuck, sorry.” 


“Please tell me what’s wrong?” 


“I don’t want you to leave, Amy.” 


“I’m not going to leave because of a few assholes trying to steal our baby.” 


He smiled at me, but the tears rolled gently down his cheeks. I wasn’t sure what to say, still aligning my understanding with his feelings. I rocked back and forth, enjoying how his almost rigid cock slid between my engorged pussy pillows like a banana half peeled.  


“No, I don’t mean I’m worried that you’ll leave during the surrogacy.” 


“Well, I haven’t decided if I can stay for the breastfeeding phase. My feelings are getting in the way of objectivity.” 


“What do you mean, Amy?” 


“I thought this whole surrogacy could be much more transactional. Then I started to respect you, and now I like it when you are around. I can’t see how I could breastfeed our child without a painful departure.” 


“So you will leave me?” 


“I have to eventually, right?” 


“It’s become more complicated than that, Amy.” 


“My high school guidance counselor Jeff Sifu would say that I should have seen some emotional turmoil coming, but I fucked up, Victor. I’m sorry.” 


“No, it’s my fault. I fucked up big time.” 


“What are you saying, Victor?” 


“I love you, Amy. 


“Whoa!” 


“I fell in love with you almost in our first meeting. I’ve been desperately trying to find ways to detach myself, but I can’t.” 


“Whoa, whoa, whoa.” 


“Sorry, Amy.” 


“Jesus. Oh my.” 


My emotions erupted, and I wiped tears from my eyes, rubbing his as well. I thought if the tears disappeared, the problem would vanish as well. 


I hadn’t expected him to express love, and that shocked me, but there it was, right out in front and center, no longer an elephant in the surrogacy room. 


“I shouldn’t have said it, Amy.” 


“Why not?” 


“I’ve made your life more difficult by indulging myself and the feelings I caught.” 


“Do you think telling me you love me is a bad thing?” 


“Not for me, but it might be for you.” 


“Do you mean it, Victor? Do you truly love me? Are you sure?” 


It was the only question I could ask, knowing that it might fundamentally change our agreement. I frowned and contorted my face between wildly overwhelming emotions that controlled my psyche. 


Victor looked terrified, which intrigued me because he seemed like a man with everything to lose. I examined his expression keenly and calmly, seeing the wholehearted truths of his soul exactly where a girl wanted them to be. 


He’s telling me the truth. 


He looks so vulnerable. 


I can’t do this anymore.  


An overwhelming sense of joy overcame me, and I leaned in, wrapping both arms around Victor’s neck, kissing him lovingly, releasing powerful emotions while my body shuddered excitedly. 


“I love you too, Victor.” 


He squeezed me so tightly with his bear hug that it became hard to breathe, but it mattered little while my body surged to an all-time frenzied high on a tempestuous, raging torrent of love hormones that piqued emotions.  


His cock felt incredibly hard underneath me, so I slipped my pussy over its smooth head, enjoying how Victor’s enormous shaft reached deep inside me. His tongue stirred me into a euphoria while fiery lips quivered softly against mine. 


I rode his cock, grinding my clitoris hard against his pubic bone, enjoying the loving expression that greeted mine. We had strayed from the path of our agreement, cracking so many eggs along the way, but hopefully, the life omelet we’d made a mess of so far would work out fine. 


When Victor came inside me, I saw a man in love, not a sperm donation. My head tapped gently against his chest while Victor gripped my ass cheeks, sliding my pussy up and down his shaft, emptying every drop of his seed inside me. 


“Maybe I’ll stay to breastfeed our child after all.” 


“I hope you’ll stay forever, Amy.” 


“I’m in love with you, Victor. It’s a beginning that I hadn’t expected.” 


“We’ve much to discuss.” 


“I know, but please, for now, sweetheart, let me be a girl held in the arms of the first boy she truly loved.” 


“Am I that, Amy?” 


“You know it already.” 


He stroked a palm gently up and down my back, holding me close while my face was buried in the crook of his neck. I sensed, rather than smelled his scent, enjoying the might of the man whose cock twitched every drop of its baby-making seed deep inside me. 


“I loved you from the day we met as well, Victor. I’ve been lying to myself, changing rules so I could pretend I was adapting my approach to this surrogacy.” 


“I promise you everything will be fine, Amy.” 


“I know it will.” 



Chapter Twelve

Everything Up In The Air

◆◆◆

Walking into our bedroom wrapped in a towel with another one soaking up dampness from my hair suddenly felt different. We were in a relationship space where a love affair had begun, but I wasn’t sure how to label it. 


Is this still about surrogacy? 


How do the puzzle pieces fit? 


Once through the bedroom door, I turned to face Victor, noticing immediately his expression that was like a kid in a sweet shop. I was instantly lifted upon seeing a boy who wanted me more than anyone ever had. 


“How does this change things, Victor?” 


“I can’t think about anything for the moment. My mind is buzzing with excitement and the possibilities. I’ve lost focus.” 


“We need to discuss what just happened, sweetheart.” 


“I love you, and said it aloud. That’s what happened. I’ve thought about it for days.” 


“And I confessed to feeling the same way.” 


“Do you really love me, Amy?” 


“Yes.” 


“What’s the problem, then?” 


I pulled him into my arms, wrapping Victor up tightly. I stared into his wide eyes, enjoying the loving sparkle and beaming smile that radiated back. He looked like a man who’d won the prize he’d desperately sought for a long time. 


“I’m fucking turned on right now, Victor.” 


“Shall we make love?” 


“I could get pregnant. Maybe I already am.” 


“Oh, my. I hadn’t considered whether you were ready to raise a child. I see how my outburst changes things.” 


“It wasn’t an outburst.” 


“I’ve pressured you, though.” 


“No, you haven’t. You changed things between us, but honesty is always best. We need to talk, is all, Victor.” 


“Yes, we do. Perhaps over dinner later?” 


“Perfect. It gives us both time to think this through until then.” 


He kissed me passionately, but I could tell Victor was worried about what being in love meant and how that might affect our existing relationship. Surrogacy was fast becoming impossible, a fact that had suddenly dawned on him as it did on me when he first announced his feelings. 


He looked worried, so I smiled confidently. 


“Being in love is a nice problem to have, sweetheart.” 


“Are you sure about that, Amy?” 


“I’m glad to know you love me and even more relieved to have told you the same. Hiding my feelings was becoming a burden.” 


“I couldn’t tell you loved me. It felt very one-sided at times.” 


“I had to protect myself from the emotions of being a surrogate who would hand over our baby. I’m sure you can see why that problem affects both of us now.” 


“I hadn’t fully considered the implications, Amy.” 


He looked mildly dejected, and I felt guilty about bringing down what appeared to be the happiest moment of his life. Victor’s cardinal rule of not having a child with a woman who might leave him suddenly occurred. 


We crossed a line. 


He drifted off into a world of his own, caught deep in thought, and I feared he was running every catastrophic scenario that occurred at the moment. I shook Victor lightly and kissed him with a featherlike touch, bringing my starry-eyed lover back to our shared reality. 


“I must leave soon to meet Hannah for coffee, baby.” 


“Oh… yeah, sorry, I was deep in thought.” 


“Please don’t worry, Victor. If I am pregnant right now, I shall honor our agreement.” 


“And if you aren’t, you’d rather not make love until we talk this development through?” 


“It seems sensible to pause our lovemaking, wouldn’t you agree?” 


“Yes, Amy. You are still my priority, though. I won’t rock this boat, and I still love you.” 


“I love you too, Victor.” 


I showered with him, sidling up close until our bodies merged like puffy clouds racing across an azure sky. My heart thumped like pistons on a speeding train at the look on his face when I gripped, then soaped Victor’s stiff cock into a heavy creamy lather. 


When I cupped his balls in one hand and wanked an enormous, gnarly, thick, and long cock with the other, he looked surprised. 


“I wasn’t expecting this… or anything, Amy.” 


“I didn’t say I’d ignore your morning wood. That hardly seems fair.” 


“I want to cum inside you, darling.” 


“I want that as well. More than you can imagine bu-.” 


“-I know, sorry. We’ll talk about it later.” 


I planted soft kisses across his chest, licking, sucking, then chewing each solid nipple while wanking Victor’s cock, enjoying taking my time and practicing different masturbatory techniques. I had wanked boyfriends off before, choosing that as the best means to keep them satisfied and interested without fucking me. 


His steely cock slid easily through my palm, the powerful fingers of which reached just over halfway around his circumference. In a frenzied moment, Victor slammed both his palms on adjacent walls, leaning back into the corner while I gently massaged his balls, peeling a wrinkly foreskin on each stroke while gazing deep into his eyes. 


“I’ll cum on you if you don’t move out of the way.” 


“That’s what I’m hoping for. I can rinse off your cream from my belly quite easily. I want to milk your semen entirely, baby, so that you have a stress-free day.” 


“You talk so delightfully dirty, Amy.” 


“It’s a first for me.” 


“I love it.” 


“Do you like me wanking you off?” 


“Oh god, yeah. I’d love to go down on you right now, right here.” 


“I know you would, and that fucking turns me on.” 


“Can I, please?” 


“I need to meet Hannah, baby. Let’s take care of your morning wood now; you can service me later when we have more time.” 


“Where will you be this afternoon?” 


“In my study. You’re welcome to come and go as you please.” 


That’s one rule gone. 


I gripped his cock firmly around its base, holding back his foreskin to the maximum extent. My other hand slid gently up and down his lathered shaft, contouring every gnarl and bloated vein. 


I thumbed up and down his fully stretched banjo string, enjoying how intense sexual desperation fully occupied his expression. As I rubbed the tight cord from side to side, then in a circle, he shuddered, moaned, and almost cried in ecstasy while I enjoyed watching a magnificent man approaching his tumultuous orgasm.  


When I palmed my hand across his tight, smooth glans, Victor screamed, stamping his legs up and down, shuddering like a train run out of control with the emergency brakes pulled full on. I cupped his glans, circling and rubbing while wanking the base of his cock in short sharp jerks. 


“I’m cumming Amy. Oh god… I love you… I can’t stop it.” 


“Please don’t hold back, honey. Let’s milk all that lovely hot seed out, making your day pleasant and calm.” 


“Oh wow!” 


I moved my palm aside and used both hands to wank Victor’s enormous shaft. I squeezed his flesh tight, milking him for real. When his first rope of hot semen sprayed under high pressure from the tiny eye on the end of his cock, I watched it fly through the air, splashing on my stomach. 


The next spurt came hot on the heels of the first while I wanked his jerking, throbbing cock faster and harder. He screamed, hopping between feet, reaching on tiptoes while his cock twitched vigorously, spitting more glistening white semen onto me, warming my skin. 


I reverted to one-handed masturbation and stared down at the glossy veneer of semen coating my six-pack. I glanced gleefully at my lover, proud to have milked him dry. 


With one step forward, I would be under the rainfall, bathing with Victor. When I reached a finger down to my stomach and plowed it through his semen, collecting as much as possible, his eyes widened. 


I licked, then sucked my finger, enjoying how Victor’s face lit up when I shot him my most slutty expression. 


“I love tasting your semen, Victor.” 


“It’s yours forever, Amy.” 


“Do you really feel that way about me after a week?” 


“It’s been more than that for me.” 


“Do you mean the research you did to find a surrogate and intensity of the past week?” 


“It’s felt like a lot longer, Amy. I’ve spent years searching for you.” 


“Oh, my Victor. How do you know I’m the right girl for you?” 


“You make me want to be a better man.” 


“Oh fuck, Victor. I need your cock inside me so much.” 


“As you said, Amy. We need to talk.” 


“We know each other well enough to take the next step, Victor. I’m thrilled about that.” 


“Me too, sweetheart.” 


He stepped closer, encircling my waist with gentle, smooth hands for a moment before gripping my ass cheeks and pulling them apart in a lewd act of desire. Victor kissed me deeply, making it known that the flavor of his semen on my lips and tongue wasn’t something he feared. 


I bubbled with excitement, enjoying his electric tongue, silken smooth lips, and the warm water cascading over us. His soft skin and confident presence drove my libido, and I desperately wanted Victor’s cock deep inside me, pounding my cunt, stretching me wide before filling my womb with an ocean of potent seed. 


Fuck! I still want to have your baby. 


But it wouldn’t be right for me to take that child away. 


And I don’t know if I could leave without them. 


Victor dressed in no time, kissed my cheek, and hurried away while I styled my hair, chose a blusher, and applied light makeup. I debated internally whether to wear a panty liner to soak up my arousal or not, deciding to risk it but bringing a fresh pair of panties with me. 


I’m still ovulating. 


I may be pregnant already. 


Holy fuck! What if I am? 


On my way downstairs, I saw Victor carrying two plates out of the kitchen. He nodded to a door on the opposite side of the foyer, so I raced ahead and held it open. 


“I had Martin prepare us an omelet and toast to share.” 


“Is that why you rushed out of our bedroom?” 


“Yes. You need a good breakfast, pregnant or not. Give me a couple of minutes, and I’ll fetch coffee.” 


I watched his ass like a slut as he rushed back to the kitchen. It occurred to me that Victor hadn’t asked a member of staff to take care of breakfast. When he handed over a coffee, I saw precisely the reason written in a proud smile. 


“You wanted to do this for me?” 


“Yes. It feels nicer than asking someone else to do it. I wanted to cook the omelet, but Martin threatened to resign if I took another step toward his hob.” 


“You need a private hobby kitchen for us to play in.” 


“Will you cook, Amy?” 


“No, but I’ll enjoy watching you, sipping wine and talking.” 


I grinned and leaned forward, enjoying the aroma of a perfectly cooked and seasoned omelet, forking a mouthful with mushrooms, bacon, and cheese, enjoying the melt-in-the-mouth sensation and delicious flavor. I frowned amid a culinary orgasm, pointing to the plate and encouraging Victor to join me. 


He looked studiously at me, so I stopped, wrinkled a smile, and waited. 


“I have a question, Amy. Just one before we meet later, if I may?” 


“Of course, darling.” 


“Am I your boyfriend now?” 


His question shocked me even though I had the same thought in the shower. I smiled deep inside, then couldn’t hide it, and my lips curled as I grinned at him. 


“Would you like to be my boyfriend?” 


“With all my heart, yes. I’d also like you to be my girlfriend.” 


“Do you mean officially?” 


“Yes.” 


“How about we keep it within this house for now? Your family, the public, and those fuckers who chased me at Columbia should find out when we have a plan to deal with them.” 


“Of course. That makes sense. On the matter of dealing with problems, I have arranged your security, and the team leader is here to meet you.” 


I was surprised at how much more restrained I was about our romance, which was barely a few hours old. I called myself out for thinking callously and wondered if my lawyering predisposition wasn’t dampening his spirits. 


“I’m sorry to be so risk averse.” 


“You’re a lawyer. You love me, and that’s all that matters.” 


“Are you sure, Victor?” 


“Yes. You’re right. There is no point rushing in like teenage fools, even if that is how I feel.” 


“Me too.” 


With breakfast disposed of, Victor led me into a massive dining room I hadn’t realized existed. A female, roughly my age and dressed precisely like most Columbia students, wore casual clothes, carrying a colorful hemp shoulder bag, sat chatting and laughing with Greg. 


As soon as we entered the room, both were silenced and looked serious. The woman stood and offered me her hand, smiling. We shook, and I examined her carefully, seeing death staring back from her piercing brown eyes. 


“I recruited three women and three men, Amy. This young lady, Rania, is the leader of your new security detail.” 


She didn’t wait for further introductions, taking complete control of our meeting. I was swept up by her confidence and poise, wanting to understand in detail how she intended to keep me safe. 


“Hi, Amy. I’ll always be close by, and my cover is one of friendship with you, so I’ll be in classes, the toilets, or wherever you need me. The other team members will be discrete and unknown to you.” 


“What if I need privacy, Rania?” 


“Tell me when, and we’ll ensure you get it.” 


I stared her up and down, not sure how the woman might be able to fend off the brutish guys who chased me. She was shorter than me, although very powerfully built, but unless Rania would take assailants down using her considerable beauty, I was a little confused. 


“Have you done this before?” 


“Of course. I’ve been a bodyguard for two years, and before that, I trained with the CIA, then worked the badlands of Afghanistan for three years.” 


“Why did you leave the CIA?” 


“Money. If I’m risking my life, I’m getting paid well. Government salary isn’t enough to justify getting shot at daily.” 


“Have you killed people?” 


“Too many, and I won’t discuss that further.” 


“Fair enough.” 


She was a spook. Her skin color and apparent regional ethnicity made it clear why the CIA had recruited and trained Rania for dangerous work in Afghanistan. 


“I’m sorry if it seemed like I questioned your ability. This is all very new to me.” 


“I’d worry if you hadn’t probed, Amy, especially being a legal student at the top of her class.” 


“I need your team to be discrete around me.” 


“They will be.” 


“I have a meeting in half an hour with a friend.” 


“Hannah, the professional cyclist?” 


“Yes. You know about her?” 


“I know about you, her, and that Martin loves her. I know everyone who has friended or mentioned you on social media for five years.”  


I was alarmed. Rania seemed to have invaded my life without my knowledge, something I wasn’t entirely comfortable with. 


“You look concerned, Amy.” 


“I’m shocked. I need a moment to orientate myself to this new situation.” 


“Amy, I can’t protect you without understanding the full threat profile. I had to research you and anyone close, even Victor.” 


“Victor as well?” 


“Yep. I work for you, not him.” 


 “Let’s go. We can talk more in the car. I hate being late.” 


I kissed Victor goodbye, enjoying his trembling fingers gripping mine. I didn’t like needy or clingy guys, and Victor was far from that, but I enjoyed the feeling of love and desire he gave me. 


“I’ll see you later, boyfriend. We’ll get everything on an even keel over dinner.” 


“I like that label.” 


“Me too, sweetheart.” 



Chapter Thirteen

Legal Eagles

◆◆◆

On exiting my car, I carefully scanned for anyone that seemed out of place. My palms felt sweaty, and I was riven with anxiety, walking hurriedly from the car parking lot toward the University. 


Inside Columbia’s hallowed halls felt no better, especially since my nerves drove a desperate need to answer the call of nature. As I deviated from our agreed route to the cafe, I heard Rania’s quickening steps as she caught up and followed me inside a toilet. 


“Surely I can go for a pee alone?” 


“That depends on your definition of being alone, Amy.” 


“Shall we agree that I can occupy the stall without you sitting on my lap?” 


“Agreed.” 


Rania had stuck to me like glue from the moment Victor left us. It felt very disconcerting because she was a complete stranger, after all. Returning to the University after having taken flight on a previous visit served up an uncomfortable reminder that I wasn’t safe. 


After relieving myself, I met Rania a couple of feet outside my stall, occupying a sink far longer than anyone, even a girl in the toilet, had any business doing. 


We glanced at one another in the large mirror while I washed my hands. I felt off balance and mildly resentful of her for causing that, catching myself because I knew it wasn’t her fault. 


She’s the solution. 


Rania read my mood perfectly well, shooting me a disarming smile. 


“Safety is illusionary, Amy.” 


“That’s a deeply philosophical worldview, Rania, but I agree. Ignorance was bliss, a facade that has been cruelly cracked wide open for me. Sorry if I seem grumpy.” 


“You’re making it very obvious that something is wrong, Amy.” 


“I feel so fucking tense.” 


“That will pass in a few days as I become familiar to you. Your confidence will grow once we have reclaimed your safety. Try not to think about danger. That’s what I’m here for.” 


“I’m not sure I’ll ever get comfortable with this level of security stalking my shadow.” 


“You’ll have to get used to it.” 


Her forthrightness was appreciated, even though it felt somewhat surprising. By her expression, the woman who killed for a living wanted to school me. 


“Why do you say that, Rania?” 


“Set aside Victor for a moment and consider yourself.” 


“Go on. Make your argument.” 


“You’re a high-value kidnap target vying to become a senior criminal lawyer.” 


Rania’s poker face made reading her hardgoing. I was left with facts discerned from her cold assessment. 


“You think I’m at risk regardless of Victor and this surrogacy?” 


“Definitely. You’ll accrue a lot of enemies over time in criminal litigation alone, to say nothing of spurned lovers. Some of your cases might dangle you over the edge of a precipice of deceit and danger, and you are a beautiful woman with money.” 


“You see a life of danger ahead?” 


“You’re already worth a hundred million dollars, Amy.” 


“Very few people know that. I’m not flamboyant or frivolous when spending. I wear a two hundred dollar watch, wear off-the-shelf jeans, and have no jewelry to speak of.” 


“It will take a few years before the risks build, so there is little to be concerned about yet, but once this conspiracy currently threatening your lover’s paradise is over, you should consider your safety very carefully.” 


I knew she was right. The thoughts of a kidnap attempt on me or any future children had occurred. It would be impossible to maintain the secrecy of my wealth, and whatever happened with Victor in the future, that genie was already out of the bottle. 


“How does this current crisis end, Rania?” 


“I’m working on defense; your guy is taking the fight to the other team.” 


“Does Victor know who my assailants are?” 


“Ask him.” 


“Okay. Can you give Hannah and me privacy in the coffee bar?” 


“Is ten meters enough?” 


“Plenty, thank you.” 


I dried my hands and strolled into the corridor, trying to ignore my shadow and any potential dangers. I’d have missed Rania if she were a stranger passing me by, but knowing I had a six-person security detail within a few hundred meters made me conscious that I was constantly being followed. 


At the cafe, Hannah was a welcome sight, as was the large bowl of coffee she’d already bought me. 


“Hi, Amy.” 


“I’m so glad to see you and this coffee, Hannah.” 


“Why, sweetie?” 


“I had a rough time here, so I needed to get back in the saddle, and having you close by helps.” 


“If we need to escape, you’ll climb on the back of any bike, and I’ll pedal.” 


“If only it were that easy.” 


I rolled my eyes, which amateurishly gave away what I’d hoped not to reveal. Hannah said nothing, but her expression transformed, and she looked secretive, with her eyes darting around the room, hunting down my security team. 


“Where are they?’ 


“I can’t say.” 


“Are we overheard?” 


“I don’t think so, Hannah.” 


“Fuck… Amy, I didn’t realize it was this serious.” 


“Downright Machiavellian.” 


She sipped her coffee, glancing around occasionally but seeing only what I did. The usual flow of students and faculty staff queued at the cafe service area, collected their purchases, and then left or sat down. 


I jumped out of my skin when a fresher girl stumbled carrying a handful of highlighters. Those marker pens hit the floor like a machine gun rattling off solid wood planks. When I glanced at Rania a few rows away, she was calm and held her hand over her mouth, stifling laughter. 


I turned back to face Hannah, pleased I hadn’t revealed my head of security’s location. 


“I’ve got to live, I guess. No point panicking over a situation outside my control.” 


“Yeah, Amy. That’s the sweaty, excited girl I saw on my bike screen this morning.” 


“What do you mean by that?” 


I wasn’t sure where her wry smile was going, but enjoying some girl talk with someone who wasn’t up to their armpits in study books was nice. 


“You’re one of the lucky ones, Amy.” 


“How so?” 


“You get to fall in love with a guy who loves you back.” 


“I’m not in love, Hannah.” 


“Oh, come on, sweetie. I’ve never seen a clearer-cut case of being in love than the pair of you. When I spoke to Victor about him and me, his eyes widened, and pupils dilated every time your name was mentioned.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah, just like yours have right now.” 


“Sorry.” 


“Why apologize? I’m happy for you both.” 


‘I know bu-.” 


“- To be friends, we must get past the relationship I once had with Victor.” 


She looked superficially happy, but her eyes were tired, and I imagined Hannah had spent nights lying awake, crying. I couldn’t mention Martin because rebounding romances were complicated, and this one could be more so if instigated by me. 


We talked until I felt the specter of my study program looming like dark clouds gathering on the horizon. When our time together ended, I felt sorry when we hugged and said goodbye, partly because I wanted someone to discuss Victor with but also because Hannah was becoming a positive force in my life. 


As I strolled down the corridor, it surprised me when Rania didn’t follow. I turned a corner and then another, looking back, but she was nowhere to be seen. When I stepped out into the sunlight, it struck me that a security detail dedicated to my safety was somewhere close, observing me. 


Rania has her reasons. 


Ah, fuck it… I can’t forever be afraid. 


I saw Greg in the distance. He waved, tossed a disposable coffee mug into a nearby trashcan, then headed toward the parking lot. As I walked up the hill, my mind played a game of spotting the bodyguard. 


I came up short. Every girl, boy, or elderly professor I saw could easily have been packing a firearm and might be the safe place I needed if lightning struck twice. 


I stretched my arms high, let the sun bathe my face in warmth, and strode after Greg, without mind for my safety, trusting Rania and her team. 


When Greg held the door open, I slipped into my car and shunted across when I saw Rania following me. 


“I couldn’t follow you right away.” 


“Hannah stayed hoping to spot you, didn’t she?” 


“Yes. Did you mention to her about having security, Amy?” 


“She guessed you were there. Hannah made a fair assumption knowing Victor, the surrogacy, and my incident.” 


“I think she was curious, Amy, but we can’t be too careful. She eventually left before I did.” 


“You don’t suspect Hannah, surely?” 


“It’s my job to suspect everyone.” 


On that note, I settled back comfortably in the leather seat, popping in my pods and selecting light Jazz from a streaming service to fill twelve minutes, avoiding further conversation. 


In the house, I was free. Rania based herself in a small bedroom on my floor, promising not to disturb me but making sure I knew she was there if needed. 


I was relieved to shrug off the oppression of living in a security bubble when I closed my study room door behind me. The wood, books, heavy carpet, and Sissitrix’s artworks calmed me. 


When I pressed its button, my iMac Pro hummed into life, booting up quickly. I logged into the legal reference library at Columbia, selecting and downloading several references I needed to read. 


 A knock at the door surprised me because Victor had free access. A team of maids entered with snacks and drink refills for the fridge. My boyfriend entered behind them, beaming joyfully when they left, kissing me on the forehead, then lips, lifting my day a couple of notches. 


“Are you having a good day?”  


“I can’t live like this for the rest of my life, Victor.” 


“I know. Me neither.” 


“What’s to be done?” 


“We need more active security. That will keep any threat outside our living bubble.” 


“Jesus… more security?” 


“Active security at a distance we don’t know they are there.” 


He hung around my study for a while, but Victor was as busy as me, so after a short conversation about the vicissitudes of security details, he left to continue working after confirming our dinner date for 8 p.m. 


On a whim, I went downstairs and into the kitchen, seeking human company. I used the ruse of needing more coffee pods, but Martin soon had me comfortably ensconced on a stool, eating the most rapidly prepared delicious tomato and pesto bruschetta. 


The kitchen door opened, and a dark cloud walked in. 


“Oh, it’s you… the fucking help.” 


“Can’t we be friends, Caprica?” 


“I doubt that. You won’t be around long enough. Once your uterus has served a purpose, you’ll be history.” 


“You really should smile more.” 


“I’ll smile when you fuck off.” 


Martin shot Victor’s sister a poisonous look. I wasn’t getting involved, so I lifted my plate, nodded a sign of thanks to my friend, the chef, and left Caprica to destroy another relationship if she hadn’t already. 


At the end of my study period, I was pleased to transition to my bedroom, using the secret corridor when evening drew in. Outside, storm clouds gathered, and I wondered about the viability of dinner on the rooftop, so I messaged Victor. 


Can Martin do pizzas in our room this evening, please? I’m in no mood to dress up for dinner. 


I heard Caprica landed on you. Did she crack a few more eggs? 


She’s no problem for me. I feel we’re better off talking about you and me in bed. 


It might be handy. 


I hope so. 


I was in a good mood and stepped into the shower, relaxed and happy. On the other side of a lengthy, steamy shower, I wore a light pink negligee that just about covered my ass cheeks over sensible white cotton panties with no bra. 


When Victor arrived, using his proper access to our bedroom, I was pleased, feeling the transition from surrogate to girlfriend was important and finally happening. 


“I need a shower, Amy. Have I time now?” 


“I had one already. Martin says Pizzas are inbound in one hour.” 


“What flavors did you ask for?” 


“He says your favorite is a meat feast. I asked for a small Margarita as well.” 


“What brought this idea on, Amy?” 


“Sitting across from one another at a dining table is too impersonal for this kind of talk.” 


He showered quickly while I selected appropriate music to frame a romantic discussion. When Victor emerged from our shower wearing simple, lightweight lime green, figure-hugging training pants, I smiled, seeing the shape of his cock, excited by the fact he’d worn no underwear. 


“How do we talk things through, Amy?” 


“Tell me what’s on your mind.” 


“You and our child.” 


“Are we assuming conception has occurred?” 


“Yes, Victor.” 


“Then our surrogacy agreement remains extant.” 


“Extant is a legal term. Can we get away from those, please, darling?” 


“Sorry. Force of habit.” 


He slipped onto the bed, holding my gaze, smiling, seeming completely relaxed. I was aroused, something, an effect he had on me that others never did. I trembled with excitement while pulling on my bottom lip, desperate to slide my pussy up and down his hard cock. 


“I want to make love to you, Amy.” 


“I want that too, sweetheart. I can barely keep my hands off you.” 


“What’s stopping us?” 


“You have some decisions to make, Victor.” 


“I don’t see it that way.” 


“Okay, you want and need to raise children. That satisfies your life goals and gives you purpose, right?” 


“Yes.” 


“And the best time for you to have kids is now. Your age is such that you’ll be an old grandfather if you keep on waiting.” 


“It’s in my thinking, Amy, but I’m not callous about it.” 


“And you don’t want a golddigger coming along, having kids with you, then using those as leverage in a divorce.” 


“Sadly, that happens.” 


“All too often, Victor.” 


He mulled over what I’d said, and I realized nothing fazed him. Like me, Victor saw problems from the perspective of the opportunities they presented. 


“On the other hand, Amy… you can either be a surrogate or my girlfriend, but not both.” 


“Any child we conceive would be so much harder for me to walk away from when born out of love rather than delivered for a transaction.” 


He shrugged simply, knowing precisely the problems as I did. I felt surprised but pleased that Victor was so calm. 


“We have a dilemma, Amy.” 


“Yes. Have you any thoughts?” 


“Not really. I do have a solution, though, but first a question.” 


“Go for it.” 


When a knock at the door announced our pizza delivery, we laughed loudly at the moment’s irony. Victor leaped up, ran to the door, and received our food in solid red colored pizza delivery boxes. 


“Wow, it’s as authentic as any New York pizza joint.” 


“Martin has Italian roots and takes care of every detail.” 


“It’s such a shame he doesn’t tell Hannah how much he loves her.” 


“What now? Hannah and Martin?” 


“Martin’s unrequited love. I can’t… no, sorry, I won’t mention it to either of them.” 


“I had no idea.” 


“Rania figured it out as well. She’s been trawling social media to make connections and establish threats from and around anyone in either of our orbits.” 


He opened my pizza box, peered inside, and turned his nose up at such scant toppings. 


“I like my pizzas like my men. Uncomplicated and tasty.” 


“Am I those things?” 


“Yes, but there are layers I haven’t accessed yet. Will you tell me your solution to our problem before or after taking a slice of that meaty mountain?” 


“Meatballs, streaky bacon slivers, BBQ flavor chicken, and extra cheese. Martin can sure make a pizza.” 


I watched his face ignite with immense pleasure at the first bite of a crust that could barely carry the load on top. I opened my mouth, leaning forward as though ready to catch a meatball that almost slid off. 


“I prefer the simplicity of golden brown, thin crust with popped craters, a homemade tomato sauce, mozzarella, and basil leaves scattered.” 


“Do you want to hear my suggestion, Amy?” 


“Of course. You’re teasing me.” 


“Let’s revoke the surrogacy agreement tonight.” 


“I might already be pregnant.” 


“I know.” 


His suggestion knocked me for six. Our surrogacy agreement protected Victor from precisely his worst fear, and here he was, throwing that in the fire. 


“You’d do that for me?” 


“I love you, Amy. I want to see where that goes without legal contracts.” 


“You can’t simply destroy the agreement. We need your lawyers here. We’d both have to sign an addendum relinquishing our rights under the agreement.” 


“My lawyers are downstairs waiting. They have drafted something for us to review.” 


“What do you mean? Have you planned this?” 


“Yes, if a relationship is what you want, Amy. Let’s finish our pizzas and go meet the lawyers.” 


I was caught up in a maelstrom of conflicting feelings. Victor’s approach had knocked me sideways, and I reeled from the enormity of the choice he presented me with. 


My hands subconsciously slipped down protectively onto my stomach. I stared at Victor, saw him looking down, and caught myself, placing my palms on his cheeks. 


“But I might be pregnant, Victor.” 


“You keep saying that.” 


“It’s your baby.” 


“It was only ever going to be our baby, Amy.” 


“Are you certain about this?” 


“Never more so.” 


I wrapped a dressing gown around myself and followed Victor to the large dining room where I’d met Rania. The staff had gone home or were relaxing elsewhere, so the house was still, making Victor’s two lawyers seem ominous in semi-darkness. 


One guy seemed far more brusque than the other, and I guessed both had argued with Victor about giving away every protection he had. I checked the addendum carefully, seeing that my boyfriend had given everything up. 


When I examined Victor, he was relaxed, almost joyful, signing the agreement with his purple ink Mont Blanc fountain pen before handing it to me. I stared at him, amazed at how quickly everything in our lives had changed. 


“Is the addendum in order, Amy?” 


“I need more.” 


The grumpy lawyer chortled insultingly, sneering at me. 


“I fucking knew it.” 


“What did you know?” 


“You want money, right?” 


Victor held up a hand, and the man was silenced. My boyfriend looked gently at me, not judging, only loving. 


“Tell me what you need, Amy.” 


“I want clauses totally relinquishing any claim by me to your estate, including all tangible assets and your cash.” 


“Anything else?” 


“I want a co-parenting agreement in the event we separate. We have equal access to our children and share all reasonable costs.” 


“Children?” 


“I assume we will have more than one.” 


“Why are you doing this, Amy?” 


“This is a fair deal for both of us, Victor. If you are willing to relinquish so much for me, it’s the least I can do in return.” 


“Thank you, sweetheart.” 


Victor’s face didn’t change when addressing his lawyers. I didn’t care about money and understood their overwhelming need to protect a valuable client. I needed to do the same for a man who just did something incredibly loyal for me. 


“How soon can you redraft the addendum, Nigel?” 


“The office will have it done in a few hours. We can run through it here. Do you have a printer?” 


“Yeah. Once you’re done, use that to print and send me your final invoice.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“You’ve conducted yourself poorly this evening, Nigel. I won’t use your firm again.” 


“Jesus Christ Victor, I made a mistake… I’m sorry.” 


I gripped Victor’s hand, interrupting him. Nigel was horrified, and I could imagine why. He was about to lose a prized account. 


“Nigel was protecting you, sweetheart. You did something that any lawyer, even a student, would consider rash.” 


“Do you believe I am in error by sacking the firm, Amy?” 


“Yes, sweetheart. Let’s consider this road bump part of our negotiation.” 


“Okay.” 


When I shook his hand, Nigel looked relieved. I grinned at him, pleased I’d made another valuable contact in the legal sector, wondering whether self-interest had driven me a little to save his ass. 


Back in our bedroom, I tore Victor’s clothes off, leaning close to kiss him. I was aflame and quivering like the last leaf on a tree being lashed by a storm. 


“I want to to fuck you right now, Victor.” 


“What about pregnancy?” 


“Do you want to make me pregnant?” 


“Yes, of course. Is that what you want?” 


“I came here wanting to have a baby with you, sweetheart. Nothing has changed.” 



Chapter Fourteen

Getting Things Straight

◆◆◆

Victor felt different from the end of his cock buried deep inside my pussy, massaging my cervix to the fingertips trembling against mine. 


My heart soared, and every sinew stretched in a body that sizzled in sexual ecstasy. 


“I have never been loved until now, Amy.” 


“My pussy is soaking wet.” 


“More than usual?” 


“It’s my last day of ovulation, and I finally admitted I’m in love. Yeah… more, fucking much more. I want you to fuck me senseless.” 


“You feel incredibly tight, warm, and very soft inside.” 


“It’s your new permanent home, sweetheart. You’ll be the only one fucking that hole.” 


I felt lifted when mounting his shaft, sliding my velvet sheath across every gnarl and ridge until Victor’s manhood was buried balls deep inside me. Our lovemaking felt different because I could finally express my love and boy, it showed in screams, moans, and utter rapture. 


Victor cupped my ass cheeks firmly, lifting me up and down while I used his knees to grip and the soles of my feet planted on the mattress to slide up and down his gorgeous, uber-thick, and solid cock. 


He watched my pussy hole intently, no doubt enjoying how deep inside my body his enormous cock reached. My orgasm rumbled like distant thunder, vibrating through every muscle, lifting me to a frisson of excitement. 


I glanced down and noticed the creamy mess that grabbed his attention. 


“I cream a lot more during ovulation.” 


“It looks good enough to eat.” 


“Go ahead and enjoy anytime.” 


I was mesmerized when Victor removed one hand from my ass, taking a forefinger and running it up his shaft, harvesting my creamy lather while I continued riding him, taking every millimeter of his delightful cock. 


“It’s so fucking white and creamy.” 


“Enjoy it, honey. I know for sure I’ll enjoy your semen when I swallow it later.” 


“A blowjob?” 


“Fucking damn right, a blowjob. I can’t wait to suck your cock later. We need to settle into a new relationship dynamic, Victor.” 


He stared at his fully loaded, cream-coated fingers like they were the eighth wonder. When Victor licked the heavy veneer of my slutty arousal off his finger, he paused momentarily while my pussy cream flavor spread across his taste buds. Victor’s eyes sparkled long before a gorgeous, contented smile broke out. 


“Nice?” 


“Very sweet.” 


“Do you like it?” 


“Fucking damn right I do, Amy. I could live off this nectar.” 


“I’d love another session with your tongue after I bathe.” 


“Try stopping me.” 


“Victor, there are few things in life I truly love. You are top of that list.” 


Victor parted his fingers, and the sticky hormonal cream layering both separated like glue. He bit his bottom lip, frowned, then licked the creamy mess, sucking enthusiastically while my tawdry imagination saw me sitting on his face, rubbing my clitoris against his nose while dribbling more hormonal cream down my lover’s throat. 


“I have a fucking boyfriend.” 


“Yes, Amy, you do, and he loves you.” 


“I’ve wanted a man like you for a long time, Victor. Strong, true, and confident. Oh my… oh god!” 


I rocked back and forth on Victor’s enormous cock, staring deep into his eyes, seeing love. When he shot his seed deep inside me, I felt proud, watching his expression contort in joy, then a tawdry tempest, and finally deep satisfaction. 


I clenched my pussy on and off his solid, twitching shaft, milking every drop of my boyfriend’s baby-making seed. He delighted in that, grinning like the boy who’d got his girl, reaching both hands up, entwining his fingers with mine. 


I collapsed in a shuddering heap on him, planting my face in the crook of his neck, enjoying every last drop of Victor’s hot semen as it decanted inside me. 


He stroked my back as I trembled in orgasmic aftershock, tormented by his fingertips. I rolled sideways and closed my legs, intending to take a trip to the toilet soon. When I stared into his eyes, Victor seemed entirely at peace. 


“I’ll announce our new relationship to my mother today.” 


“I wouldn’t advise it, Victor.” 


“Why not?” 


“You’re asking people to change their minds and hearts. That’s really hard for them.” 


“They deserve to know the truth.” 


“Elizabeth doesn’t hate me like Caprica, but I need her to grow on me before you drop a bombshell.” 


“You don’t need to curry their favor, Amy.” 


“And I never will, but you catch more flies with honey than vinegar.”  


He chuckled and poked a tongue out at me cheekily, but Victor knew I was right and probably appreciated that I didn’t want to wage war. He pulled me closer, eyeing me closely. 


“How come you are so wise?” 


“I have a lawyer’s nature. Conciliation is cheaper than combat in financial and emotional terms.” 


“Okay. I’m on board with your lead in this regard. Why don’t we talk with my housekeeper today about the staff? She’s returning from a family visit.” 


“Is that Emma?” 


“Yes. You met her on the first day here.” 


“Okay. That’s great. I’d rather nothing changes with your home or staff, though. I’m a girlfriend.” 


“This is your home as well.” 


“Not really, Victor. Now that I’m girlfriend material and no longer a surrogate, this isn’t my home. I have an apartment close by, though.” 


“Oh my.” 


“What do you mean by, oh my, sweetheart? Please don’t look so disheartened.” 


I was secretly a little pleased he took my idea of moving back to my apartment in a gloomy manner. He stared at me with puppy dog eyes, almost pleading that I rescind the idea, and I laughed. 


“I’m not moving out, Victor. I’m just saying… this is your place, and you are the master here. I won’t interfere with how things run and am happy to be a guest.” 


“A much-loved and honored guest, Amy.” 


I suddenly realized this matter was important to him. However, it came about: I’d moved in, and he perceived my potential move back out as unfavorable. 


“Yes, okay, Victor. I’m sorry I brought it up. It seems a trivial matter, and I’ve handled it insensitively.” 


“I don’t want to think about you moving out when I’ve got so used to you being here. I can vacate your bedroom if you’d rather have some privacy.” 


“That’s not it at all. I… well, you know… I don’t want to seem like a pushy girlfriend that wants to own you.” 


“I’d rather you come and go here as you please and consider this your home. It’s up to you, of course.” 


Victor was genuinely knocked off balance by our discussion, which was the first vulnerability I sensed in him. I knew he wasn’t insecure and didn’t want to probe why his feelings ran so strongly. 


“If I stay occasionally at my apartment, will you come with me?” 


“Really? Stay at your place?” 


“Of course. I must clean, run the taps, flush the toilet, and ensure my place doesn’t mothball. I intended to do that at least one day each month, but now, we can treat it as an escape.” 


“I could have someone take care of that for you.” 


“You can cook at my apartment.” 


He thought about that with a growing smile from ear to ear. The sudden opportunity to be with me at my apartment appealed. 


“I’ve never stayed at a girl’s apartment before.” 


“I thought not.” 


“Are there rules?” 


“Laundry basket and toilet seat is all. I keep the place tidy; you can do all of the cooking if you wish.” 


“I can’t wait. You’re right, Amy. You should look after your apartment and invite your boyfriend to help.” 


“You can come and go as you wish. I’ll get you a key cut.” 


“Touche, Amy.” 


He looked much happier, and that pleased me. We linked hands, but I made sure our conversation wasn’t over. My eyes sought an answer, gazing at him expectantly, revealing a hint of my comedic nature. 


He eventually caught on. I giggled when my boyfriend’s jaw dropped, and he looked horrified. 


“Oh, sorry, Amy… you’re being serious.” 


“About giving you a key to my apartment, yes, of course. My student digs aren’t as well appointed as yours, but you’re welcome there.” 


“Forgive me, sweetheart. I’ve been boorish. I know your apartment is spectacular.” 


“How do you know that?” 


“I acquired the floorplan during my investigation. Did I overstep?”  


“No, you haven’t. You have a girlfriend, and we’re figuring things out.” 


“I’d love to have a key to your place.” 


“I have a great kitchen there, Victor.” 


“Can I use it?” 


“Of course. We’ll shop for groceries before staying there… please don’t say you’ll have someone do that.” 


“No… you’re right, we can go shopping together.” 


“Have you ever grocery shopped before, Victor?” 


“Only for simple things while I was alone. I didn’t eat well because I worked hard. Martin was my first staff member.” 


“I can imagine he had his work cut out for him.”  


“We’ll need security with us, Amy.” 


“I know. They have serviced apartments for rent a couple of floors below mine.” 


“I’ll buy an apartment in the building.” 


I rolled closer to Victor, enjoying his enthusiasm. Justin had moved into my apartment as a matter of his convenience and without my proper consent. Victor was presenting an altogether different problem. 


“Let’s not act hastily. I have a penthouse, so it’s impossible to access without my private elevator’s keycard. To make my apartment a fortress, some CCTV in the service and emergency exit corridors would be all Rania needs.” 


“Shall we ask her about this?” 


“Do you mind if I do that alone, Victor?” 


“Sorry, Amy. I’m fucking all of this up.” 


“No, you aren’t. Let’s learn from each other, Victor. I want us to be equals and make decisions together. Rania works for me. I’ll chat things through with her, then discuss that with you.” 


“That’s what I want as well. It worried me when you kept trying to figure out whether I was submissive or dominant, Amy.” 


“I wanted to know what drives you for the same reason you do now, Victor. I’ve never wanted a man who would take control of my life, but at the same time, I don’t want one who doesn’t care about me at all.” 


“What sort of man do you want, Amy?” 


“The sort who will teach and learn from me in equal measure. I don’t want us to stifle each other, but at the same time, I’m happy when we spend all day together.” 


“What boundaries are there, Amy? I know it’s early, but you seem more aware than I am.” 


“No boundaries aside from coercing or manipulating the other.” 


“That’s not in my nature, Amy. Mom and my siblings got all our family’s share of those qualities.” 


“It’s not in my nature either. I enjoy feeling that you might have learned something from me, though.” 


“I have learned. I need to embrace the simpler things in life.” 


“Yeah… like crushing a clove of garlic into olive oil to make pasta sauce.” 


“It’s true.” 


“I’m learning tolerance from you, Victor.” 


“I wasn’t very tolerant with Nigel last night.” 


“No, but you listened to reason and changed course. That’s an impressive quality.” 


I raked my fingers through Victor’s hair, enjoying the feeling it gave me and the rewarding smile I got in return. We talked for a while longer, but eventually, he nodded off in my arms while I planted soft kisses on top of his head. 


My phone vibrated, and I saw a couple of messages pop up. I reached over to my nightstand, grabbed the phone without disturbing my lover, and read the low-lit nightscreen. 


I feel awful. 


What’s wrong, Hannah? 


After you left today, I waited and tried to spot your security detail. I know it was stupid, so I’m messaging to apologize and promise I won’t do it again. 


Are you okay, Hannah? 


Yeah, why? 


It’s late, and you have heavy training ahead tomorrow. 


Sorry. I’m feeling lonely. 


I slipped out from under our silky smooth duvet, studying Victor’s face for any sign that I had disturbed him. He slept soundly while I went to a window wearing only simple cotton panties that needed to be changed because of an uncomfortable deposit Victor left inside me. 


I speed-dialed Hannah, concerned for her. Sure enough, when she answered, I heard a light sobbing and some tension in her voice. 


“Are you okay, babes?” 


“Just lonely is all, Amy. There is nobody to talk to here.” 


“I don’t know what to say, Hannah. Don’t you have family that can visit and stay over?” 


“There is nobody local, and I must keep to my training routine.” 


“I can meet you anytime for coffee. This isn’t my house, but I’m sure if you ask Victor, he’ll discuss that with you.” 


“I’d like that.” 


I stood in front of the window, watching a worsening storm outside. Bolts of lightning split inky blackness, lighting everything for a split second while thunder rolled like distant drums, calling to my heart. 


The shadows seemed ominous, eery, almost terrifying as they flashed on and off, leaving an impression of something that probably wasn’t there. 


“There’s a man.” 


“What man, Amy?” 


 “He’s in an alleyway between two dumpsters, watching the house.” 


“Is it your assailant?” 


“Unlikely, but you never know.” 


“Wake Victor.” 


“There’s no point. It’s a guy watching the house. It could be for any reason. I should let someone know in the morning.” 


Rain lashed the window, beading before descending in zig zag rivulets. The spectacular weather lifted my mood, but I felt sorry for my new friend. I watched the man wearing a raincoat and hat, knowing he’d disappear when the house lights were switched on. 


When he noticed me, I waved to ensure he knew I was on to him. The man backed slowly into the shadows and was gone, just as I knew he would. 


When Victor padded across from our bed, wrapping me in his arms, pressing his warmth into my back, I turned my head and smiled. He kissed me noisily, and I pressed a finger to my lips for him to stay quiet. 


“Is that Victor I hear, Amy?” 


“Yes. Is it weird for you?” 


“No, babe. I have turned the page and moved on. No feelings at all in that regard.” 


“That was fast.” 


“It’s my nature. That’s probably why Victor never fell in love with me. I’m too flighty and not emotionally available.” 


“Hmm, okay. I can’t comment on that.” 


“You can’t right now, at least, because your boyfriend is groping you from behind, isn’t he?” 


“Yes, he is.” 


“And you’re enjoying it?” 


“Yes, I am.” 


“You’ll probably make love. Am I right?” 


“I hope so.” 


“Goodnight, Amy. I’ll speak to Victor in the morning. Thank you for caring about me.” 


When I disconnected the call and turned to face Victor, he immediately licked and sucked my nipples which got me totally turned on. When he clenched his lips around the base of each nipple, suckling hard, I knew his cock would soon be buried up to its hilt deep inside me. 


He slipped my panties down to my ankles, and I stepped out, resting my naked ass on the window shelf, spreading my legs wide. 


I tossed my hair out of the way and smiled excitedly, more so when his smooth glans pressed hard against my swollen, drenched labia. 


“Are you fucking me all night long, Victor?” 


“If I’m allowed, Amy, yes.” 


“You’re always allowed, sweetheart. I’ll never deny you pussy.” 


“What about when you get your period?” 


“We’ll see whether you’ll run a red light.” 


He fucked me hard, gripping the window frame to lever his cock deep inside my trembling hole. I wrapped my legs loosely around his waist, giving my lover plenty of room to fuck me hard. 


My ass cheeks pressed against the window pane. A disgraceful part of me hoped my stalker saw me being railed by the finest specimen of manhood I’d ever enjoyed. 


When Victor emptied his seed deep inside me, I came hard, shuddering like a truck pulling its handbrake. I screamed, enjoying the storm that complimented my massive orgasm. 


Victor carried me to our bed with my pussy impaled on his cock. When he lay on top of me, my boyfriend refused to roll aside, wanting to stay deep inside my pussy. 


When I woke hours later, he lay on me, but his flaccid cock had slid out long ago. I shook him gently, concerned the wet spot covering my ass cheeks would soak into our mattress. When I nudged him, I got a tired look, a smile, and a few slurred words. 


“I love you.”  


“I must change this bed sheet, Victor.” 


“I’ll help you, honey.” 



Chapter Fifteen

A Sexy Shopping Trip

◆◆◆

With Victor’s legs entwined with mine in bed, I stared up at the ceiling, recanting my week, thankful for some free time at the weekend. I’d probably still study, but not so intensely as on weekdays. 


The man hiding in shadows across the road from the previous night didn’t bother me much, and I decided to report that to Rania because I hated a panic with knee jerks here and there, resulting in less freedom for me. 


“What do you typically do on Saturdays, Amy?” 


“Shop, have lunch with a friend, shop some more, and enjoy putting my feet up with a bottle of wine and a nice take-out in the evening.” 


“I can’t remember the last time I did any of those things.” 


“Shall we do that today, Victor?” 


“What about security?” 


“Do our teams know each other?” 


“Yes, they must, to avoid taking each other out.” 


“Let them sort it then.” 


“Okay.” 


“I’ll message Rania.” 


“Ask her to coordinate with Mike. It saves me calling him.” 


I knew Rania lived somewhere in Victor’s home, and I felt guilty about not speaking to someone probably a few doors away. She responded to my message immediately, confirming arrangements would be made. 


Victor saw me frowning at the phone. 


“You have to let them do their job, Amy.” 


“It seems impersonal to have someone so close but not be friendly with them.” 


“They wouldn’t allow it even if you did.” 


“They don’t want to get close?” 


“That’s a nightmare scenario for any security operative. They might fall in love, dislike the person they protect, or even become over-familiar and slip up. Rania is a professional. Have no worries about her.” 


“Are they paid well?” 


“All of our security bundled into one package costs one million, two hundred grand per month.” 


“Fuck!” 


“Exactly. I pay over the average because our people are risking their lives, and I want the best.” 


“Your world is very different to mine, Victor.” 


“It’s your world now, too, Amy. Today, you are very wealthy, but a few years from now, given your ability, you’ll become a billionaire, which is another level.” 


I thought about that while cycling in the gym. Hannah was attending a sports clinic for blood and other regular testing, so I was alone with my thoughts. 


When I finished spinning and used the sauna, Victor was a few minutes behind me and noticed I was preoccupied. 


“I didn’t mean to push you in any direction with what I said about security, Amy.” 


“I know, but it’s time I considered these things.” 


“You’ll go to a law firm, defend some guilty people, and work far too hard. When you leave, frustrated, it will take a few months, but you’ll finally realize why you did it.” 


“Why will I do it?” 


“You’ll need experience, and there are few places better to acquire that than in a courtroom in criminal litigation.” 


“What will I do next?” 


“If you haven’t done so already, sooner or later, you’ll branch out, make investments, and become obsessed.” 


“Obsessed, why?” 


“I’m not sure I should say. The answer to that question is deeply cynical.” 


“You’ll have to explain that now.” 


“It’s unfair to bombard you with my preconceptions about life and business.” 


“I’m keen to understand and learn. You have experience. Dish it out, boyfriend.” 


“Once you look at a few start-ups, kicking most into the long grass, you’ll find a good one, invest, watch them grow, and, if you’re lucky, they’ll change the world for the better.” 


“What’s wrong with that?” 


“You’ll become addicted to changing the world, think you know better than others, and one day, you’ll wake up and realize your life is a series of hubristic choices with meetings where people tell you what they think you want to hear.” 


“Fucking hell Victor… I need to hug you if your day feels like that.” 


“I warned you.” 


“You have changed the world, sweetheart.” 


“Perhaps, but not for the better. It probably feels that way to people with five hundred television channels, food delivery to their doorstep, and a virtual world of games.” 


“Why are you negative about that?” 


“Because nothing is done to promote good mental health. In fact, nobody wants to discuss it.” 


I kicked my legs back and forth under the wooden sauna bench. There was no mistaking Victor’s mood change, and I wondered if the man with such colossal investment management responsibility could ever be happy. 


“Why don’t you invest in mental health?” 


“In what way, Amy?” 


“I don’t like many of these therapy apps, but if you establish a network of trained, qualified professionals working on a properly managed platform, they could help people in need.” 


“Is there a startup doing that?” 


“Yeah. I’ve been following their growth for a year. They’re making a third funding call.” 


“What’s the money for?” 


“To expand their existing, successful operation. They need a larger building, more server racks, developers, administrators, therapists, and a training program.” 


“How much does the CEO earn?” 


“Nothing. He owns sixty percent of the shares and won’t pay himself until the company is profitable.” 


“That’s ethical. How much do they need?” 


“Thirty million bucks for five percent equity.” 


“That’s a high valuation.” 


“I think they’ll multiply by ten, maybe twelve times within five years if they go public.” 


“One hundred and fifty million?” 


“Yes.” 


“What’s stopping you from investing?” 


“I don’t have a due diligence team. The devil is in the detail.” 


“I have the team you need, Amy.” 


“I’ll hand the portfolio over if you’re interested.” 


“Shall we invest together? Perhaps in the name of our children?” 


I sat on his lap and wrapped my arms around Victor’s neck. It wasn’t a moment to make love; rather, one to be in love with a man who needed me as much as I needed him. 


“Does our age gap bother you, Amy?” 


“Not in the slightest. Does it trouble you?” 


“No. It did last night, though, but I found a solution.” 


“That’s interesting. Is it naughty? Did you masturbate without waking me? Will you expand?” 


He snorted a laugh, shook his head, and then shrugged, looking for the right words while smiling gently at me. The sparkle in his eyes seemed more intense when I was around. I noticed Victor’s spirits lifted when he saw me. 


“You talked a lot about submission and domination, and I know we kinda got past that.” 


“But?“ 


“When it comes to your career, I will step out of the way unless you ask for my help. My experience is because of our age difference, which shouldn’t become your baggage. I prefer you trust your instincts to make choices without my interference.” 


“That’s exactly what I need, sweetheart.” 


“But.” 


“There is another but, Victor?” 


“Yes.” 


“Go ahead.” 


I enjoyed the moment because Victor was all heart deep down when it came to me. I knew what was coming and wanted to let him explain using his words for both our sakes. 


“I want to hold the door open for you, seat you before me at the dinner table, and be attentive without running into any modern notions that I’m chauvinistic.” 


“Do you want to be a chivalrous gentleman, Victor?” 


“Yes, exactly that. If I carry the bags when we shop, I don’t want you to think it’s because I don’t think you can.” 


“That’s very sweet, Victor.” 


“I want to woo you, Amy. Not just now, but forever.” 


“And you think my age might mean I’m against that.” 


“I don’t know.” 


“Have no fears. I’m an old-fashioned girl, but I will protect you if I sense danger.” 


“Like a tigress?” 


“With my claws out baby.” 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


My mind was settled on what type of guy Victor was. He was plenty of man for me, with a perfect balance of gentle decency and keenness that I’d never encountered. 


After showering, we enjoyed a light breakfast snack together. It was nice to spend casual free time, shooting the breeze with perfect poached eggs on toast and freshly roasted coffee. 


About ten minutes before our 10 a.m. planned departure, Rania appeared in our dining room. 


“Taxi or Greg?” 


“Taxi, please. Tell Greg to enjoy a day off.” 


“No problem.” 


Victor was completely at ease when he slipped into the taxi after me. His ability to shrug off the dozen or so security team lurking somewhere inside a few hundred meters of invisible cordon around us was impressive. 


We shopped at Fifth Avenue because everything I wanted was handy there, including coffee, before visiting an Ann Taylor store. 


“Why do you need Ann Taylor? Surely you want it but don’t need it?” 


“Oh, Victor, I shall teach you so many wonders of the female mind. I need Ann Taylor, and so do you.” 


“Why do I need Ann?” 


“Because I do. Allow me to demonstrate.” 


I gripped his hand and dragged Victor into the Ann Taylor store. To make my point, I walked up to the nearest rail, selected a plum rose sweater dress, and dropped my boyfriend off at the seating area outside the changing rooms. 


A few minutes later, I emerged, basking in his admiration. 


“Wow, Amy.” 


“Sexy?” 


“Unbelievable.” 


“That’s why you need Ann Taylor Victor.” 


He had no idea about design and didn’t appreciate the glittering crystal button cuffs that added glam to a feminine flare sweater dress. None of that mattered because the only thing Victor cared about was underneath the fabric. 


“Do you like the mock neck, long sleeves with button cuffs, and banded elasticized waist?” 


“Umm… yeah.” 


I spun seductively, making sure Victor drank in the only details that mattered to him, which also mattered to me. When I placed both hands on my waist, smiling cutely, he was all mine. 


“Do you notice the flare out from my hips?” 


“Yes.” 


“No, you don’t. You only noticed that I look great in it, and do you know why?” 


“Tell me, please.” 


“Because Ann Taylor’s cut is perfect for me, and it’s rare for women to find that in any brand. It’s why we’re accused of going from one shop to another, endlessly trying garments on.” 


“Are you telling me shopping is as torturous for you as it is for me?” 


“I didn’t say that. It’s our labor of love, Victor.” 


“You do it especially for me?” 


“As I have just demonstrated. Case closed, honey.” 


I had many garments hung up at home, some unworn, designer labels included, but Ann Taylor was a brand I maxed out on for wearability, day, night, or University. 


I thought Victor was secretly pleased when I did all of my shopping in one place because he didn’t seem keen to trek around New York seeking a handbag in a color so specific it probably didn’t exist. 


“How about lunch, Amy?” 


“What do you prefer?” 


“Italian? There used to be a place nearby.” 


“Sapori is still around the corner.” 


“Can you drink wine?” 


“I’d rather not, but you should go ahead.” 


“Not if you don’t.” 


I loved Sapori and had eaten there plenty of times. I wondered when Victor had last visited because he seemed thrilled as we crossed the threshold. 


Two wooden beamed archways, five meters apart, separated us from the end of the dining room. The lighting inside was warm and had a transformational ambiance. Light piano jazz soothed any frustrations we’d trawled inside from the hustle and bustle of the streets. 


Deep mahogany paneled walls rose to a brilliantly white painted ceiling. While waiting to be seated, I touched a paneled wall as though it spoke to me, feeling, then seeing the ingrained history of a fabulous restaurant established by founding immigrants. 


Semi-circular wooden bench seats finished in deep cushioned red leather formed four spacious booths on either side of a central wall that reached shoulder height, ensuring privacy for all diners, right or left. 


At the far end of the dining room, chefs labored at an open-view kitchen with all the verve of Italian authenticity. Sizzling, vigorous whisking, steam rising, and flames erupting made for a theatre of culinary excellence. 


Victor leaned close as though sharing a secret. 


“Don’t mention this to Martin.” 


 “Is he touchy when you eat out?” 


“Only within a fifty-mile radius.” 


As we followed the maître d' to an empty table, I noticed a massive glass room adjacent to the dining area. It was full of wine bottles with their corks aimed at us like rows of tanks on a battlefield. 


The stone floors were original, and some said the slabs were robbed from a Venician Church. 


I sat beside my boyfriend in a shaded booth, enjoying the excited chatter of delighted diners and a few choices swear words from chefs slaving nearby. 


“Was my shopping a chore for you, Victor?” 


“No. I was surprised you bought almost everything in one place.” 


“You were very patient all the same.” 


I sidled closer to Victor while he ordered off a menu for both of us. Lunchtime specials included a lasagna, which was my favorite, so he ordered that with a salad to share. 


“It’s very private in this booth, Victor.” 


“Surprising how much space they give diners, given our location.” 


When I slid my hand gently into Victor’s lap, rubbing his cock, he stared at me, terrified at what I might do. His erection came quickly, pressing hard against button-up jeans, delighting me, horrifying him. I chuckled, squeezing harder, feeling my panties warm, a natural response to his. 


“They have a baby changing room out back.” 


“Why are you telling me that Amy?” 


“I think we should check it out, honey. In case we bring our child here one day.” 


“Should we go together?” 


“You’ll find it hard to fuck me if we aren’t both in there.” 


Victor practically launched himself out of the booth like a rabbit chased from its lair by a ferret. His enthusiasm lifted me as my boyfriend followed me into the pristine clean booth. 


I lifted the hem of my dress, tucking it between my teeth so Victor could enjoy the sight of my plain white cotton panties. I felt damp and enjoyed that tawdry moment when I saw his desire to fuck me. 


“A quickie, please, my love.” 


“Amy, you’re so fucking naughty.” 


“You have no idea how much so.” 


Victor kneeled, sliding fingers from both hands up the back of my thighs until he reached my ass cheeks. He cupped me like he might a treasured brandy, and I trembled with anticipation. 


I pulled my lip, watching his wide eyes, intensely scarlet, burning cheeks, and a man almost drooling saliva onto the floor, licking his lips. I pulled at mine again, staring down, enjoying every moment of his delight. 


Victor slipped his fingers inside the elastic waistband and peeled my panties slowly, drawing them across the silken skin off my cheeks and down my thighs. I opened my legs a little, enjoying the moment my gusset sucked lightly against two heavily swollen, thick cream coated pussy lips. 


“I can smell your arousal.” 


“Sorry. I’ve been turned on for hours, Victor. You are such an incredible man. I quiver when you touch me.” 


“I can’t fuck you yet, sweetheart.” 


“Why not?” 


“I must lick you, baby. It just feels so right. Is that okay?” 


“Oh my, Victor, please go ahead.” 


He leaned me back onto a solid shelf that three-quarters supported my ass cheeks. I placed a heel on each of my lover’s shoulders, ensuring my shoes didn’t mark his shirt. 


Victor pressed my thighs wide apart with both palms, stretching my pussy lips wide open. When I smelled my hormones and looked down at glistening, creamy pussy lips, I saw a hungry boyfriend about to enjoy his appetizer. 


He nuzzled a warm tongue between my tight, engorged pussy lips, parting the creamy slit behind which copious juices had pooled before seeping into my panties. 


He purred when plowing his broad, flattened tongue up my creamy furrow, harvesting my arousal. He paused, swilled, and savored my essence, staring up lovingly while smiling appreciatively. 


He licked my pussy like it was sweet cream from a mixing bowl, and he’d been given the last few drops to enjoy. Victor’s fingers gently clawed my swollen lips apart, allowing him to flick my hard, creamy pearl, raising her proudly like a pink bean, clear of the protective skin pouch in which she usually hid. 


“I’ve got your attention, Amy.” 


“You’ve definitely got her attention and are the only man who ever has.” 


“That feels good.” 


“Suck my clitoris gently, sweetheart. Hum into her like a vibrator’s clit tickling head would.” 


He clenched both lips tightly around the base of my sticky pink nub, brushing the tip of his tongue lightly across, stimulating every fiber of my body with a few millimeters of his. 


I shivered uncontrollably as my body bathed wildly in a chasm of joy. He pulled my clitoris like she were an elastic cord, releasing, then tugging again with pursed lips while humming down the delicious nerve cluster all the way to my G-Spot. 


I sank my fingers into his unruly mop of hair, leaning but not pulling while he tantalized my clitoris. When he used a thumb to squash my nub while he sucked each fleshy labia petal into his mouth, my ass lifted, and I squirted unicorn pee down his throat. 


He moaned as though he wanted more, something I desperately needed to give. Amid a tumultuous orgasm, I squeezed hard, squirted powerfully, and he swallowed every drop. 


“Please fuck me. I need your semen inside my womb.” 


“Fuck, Amy, I could do this all day.” 


“Is giving cunnilingus that pleasurable for you, Victor.” 


“I feel closer to you, almost like nothing else matters when my head is between your legs.” 


“Your tongue was deep inside my hole this time.” 


“I can’t get enough of your pussy, Amy. Is it a problem?” 


He stood up, dropped his pants and underwear, flopping out a beautiful, enormous and stiff cock. I stared at it just when he slid that beautiful, veiny shaft deep inside me, wrapping my arms around him, cupping his head gently in both palms. 


“It’s never a problem if you enjoy going down on me, Victor. You can have me as much as you want, wherever and whenever.” 


“I love you, sweetheart.” 


He gripped my ass cheeks, hauling my quivering pussy onto his cock. My orgasm continued as I tensed up, relaxed, then clenched his cock again as another wave of pleasure struck me. 


Victor fucked me hard and fast, true to my request for a quickie. His cock filled me on every inward stroke with a swollen glans that pressed hard against my cervix. 


His strangled, stifled scream as my lover reached high on tiptoes announced the ocean of hot semen that flooded me. He kept fucking me while I rode the crest of a climactic wave, shuddering on the end of his solid cock. 


I giggled when he slipped back exhausted, gathering my panties and dropping a couple of sheets of toilet paper into my gusset as his seed dribbled out of my well fucked hole. 


He wiped semen off the floor, tossing the tissues he used into the toilet before flushing the chain. 


“We need to get back to our table, Amy.” 


“I’m sure we’ve been rumbled, but who cares.” 


When we returned to the restaurant, a few diners turned, shot comedic looks, and started applauding. A waiter pointed to the air conditioning vent above our heads, and I giggled uncontrollably. 


“That’s a memory we just created, Victor.” 


“We should get a free dinner, having entertained everyone.” 


“Take a bow and run to our booth, sweetheart.” 



Chapter Sixteen

Eggs, Eggs, Eggs

◆◆◆

We held hands and laughed all the way home in a taxi while our mystified driver glanced frequently in his rearview mirror. The crowds hustling and bustling on the streets of New York, late afternoon felt exciting. 


“Everyone is rushing around, going somewhere, Amy.” 


“Last few shops before meeting friends for dinner nearby, no doubt.” 


“Is that what you would normally be doing?” 


“Honestly? No, I’d spend the afternoon reading study materials with a man who didn’t love me.” 


“How do you know he didn’t love you?” 


“Justin and I had no fire. That joie de vivre was missing, you know… the tiny body language signals confirming all is well between two souls. We did nothing to please one another.” 


“We are different, Amy.” 


“Yes, we are. Our chemistry is matched, and it seems our characters are as well.” 


“I want to please you.” 


“As I do you, Victor.” 


“We came together to make a baby.” 


“And that’s what I want to continue doing.” 


Victor’s semen felt creamy inside me but uncomfortable when it gradually seeped out of my pussy, into a gusset far too damp to cope any longer.  


“I’m full of your semen.” 


“Sorry.” 


“Don’t apologize; I’m just letting you know. I crave it, and not just for pregnancy. Having something so deeply personal as your semen inside me is a real boost to my morale.” 


He leaned towards me awkwardly, wrapping an arm around my waist. Our driver stopped watching us, realizing we were a couple in love enjoying a romantic moment in a busy city. 


We reached home, and I scampered upstairs, closely followed by Victor. I quickly stripped and ran for the toilet, then shower, where my boyfriend joined me, grinning inanely.   


“Can life always be like this, Amy?” 


“I don’t see why not. We can carve out time to be a couple; in fact, we should consciously try.” 


“I agree. Since you mentioned your apartment, I’ve thought of little other than us.” 


“Rania says it’s not a problem. She’s there now renting a place and getting set up.” 


“Shall we go there?” 


He looked excited, but I wasn’t sure precisely what he meant. Victor’s eyes widened, and I felt like he was a newly released prisoner asking if we could visit his favorite haunt.   


“Do you mean tonight?” 


“Is now too soon?” 


“Do you have a car?” 


“I can get us a driver.” 


“Why don’t you drive? I have underground parking, and the building has a concierge with security access to the downramp.” 


“Umm, okay… let’s do that.” 


I hadn’t realized Victor’s house had several levels underneath the ground floor. On our way down in the elevator, he explained that a small nightclub, bar, and cinema were on the bottommost level. 


“The car level gets used all the time, but it’s been years since we had a party.” 


“Seriously? No family gatherings at all?” 


“You’ve met my family, Amy. Could you see a fun party lasting more than a few glasses of champagne before a feud began?” 


“I guess not.” 


His security team ostensibly chose Victor’s car collection, which wouldn’t look out of place as an FBI carpool. It was slim pickings in the originality department with nothing that might express my boyfriend’s character. 


“Shall we take my car?” 


“We’d have to go to your apartment, get it, bring it here, and drive back. It defeats the object, Amy.” 


“Sometimes life must be impractical if only to savor a moment.” 


“Let’s go.” 


Rania contacted Greg, and there was a lot of unnecessary excitement on his part about why we wanted to drive ourselves. I settled him down, reassuring the chauffeur I had grown to like that his job looking after me was secure. 


When he calmed down, I leaped into the back of his car, inviting Victor to join me. Traffic was a nightmare, and it took almost an hour to drive as far as we could have walked in half the time. 


I approached the concierge in my building and collected a small envelope I’d requested to be set aside. I turned proudly to my boyfriend, handing him the small brown package. 


“Here is your passkey, Victor.” 


“Oh… do I need one?” 


“That depends on you.” 


He took the envelope, pondering what I’d said while we rode the elevator down to my basement parking level, and I led Victor by the hand to where the Penthouses shared VIP parking. He looked at the car covered with a vinyl sheet protector, then stared at me. 


“A ’69 Pontiac Firebird, Amy?” 


“Convertible, and that’s a good guess. It’s bright red underneath that cover.” 


“It’s a favorite car of mine. How did you come by it?” 


“It was my Dad’s first car. He left it to me.” 


“Oh, it’s treasured then?” 


“Like you, I rarely drive, but also, like you, I’m learning to enjoy the simpler things in life, so we should enjoy the car together often. Right now, we need a supermarket, Victor.” 


“We do?” 


“Yep. You’re cooking while I spruce the place up.” 


“Oh, that’s going to be fun. City traffic is a bitch right now, Amy. Do you want to do this by car or on foot?” 


“No, I’d rather just get the things we need nearby and enjoy some boyfriend and girlfriend time in a place where nobody can bother us.” 


“That is an important distinction to make, Amy. I know you hinted at it earlier, and it seems, on close inspection, that we are being harassed in our home.” 


“As much as I’d like to agree with you, Victor, your place is not our home.” 


“Why not?” 


“Too many people come and go freely, and I don’t just mean entering the house. They go wherever they want once inside.” 


“Caprica?” 


“Your mother, too. You have no private area, even to the extent you turned my two rooms into a fortress before I arrived to protect me.” 


“Yeah… it’s true. I have no privacy.” 


“It’s not difficult to make some rules for visitors to abide by.” 


“How would you do it, Amy?” 


“Simple. I’d create four levels of access. One for you alone, another for both of us, a third for houseguests, and a final, highly restricted one for day visitors. Your home is not a free-for-all.” 


“I have no place that is just for me.” 


“Would you like one?” 


“No. I’d rather spend my time with you.” 


“Then you need three levels.” 


 “I need to rethink how I live, Amy.” 


“Let’s shop and do that.” 


“Shall we cover your car?” 


“No. I have a feeling we’ll need it soon. Let’s pack the cover in the trunk.” 


I only spotted Rania once while we walked with arms linked down the street to a large delicatessen where I loved to shop. I pushed the trolley while Victor browsed shelves loaded with pulses, a multitude of packet vacuum-sealed olives, porcini mushrooms, and a meat counter that held his attention for half an hour while he chatted with the butcher. 


I watched intently, noting how he frequently glanced sideways, checking in with me. Each time, I smiled and pretended to read the labels on another product, always observing his interactions. 


When my boyfriend returned to the trolley, he proudly held out our dinner main event as though he’d hunted and gathered it himself. 


“Rib-eye steaks, Victor? Are you seducing me tonight?” 


“I’ll seduce you every day for the rest of our lives, Amy.” 


“What is accompanying the rib eye?” 


“Parsnip chips, a scratch red wine jus, and wilted broccoli.” 


“And for our dessert?” 


“Tiramisu.” 


“Homemade?” 


“Of course, Amy. Is there any other kind?” 


“Then this is a seduction, right?” 


“I prefer to call it wooing.” 


“Are you wooing me now, Victor?” 


“I think I always shall because it’s such fun.” 


Victor was relaxed and seemed more at home amid packets of multi-colored pasta, dried herbs, and fresh vegetables than he was with his mother or sister. It felt like we’d rescued one another, me from a tragic relationship, him from a tedious existence. 


“Do you have onions, Amy?” 


“My pantry is bare, Victor. I planned a lengthy absence. I’ll pick up the essentials, and you get dinner and breakfast.” 


“Ahh, breakfast. I hadn’t thought of that. Where’s the fruit?” 


I pointed back the way we’d come, picking up milk, flour, and some baking powder because, after all, there are always pancakes. It felt like a typical day in the lives of two ordinary people. 


“Do you like marmite on toast, Victor?” 


“No thanks, I’d rather pull out my toenails than eat that.” 


“I feel the same about Durian… fucking filthy stuff.” 


“You either love it or hate it, right?” 


“Yes. I think we’ll give both a miss… or suffer intimacy issues when going in for a kiss.” 


He grinned and slipped cream cheese, double cream, and cocoa dusting powder. His prize product drew my surprise when Victor presented a bottle.  


“I bought us alcohol-free wine, Amy.” 


“Nice. I have coffee, including something nice for your Tiramisu, yogurt, milk, and some granola to compliment whatever eggs you cook up.” 


“How do you know I’m doing eggs?” 


 “Are you?” 


“Yes, but how did you know? I didn’t pick them up yet.” 


“If I reveal how I do the magic, Victor, you’ll grow bored of it.” 


“I doubt that Amy, but… your intuition is excellent. I’m planning a special egg dish I’d rather keep as a surprise.” 


I saw him place lemon juice in our trolley, knowing straight away Victor would present me with eggs benedict for breakfast. I’d still act surprised and enjoy my favorite breakfast, especially because an attentive, cool boyfriend had made it. 


Victor used me and the trolley as a buoy in torrid seas, sailing up one aisle and returning down the next carrying armfuls of products. 


“I haven’t shopped like this in years.” 


“You seem relaxed.” 


“I am, very. Martin is a great chef, but sometimes, it’s nice to cook, especially for a girlfriend.” 


“No boyfriend ever did that for me, sweetheart.” 


He wrapped an arm around my shoulders, and we marched slowly up and down each aisle, selecting, studying, and buying. I was so turned on that if there were a cubicle nearby, I’d have fucked him inside it. 


“This is real life, Amy. You’re right about so many things.” 


“Being together is important. You understand that but probably haven’t realized how much you’ve toiled to achieve it.” 


“What do you mean, Amy?” 


I stopped mid-aisle, enjoying his innocent expression. His ruse had gone on for so long that I’d forgotten when it began, but now was as good a time as any to enjoy dispelling it and revealing the truth. 


“You gave up your bedroom, built me a study, and added coded locks to both doors. It was always going to be a private enclave for us.” 


“I didn’t manipulate you into that. I deliberately made sure I could only enter in an emergency.” 


“I don’t think you ever would try to manipulate me, Victor, but you had a plan, perhaps more like a blurry vision of where you wanted to arrive at the end.” 


“Yes, I guess I did.” 


“Why don’t you tell me what that was?” 


He looked a little like a rabbit caught in the headlights. I snuggled closer, wrapping my arms around his waist, staring deep into Victor’s eyes. I wanted to enjoy the man inside the hard nutshell, not frighten him from revealing a vulnerability. 


“I wanted your pregnancy to be special and hoped we could enjoy that together.” 


“And now we shall enjoy that time together.” 


“But there was more, Amy, as you have rightly guessed. I hoped we could be compatible and did all I could to encourage that.” 


“Like planting the seed of love and nurturing it.” 


“It sounds a bit twee when you say it like that.” 


“I think it’s romantic and exciting. In fact, it’s a fantastic how I met your mother tale for our kids.” 


“Would you tell our kids the whole truth about our surrogacy, Amy?” 


“Do you mean the one that didn’t last the week before it exploded into romance?” 


“Yeah… that’s the same one.” 


“Of course, we should tell them. I see no shame in what we’ve done, Victor.” 


“No, I agree… after all, we like the same things and get on like a house on fire. We are compatible, I’m sure of it.” 


“It seems we are. Both of us like pizza in bed and eggs in the morning.” 


His face burst excitedly, and I could feel his fingertips trembling like live wires. Something was coming, and I felt its power before Victor opened his mouth.  


“I fell in love with you at the first interview.” 


He blurted it, then glanced in every direction, ensuring he hadn’t been overheard. When he calmed down and saw me stifling a giggling fit, he stared with absolute terror written on his face in case I reacted badly, but Victor had said what I’d yearned to hear. 


“Me too, Victor. I fell in love with you at that first meeting as well.” 


“Really?” 


“Yeah. Even though I was insanely nervous, I felt something for you that first day. You were kind, considerate, and already asking me on a date.” 


“Ahh, hah… the comment about whether you’d wear heels if we went out. I knew I’d slipped up. It wasn’t on my crib sheet.” 


“We didn’t need to go out for dinner or social events to grow a baby together. It was only necessary if you wanted to know me, then have me, like you do now.” 


He looked coy but seemed happy to have unburdened himself. I imagined Victor was a demon in the boardroom negotiating with his target, but with me, he was an angel that just wanted to be a boy, in love with a girl. 


He eyed me lovingly, leaned in, and whispered. 


“Shall we eat late in the evening, Amy?” 


“Do you want to make love when we get home?” 


“Always darling.” 


Our love was young and exciting like fresh snow falling or the summer morning’s dew coating long grass, pure, untrampled by emotional baggage or the extended quarrels that often corroded. We didn’t know each other well, but I felt that another layer of protection was lacquered onto our relationship each time we made love.  


In just over a week, I’d been swept off my feet, drawn in by a mysterious, strong man who worked hard to please and acquire me. I wanted him as well, quickly surrendering my poorly thought-out notions of how a surrogacy strategy should be managed in the face of burgeoning love. 


I just about managed to store the fridge produce, leaving everything else scattered on the floor when Victor lifted, then cradled me in his arms, asking for directions to my bedroom. 


My body floated on a cushion of air while my lover relieved me of all garments before performing a strip tease while standing on my queen-sized bed. 


His impressive, swelling cock swung pendulum-like from side to side, slapping each thigh, and that attracted me greatly but not as much as the decent man towering over me who wanted to make love all night. 


When he dove on top, planting his knees and palms away from my body, placing not an ounce of his flesh on mine, I saw tiny hairs and goosebumps rise on his skin, reaching desperately as though each was trying to touch me. 


“I’m sizzling, Victor.” 


“Me too. Do you want me right now?” 


“Of course I do. My body and mind are coupling with yours. I’m as turned on as a lightning storm.” 


“Are you very aroused?” 


“Why don’t you check and see.” 


He lay beside me, inching his body down until his lips clenched tightly around a solid red nipple. When my boyfriend traced a finger from my knee upwards along my thigh, I opened both legs wide, feeling my wet stickiness. 


“Are you going to finger me, Victor?” 


“Would I be the first?” 


“No, sweetheart. I wasn’t a celibate nun.” 


When his fingers swirled through my light whorly bush, Victor made tiny curls, releasing them and pressing hard when he reached the top of my wet slit. He used an index finger and thumb to splay wide my clitoral hood, brushing the tiny pink nub that engorged on the tip of his middle finger. 


“You’ve done this before?” 


“Once or twice. I want to make you cum with my fingers, then cock and tongue later on.” 


“Tongue, then cock might be a better order to go in sweetheart.” 


“No… I’d rather do it my way.” 


“Oh my… that will be a first.” 


I gasped, writhing around on the bed because Victor dragged my slick, creamy, hard pearl from side to side on an expert fingertip, making me shudder and twitch involuntarily while he suckled hard on my nipple. 


“Fuck. That’s incredible.” 


“I’ll play the guitar for you.” 


“You’ll do what?” 


He lined up all four fingers, sliding them gently but rapidly up and down my creamy furrow. I understood what he meant and arched high, lifting my ass cheeks off the bed while he strummed my slit, brushing a swollen, throbbing clitoris as he played my guitar strings. 


I didn’t want to cum on his fingers, but there was no way to prevent it. My body engorged and shimmered as happy hormones flooded every tissue, stretching my ligaments and muscles as I ascended, moaning lasciviously, wanting more. 


“Fuck me now. I beg you, Victor, please.” 


“By your command, my lady.” 


I grasped for him, rolling sideways, then rocking back to help him drive his enormous cock deep inside me, missionary style. 


I spurred my heels into his back, frowning, moaning in disbelief at the rolling, multiple orgasms that wreaked havoc with my body. I clenched my body, lifting both of us, tensing every fiber, joint, and muscle, squeezing Victor’s cock to dust, milking his seed. 


When his face exploded in loving rapture, I saw the man who had worked so hard to make me happy toiling in endless hope that the baby we’d agreed to make would come from a place of love. 


My orgasm was uncontrollable, rippling waves of ecstasy through me like a riptide tearing along virgin sand. I screamed, gripped his back, digging my sharp fingernails too hard into soft flesh. 


I laughed, moaned, screamed, and released such energy in a frisson of climactic vigor that I felt closer to Mother Nature than ever. My body ascended with Victor’s, and we basked in a loving afterglow, beaded with sweat. 


“Fucking hell Victor.” 


“Oh god, I love you so much, Amy.” 


 I rolled with him, gathering and throwing my hair across a shoulder, kissing my boyfriend with all the vigor of a desperate virgin. I tapped my forehead on his, panting heavily, grinning insanely. 


“Shall we shower before cooking, Amy?“ 


“I think we must, lover. The steak will be far less rare than I feel right now. That was fucking amazing.” 


I flopped back off him, planted my feet on the floor, and dashed to the toilet, meeting my lover in the shower. 


“This is crazy, Amy?” 


“We like it, so we’ll do it, darling.” 


“Words to live by indeed.” 



Chapter Seventeen

The Dessert Was Late, So We Improvized

◆◆◆

After showering, I put on Victor’s shirt, rolling the sleeves up one turn before slipping on fresh panties. He suddenly realized he had no clothes, so I loaned him a Japanese ornamental, short bathrobe I had that was far too big for me. 


He grinned, admired himself with two exposed, cute ass cheeks in the mirror, and another box was ticked off for me. 


“I’m glad you can laugh at yourself, Victor.” 


“It’s important, and I haven’t had this much fun in a long time.” 


“Me neither.” 


“It’s been lonely, Amy. I felt isolated even when other people were in the room, including family.” 


“I can imagine it was awful. I had a boyfriend right here in this apartment and still felt that way.” 


“Knowing you faced the same problems as I did has struck me quite a bit. I’m used to thinking my life is uniquely awful. I’ll confess my self-pity has been exposed.” 


“It’s not self-pity, Victor. They talk about this a great deal in some lectures. We get sucked down the rabbit hole, and isolation takes away some of our authenticity.” 


“We’re meant to be social creatures, Amy.” 


“You and I definitely are.” 


When Victor strolled from my bedroom to the kitchen, I wrapped my arms around his waist and got dragged along while kissing his back through a thin, silky layer. 


My kitchen was well organized, and Victor needed a few utensils and pans to get dinner moving. Once I helped him find everything, I set about spectating a masterful amateur chef at work. 


I opened the alcohol-free wine, poured two oversized glasses, one-third full, and handed him one, tapping mine against his before sipping. I made an approving face, curling my lips while nodding at Victor. 


“It’s better than I imagined .” 


“I agree, but we’ll enjoy champagne after our baby is born.” 


“Yes… perhaps we’ll open up your party basement and have a celebration, maybe duck out before the feud begins.” 


I figured family warring was a big problem for my new boyfriend because he couldn’t see the funny side of it, an apparent sign some issues were ongoing. He looked momentarily awkward and tried losing himself in the task. 


“It’s late. I’d better get started with dinner.” 


“Who cares what time we eat, Victor?” 


“I have to get used to your casual nature.” 


“And I must learn how to manage family problems better.” 


I meandered to my floor-to-ceiling panorama windows, opened the patio-style doors, and stepped onto my balcony, enjoying the clear moonlit night. Lights all over the city meant visible stars were rare, but constant busyness on the street below provided an ambient cityscape noise, making my outside space enjoyable. 


I leaned over the walled edge, setting my glass beside me, enjoying watching speeding yellow cabs suddenly slow, then stop to release or secure passengers. I heard shuffling feet and spun around, seeing Victor at the threshold looking anxious. 


“Don’t go too close, Amy.” 


“Whoa, do you mean like this?” 


I pretended to teeter over a completely safe edge, grinning at his fear I might go over. He stepped forward, gripped me gently around the waist, and hauled me back inside. 


“I don’t like heights.” 


“Vertigo?” 


“No. I can dive into the blue just fine; I get scared whenever heights are involved on land. My therapist says I fear that which I cannot control. It’s horseshit.” 


“Why do you doubt your therapist?” 


“I’m not afraid of you, am I?” 


It was an excellent way to reassure me that his intentions were loving and honorable, so I rewarded him with a kiss that felt like two silken sheets passing in a breeze. I almost melted into Victor’s body and wanted to bed him again, but I knew if he didn’t cook and serve our dinner, something from a beautiful evening would be lost to both of us. 


A light knock at my service entrance door startled us. I checked my phone and saw missed calls and messages from Rania. 


When I opened the door, my security chief looked apologetic, then stunned when she stared past me, seeing Victor in a woman’s bathrobe. She stifled a giggle, handing me a photograph that I studied intently. 


“Do you know this man, Amy?” 


“No, why?” 


“He’s hanging around downstairs on the opposite side of the street. It’s the same man who stood in an alleyway two nights prior during the storm, watching you.” 


“Oh, you saw that?” 


“Yes, but I’m wondering why you never reported the matter to me.” 


“I figured he was loitering and wasn’t a danger.” 


“Next time, please tell me.” 


She looked irritated, and I realized it was her job to worry about the things that shouldn’t bother me. I’d sent her into the ring as my gladiator with one hand tied behind her back. 


“I’m sorry, Rania, it won’t happen again. Why don’t you come inside and ask Victor.” 


“Does he have clothes that fit?” 


“No… that’s one of the things I enjoy about him right now.” 


“Oh god… I don’t need to know, Amy. Take the photograph and ask him, please. Nobody should see their boss’s lover dressed like that.” 


It was all said in jest, but at the same time, I knew Rania was a consummate professional and wanted to avoid any possible familiarity with me. I took the photograph while she held the door open, and I shuffled across to Victor, holding out the picture. 


“It’s a man who has been following me.” 


His head snapped over from the oven, and a ruthless businessman stared at the photograph, scanning every pixel like it was data on a target company’s balance sheet. He looked at me, softened his expression, shook his head, relaxed again, and continued chopping parsnips into tiny sticks, ready for frying in olive oil layered in a copper skillet. 


I strolled back to Rania, feeling the hairs rise on the back of my neck. Something was wrong, but I couldn’t put my finger on it. 


“He doesn’t know who this is, but Victor is on edge. You might check with his security detail.” 


“I will, thanks Amy. I’m sorry if I sounded harsh earlier.” 


“Don’t apologize. You were right, I was wrong… it won’t happen again.” 


When I closed the door, I passed through a symbolic one, acknowledging my life had changed regardless of whether Victor and I continued in a relationship. The sadness of wealth was nothing compared to living in poverty, but there were challenges, mainly where personal freedom was involved. 


“You got skittish when I showed you the photograph, Victor.” 


“The man will become a problem.” 


“Did you know him?” 


“No, but this happens more frequently than you can imagine.” 


“What happens?” 


“Blackmail, bribery, industrial espionage, journalistic investigation, paparazzi gossip columns, stalkers, wannabe lovers, competitors, family, fuck… you have no idea, Amy.” 


“Family?” 


“Oh yeah. Mom had me followed for about four weeks last year. I dated, but it didn’t get past a few nights out, strolling around Central Park late evening and a couple of ice skating lessons. She got a daily report.” 


“Was that before Hannah?” 


“Hannah was living at the house back then, and I sponsored her sports career, but she and I were not lovers.” 


“Why did your mother have you followed?” 


“She wants to secure all of her kids in my will. My romantic life puts a dent in her ambitions.” 


I bobbed my head from side to side, sipping wine, grimacing, shaking some more, sipping again, and then contorting my face as though I’d just seen something unpleasant. 


“That’s fucked up, Victor.” 


“I know. I understand why she wants to ensure all her kids are financially secure and that grandchildren, my nieces, and nephews get through the best colleges, but Mom wants me to leave my company in a family trust for everyone.” 


“I don’t understand. That’s so far from any reasonable expectation a mother could have. What’s driving all of this entitlement, Victor?” 


“Charlotte’s children are not my siblings.” 


He pressed the rib-eye steak gently with a thumb, assessing the speed by which it bounced back. The meat was ready to cook, but my mind swam with so many questions, the most important of which couldn’t wait. 


“Either you or they are adopted then.” 


“Me. She had all the girls with her husband at that time. Five in total then gave up trying for a boy, so she adopted me.” 


“And the husband?” 


“Dead before I was born. It was Mom’s inheritance that paid for my education, Harvard included.” 


“And now she wants to spread your success around because she paid for it?.” 


“Mom thinks I owe her and them.” 


“Why? Is it just about the money she invested in you?” 


“They gave me a home, nurtured and loved me. I know it sounds heinous, but they were very kind. Then came the money, and everyone’s hands reached out.” 


“Holy fuck. 


“I’m ashamed of it all.” 


“I don’t know why, Victor.” 


“It’s just so despicable. I pretend it’s not happening and try not to discuss the matter, but I know everyone around me is completely aware that my family are pirates.” 


“Yeah, but you shouldn’t allow this to demean you. If anything, it’s their shame to bear.” 


 It was time for me to share something of a similar embarrassing nature with my lover. Only by baring our souls would it be possible to move forward together. 


“Do you remember how easily Justin handed me over to you at your office on interview day?” 


“Yes. He’s a fucking fool, though.” 


“He was in love with his sister. They were fucking behind my back.” 


“Oh fuck!” 


“Yeah. Not much of a relationship.” 


“How did you deal with it?” 


“At the time, in your office, I felt ashamed that he wouldn’t fight to keep me. Then, at home, after he packed up and left, I realized I wasn’t responsible and could have done nothing to have forced him off that path of incest.” 


“Did his affair upset you?” 


“For a few hours, yes, after that, not so much, and now, not at all.” 


“That’s a lot of mental gymnastics, Amy.” 


“Yeah, but always in my mind, there was you. We talked a little about our feelings already, but the big difference, in this case, is that Justin wanted a beautiful girl, thinking it would lead to love that would pull him away from Claire.” 


“And what about us?” 


“You wanted to have a baby with me before we even met. You could have elected for IVF and a more commercially minded surrogate, but you chose the only way love had a chance.” 


“You sound like you’re making a closing argument, Amy.” 


“I am.” 


“And what might that be?” 


I stepped closer to him, watching our steaks sear on the grill of my stainless steel Wolf six burner gas hob. The parsnip chips were almost ready to start frying off, and butter caramelized in a small pan, waiting for eight asparagus shoots to join the party. 


“This moment feels homely and right to me. Even the Japanese water garden bathrobe seems appropriate.” 


“That’s mine now, Amy.” 


“It’s yours for sure, sweetheart. I never thought I’d be tearing it off to get at what was underneath.” 


“Will you make your closing speech, please?” 


“Justin never gave he and I a chance. You did that even before we met, Victor. Your door was always open, but you didn’t coerce, persuade, or manipulate. I take it to mean you want a woman who appreciates your good behavior, charming nature, and gentle soul.” 


“I think you are that woman, Amy.” 


“I do, too, honey, and I promise never to disappoint you.” 


“I’ll never let you down either.” 


“I know that.” 


“It’s time to rest these steaks, Amy.” 


“It’s time we laid to rest a great deal more than that, Victor.” 


I left him to enjoy racing across the chef’s finishing line, plating up while I laid my formal dining table, placing him at the head. He was surprised when delivering plates to the table, so I explained. 


“If you are seated at the head of the table with me beside you, we are closer than if I sit opposite.” 


“You could sit at the head of the table, Amy. I have no hangups in that regard. In fact, I have no problems following your lead should that be desirable to you at times.” 


“And that’s why I want you seated at the head of our table, sweetheart.” 


We ate dinner almost in silence until halfway through. Delighted grins, sidelong glances revealing fledgling love, and an occasional soft, warm touch when our toes found the other’s leg, lit my world, and words were unnecessary. 


“Your Tiramisu might not be firm in time.” 


“We can eat it for lunch tomorrow.” 


“When do you want us to return home, Victor?” 


“I think I’m already at home.” 


“Oh, come on… this romantic heart of yours has me permanently aroused. It isn’t fair.” 


He cleared the table while I finished my glass of wine. When Victor offered me a hand, helping me out of my seat, I wasn’t expecting his light, silken kiss. He entwined all his fingers in mine, clenching passionately while making sure our skin didn’t touch. I was a frisson of sensations, trembling, with a palpitating heartbeat, thoroughly excited and utterly aroused. 


When he cupped my ass cheeks, lifting me onto the table where he’d sat, enjoying our main course, I figured I was about to become dessert. His eyes looked like watery, warm pools of affection and truth, and Victor never averted his gaze, ensuring I could read every inner thought. 


He stared at me and gripped my elastic panty waistband in clawing fingers, peeling my only protection off. When he placed a palm on the inside of each knee, Victor kissed me again, flickering his tongue deep inside my mouth, electrifying me while prising my legs wide apart. 


“Cunnilingus, Victor?“ 


“Yes, please.” 


“It’s not Tiramisu.” 


“It’s much better.” 


I couldn’t believe the pleasure, power, and boost to my self-esteem that Victor provided when going down on me. He traced a line of gentle, wet kisses along my damp, swollen pussy lips, licking and savoring the juices lacquering those soft, fleshy pillows. 


“What do I taste like?” 


“Sweet and creamy.” 


“Is it different to the first time?” 


“A little, yes.” 


“I’ve finished ovulating. Is it better or worse?” 


“It’s neither of those. The feeling of going down on you sets me free, makes me feel safe, and I enjoy the flavor of your juicy pussy just the same.” 


“Would you prefer that I shave my pussy completely?” 


“I’d rather you be happy and do as you wish. Hairy, lightly manicured, fully shaven, I have no preference aside from your happiness, Amy.” 


“Oh god, you’re a fucking tease. Victor. I think you must focus on licking me right now because it seems the only way I can shut you up to avoid cumming from your words.” 


He licked my pussy intensely with a desperate eagerness, signaling a deep, meaningful need for him to give me head. Victor flattened his tongue, working methodically up and down each fleshy pussy lip, spreading them wider between index finger and thumb when the juices were devoured and he wanted more. 


I leaned back, tossing my long hair around wildly, planting both palms flat on the table behind me to absorb my weight while placing the soles of my feet on my lover’s shoulders. 


He peeled away the protective skin pouch around my clitoris with both thumbs and clenched his lips tightly around the base of my pink pearl, sucking gently. I shuddered uncontrollably, whimpering in delight, with my ass cheeks vibrating off the table while my reproductive organs swelled and trembled in pre-orgasmic delight. 


“That’s it… Oh god, my lover! Oh my. Fuck!” 


“Mmm, hmm.” 


I stared down in utter disbelief while my boyfriend did all in his power to satisfy my craving to be licked out. He cared only about getting me off because that was also his pathway to pleasure, maybe something more significant. I felt like he was a man praying at my sacred altar, perhaps a knight honoring his lady on the eve of battle. 


I felt special, shivering on the end of my lover’s tongue, enjoying how he alternated from brushing the tip of his tongue across my solid creamy clitoris while sucking her hard to spreading my pink cathedral wide and slipping puckered lips inside my fuck hole, sucking gently, purloining my sweet ambrosia. 


When I orgasmed, there was no holding back, and the dam inside me burst as I screamed, tossing my head wildly, swirling my hair as a tornado took it, whipping up a storm at my dining table. 


He swallowed my unicorn pee so diligently that it could only mean a deep desire to please and savor me. I pressed my cunt into his mouth, enjoying how he sucked every fold, lip, and nub into his mouth, swilling, almost choking, while desperately swallowing every drop. 


Victor was learning how to bring me off cum mountain gently by releasing pressure, using a lighter brush of his tongue, kisses that tantalized rather than sucking my unicorn pee dry until I rested at his table place setting, clutching his head in my crotch. 


Another knock at the door startled me again, and I hoped this wouldn’t be an eternally repeated cycle. I slipped my panties back on while Victor straightened up his sexy bathrobe, and we answered together. 


Rania handed me a small leather holdall, and I smiled, knowing someone had made up an overnight bag for Victor and sent it over. She seemed very troubled. 


“Are you coming in this time?” 


“If you don’t mind, Amy, yes.” 


We walked to the dining table, where she scanned the room and saw the remnants of a romantic dinner and our unruly hair. Rania’s eyes squinted, and I got the you-didn’t-did-you look while she examined the dinner table. 


I nodded to the end opposite Victor, and my play site, and she seemed mildly relieved to move there and sit down. I chuckled inside because it seemed my boyfriend was oblivious to the exchange. I guessed Rania smelled sex in the air, saw our state, and figured everything out. 


“What’s going on, Rania?” 


“I sent that photograph to Victor’s security team at the house. They drew a blank.” 


“Could he be a simple stalker?” 


“Stalkers are never simple. As luck would have it, Victor’s mother was at the house, looking for both of you.” 


“What does she have to do with this?” 


“One of the security guys left the photograph on a table in the foyer; when he went to retrieve it, the guy saw Elevlyn examining it.” 


“And?” 


“The security guy says she looked terrified, dropped the photograph, and ran from the house.” 


“Wow.” 


I’d learned not to conclude anything until all the evidence was in, but Victor had already decided that his mother was the chief protagonist in another spiteful scheme. He sighed, stood up, and strolled over to refill his wine glass as though drinking something resembling alcohol might salve his ire. 


“Is he outside now, Rania?” 


“No, I checked. He’s vanished.” 


“Okay. We probably need to ID him and have a talk.” 


“My thoughts exactly. Can I move ahead with that?” 


“Yes, please, but I have a favor to ask.” 


“Go ahead.” 


“Can we deal with this on Monday? Victor and I deserve time together without interruptions unless it’s a matter of life or death.” 


“No problem.” 


When I let Rania out, I felt surprisingly compartmentalized about the whole matter, not caring about the man who stalked us, Charlotte, or anything other than basking in the afterglow of a tumultuous orgasm. 


I stacked the dirty dishes in my machine, added salt and a tablet, then pressed the button in a hey-presto moment, laughing when Victor eventually lightened his mood. 


“Aren’t you worried about my mother, Amy?” 


“With my knight standing guard so closely… no, I don’t care. This is probably some tragic tale resulting from someone’s stupidity.” 


“You mean by my mother?” 


“Not necessarily Victor.” 


“How would you handle her in my stead?” 


“I wouldn’t cut her off. You left it for a long time, and bad habits are ingrained. I recommend slowly evolving the relationships until you get everything onto an even keel.” 


“How did you become so wise, Amy?” 


“The best way to win in court is to stay out of it, sweetheart. … enough of this annoyance, I believe we have a semi-erection to take care of.” 


I stared at his cock that wound its way around the black boxer briefs barely containing it. I licked, then pulled on my lips, looking forward to having his shaft deep inside my body. 


“Is that now a mutual problem, Amy?” 


“It certainly is sweetheart. You have a minute to be in bed and ready to go. Is that okay?“ 


“Can I keep the bathrobe on? I like the silky smooth fabric.” 


“As long as your cock pokes through it, I don’t mind.” 


I loved the way we switched in a power exchange. One minute, Victor led; the next, his head was firmly planted between my legs while he kneeled as a knight saying his prayers. 


It was my turn to satisfy him, and I wouldn’t fail in that regard. 



Chapter Eighteen

The Morning After

◆◆◆

I woke up with sunlight dancing through a gap in the drapes, needing the toilet and a shower. My upper thighs felt delightfully sticky with semen despite wearing panties the last time Victor made love to me. 


While I soaped, relaxed, and rinsed in the rainfall shower, I recalled the number of times Victor made love to me. My pussy felt raw inside, aching like a lover’s tight cavern that had been fucked just the right amount to lift my spirits. 


I brushed my teeth, removing the stale flavor of a blowjob I’d enjoyed that left a salty, primal coating around my mouth and throat. I grinned in the bathroom mirror, remembering how my lips had touched his pubis when I deep-throated Victor’s entire, solid shaft.   


When I returned to my bedroom, swaddled in towels, I saw Victor had made our bed and vanished. Seconds after that, I heard a man singing in my kitchen, and I smiled, racing out there to see him. 


“You made the bed perfectly Victor?” 


“I wanted to please you.” 


“And you’re naked aside from a chef’s apron that says kiss the chef.” 


“Is it too early? Did I go too far?” 


He stood beside my stove, flashing his gorgeous, firm ass cheeks through the back of my chef’s apron, waving a spatula. Victor looked cute and more relaxed than I’d seen him. 


I saw Canadian bacon frying to a crisp in the skillet. Victor caught me peeping around him and moved to block, still trying to hide a full reveal of breakfast. 


Oh, you’re so adorable. 


I leaped up and sat on my wooden butcher’s block, a remnant from my parent’s home, and examined the man with whom I’d fallen in love at breakneck speed. 


“You can always tell when someone really desires you, Victor.” 


“How so?” 


“Love is in your eyes. A sparkled tinge to the reservoirs of excitement belies any attempt to hide love.” 


“Are you saying that I’m an open book, Amy?” 


“To me, yes, and I’m honored for that.” 


“I think you’re only saying this to kiss the chef.” 


He pointed at the words emblazoned across my, now his, chef’s apron, grinning and clearly fully expecting a result. It struck me as ironic that he was the first boyfriend to make such a delightful fuss of a garment with a simple invitation for a romantic moment. 


“I’m entitled to claim my prize, Victor, because the chef is wearing an open invitation. Shall I come to you?” 


“No, I’ll gladly make that journey.” 


He lay the spatula on a granite worksurface, meandered over to me wearing a big smile, and I opened my legs wide so he could fit between them. 


“You’ve changed into something very different. You seem far more relaxed.” 


“I’m very relieved, Amy.” 


“Me too.” 


“I never believed someone like you was out there for me.” 


“We all feel like that sweetheart. I’m counting my blessings as well.” 


“I also love being invited into my girlfriend’s apartment.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“It feels like this apartment is your female inner sanctum and that I’ve been invited in. I feel safe, protected, and loved.” 


I couldn’t take much more of his affection as my body trembled with loving anticipation. Victor had flicked my switch, floated my boat, and I was heading to a place where unicorns copulate, creating baby magic. 


 “You need to kiss me right now, Victor.” 


“I know, but I want to enjoy delicious anticipation before it’s over.” 


“I can already feel you on my lips.” 


I sizzled and shivered softly, held in the grip of love, wanting him inside me again. When our lips touched, it felt like the lightest breeze gracing a tropical island beach. I warmed and felt a familiar arousal deep inside my womb where Victor’s semen bombarded my reproductive organs, each welcome swimmer wriggling divinely, determined to be the one.  


When his tongue quivered gently across my lips, it felt like a thousand sparkles exploding in my mouth, I ascended, pulling the man I loved closer with a hand on each shoulder, gripping gently, enjoying the smoothness of my skin, slipping luxuriantly across his bulging, ripped muscles. 


“I’m making eggs benedict, Amy.” 


“That’s my favorite.” 


“You knew it yesterday at the supermarket. It was the lemon juice that revealed my surprise, right?” 


“Yes, but I will enjoy them all the same because you are making our breakfast with love. You can always tell when someone cooks food without love.” 


“Speaking of food, I sent Martin away for the week. I can cook for us at our home once we return there.” 


“Must we return, Victor? We could stay here if you’d like.” 


“I’d love to, but I didn’t want to ask.” 


“Don’t worry about that again, sweetheart. Whatever you desire, please tell me, and I shall do the same for you.” 


He stepped away, checking on the boiling water, which looked ready to receive eggs as far as I could tell. His Hollandaise was almost done as well, and I licked my lips in anticipation. 


I spectated his culinary skills, enjoying that a man would make my breakfast, including having mastered my coffee machine. 


“I see you’ve used La Pavoni before.” 


“I love hand-pumped coffee machines. I lived in Verona for six months after University. It was a wild time, and we had one almost identical to your piston-driven version.” 


“I’m sure you had fun. Perhaps we can add a La Pavoni to your list, Victor.” 


“What list?” 


“The one for your private kitchen unless you want us to move in here permanently.” 


He plated up our breakfast so carefully, making sure not to nick or spill the yolks. I helped carry our feast to the dining table, seating him at its head, a simple reciprocation of the respect he gave me. 


We sat down, and I marveled at the succulent white pillows before slicing in and spilling their golden treasure. I salted lightly, used no pepper, and tasted a forkful, noting how he clung on desperately, waiting for my review. 


“Perfect, Victor.” 


“Really?” 


“I promise never to lie, cheat, or hurt you, sweetheart.” 


“Wow… I believe you, Amy, but what if we quarrel?” 


“We kiss and make up.” 


We ate and drank uplifting comfort food while eyeing each other as two love birds might. I had a burning question that finally burst out because the silence and my curiosity became too much. 


“What have you done with Martin for the week?” 


“I sent him to take care of Hannah. The chef at her home needed a break, so he’s visiting his folks.” 


“Oh, my Victor. You are a naughty little matchmaker.” 


“I want Hannah to be happy, Martin too.” 


“Okay… we’ll find out in a week how well received your gift is. My lips are sealed.” 


“You’ll say nothing to Hannah?” 


“No. I don’t roll that way. You’ve given love an opportunity, I won’t manipulate or push it to satisfy my desired outcome.” 


“I guess it’s for the best. I hoped Hannah might move back in if all goes well between her and Martin.” 


“For my sake? As a friend?” 


“I’d like to say it was entirely unselfish, but I like Hannah as well. We had lots of fun fireside chats. She never forced herself on me, and I think we could still all be friends.” 


“I don’t see why not. I think having family and friends at home is wonderful.” 


“Except not my family.” 


“I think we must build bridges with them, Victor. It would be a shame for pointless feuding to continue.” 


“What do you suggest, Amy?” 


“It’s not for me to manage your household honey.” 


I lifted his and my coffee cup, raised my eyebrows, and smiled when I stood up from the table. 


“Do you want another?” 


“Yes, please.” 


It wasn’t that I couldn’t help him fix problems with his family. My issue was influencing a sensitive, strong man who didn’t want to always be in charge. Victor was a rare treasure as an Alpha male with loving tendencies so overpowering he always wanted to please me first. I had to be careful not to trample or stifle him emotionally. 


I checked the boiler held enough water, filled and sealed in the coffee basket, flicked the switch, and watched Victor stewing over his mother and siblings while my machine heated. 


He looks conflicted. 


It’s because they pushed him around for years. 


And yet, he never pushed back because loyalty drove him. 


When a pressure gauge indicated the machine was ready, I pulled the first cup, refilled the coffee basket, and repeated the process. When I returned, he caught me unawares before I reached the table 


“I’m only asking for your advice, Amy. You wouldn’t be manipulating me.” 


I slid the coffee in front of his, giggling at the twitch of his nose. 


“Okay, it’s just an idea… but with Martin and you gone, the house is empty aside from security and staff, right?” 


“Yes.” 


“Get deep cleaners in and tell your security chief that nobody is to enter the house while they work. At the end of the week, have the security team introduce new procedures for guests, limiting their access.” 


“New keys and coded cards?” 


“Yes, and have the elevator similarly coded for restricted access.” 


“What about the stairs?” 


“Install a door at the bottom that requires coded access.” 


“This is perfect, Amy. It might take a couple of weeks for emotional storms to pass, but it’s better than continuing as we are. I’m fucking sick of being blindsided by my sister skulking around my home.” 


“There you go. Everyone’s home needs rules.” 


I insisted on clearing away dishes while Victor showered. When I was done and returned to my bedroom, he sat on the floor in the lotus position, meditating.  


My towels were easily discarded, and I tiptoed, sitting beside my boyfriend, mimicking his position, and entering a meditation, something I didn’t do frequently enough. One smile passed between lovers was enough to confirm our journey to nirvana together. 


When we were done relaxing in timeless meditation and dressed, Victor browsed my cookbooks, then the shambolic piles of more books stacked on shelves that passed as my legal reference library. 


“We need to grocery shop again, sweetheart. If we’re staying here the whole week, we need provisions. Do you want to browse ideas from my cookbooks?” 


“It’s all in my head, and yeah… I can’t wait to shop again. I’ll also send for more clothes.” 


“Can you wear the chef’s apron at home, though, please?” 


“Yeah, okay.” 


He stopped laughing and smiled at me, looking a little surprised and  


“Oh my, Amy, you’re serious?” 


“Yeah… it’s one of those house rules I mentioned earlier.” 


“I’ll wear anything you require, Amy.” 


“I like seeing you half naked and wearing that apron. In return, I can wander around naked or wear any lingerie you might enjoy.” 


“We’d better go shopping sweetheart. I can’t take much more without us making love.” 


Even walking down the street, hand in hand with my boyfriend, felt uplifting. We headed to the same deli store as the previous day, filling the shopping cart almost to its brim. 


It was a trip through paradise, with no care in the world until suddenly, there he was, standing right in front of us, staring ferociously with cold eyes, looking grim and foreboding. 


He wasn’t interested in me. 


The man eyeballed Victor, who stepped before me protectively, with no sign of recognition or fear apparent in his expression. Rania stood behind the man, ready for trouble, but since he’d done nothing illegal and made no overt threat, there was little she could do except wait.  


“We need to talk, Victor.” 


“About what?” 


“Not here.” 


“You don’t seriously expect me to invite you to my home. What’s your name?” 


“I’m Paul. We need to talk, and it’s urgent.” 


He turned around, facing Rania. When the man fished around in his trenchcoat pocket, he retrieved a business card and offered it to her. 


“Please… give that to your boss when he’s minded to talk. I’ll meet anywhere convenient and secure per your wishes.” 


“Can you leave now, Paul, please? You’re making a scene, and that won’t suit anybody.” 


He turned back toward Victor and me, smiling weakly as though some success had come his way. Paul seemed relieved, but when his shoulders slumped and he looked tired, I knew trouble was coming. 


“I’ll leave now, but please be in touch, Victor. What I have to discuss with you is very much to your advantage.” 


“I’ll think about it.” 


Paul ambled away, shadowed a few meters behind by Rania until he exited the store. I was impressed by the speed and caution with which she reacted. 


I turned to my boyfriend, who seemed wholly unimpressed. He shrugged and kissed me on the forehead, gripping my hand tightly. 


“That was odd. He seems to know you, Victor.” 


“Do you believe so?” 


“Yeah… it was in his eyes. I don’t think he means you any harm.” 


“I got the same feeling, Amy.” 



Chapter Nineteen

Food, Love and Life

◆◆◆

After Rania waved an all-clear from the electric slide front doors, we stood in the shopping aisle for a few minutes. I felt bemused more than anything else, waiting for Victor to decide what happened next because Paul was his play, not mine. 


He seemed puzzled by the encounter and stuck deep in thought, so eventually, I prompted him. 


“What should we do now, Victor?” 


“Umm… oh, sorry, Amy… I need Arborio rice for a risotto I have planned. I thought we’d go home, store everything, then walk around Central Park.” 


“How about a movie first?” 


“That works.” 


He moved on from the minor confrontation just like that, unpanicked and without further thought about what happened. I was impressed. 


We finished shopping and lugged heavy bags back to my apartment. He looked instantly like a man who’d found a home, and I brimmed with contentment watching Victor meticulously store everything where he wanted it. 


I brewed coffee and pulled two double espressos, handing one to my boyfriend, sipping the other, enjoying rejuvenating tendrils seeping into my veins, lifting me. 


I leaned into him, enjoying his warmth and relaxed demeanor. At his house, Victor had never seemed comfortable.  


“Do you remember what you said this morning about this being my inner sanctum, Victor?” 


“Yes. Sorry, I can be a little theatrical sometimes.” 


“I like that about you. I was thinking how nice it is having a boyfriend around the apartment.” 


“You had a boyfriend right up until you called him from my office. I was amazed he let you slip through his fingers, but then, if his sister was his real love, so be it. Justin’s loss is my gain.” 


“I hadn’t got a boyfriend. Justin was a flatmate with benefits, and I know that now. You’re a whole different kettle of fish.” 


“In what way, Amy?” 


“You are stacking my cupboards without making me feel like you’re taking over.” 


“This is your home, not mine.” 


“You have a home as well, and you call it my home too.” 


“Mine is a house, Amy. It’s too large and unwieldy to be a home, with so many staff and a huge workload. There is no privacy. It’s not a home like yours.” 


“It could be made to function as one in time, though. Just think about how you might turn what you describe as an establishment into a home.” 


“Do you think that’s important?” 


“I’ll ask you the same thing if you consider how you want your children to live.” 


He leaned against the granite worksurface running from my Wolf cooker to the Sub Zero fridge and freezer. Victor looked comfortable amid bags of dried pasta, tinned tomatoes, canned sardines, garlic knobs and assorted vegetables. 


“You look perfectly happy, Victor.” 


“Do you think I should change how I live to be more like this all of time?” 


I used my phone and snapped a picture of Victor, then titled it before sending it via messenger to him. He opened his screen and stared at the image of him, a regular guy, playing in the kitchen. 


Mom and Dad had fun shopping and cooking before our kids were born. 


“That’s very profound, Amy.” 


“It’s a nice memory for our children to savor about you. The real man is here right now with me, and another guy runs companies.” 


He had an epiphany, evidenced by a beaming smile, chuckle, and sparkling eyes. Victor tapped his phone screen, enjoying a snap he knew I would keep forever. 


“I need to change my lifestyle, Amy. This is how I want my family to see me at home.” 


“No rush, sweetheart. We always have our apartment until our home is ready.” 


“Our apartment?” 


“You are my live-in chef and full-time lover, Victor. I think you belong here now.” 


While he organized cupboards, I did laundry, tidied a little, and then stared at my phone, which was stacked up with messages from friends. I scrolled through the list, settling on one from Rania, which I paraphrased aloud to Victor. 


“Your mother has contacted security at the house, who spoke to Rania. Charlotte insists on seeing you at once.” 


“Can you please tell Rania to decline her politely? I’ve muted all family from my phone this week and told Sarah to explain that I’m unavailable and the house is closed for cleaning.” 


“Okay, will do.” 


I was conscious of having a significant impact on Victor, which had me in two minds. We were coupling, but it was early days, so our lives were like planets touching each other’s orbits but not yet in sync. 


“There is something I must say, Victor.” 


“Go ahead, sweetheart.” 


“We’re moving very fast.” 


“Yes, I agree. Do you think it’s too fast?” 


“No, and I feel a bit guilty about it. You see, as soon as I decided to continue getting pregnant, everything changed.” 


“In what way?” 


“Choosing to stay with our child, breastfeeding, raising them, and planning means we must be secure in a way we hadn’t planned.” 


“I get that.” 


“So, we need to lay everything out on the table, be honest, and discuss awkward matters.” 


“You took care of that with my lawyers. I have no problem with the speed at which our relationship is progressing. I don’t know why you’d mention it, Amy.” 


“I want to make sure you’re always comfortable.” 


“Another reason why I love you, Amy. Most women I’ve met, Hannah included, never wanted to protect me. They saw a man who could do that for himself.” 


“I see your vulnerability.” 


“I know. I want a woman who will fight for me like I do for her. We’re good, Amy, I promise. If we weren’t, I’d say so.” 


We hugged and kissed for a moment. I slid my hand down his washboard stomach, wriggled fingers past his elastic waistband, and gripped the monstrous, semi-hard cock, squeezing tightly, enjoying his passionate gasps. 


He detached, laughing while bundling my hands back before things went too far.  


After Victor made two bowls of chicken soup, bringing them to me as lunch, I flicked on the TV and lay him down on my sofa, opening his legs wide so I could shimmy in backward before covering us with a blanket. 


“What movie would you like to watch, Victor?” 


“I don’t mind. What’s new?” 


“Do you like fantasy?” 


“Loved the Belgariad book series.” 


“Okay… shall we watch Dungeons and Dragons?” 


“It’s a movie now? That used to be a board game.” 


“It still is sweetheart. You aren’t that old.” 


He snuggled into me, and a moment occurred where our love felt strangely mature. We’d been together for ten days, and it felt like months. My life felt complete on my sofa, watching a great movie together. 


Like all of Victor’s food, his soup tasted great, as did his kiss when the movie ended, and he stretched out, rolling over, staring lovingly at me. 


“Do you think you’re pregnant, Amy?” 


“I hope so, but we agreed to keep trying if I’m not.” 


“I haven’t changed my mind.” 


“Why are you asking?” 


“Do you think we should bring our children up in our apartment?” 


He caught me off guard, but I figured Victor wanted to explore our possibilities. It was like watching a new bough growing out from a mighty tree. 


“No. It’s a charming idea, but we need the gym, swimming pool for the baby and you, the spa, my study, the big kitchen, and Martin’s expertise.” 


“Okay… okay, sorry, I hadn’t considered any of that.” 


“Honey, don’t fret. We have plenty of time to get this right. Our homes will work out, here and at the house, with a few changes. Something else is driving this. What is it?” 


He seemed anxious, and I knew there were unlying issues Victor needed to air. He fought to find the words but, in the end, blurted them out bluntly. 


“I’m worried about my age and wondering if I left it too late to have a family.” 


“I’m glad you left it until now, Victor, or I might not be the one acquiring such excellent stock.” 


“Am I a horse now?” 


“You’re a fucking stallion, baby. You aren’t too old for anything, and the way you train and look after your health, you’ll live until you’re ninety.” 


“Ever since we met, I’ve wanted to live differently.” 


“We still have to work, honey, even if only to leave a legacy and fulfill our lives.” 


“Yes, of course.” 


An hour later, I noticed Victor staring at his phone occasionally. That interaction triggered his dopamine levels. I couldn’t discuss it with him because Victor had an empire to run, and I was already a distraction. 


He pottered around the kitchen like it was becoming a deep thought hub, most likely processing our discussion. I kept him hydrated, supplying sparkling water with a few dried rose petals floating on the surface. 


“Can we eat a salad for dinner, please, Victor?” 


“Have I served up too many carbs?” 


“Not really. I haven’t used the gym for a few days and feel sluggish.” 


“Shall we walk?” 


“Okay.” 


I was pleased when Victor suggested an outing, so I dressed in walking gear, and we set off, heading for Central Park, strolling hand in hand. He seemed more connected to the world when viewing it from street level, checking shop windows, noting where restaurants were located, and staring up at the tall building landscape for what seemed his first time. 


“Don’t lose this simple pleasure in life, Amy.” 


“Do you mean walking or specifically with you?” 


“Both, but joking aside, I don’t think I’ve been out of the house, car, or office in years.” 


“Why not?” 


“I have no idea. I’m collected from my doorstep in a car with blacked-out windows, delivered to a hotel lobby, restaurant front door, or office building. I’ve seen more basement parking than the New York skyline.” 


With my arm linked through his, we strolled, he explored, and I felt comforted by a growing happy glow on his face. 


“Can we discuss family planning, Amy?” 


“Of course. How many children would you like?” 


“A few. Have you any thoughts on this?” 


“I figured five in rapid succession.” 


“Why so fast?” 


“So they can grow up together and be there for each other later. And the reason I say five is so that there can never be a deadlock in voting.” 


“Wow, you’ve thought carefully about this, Amy. I’m on a completely other level.” 


“Well, sweetheart, when you figure it out, let me know. I have no red lines on this matter.” 


We walked Central Park’s entire loop, almost six and a half miles of people watching, which fascinated me in a way I hadn’t noticed before. I saw more pregnant and pram-pushing women than ever, wondering if Mother Nature had a hand influencing what I paid attention to. 


I snatched occasional glances at cute babies with doting mothers and noticed Victor did the same, grinning broadly at me when we caught each other red-handed. 


Back home, Victor seemed determined to force positive change in his life, preparing the ingredients for dinner before delivering me an excellent cappuccino. 


“Can you act on my behalf, Amy?” 


“If you mean as a lawyer, then no. I don’t have a license and almost a year left in my studies.” 


“I mean as a friend, a girlfriend.” 


“In what way, sweetheart?” 


“I’d like you to contact Paul, schedule our meeting, and attend. I’d also like you to have the due diligence team report to you regarding the mental health company you were interested in.” 


“I can do those things as long as others do the heavy lifting, sweetheart. Otherwise, I’m busy getting pregnant and studying.” 


“Both honorable activities.” 


Victor strolled over to where I fluffed cushions, wrapping me in a loving hug. He felt excited, almost to the point of ecstasy, and I knew then that his rebirth was triggered. 


“Can we make love, please, Amy?” 


“I’d like that as well, but there is something I want to show you by way of a suggestion.” 


“What is it?” 


“A spreader bar.” 


“A what now?” 


“Come, I’ll show you.” 


I led my boyfriend to our bedroom, set him on the bed, and rummaged through the dark reaches of my closet. When I held up the spreader bar, Victor knew immediately what it was for. 


“Can we use this, please?” 


“On me or you, Amy?” 


“Me. It’s never been used.” 


“I’ve never used one… have you done this before?” 


“No, but I’d like to try some safe BDSM sex if you’re agreeable.” 


“Damn fucking right I am. Don’t we need a safe word?” 


“Red, Amber, and Green work best. If I say Red, it’s an immediate stop; Amber means I’m reaching a limit, and Green is just for when we check in with each other and everything is okay.” 


“You’ve worked this out.” 


“Yes.” 


“This adjustable metal bar features a padlock system for securely binding wrists and ankles, so escaping isn't quite as easy.” 


“Will it hurt you?” 


“The leather cuffs are lined with faux fur, so they're comfy, and the set comes with eight keys, which means you don't have to freak out when you misplace a key.” 


“And you want me to restrain and fuck you?” 


“Yes, please, darling.” 


“Umm… awkward question, but why has this bar never been used?” 


“I bought it while in a relationship with Justin, but I never felt secure in that love with him, to be honest about my kinks.” 


“And you feel safe with me?” 


“Yes. I can’t explain why, but I’m very positive about you, Victor.” 


“Can we enjoy foreplay first, Amy, please? Kissing, fooling around, and talking are important to me.” 


“Of course, baby. I didn’t want you to strap me in and start humping.” 



Chapter Twenty

From The Grave

◆◆◆

Victor was a charming and gentle man. His reaction to my kinky suggestion drew a tawdry, comedic expression. His wide eyes, glancing between me and my unused spreader bar, aroused me further. 


“What turned you on so much to prompt this, Amy? Not that I’m complaining.” 


“You did it. I’ve never enjoyed spending time with anyone as much as I do with you. Watching you smell an orange at the deli, then wipe it clean before replacing it, how lovingly you cook our dinner, and open doors for me. It’s a whole package that makes me feel loved.” 


“I have trapped your heart with risotto and chicken soup.” 


“And chivalry.” 


“Am I your knight, Amy?” 


“I think so. Am I your lady?” 


“Definitely.” 


I melted in his piercing eyes. A light touch from his finger on my arm, a caressing stroke, his gentle smile, and a twitch of both dimples brought me to a simmering point. 


He stood proud and tall. In height, I was almost Victor’s equal, so I didn’t need to reach high to brush my lips against his. Our kiss flowed like oil on water, never combining, always two, joined as one, no gap between us for another to exploit. 


His tongue shivered excitedly inside my mouth, and I heard the slightest delectable whimper as Victor slipped my dress zip down, and I shrugged out. He cupped my breasts, kneading them gently as though caressing the most exquisite silk, and I gasped as my cardiovascular system kicked up a few notches like I was running a marathon, entering its final half mile. 


When Victor tweaked, then gently rolled my nipples between my index finger and thumb, it felt like a steam geyser blasted inside me, and a frisson of excitement, love, and sexual anticipation rippled through my body, warming muscles while activating every sense, burning the synapses in my mind with decadent taboo thoughts. 


I kneeled, tossed my hair away, desperate to suck my boyfriend’s cock. When pulling his sweatpants down, I enjoyed Victor’s solid cock being dragged and trapped by the elastic waistband until it flopped proudly to attention, pointing at my face. 


Victor stepped out of his pants while I used a hairband to tie my unruly long hair into a ponytail. His eyes sparkled when I glanced up as the sexual psychology of my deliberate seduction hit him full force. 


“Why do girls do that, Amy?” 


“I do it as a means to convey my sexual interest in you by showing more of my face. It’s also a sign of confidence and dominance.” 


“Do you want to dominate me?” 


I gripped his cock, enjoying how the solid, thick shaft trembled lightly. His aroma activated my primal senses as my body yearned for impregnation. A mixture of his musky pre-cum, a light aftershave he often wore, and heavy pheromones flared my nostrils, driving a deep desire. 


“Sometimes I do want to dominate you, yes; other times I want to submit and feel your power overwhelm me.” 


“I want that too. Do you think I’m weak for the occasions I would submit?” 


“No, Victor. It means you’re a great man who can be loved unconditionally.” 


“Only by a great woman, Amy.” 


I peeled his cock, pulling back a beautifully pillowed foreskin that yielded more essence of the man I could love forever. His sticky pre-cum looked delicious like syrup was poured on his glans, coating it, ready for my tongue. 


I breathed deeply, savoring him through my nostrils, absorbing Victor’s essence into my body. My pussy engorged, and I felt my clitoris tremble, patiently waiting her turn while sizzling between pouting, wet lips that pressed firmly together. 


When my tongue tip touched Victor’s glistening glans, a spark in my mind urged desperation, begging me to suck him off vigorously and right away. I held back, enjoying how his salty flavor spread rapidly across my tongue before coursing through the soft tissues in my mouth and throat like the ocean lapping up a virgin beach, owning everything it touched. 


I flattened my tongue and licked his cock from its pillowed rim to the tiny eye, the source of salty ambrosia. I enjoyed licking Victor’s cock like an ice cream, recalling a hot summer’s day from my childhood. When I sucked him, my taste buds exploded, spreading joy through an ascendent body. 


“Do you enjoy sucking my cock, Amy?” 


“Yes, sweetheart, very much. It feels incredibly personal, and I can explore you, doing anything I wish.” 


“Would you mind if I suggested something different to the spreader bar, please?” 


“Of course, sweetheart.” 


“Can we dine together?” 


“Fuck… yes, please.” 


My ex-boyfriend hadn’t been interested in giving, only receiving oral sex. The spreader bar could wait if Victor wanted to go down on me while I sucked his cock. 


He lay back on our bed while I stood, shuffling my feet up either side of his body until my pussy lips were in line with his mouth. I squatted just enough for my swollen labia to part so he could see deep inside my pink cathedral, then I stood again, turned around, and sat down, nestling my pussy into his mouth. 


Victor caressed, gripped, then clawed my ass cheeks apart, sucking both labia deep into his mouth, surprising me with an unexpected intensity. His tongue burrowed deep inside my drenched hole, licking and harvesting my juices. I gasped, reeling and shuddering, entirely out of control. 


I lay down, gripped his cock, and sucked as far down his gnarly shaft as my lips would travel, taking as much cock as my throat could cram inside. I was rampant, driven by Victor’s deep desire to service, love, and please me. His nose pressed hard against my anal whorl, sparking all manner of lascivious thoughts, tickling just inside while my pussy sailed on a tumultuous ocean wave of tongue and lip pleasure. 


I was gripped by his passion, sucking a massive, solid cock like my mouth was a velvet fuck sheath explicitly designed for his use. I wanted to be Victor’s fuck toy but, at the same time, enjoy his worshipping of me. 


When he rubbed a wet finger around my puckered hole, I relaxed, making sure he knew consent was given. His finger slid deep inside my back passage, to its second knuckle, while he sucked gently on my swelling clitoris. 


I orgasmed, spraying sweet nectar into Victor’s mouth, pulsing tiny jets, while my body writhed in a cauldron of pleasure so intense, it felt like my life’s most ecstatic moment.  


I wanked Victor’s cock sharply, adding a half twist on the downward stroke, sucking hard until he twitched, jerked, and rewarded me with a salty hit at the back of my throat. I swallowed his seed, still trembling all over through multiple orgasms so intense my body strained until muscles and ligaments could stretch no further. 


“Fucking hell, Victor!” 


“Yeah… that was intense.” 


“Oh god… I never, I mean… fuck!” 


“Me too, Amy.” 


I rolled off him, lay back, and giggled momentarily before clambering into Victor’s arms, enjoying his smooth, loving touch while we bathed in lovemaking afterglow. My hormones raged with love, satisfaction, appreciation, and passion, sending me to a meditative place I’d never been. 


This is what true love feels like. 


The spreader bar can wait. 


I fell asleep in his arms, waking alone after a few hours, feeling relaxed and fulfilled. I knew dinner was being prepared because a delicious aroma wafted through our apartment. I lazed in the shower, lathering an orange-scented soap using my natural sponge, bathing carefully while enjoying how much more gratifying my life felt. 


When I emerged from our bedroom, wearing a light cotton bathrobe, Victor toiled in the kitchen, humming a tune I vaguely knew. I pitched up behind him, cupped his ass cheeks in both hands, squeezing, before kissing him deeply. 


“I love that you are wearing my apron. Everything is so accessible to me.” 


“You’re welcome to taste… in fact, please tell me if this risotto is ready, please.” 


The grains of rice were perfect, and he’d seasoned it well. We sat at our breakfast bar, shaving parmesan over our steaming plates, enjoying a very informal chicken and parmesan risotto made by my Greek god. 


Towards the end of our meal, Victor turned to business matters, smiling apologetically for doing so. 


“Kasimir called. He’s my security guy.” 


“Okay, that sounds ominous.” 


“Sarah arranged a meeting with Paul for tomorrow, 9 a.m. It’s probably best to get this matter dealt with soon.” 


“Where are we meeting him?” 


“At my office. Does that fit your schedule, or should I change?” 


“You want me there?” 


“If you don’t mind, yes, please, Amy.” 


“Do you have any idea what this is about?” 


“No, but it’s going to be traumatic.” 


“Okay, sweetheart.” 


I connected my phone via Bluetooth to a Harmon Kardon curve speaker in the living room, filling our apartment with cozy, rainy-day piano jazz. I drifted into thoughts about my forthcoming studies, planning blocks of work in my head while Victor nestled on our sofa between my legs. 


Even tidying and doing dishes felt like an adventure in coupling. Nothing could go wrong, and my life was perfect. 


Once night drew in, we moved to the bedroom and cuddled before I played ambient storm clouds over the Peruvian forest. 


By dawn, I was rested but missing the gymnasium, and, honestly, I could have used a moment of girl talk with Hannah. I dragged Victor and his morning wood into our shower, where I bent over and invited him to relieve himself deep inside my pussy. 


“Your morning erection is a build-up of testosterone through sleeping. If we relieve that every day, you’ll feel more relaxed.” 


“Every morning, Amy?” 


“Yes… teamwork, Victor. That, and I love starting the day off with your cock, slamming balls deep inside me.” 


The shower was a great place to fuck, then clean up before dressing. I wore sensible blue and white paneled office fashion, flared slacks with a formal, long-sleeve blouse, figuring I must dress in a business style when visiting my boyfriend’s office. 


He wore Levi 501 stonewashed button-up jeans wrapped with a thick, brown leather belt. His shirt was a beautiful single color, pale pink cotton, with a lightweight navy blue blazer. 


I stared him up and down, slightly unimpressed by my formality, wholly dazzled by his look. 


 “I’ll dress down next time.” 


“You look very formal for the office, Amy.” 


“Yes… well, I misjudged that. Where do you get your shirts?” 


“Harvie and Hudson on Jermyn Street. I’ll take you there when we visit London.” 


“Get me a few in your size, please, Victor.” 


“Why?” 


“They’ll be my new nightwear. I’ll need you to wear them a few times to break in the rough cotton.” 


We traveled to the office in Victor’s Mercedes G-Wagon with a driver and security man in front, more security behind us in an SUV, and Rania running point. 


In full rush hour, New York City slid past my passenger window slowly; I enjoyed watching vendors readying for their day, shoppers out, and people rushing along sidewalks to work. 


I wondered whether Greg had enjoyed his free time and whether romance might progress between Hannah and Martin. I’d left my new friend alone, not wishing to be that person who inserts herself in another’s life decisions. 


We parked at Victor’s office building on a floor reserved for him, using a private elevator to access the executive floor. I was amazed when we strolled straight into my boyfriend’s office, and he closed a secret door flush into the wood paneling I’d sat meters from during an interview. 


“You have everything planned out, Victor. Including your exit.” 


“It’s all done for me. That’s the problem at our house; bodyguards have designed and furnished the interior.” 


“We’ll fix that, sweetheart.” 


Kasimir and Rania, who left us at the private elevator exit, were ushered into Victor’s office through the front door by Sarah, who beamed at me. 


“Would you like a coffee, Amy?” 


“Yes, please, Sarah. Skinny latte, no sugar.” 


“Done… oh, I just want to say I’m so happy it was you. I found your application in the pile and knew right away you two would be perfect together.” 


I felt embarrassed like I’d been sourced or purchased online, but then I realized I had, and there was no harm in that. Sarah seemed genuinely pleased, and I was making too big a deal. She turned to her boss, and I noticed her face darkened somewhat. 


“Your mother is downstairs in the lobby.” 


“If she wants to stay there, I have no problem. Please ensure she’s looked after, Sarah, but Mom doesn’t get up here unless I approve it.” 


“Understood, Victor. Your 9 a.m. has arrived. Shall I show him in?” 


 “Give us ten minutes alone first, please.” 


Sarah shut the door, and Kasimir activated a wall-mounted screen, opened a PowerPoint Presentation, and began discussing the man he’d been gathering intelligence on. 


“Paul has no last name and appears to be a foreign national. I can’t pin him to anything on the crime databases, and his passport swipe disappeared from Homeland Security a month after he arrived at Chicago O’Hare three years ago.” 


“There must be a passenger manifest.” 


“Corrupted file, and the airline had a server room fire.” 


“Does he have a visa?” 


“Nothing, Victor. Paul is a ghost.” 


“Kasimir, I don’t need to tell you that puts him in the realm of government officials nobody acknowledges.” 


“Yes, Victor. A dangerous man.” 


“Is he a danger to Amy or me?” 


“If he were, you’d already be dead or lying in hospital. He knew how to breach our cordon, and when he did at the deli, Paul didn’t try to harm either of you.” 


 Rania raised a hand, interjecting. 


“He’s gone out of his way to be seen by one or the other of you. I guess he wants to talk, after which we must judge whether he’s an ongoing threat.” 


“Agreed. Have Sarah bring him in, please, and let’s make him comfortable.” 


I guessed Paul to be in his mid-60s. He was very smartly dressed, handsome, fit, and powerful for his age. His suit was a perfectly tailored plain blue, button two with a rounded edge chest pocket and a rolled lapel, suggesting an Italian cut and sew rather than the stiffer lapel style of Saville Row. 


He offered me his hand, kissed the back, and smiled before shaking Victor’s hand warmly and sitting down. 


“Lovely suit, Paul.” 


“Ah… a lady who knows style, thank you, Amy.” 


“I love Italy and can spot their tailored suits anywhere.” 


“Much softer than England, especially because I have mine in a medium-weight cashmere. Not so impressive as a sharp worsted wool suit in the board room, though.” 


Victor grinned proudly at me. I guessed the room was at ease, and all it took was a smile, a kiss, and some light conversation to break the ice. 


Paul eyed my boyfriend like two chess masters lining up across the table. Rania and Kasimir were close by but not threatening. The atmosphere was gradually deteriorating, and our guest knew that. 


Paul smiled at Victor and fired off his opening salvo. 


“Did you discover anything about me, Victor?” 


“Nothing except that you aren’t American, and you’re probably here illegally. We guess that you work for a foreign government.” 


“That’s a good guess. I’m a Russian national. Former KGB.” 


“Is there such a thing as former KGB, Paul?” 


“Hah, yes indeed. We are something else these days: too many alphabet agencies. The same as here in America.” 


“Shall we cut to the chase? What is your business with me, Paul?” 


“I was stationed here while serving in the old days… not in New Youk exactly. I worked at the Washington DC embassy.” 


“Doing what?” 


“I was an official spy. The one the US government knew was here. It’s a more stable lifestyle than the other kind.” 


“Okay.” 


“It’s a good posting because you can bring your wife and children. We had a great life until mine was destroyed.” 


“How did that happen?” 


“The KGB took you away from me. You were a bab-.” 


“-What the fuck did you just say?” 


“The KGB took my son away and sold him to a family here.” 


“And you think that’s me?” 


“I know it’s you, son, and so does your adopted mother. I saw her downstairs. Get Charlotte up here and ask her for yourself.” 


“Are you my real father?” 


“Yes.” 



Chapter Twenty-One

The Truth Sets You Free

◆◆◆

Wait, what? 


Seriously? 


You’re Victor’s father? 


In hindsight, even a few minutes later, I realized I knew before Paul said it. A sense of foreboding had crept up my neck while their discussion ensued. It was apparent this was a family matter; how could it not have been? 


Paul smiled, and in some bizarre way, I thought he prayed for acceptance, but that would be a big step for Victor, perhaps too far. 


Victor looked incredulous but held it together. I stared at both men in turn, studying each carefully. My boyfriend was a tower of strength, even now, while emotions flickered in his expressions and eyes, his pride and ability to handle adversity shone through.  


You both look alike. 


I couldn’t help hoping our children would be like their father when faced with a problem. My boyfriend wagged a finger skywards, careful not to point at our guest. 


“You’ll have to explain why you claim to be my father, Paul.” 


“My real name is Artyom.” 


“Okay, well, I guess we’ll need to start over. You say I was sold by the KGB, no less?” 


“My chain of command took you as a means to control my wife and me.” 


“Are you referring to my biological mother?” 


“Yes. After they took you, we were ushered onto the next flight home at gunpoint.” 


“Why the hell would anyone do that, Artyom?” 


“The KGB believed we would defect, and as a high-profile spy, they couldn’t allow me to do that.” 


“So, you are a spy?” 


“You’d call me that. I worked with my counterparts here in the US to keep the peace by unwinding toxic rhetoric being espoused by politicians on both sides.” 


“But you’re still classed as a spy?” 


“Yes.” 


“And you pissed off the KGB?” 


“Yes. They figured that taking and adopting our baby in a foreign country to strangers was the best way to secure our long-term loyalty. My wife was banned from traveling out of Russia, and I was restricted until a few years ago.” 


“Where does my mother come into this?” 


“Do you mean Katerina or Charlotte?” 


“Are you saying my biological mother is alive?” 


“Very much, and she’s keen to meet you, although the aforementioned travel ban is still a problem.” 


Victor leaned forward across his desk amid absolute chaos in his personal life and grinned ironically at Artyom. I thought he took it well, but my boyfriend’s eyes revealed a pain so horrible I couldn’t imagine what he was going through. 


I couldn’t help him because my affection might make Victor seem to have lost control, which he hadn’t. 


“I’ll need a DNA confirmation to back up your story, Artyom.” 


“That’s easily done. Send for someone now; they can collect blood, hair, or whatever they need to confirm we are father and son. I’m sure you have a laboratory nearby on retainer.” 


“The tests will take a couple of days.” 


 Victor nodded to Kasimir, who left the room. I assumed he went to ask Sarah to find a lab and start working on our problem. The room felt icy like a mountain of awkward, distressing questions were unanswered. 


“Why do you believe Charlotte can confirm your identity and this story?” 


“Your adopted mother knows about your biological parents. She was complicit in this matter with the KGB albeit unwittingly.” 


“Complicit how?” 


“She desperately wanted a son and would do anything, pay any amount of money, and gladly take someone else’s child if needs be. Charlotte knows how and why you were made available.” 


“How can you be sure?” 


“The KGB wouldn’t just place you with anyone, and they would never lose sight of you.” 


Artyom reached into a black leather briefcase and pulled out a tattered buff file folder that he slid across Victor’s desk. He rummaged in the case again and retrieved two old audio cassette tapes with a memory stick. 


“These are all of the original KGB files. I had the cassettes transferred to digital and file documents scanned, committing them to the memory stick in case you didn’t believe me.” 


“Okay… you must agree surely, Artyom, that your claim is highly unusual?” 


 “I haven’t got around to explaining why I am here yet. There is video footage on the memory stick. I figured the likeness of your adopted mother being interviewed by my replacement in DC would be self-evident.” 


“I won’t watch this now.” 


“I understand. You probably hope there is a practical explanation for all of this. I imagine the walls of your mind are collapsing right now.” 


“You’re playing games with me, Artyom.” 


“No, Victor. I have left that to others for decades, and now the stakes have become too high. I am here to protect you.” 


“Protect me?” 


“Why do you think the KGB meticulously documented your adopted mother’s crime?” 


“If it’s true that’s what they did, I’d imagine they might one day blackmail her.” 


“Yes.” 


I was stunned. The most extraordinary, scandalous, and distressing situation imaginable played out in Victor’s life, and there was little I could do to support him other than be in the room. His eyes revealed a brain ticking over at light speed. Victor wasn’t dwelling and seemed to be ready to act. 


“Is this about my money?” 


“Yes. You have trillions of dollars in assets under management. Getting control over you means a hefty payday and the means to direct those assets for the benefit of Russia.” 


“And what’s your angle, Artyom? If you knew about me all this time and did nothing, you can’t seriously expect me to believe it’s suddenly parental love.” 


“Your mother and I were threatened with detention if we ever contacted you. That amounts to a death sentence in Russia.” 


“And yet you kept tabs on me?” 


“I still have friends in high places. I was allowed to know how you were doing and assured they would move you if deemed unsafe.” 


“So the KGB watched me grow up?” 


“Yes. They had no idea you would become so successful. At first, most wished you well, but then your influence became so considerable it was hard for anyone to ignore.” 


“Including you?”  


“I don’t need your money, Victor.” 


“Are you wealthy?” 


“Not on your wealth scale, but yes, I’m what you would call an Oligarch. A multi-billionaire. It was a scant reward for playing their game and behaving myself. I have some small amounts of money invested in you.” 


Victor grappled with the whole concept, which had far-reaching effects. If Artyom was being honest and accurate, the foundations of my boyfriend’s professional and personal life were being attacked. 


He stared at the file folder, cassettes, and memory stick, then glanced at me, seeking my slightest encouragement. I nodded almost imperceptibly, and he made a choice. 


“I’ve changed my mind. I want to watch the video interview now. What do you think, Amy?” 


“It’s a good idea to get ahead of this, Victor. ” 


“I agree. There is little point in hiding from the truth, and that’s what we need to get first.” 


Rania plugged the memory stick into Victor’s wall screen, activating a file menu. She selected a file named Handover Interview, double-clicked it, and a dark, empty room came into focus when the video played. 


About thirty seconds into the footage, a young, beautiful woman was escorted into the room by two men, both suited and relaxed. One guy led the interview, opened a file, read it briefly, and then stared at the woman. 


It was clear to me the woman was Victor’s mother, Charlotte. 


“Please state your name for our record.” 


“Are you filming this interview?” 


“It’s the law in Russia. We can’t adopt children to just anyone.” 


“Will the US authorities ever see it?” 


“Never. I promise.” 


“Okay. For the record, my name is Charlotte Alexander.” 


“And your husband’s name?” 


“Deceased.” 


“Thank you.” 


The man slid a photograph across the table. Charlotte picked it up and looked like a woman who immediately fell in love. 


“He’s so beautiful.” 


“His parents named him Victor, and he’s almost one year old.” 


“Why do his parents want to have him adopted?” 


“They don’t. The state of Russia wants the child brought up safely here in the US.” 


“What about his biological parents?” 


The man slid two more photographs across the table. Charlotte studied the images as though committing their details to her memory. She looked anxious, and I could imagine the moral dilemma being forced on her. 


“Why are you taking their child away?” 


“It’s a punishment and for leverage. If either parent contacts you, we want to know immediately.” 


“What will happen to them?” 


“That’s not your concern. Charlotte, do you want a beautiful son or not?” 


“Yes, I want Victor. He will be loved in our home.” 


“I’m sure about that. Did you bring the cash amount we agreed?” 


“Ten thousand dollars, as agreed.” 


Charlotte fished inside a handbag, producing a jiffy bag full of cash and handing it over. Guilt was written on her face, and she knew a moral and legal boundary was crossed. 


“Sign the adoption papers, please.” 


“Where is Victor?” 


“Nearby.” 


Charlotte’s hand shook vigorously as she penned her signature on the document. I’d lost count of the number of laws she’d broken. There was the matter of illegal adoption and child trafficking looming, but collusion with a foreign government was stamped all over this. 


My boyfriend rubbed his chin, shaking his head vigorously. 


“Fuck!” 


“What is it, Victor?” 


“If this is true, my whole family is fucked.” 


A door opened in the interview room, and everyone in Victor’s office was drawn back to the screen. A woman dressed like a nanny entered carrying a baby in her arms. Charlotte got up quickly, and any anxiety she might have felt about her crimes dissolved as her baby son was handed over. 


Victor waved her hand across the room, pointing at the screen, shouting. 


“Turn it off, please.” 


A few seconds passed while Victor held his head in his hands, with elbows planted on the desk. I’d had enough of waiting helplessly, so I stood, moved around his desk, and kneeled, holding my boyfriend closely. I looked into his eyes and saw distress and tears. 


“You’re doing the right thing, Victor. Get all of the facts out before deciding on the next steps.” 


“This is a huge problem, Amy. My mother is mired in all kinds of illegality. She’s at the center of this.” 


“Charlotte isn’t the bad guy here, sweetheart. The KGB caused this. Your family, adopted and biological, are victims too.” 


 “I know, but I still feel angry with everyone.” 


“Why don’t we leave now and reconvene tomorrow? Perhaps speak with your Mom then.” 


“Are you sympathetic towards her after what you just saw, Amy?” 


“Of course, sweetheart, and so are you. Charlotte is also in danger, and I’m sure she’s terrified.” 


“What about Artyom?” 


He sat close enough to hear us. When I glanced around, I saw a concerned, loving man, but the lawyer in me screamed out for evidence of paternity. I nodded at him, determined to steer along the lawyer’s road. 


“Shall we meet again once DNA confirms your story?” 


“Of course. I realize this news is shocking.” 


“Is Charlotte safe?” 


“I think so. It could be weeks before an approach is made. We have time to plan and perhaps keep the problem at bay. It might be prudent to get security discretely in place for her.” 


“What about approaching the US authorities for help, Artyom?” 


“That puts Victor and you in the middle of two morally bankrupt agencies.” 


“Why does it affect me? I’m a girlfriend. 


“You came to Victor’s household as a surrogate and may carry the heir to a fortune. Amy, you must realize that when a person’s wealth reaches Victor’s proportions, it becomes a controlling influence.” 


“I’m starting to understand. I had an incident at my University.” 


“That’s the start of it. If news of how Victor’s adoption came to be, there will be others, possibly worse than the Russian establishment.” 


“It’s all about money?” 


“Money is abstract in this situation. Consider how many company controlling interests Victor and your child have or will have. Defence, aerospace, information, medical, housi-.” 


“Enough, Artyom, thank you. I get it.” 


As luck would have it, Sarah opened the office door, peering around cautiously. 


“The lab technician just arrived, Victor.” 


“Send them in, Sarah. Ask my mother to come back tomorrow at 10 a.m. Diarize Artyom for the day after these test results are delivered and put a rush on them, please.” 


“Are you out all day?” 


“Yes. Kasimir will stay here to escort our guest from the building after testing samples are taken. Rania will get us home.” 


“Where is home these days, Victor?” 


My boyfriend looked at me, seemingly unwilling to take any advantage of me regardless of the duress he faced. I smiled at him, then at Sarah. 


“We have an apartment. I’ll send the address, and you can call me if Victor is unavailable.” 


I collected the file, cassettes, and memory stick, tucking everything into my student-size shoulder bag. Victor stood to leave, and Artyom did the same. For a moment, I saw my children’s faces in both men. 


They saw a likeness between them, too. 


When Victor strolled to his father and hugged the man, I saw a heartfelt emotional connection between the two. 


“Thank you for coming to warn me.” 


“Katerina and I never stopped loving you, Victor.” 



Chapter Twenty-Two

Of Blowjobs and Meetings

◆◆◆

When we left his office, Victor looked shaken. I was amazed he’d held it together so well. That he was polite, even affectionate, with a father he knew nothing about impressed me. When we stepped into the VIP elevator, I checked the ceiling and corners for CCTV. Seeing none, I hugged my boyfriend. 


He was silent and held on to me like I was the lintel on a thirty-story high ledge. Although no tears were shed, I could tell Victor felt betrayed by a mother who concealed the truth for decades. 


Charlotte was in for a challenging ride explaining herself out of this machiavellian shitshow. 


“There are no winners or losers here, Victor.” 


“My real parents lost, and Charlotte won as she always seems to.” 


“If your real parents hadn’t given you up, I suspect they would be a couple of John Doe’s in a cold case at the bottom of a dusty pile of file folders, and you would have been adopted anyway.” 


“Possibly. Charlotte should have told me, though.” 


“I’m not fighting in her corner, and I agree she’s got to tell the truth finally, but there is no way she didn’t feel terrified every day these men would return.” 


“And now it seems they have. Her past is everyone’s problem.” 


“Do you think the people Artyom is warning you about are the same ones who attacked me?” 


“I doubt it. If the Russian FSB wanted you dead, they wouldn’t do it publically, and they definitely would have succeeded.” 


We reached the car, where I felt more secure, but Victor didn’t open up fully until we reached our apartment, where a double espresso seemed the most appropriate next step. 


After we drank coffee and sat at the breakfast bar through an uncomfortable silence, I led Victor to our bed, where I held him tightly while he considered the next steps. 


“It finally makes sense why Caprica has thrown herself at me for years. Charlotte is coercing her into keeping my fortune in their family.” 


“Why are you suddenly calling your mother Charlotte?” 


“It’s what she deserves.” 


“You haven’t heard her out, Victor. I’ll back off if you think I’m intruding, but you’ve only had a partial truth from Artyom.” 


“Feel free to say anything you want to me, Amy.” 


“I don’t think you should burn bridges with a woman and her family who raised and loved you.” 


“They are a self-serving bunch.” 


“Did any of them ever treat you poorly as a child?” 


“No… Charlotte was a great Mom, and my siblings were kind and lots of fun.” 


“In which case, your current problems revolve around greed.” 


“It’s so ugly, Amy.” 


“Yeah, babe, we lawyers exist because people fight over money. It’s one thing you can always rely on people to do.” 


“No, that’s true, but whichever way we assemble this puzzle, Charlotte withheld important facts, placing you and me in danger.” 


I agreed with him but felt that the knot in the veneer of their relationship would eventually be smoothed out and lacquered over. He lay on his back, processing the explosive information Artyom had delivered while controlling overwhelming emotions. 


“It was a terrible morning, but things will get better now. 


“Should I speak to Charlotte today, Amy?” 


“If you want to settle matters or understand her point of view now, yes.” 


“Would you be patient and wait until tomorrow?” 


“I’d do precisely what you are doing right now. Think things through and treat this situation as a business deal in crisis.” 


“You’re worried I might throw the baby out with the bathwater, Amy?” 


“I trust your instincts, Victor, but having so much in-fighting when we’re trying to start a family is a bad idea.” 


 “Yeah… our baby is the most important factor in this.” 


“And, if I am pregnant, that embryo just got made into a tiny, helpless target.” 


He bolted upright as though stung by a hornet. Victor stared at me, then my stomach, and was immediately jolted out of any self-pity or anger he felt. 


“Jesus Amy… I must change my will. Our children come first.” 


“Let’s wait until we know for sure that I’m pregnant, honey.” 


“But I can create a will providing for an unborn child, right?” 


“Yes, I planned to do the same once a pregnancy test confirmed positive.” 


I clambered over and straddled Victor, fully clothed, letting my hair drape around the sides of his face like a loving silo protecting him. When he smiled lovingly, my body shimmered in arousal, and I felt an immense desire for him, not least because Victor proved he could handle any situation. 


I gazed into his eyes, burning up with desire, trembling. My female instincts about Victor had been right. His appeal as a mate was off my measurement charts. 


“I think you are an incredible man.” 


“Really? I feel a bit distracted right now and almost weakened by a reluctance to act.” 


“You need a few hours to relax and compose yourself.” 


I rolled off, snuggling close beside him before unbuckling his belt, unzipping his fly, and shucking my boyfriend’s cock out of his boxer briefs. His shaft unfurled, stretched, and rose quickly, gripped attentively in my hand. 


“You need a blowjob, Victor. Just relax, and your problems can wait half an hour.” 


“That’s a long blowjob.” 


“Let’s call it a half-hour massage, focusing on your main area of tension.” 


“Are you an oral physiotherapist now, Amy?” 


“That’s it exactly.” 


I leaned on my side, supporting my weight by pressing an elbow onto the bed while wanking Victor’s cock with my free hand. At the very least, sucking my boyfriend off would elevate his dopamine levels, and that was aside from my pleasure in doing something nice for him. 


When I peeled his foreskin, soft furrows running the length of his glans disappeared quickly as his cock engorged and was lubricated quickly. By the time Victor’s shaft was rock solid, the cute, tiny eye on the swollen head of his deep, reddish glans oozed pre-cum, liberally spreading like a soothing, glossy veneer over weatherbeaten flesh. 


“We’ve fucked a lot, haven’t we?” 


“Yes, but it’s been so enjoyable, Amy. Making love to you is my greatest joy.” 


“I can’t agree more.” 


I enjoyed his cock’s musky, primal aroma, flaring my nostrils and triggering base feminine instincts deep inside. The Universe wanted me to get pregnant, and if I ever needed proof, he was lying right beside me. 


I gently massaged copious, heavy translucent cream across the head of his cock with a thumb before caressing his shaft gently in a semi-clenched fist. Sticky tendrils of pre-cum dangled between my thumb and his cock, hanging like dew-laced spider webs strands spanning rose petals. 


At the top of each masturbatory stroke, I carefully slid my fingernail along his puffy slit, tantalizing my man, gently cleaving the tender flesh apart before licking inside. His body shivered like a cold, wet doe hiding under a tree in a thunderstorm, and Victor whimpered, trembling in a rapture of joy, almost pleading with me not to stop sucking his cock. 


I grinned at him and saw color return to his cheeks. My boyfriend beamed widely and looked as though the deceitfulness of others was being shrugged off his shoulders with every stroke of his glorious cock. 


“We’ll have a baby together, Amy, right?” 


“Yes, sweetheart. More than one, I hope.” 


 “We’ll build a family who love and respect each other. Our children will rely on themselves and each other.” 


“We shall do that, sweetheart.” 


I clenched my lips softly around the pillowed rim of my boyfriend’s cock, licking his glans with a flattened tongue, harvesting and gulping back the salty cream that lit up my soul. I imagined the juices Mother Nature created inside my boyfriend to impregnate me were the most precious gift I could receive. 


My head bobbed metronomically up and down Victor’s cock with a tongue slathering its underside, rubbing across his banjo string from side to side. He twitched, and I felt his muscles tensing under the strain of pleasure. 


Delivering his emotional diversion felt nice because I wanted Victor to make the best choices possible, and if he continued to be driven by anguish, it might spoil his outcomes. 


When I cupped his balls and squeezed gently, massaging the delicate stones inside, I sucked his cock rhythmically, removing the salty load seeping onto my tongue. My boyfriend moaned, grunted, and rifled his fingers gently through my hair, twirling strands and releasing them into curls. 


When he seemed close to a massive orgasm, I backed off, sucking his shaft more gently or licking up and down the bulging urethra that was half full of semen, almost ready to decant down my throat. I edged his frisson of excitement to the extent that Victor screamed, arching and stretching his body, expending excess sexual energy and all pent-up frustration of the day. 


I kept him on a climactic razer edge, rising up and down the ecstatic roller coaster he seemed to enjoy. Not once did Victor demand I finish him off or try to control the speed with which my head bobbed up and down his delicious, delightful cock. 


When I decided the time was right for him, I wanked and twisted his cock a little sharper while sliding my lips rapidly up and down the solid, gnarly shaft. He tapped my head gently, then warned me, whispering that he would cum soon. 


“Give me all of you, sweet lover.” 


“I’m overwhelmed, Amy.” 


“Make it a good one, baby.” 


I couldn’t speak anymore because the most crucial thing was completely emptying Victor’s prostate and swallowing his seed, satisfying the primal man. I knew he loved when I swallowed and wouldn’t let him down with an errant choke or mistimed stroke of my lips along his cock. 


Spitting was not an option.  


I gave myself to Victor, submitting to his need, loving, sucking, and swallowing from the first to last hot rope of seed that splashed against my tongue before coating the back of my throat. 


I kept wanking him off, jerking the stiff base faster and harder while sucking his cock end, making sure he completely unloaded the salty, creamy treasure into the back of my throat while expending the emotional baggage that burdened him. 


When he descended from cum mountain, I was there, caring for him, stroking and cleaning his shaft with my tongue until every salty drop was swallowed. He kissed me passionately, communicating his love. 


“Oh god, Amy. I feel so much better.” 


“It’s my pleasure to help, sweetheart.” 


“I feel like taking action right away. It’s like you said… I should get ahead of this.” 


“Are you ready? Do you have a plan?” 


“Yes. I need to meet my mother right away.” 


“Where? Here?” 


“I’d rather not, Amy. Your apartment feels like a sanctuary for us.” 


“It’s our apartment sweetheart.” 


“Yes, indeed. I was thinking of having the meeting at our house. There must be a room or two we can use while the deep cleaners continue their work.” 


“Shall I warn Rania off to prepare our move?” 


“Yes, is half an hour to three-quarters okay? I want to shower and change.” 


“Perfect. I’ll ask Rania to contact your mother and have her collected as well.”  


While Victor showered, I picked out underpants, jeans, a white t-shirt, and baby blue socks, laying them on our bed. When he strolled in from the bathroom, toweling himself dry, he saw the clothes and grinned from ear to ear. 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


“I took a wild guess.” 


“It’s perfect, and I like you making choices for me.” 


“You have a trendy, lightweight charcoal gray hiking jacket for over-the-top in case it feels chilly.” 


“I’ve never worn it.” 


“I think it suits your character. I see the rugged outdoorsman in you.” 


When we arrived at Victor’s house, I couldn’t believe the transformation in progress. There were cleaners and contractors everywhere, some maintaining, others working on security systems, and yet more installing a tasteful door at the bottom of the stairs. 


Charlotte and Caprica waited in the foyer, clearly irritated by their restricted access. By the expression of arrogance on her face, Charlotte was going on the attack right away. Caprica looked seething and spiteful, so I turned to Rania, deciding enough was enough. 


“Who invited Caprica to this meeting?” 


“She came with her mother.” 


“Okay, can you offer her a ride home, please?” 


“Sure.” 


Rania looked stunned. Caprica flew into a rage, stamping her feet while pointing at me, hurling insults, and Charlotte stared on smugly, nodding at her son in the most I told you so way. 


“I said she’d overstep, Victor.” 


“How so, Charlotte?” 


Victor’s mother’s jaw dropped when she heard the son she’d raised refer to her by Christian name. She was jolted into reality, holding out a hand for Caprica to stop freaking out. 


“What did you just call me?” 


“Charlotte.” 


“I’m your mother and deserve that respect.” 


“If you deserved respect, you would give it. Why did you bring Caprica to our home?” 


“She’s your sister.” 


“She’s my adopted sister and has nothing to do with this situation. If she’s here, where are my other siblings?” 


“Victor, why are you being so difficult?” 


“Why are you behaving in such an entitled manner?” 


“If Caprica leaves, so does your surrogate.” 


“You don’t dictate terms in our home, Charlotte.” 


Victor glanced at my head of security and smiled to allay her fears. Rania had been caught amid a domestic dispute. He gestured politely toward Caprica. 


“I believe Amy instructed you, Rania.” 


“Yes, of course. I’m sorry.” 


When Rania ushered Caprica towards the door, there was a moment when she almost defied the order to leave. She spluttered, choked, and her eyes spat fury at me, but she moved reluctantly. 


Victor was determined to have the final word without being petty. 


“Don’t ever return here uninvited, Caprica.” 


Victor took my hand, pulling me gently towards the large dining room where the cleaners seemed to have completed their work and vacated. 


“Join us Charlotte… or don’t… as you wish.” 


Victor’s mother trotted in behind us, seeming unhinged, and I closed the door, sitting next to my boyfriend and opposite his mother. He stared at her coldly. 


“Did you buy me when I was less than a year old?” 


“Now, hold on a minu-.” 


“Yes or no, Charlotte. Did you buy me?” 


“Yes, bu-.” 


“-Did you know the men you bought me from were KGB?” 


“Yes.” 


“Did you know they stole me from my parents?” 


“Yes.” 


“Okay… we’re getting somewhere.” 


Like anyone in a difficult situation where they couldn’t see themselves as the bad person, Charlotte needed to offer context. She slammed her fists on the table and spoke from a heart filled with emotions. 


“I wanted you so much, Victor. I loved you from the moment they showed me a photograph. I’d lost my husband, didn’t want another one, and desperately wanted a son.” 


“And I was available right off the shelf.” 


“It wasn’t like that.” 


Tears streamed down her face, and I saw the loving mother’s expression breach a cold-hearted gold digger’s facade. I believed her and knew this was the moment Charlotte’s life imploded. 


“Why don’t you tell me what it was like buying a child?” 


“I never wanted to remarry after my husband died. That meant I could have no more children of my own unless I slept around, something I wasn’t about to do.” 


“Why not remarry?” 


“I didn’t want to risk marrying a man who didn’t love my kids.” 


“So, instead, you bought a son?” 


“Yes, but that’s a very crude description of it.” 


“Why did you do it?” 


“I already told you. I wanted a son, Saw you, and fell immediately in love. I always have loved you and still do now.” 


 Her expression was tainted by obstinance, but it wasn’t the arrogance of minutes ago. She stared at me on what seemed like the edge of an apology. 


“I guess you are lapping this up, Amy. My son buying your embryo isn’t much different from how I came about mine.” 


“There are moral equivalences, but legally… you’re in deep shit. I don’t know the statute of limitations on colluding with a foreign secret service.” 


“I didn’t collude.” 


“You knowingly bought a baby from the KGB, and god knows how you had him registered. If the US Government decides you need to be punished, they will find a way.” 


The color drained from her face, and I saw the frightened woman who must have carried that worry for decades. She bowed her head, clenched both hands, rubbing them together, and sobbed. 


Victor’s voice softened, and I saw a merciful side to the man I loved. 


“Has the KGB contacted you since that day, Charlotte?” 


“Please call me mother, Victor. I love you with all of my heart.” 


“Will you stop interfering in my life?” 


“Yes.” 


“And stop forcing Caprica on me?” 


“Yes.” 


“Okay, Mother, I only ask that you treat my girlfriend and our choices respectfully.” 


“Girlfriend?” 


“Yes. Amy and I have changed the status of our relationship. We’re still having a child, the first of many, but now we’re in love.” 


She smiled at Victor, then at me. I guessed the dam holding in her hostility had broken, and life’s realities hit Charlotte squarely on. 


“Congratulations both of you.” 


“Thank you, Mother. We do have a terrible problem on our hands, though.” 


“Your biological father is here?” 


“You knew about Artyom?” 


“I saw him lingering on the sidewalk outside your house a week ago. He hasn’t changed a great deal… you can still recognize the man who fathered you.” 


“Are you sure it’s the same man?” 


“Utterly positive. You should have DNA testing done, though.” 


“Why didn’t you ever tell me about how I was adopted.” 


“My children are mine, Victor, which includes the ones I birthed and the one I adopted. I’ll fight and die for each of you and won’t allow anyone take you from me without a fight.” 


I saw the fire in her eyes, confirming Charlotte would chase down any abuser of her children to the ends of the universe. I felt happy about that, wondering if, in time, we might become friends. 


“What about Amy?” 


“That’s different. If you’re in love, I wish the best for both of you. I didn’t like the idea of surrogacy.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because it felt like you were making the same mistake I did.” 


“It’s not the same thing at all, Mother.” 


“You’re probably right, son, but it might take me a while to get used to that moral difference.” 


Victor stood and strolled around the table, kneeling beside his Mother. He gently tapped his head on hers; they held hands and hugged. 


“Do you know anything about the men who attacked Amy, Mother?” 


“Jesus Christ, no! What do you take me for?” 


She was genuinely surprised and leaned back, studying her son’s face to ensure he wasn’t joking or playing out some cruel ruse. When she saw Victor was serious, Charlotte glanced at me. 


“I promise you, Amy. I wouldn’t stoop so low.” 


“I believe you.” 


Victor sat back down, and we three settled into a self-contemplative mood. The issues confronting us were enormous, but I clearly saw the next steps and was about to get my chance to highlight them. 


“What advice does the lawyer inside you have for her boyfriend, Amy?” 


“I’m a law student, sweetheart.” 


“Top of her class, no less.” 


“Nothing is more important than family, Victor. It’s a reason why human societies flourish.” 


“You think we should unite?” 


“In a manner of speaking, yes. Listening to Artyom is crucial. I’d consider how you might get your biological Mother to safety as well.” 


“I want to meet her.” 


“Charlotte needs security, too, and your siblings need a future so they can stop hustling you and get their teeth into something for themselves.” 


“I’ll get Kasimir onto security matters. My siblings should get off their ass and work like I did.” 


“Have you tried to help them with that?” 


Charlotte looked shocked; Victor grinned and slapped the table with a palm. 


“This is why I love Amy so much, Mother. Rather than turn the knife, she seeks reconciliation and offers solutions.” 


“Your siblings are not as gifted as you, Victor.” 


“They are still capable of more than freeloading, though.” 


“Yes, they are, and they probably should try more.” 


“On the matter of Caprica. She must back off, give me space, and dispense of any notions that she and I will ever be together as a couple in any capacity.” 


“I’ll explain it to her. I stirred her up in the first place. It’s my fault.” 


“I want my home to be respected by any who visit here, family or not.” 


“I saw the refurbishment work, son. You have that matter well in hand. Is there anything else? I want to leave and gather my thoughts.” 


“Yes, one final request, please. I’d like for you to come and meet Artyom tomorrow.” 


“Fuck no! Why?” 


“You owe him at least that Mother. After all, you knowingly bought his baby.” 



Chapter Twenty-Three

Formulating A Plan

◆◆◆

When we left Victor’s House, Charlotte looked bereft. Her chickens were coming home to roost together, and I wasn’t pleased to see that.  4ew


When we stepped through the front door, I glanced back at our home, his house, and wondered how, or even if, our children might live there more harmoniously than their father had. 


“Have you ever been happy in this house, Victor?” 


“Only on the day I moved in and then ever since you arrived.” 


“I think you’ve created a fresh start, honey.” 


“By the gloomy look of my Mother, I think you’re right.” 


Rania had prepared our exit, summoning the driver and security team while Kasimir spoke to Charlotte, undoubtedly arranging her safety. I felt sorry for a mother almost grieving, understanding the depth of love she had for all her kids, Victor included. 


“Charlotte will recover, Victor. Your challenge is to ensure she doesn’t become consumed by a fiasco largely of her making.” 


“If news of Mom purchasing a baby from the KGB comes out, she and I will be ruined.” 


“Why would it affect you?” 


“I become guilty and damaged goods by association. Gutter media would have a field day claiming I was a Russian agent.” 


‘I guess most would not let the truth get in the way of a good story.” 


“Exactly. Then, as the scandal spread, share prices would tumble, my portfolio would be wrecked, and a doom spiral would ensue.” 


“Then we must deal with the problem before it reaches us.” 


“Us?” 


I patted my stomach and smiled, then he rubbed the same spot, laughing. The load was lightening, but it was a shame the same couldn’t be said for New York’s traffic. 


Rania dropped us at our apartment door, where I felt more relaxed, but she seemed pensive, so I invited her inside. 


“What’s bothering you, Rania?” 


“Your security situation is evolving. The threats you are facing grow daily. We’re dealing with the agencies and intentions of foreign governments now.” 


“Is it outside your capability?” 


“No, but this is another level of protection compared with a few thugs muscling you around in the University.” 


“Okay. What’s your assessment?” 


Victor overheard our conversation, strolled back from the kitchen, and held my hand. Rania seemed flustered, so I knew her concerns must be valid. 


“Foreign governments will kill you in such a contrived way that nobody will prove what happened, and you won’t see it coming.” 


“We can’t go to the FBI, Rania. That exposes this whole debacle to the press either now or later.” 


“We need more technical support, Amy.” 


“Such as?” 


“We need analysis and some recognition of who is coming at us. Desk operatives with satellite access, CCTV, facial recognition, and the ability to interrogate government databases they aren’t ordinarily allowed into.” 


“Hackers?” 


“Highly specialized hackers, accessing their former employer’s servers.” 


“Ahh.” 


“Yeah, I’d rather you didn’t know the details, Amy.” 


“Okay. It sounds unreasonable and disproportionate, so it must be the right thing to do… after all, everything else about our situation is as fucked up.” 


Victor raised a hand politely. He never interfered where Rania and I were concerned, insisting always that his role was to pay the bill, not make decisions about my security. 


“Can I suggest Rania takes this up with Kasimir, and we do whatever they agree? Just add the cost to my bill and send it to Sarah, who will get everything contracted and paid for.” 


“There won’t be contracts, and payment is in cash.” 


“Okay, then Kasimir knows what to do. Tell him I said to use my Alpha Vault.” 


“Done.” 


She turned and left, buoyed with much more confidence than when she’d arrived. It was getting late, and Rania had plenty to do, not least make arrangements for tomorrow’s crunch meeting with Artyom and Charlotte. 


I held up my phone with its food app open. 


“Order take out, please, I insist.” 


He looked unimpressed and pointed to the kitchen. I shook my head, thrusting my phone firmly into his hand. 


“Let’s talk things through, sweetheart. You’ll have plenty of time to enjoy the kitchen once we get these problems out of the way.” 


“Okay, what would you like me to order, Amy?” 


“Whatever you decide, honey.” 


He chose Chinese, took five minutes thumbing and scrolling to order, and within half an hour, boxes of Singapore fried noodles, beef in black bean sauce, Sichuan chicken, and prawn crackers arrived via one of Rania’s team members escorting the building concierge to my door. 


“Do you feel like we’re becoming more obtrusive, Victor?” 


“Yes. Especially in an apartment building with at least fifty other residents.” 


“I feel the same way. Coming here for the occasional break is fine, but we need the protection and facilities of your house.” 


“Our home.” 


“Our other home.” 


 We settled on a sofa together amid a cluster of cardboard boxes exuding a delicious smell, feeding each other morsels using chopsticks. I glanced at him, pleased my boyfriend seemed relaxed. 


“We’re getting ahead of this problem, Victor.” 


“Yes. I feel better today. At least we’re in the fight.” 


“Is life always like this? Will we continue being disrupted in this way?” 


He leaned back into the sofa and stared at the ceiling, thoughtful. It was a profoundly philosophical question in Victor’s mind. Whereas most people might see our poor luck as precisely that, I knew the complexity waxed and waned, but a life of turmoil lay ahead. 


“The simple answer is no, Amy. Disruption, especially corporate attacks, will never go away. The more practical answer is that if we do nothing to improve our quality of life, then precisely nothing is what we’ll get.” 


“What has worked for you in the past?” 


“Meeting you.” 


“No, come on… let’s be serious about this.” 


“My house, our home, is a perfect example. You have transformed it into a place worth living in with a few ideas. We need more consideration of our needs and the singlemindedness to carve out a private life.” 


“I had some thoughts about that, Victor.” 


“Go on, sweetheart.” 


“You own a yacht. I read about it in Forbes… oh, on that subject, we do need to talk about your wardrobe in detail. You look far too stiff in those photographs they took of you.” 


“I have two yachts, Amy.” 


“I’m talking about Planet Nine.” 


“The explorer yacht? It’s capable of polar expeditions up to Ice Class 1D.” 


“I know. It also has a helicopter.” 


“Do you want to go on a trip, Amy?” 


“Don’t you?” 


“I’ve never been onboard.” 


“You’re joking with me, Victor.” 


“I suddenly feel ashamed because it’s moored in New York Harbor right now.” 


“Is the vessel crewed?” 


“By eighteen souls all ready to go.” 


“Can you work from onboard?” 


“Yes. What about your studies?” 


“I can attend remotely. I’m not afraid of going to campus, but I’m sick of feeling like something bad is about to happen.” 


“If either of us needs to be somewhere, we have the helicopter and a private jet that can be stationed wherever we want. There are offices on board and accommodation for Sarah.” 


“When shall we go, Victor?” 


“Shall we try it out in a couple of weeks?” 


“Suits me. You should probably warn Martin, and we could invite Hannah if you have a gym on board.” 


“Gym configuration and spinning bikes are almost the same as the ones you use, and Planet Nine has a swimming pool with spa and a masseuse who doubles as a personal trainer.” 


“We should use your yacht to go on a break.” 


“Where would you like to visit?” 


“Why not send the vessel to the Caribbean right away, and we’ll fly down there in two weeks and spend a week vacationing.” 


“Okay, that’s a great plan.” 


He looked gleeful, picking up his phone, typing a single message before sending and staring at me as though a great adventure had begun. 


“You just made all the arrangements with one message.” 


“Yes. Sarah is a magician.” 


We tucked into our food with a little more gusto. I dangled a thick chunk of beef between chopsticks, and Victor gladly took and ate it. 


“Has anyone shared food with you before, Victor?” 


“Never, but I like it.” 


“I imagine it’s how humans enjoyed one another’s company when we lived long ago. Sharing food, huddling around the fire, then making babies under thick animal fur.” 


“Shall we buy a cave?” 


“No, but we should change our scene frequently. Perhaps every month, we should be away for a week, take in Broadway shows a few times a year, and have restaurant nights with family and friends at home. Martin would love that.” 


“Do you want to arrange all of this, or shall I?” 


“Why don’t we meet with Emma, Sarah, and Martin weekly and schedule our activities?” 


“You’re giving me a life, Amy.” 


“We’re giving each other a life, Victor. Mine wasn’t much different to yours in this apartment with Justin.” 


I used my phone to connect to a Bluetooth speaker, playing soft, romantic restaurant piano music. It felt relaxing, and I knew Victor was happier. 


“May I ask… what was Justin like?” 


“He was nice, but even when he was here, the man, or at least his essence, never was. Life was a series of one-word answers and short conversations with lots of TV.” 


“It was the same with Hannah, although I’d rather you didn’t say that to her. If she wasn’t planning a training regime, she was visualizing her next competition. It was like having a relationship with a ghost. You could see but not reach any part of her.” 


“I understand why that was hard for you, Victor. You are very emotionally available, which kinda means you want access in return.” 


“Are you saying I’m needy?” 


“Not in a bad way. I like that you’re attentive and want to spend lots of time with me. You don’t stifle, so I wouldn’t characterize you as needy.” 


While we cleared up together, Victor answered a few calls, passing messages off to Sarah. We were in sync, one helping the other, providing positive mental cues and loving connections by expression, word, or touch. 


When he was done, my boyfriend set down his phone and beamed from ear to ear. 


“She’ll schedule everything tomorrow. You ought to consider having a personal assistant, Amy.” 


“It doesn’t feel like the sort of thing a University student should have.” 


“Once you properly review the mental health investment proposal, you’ll need support. That’s how I got sucked down the rabbit hole. I never realized how deep I’d gone until you grabbed my heels and yanked.” 


“I’ll look in the coming weeks and maybe get someone in.” 


He showered while I caught up with messages from friends, almost all of whom wanted to meet for lunch or dinner. Some had reached out from ancient history to settle gossip circulating about me. I stalled most, fended some off completely until my studies were complete, and promised to arrange something with four close friends. 


I caught sight of Victor’s enormous cock when he toweled off in front of me. My lewd frown gave away the spike of desire I felt while scanning and drinking in Victor’s physique. 


I undressed and stepped towards the shower, but my boyfriend moved to block, wrapping me in his arms while I giggled. He threw me onto the bed and nestled himself between my wide open legs with a stiff cock, pushing between my swollen pussy lips. 


“Are we making love, Victor?” 


“Yes, please, but first, would you tell me what’s bothering you?” 


“Do you mean about my messages?” 


“For a brief moment, something seemed to unhinge your usual buoyant mood.” 


“I just distilled my entire friendship network down to four people.” 


He sighed and looked a little sad, nodding his head before nibbling gently on a nipple, rising with a smile. 


“You’re luckier than most, Amy. Real friends are hard to come by. I don’t have four.” 


“How do you qualify people as friends, sweetheart?” 


“I have a test. If I believe someone will stop everything they are doing when I call to run and help me if I am in dire straits, then they are a true friend.” 


I thought momentarily, applying Victor’s test to a subjective measurement of the four friends I had promised to revert to. 


“I have three.” 


“Why not invite those true friends here or to our house for dinner, where we can entertain them?” 


“Will you cook for them?” 


“It’s probably best to have Martin cook. It will impress your friends a great deal more.” 


“My boyfriend cooking dinner for my friends would impress them more, especially if they were allowed to lounge around the kitchen quaffing wine.” 


“Okay, set a date, and let’s do it.” 


His kiss seared my soul as though branding me. My body trembled like desert sands miles away from a gathering, thunderous dust storm. His love began as an idea surging through me, owning my essence, warming my muscles and tissues. 


When his cock slid deep inside my pussy, I gasped, tensed, and squeezed my soft, wet, velvet sheath around his stiff shaft while an orgasm tickled into life. My body fanned the intense heat of love that I felt for him from embers until all of me erupted in a fiery chasm of desire. 


“I love you, Victor.” 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


“What for?” 


“For being my girlfriend.” 


He withdrew his cock from my engorged pussy, smiled lovingly at me, then sunk his manhood deep inside, repeating, stroking deeper, faster, and wilder, elevating my libido with the most intense love I’d felt. My entire body was aflame, enjoying the man, the moment, and all of him. 


He fucked me wildly, with a passion I had dreamed of when imagining my lover. Victor was filled with need and a potent desire to be with me, inside me, until he decanted his semen while I rode chariots of fire through fields of golden orgasmic delight. 


I grunted, screamed, and bit deep into his chest while Victor raged on, riding my pussy hole with a stiff rod of the smoothest steel like mine was the only escape chute from a blazing inferno. I orgasmed hard, trapped in ecstasy until his cock softened and my lover slumped on me, sweating, panting, and very happy. 


“I’ve never made love like this before, Amy.” 


“You’ll need another shower, sweetheart.” 


“May I join you?” 


“Of course.” 



Chapter Twenty-Four

Moscow Calling!

◆◆◆

Leaving the apartment, even for the shortest errand, was becoming an irritating logistics feat involving contacting Rania, who deployed security before we ventured out. 


After making love and enjoying cuddling in the afterglow under a warm duvet, Victor and I discussed the problems of privacy. We made some minor adjustments to the remodeling of our house. 


When I woke, he reached out for me, swiping a flailing arm across the bed until connecting. 


“Amy?” 


“I’m here.” 


“I worried you left.” 


“Aww, that’s nice, but it’s early to call Rania and book my freedom.” 


“I love you, sweetheart, and I’m very sorry about all of this.” 


I stared at him, still half-awakened as he was. I wanted to make love or at least cuddle the morning away, but we were busy. As I examined my boyfriend, I remembered the slightly standoffish, businesslike man who met me in his office, contrasting to the gentle lover who lay next to me now. 


Jesus, I’m in a relationship. 


A real relationship. 


What a journey. 


I skipped into the shower ahead of Victor while he stretched a few kinks out of his muscles. After my massage, he felt better, but I figured we both needed the gym as a matter of urgency. 


When he exited the shower, Victor passed me like a hare, overtaking the tortoise, grooming, and dressing in quick time while I still played with the hairdryer. 


I felt somewhat guilty when arriving in the kitchen to a steaming Latte, enticing fruit and muesli bowl with a side of strawberry yogurt and a bottle of skimmed milk. 


“I’ll do the dishes.” 


“It’s not a competition, Amy. If I were busy, you’d carry the burden, right?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


“Then let me help you. I have very little going on today aside from untangling  the questionable manner of my being trafficked as a child.” 


“I hadn’t thought of it that way. There are a lot of legal issues to work through if this ever comes to light.” 


“On the bright side, I may be entitled to a Russian passport.” 


My head spun, and I was relieved to see Victor was joking. He pointed at me, grinned, and then almost fell over laughing. I said nothing, but a seed of worry about how this awful situation might affect our child suddenly germinated in my mind. 


“Have you communicated with the contractors, Victor?” 


“Yes, and I’ve told them we’ll meet around 3 p.m. at the house. Once your meeting with the mental health company concludes.” 


“Fuck!” 


I sat heavily on the sofa, checking everything I needed was in my bag and that I had a full charge on my phone. I stared at Victor, frowning while feeling a mild panic rising. 


“You’re feeling the pressure, right?” 


“Yeah.” 


“Ask Sarah to help you find someone to help. She lists people who can temp for her at short notice. There was a guy who stood in for a week. He was excellent.” 


“I will, but having a personal assistant feels pretentious.” 


“It’s how your life will be, Amy. You must focus on the big decisions, not spend hours on the phone arranging meetings and scheduling.” 


“I’ve lapsed on my study work.” 


“While we’re at the house, why not spend a few hours in your study, then we’ll return here later when the traffic is lighter.” 


“Good idea, sweetheart.” 


I was still thinking as a student even though, in just two weeks, my life had irreversibly changed. Victor hadn’t pushed me into looking at the online mental health service provider, but he had brought it into focus, giving me the resources I needed to move forward. 


“Are you ready, Amy?” 


“Just one thing, sweetheart. My period is due in two days.” 


Victor looked stunned as though a massively important target were dangled in front of him. He sat next to me with puppy dog love in his eyes and painted on a cute expression. He smiled, almost lost for words, and leaned in, kissing me. 


“I hope you are pregnant, Amy.” 


“Me too, but if not, it will happen soon.” 


I knew Victor had fertility testing done and had insisted all surrogate applicants did as well. I’d submitted blood tests, confirming hormone levels and my ovarian reserve. We were both very fertile. 


“If we are pregnant, these pressures on us must be solved, or our baby might be affected.” 


“Consider it done, Amy. I have a legal expert attending the meeting with my Mother and alleged Father this morning. I will bring additional contractors into the house, security is being reconfigured to be more couples-friendly, and you are considering taking on an assistant.  


When we arrived at Victor’s office, I noticed a change because the stresses eased off, and it felt like I was on a magic carpet ride. We were whisked through security without credentials being checked onto my boyfriend’s private elevator, with Kasimir and Rania glued to us. 


The stainless steel doors opened; Sarah was there to greet us, and steaming hot coffee was already on Victor’s desk. 


Kasimir handed out file folders while Victor’s personal assistant kneeled close to me and smiled as though we had unfinished business. I jolted into life when realizing I was remiss in asking a question. 


“Oh sorry, Sarah… Victor spoke to you already?” 


“He messaged suggesting you might want help finding a personal assistant.” 


 “I do.” 


“Man or woman?” 


“Is there a difference?” 


She grinned and winked, so I knew what was coming and began laughing before her quip hit. 


“Do you need a drawing, Amy?” 


“I hadn’t thought about the differences, to be honest. I don’t worry about working with men, so I have no gender preference.” 


“Kyle, it is then. He stood in for me when I took a week’s vacation in Bermuda.” 


Sarah looked wistful and pulled gently on her lip while both her cheeks reddened before the slightest hint of a lewd smile was apparent. I guessed she didn’t take many vacations, but when she did, they were not something to be revealed.  


She caught herself mid-revelation, raised both eyebrows, and composed herself, knowing the cat was out of the bag, giggling. 


“Is he good, Sarah?” 


“Umm, who?” 


She looked terrified, suddenly realizing she was digging a deeper hole. 


“Kyle… who else? Bermuda?” 


“Ahh, yes, of course. I was miles away, sorry. It took Victor three days to realize I was gone. Kyle is a nice guy too, super effective, and very experienced.” 


“Kyle, it is then.” 


“He’ll be along later today. I’ll set up a desk for him here, and I’m sure he’ll reach out to you soon.” 


“Thank you, Sarah… are you returning to Bermuda any time soon?” 


“Oh… I wish.” 


Sarah left, and I sipped my coffee, wondering how Kyle might help me alleviate the strain. I chuckled about Sarah’s innocent slip-up and was pleased to see her humanity shine through. 


Kasimir prepared the wall screen, and a graphic showing Artyom’s holdings was soon displayed. There were a lot of companies, some inside Russia, others outside, but the number attributed to their value was enormous. 


Victor sat on the front edge of his desk, staring at me sitting right in front. He pointed at the screen. 


“Artyom’s financial and asset holdings are immense, Amy.” 


“But compared with yours, they are tiny, right?” 


“I have control of much more wealth through majority shareholding at two banks and several equity funds. Artyom has more wholly-owned assets and lots of cash, gold, and other precious metals.” 


“What does that mean?” 


“I’m not the target, Amy.” 


“Artyom is?” 


“Yes. The Russian government got wind of his wealth and how it had crept past their border. Artyom owns considerable assets in Venezuela and Iran, specifically gas and oil exploration contracts.” 


“And Mother Russia wants them?” 


“Yes. He never gave them a share, so they began digging around.” 


“Then why are they coming for us?” 


“We don’t know for sure who attacked you. Kasimir believes if Artyom is right about a danger to us, then it’s because Russian investigators discovered me while checking on him.” 


“And now they want a bite of two wealthy, influential cherries.” 


“Exactly.” 


“Victor… while we were sleeping, how did you discover all of this?” 


“The team we pay are excellent at their job. Kasimir e-mailed me a one-page summary of the intelligence picture so far last night. I read it while dicing strawberries at breakfast.” 


“Okay… I need Kyle.” 


Sarah popped her head around the door, looking worried. 


“I have your mother and err… Artyom in the lobby. They arrived together. Traffic was a bitch, apparently.” 


“Bring them to the conference room. We’ll go there now.” 


“Your legal counsel has also arrived.” 


“Bring her as well.” 


We walked to a glass conference room with a polished one-piece oak table that could seat twenty people. A smartly dressed steward served more coffee, which I gratefully accepted. Victor sat at the head of the table with me to his right while our security skulked outside, waiting for guests to arrive. 


When one of my college professors walked into the room, grinning at me with her arms wide open, I almost fell off the chair. 


“Professor Wainwright?” 


“You should call me Gabriella here, Amy. It’s lovely to see you again.” 


My favorite professor, who taught international law at Columbia, kissed both my cheeks before shaking Victor’s hand. His lips pursed, and a cheeky grin calmed my nerves. 


“I asked for Gabriella’s counsel on this matter.” 


“I can’t think of anyone better to support us.” 


When she stumbled into the room, Charlotte looked like she hadn’t slept. Her nerves were frayed, and she didn’t care about the no-smoking policy, drawing pure tar out of what looked like an unfiltered cigarette. She opted to sit at the furthest point away from us possible. 


Oh fuck, she’s not slept. 


The weariness in her eyes, ruffled clothing from the previous day, and slightly unruly hair gave it away. I summoned our steward and whispered instructions. As he slid a glass of water and double espresso in front of her, Charlotte smiled weakly at me. 


Then Artyom sat directly opposite her for reasons I couldn’t fathom. Victor, Gabriella and I glanced at one another briefly before my boyfriend got up and moved to the other end of the table, followed by us. 


“I sat here so you wouldn’t suffer the cigarette smoke, and now you all follow because of him?” 


“I’m not shouting from the other end of the table, Mother.” 


The level of anticipation in the room felt charged with electricity. I glanced from Victor’s alleged father, who seemed relaxed, to his mother, who was anything but. 


It surprised me when Artyom reached over the table, gently placing his hand across Charlotte’s. She looked up with tears welling in her eyes, thoroughly miserable. 


“Thank you, Charlotte.” 


“What for?” 


“They would have given Victor away regardless of whether it was to you. He has a great mother. I can see that.” 


“I love him as if he were mine… which he is.” 


In her tired eyes, I saw a mother’s love and the ferocity by which her children would be defended. She glanced everywhere except at Victor. 


“They would have killed my wife and me, probably Victor as well, had we attempted to defect.” 


“Those men told me you were unwilling to let go of your son.” 


“Yes, but in the end, we had no choice.” 


Both parents looked sad for different reasons. When Artyom regarded his son, he saw a mirror of himself and a life of missed opportunity. Victor seemed impenetrable, and I worried about why he had said nothing so far.  


Artyom squeezed Charlotte’s hand tightly, and both smiled. 


“I’m glad you kept his name and loved him very much.” 


“Victor’s name seemed important, and I still love him.” 


“I know.” 


“I meant to tell the truth, but there never seemed to be a good time to do that.” 


”The cat is out of the bag now.” 


His comment drew a smile from everyone, including Victor. I wasn’t sure how the meeting should proceed, and a hand gripping mine from under the table suggested my boyfriend had no idea either. 


The atmosphere soothed, and I suddenly felt a brighter outlook for all parties was possible. Charlotte coughed and glanced up from her half-empty glass of water. 


“I drank heavily last night, Artyom. I’ve not done that in thirty years. I also smoked far too much. I feel like shit right now. I want some answers, please.” 


“What would you like to know?” 


“Why did you come here? Why now?” 


“Our son is in danger, a tragic consequence of my life. I’m sure he’s figured it out.” 


“What did you do?” 


Her talons were out, and I was certain Victor could see his mother’s protective nature for him. She was ready to attack, but Artyom wasn’t the enemy, and I figured she knew that. 


“I became wealthy beyond my remit. The Russian leadership discovered my foreign holdings, leading them to Victor, Amy, and you.” 


“You caused this problem for all of us?” 


“Yes, Charlotte, I did.” 


“What are you doing about it?” 


Victor wanted to speak and raised his hand. He seemed calculating, and I thought perhaps somewhat pleased at how the meeting progressed. 


“Gabriella will help fix your problems, Mom.” 


“Oh, it’s Mom now?” 


“Let’s not get into that here and now.” 


“Why do I need help?” 


“We don’t know whether you’ve broken any laws that are within the statute of limitations. 


Charlotte face-planted into her hands, sobbing. Victor stood and went to her side, hugging his bereft mother. Gabriella cleared her throat to make a point. 


“If you don’t come clean now and wrongdoing is revealed later, Victor and Amy are mired in this.” 


I was shellshocked, knowing my University professor had nailed it. The legal ball of wool kept unraveling, and suddenly, my degree and career were at risk. 


Artyom looked surprisingly confident. 


“Victor, I know you did a work-up on my companies yesterday.” 


“How do you know that?” 


“I’m retired from the KGB, son, not senile. Your people got what they wanted because I allowed it. You know about my oil and gas holdings.” 


“Yes.” 


“I’m willing to fold on those companies and hand them over. That will haul Russia off your back. It dents my wealth, but I won’t go hungry.” 


“What about the people who attacked Amy?” 


“I have no idea who they are except they had nothing to do with me or the Russian government.” 


“It was Caprica.” 


I immediately felt sick. Something awful happened. It was a game-changing moment when the room spun, and Victor’s tragic expression flickered momentarily before anger sparked. 


“What do you mean, Mother?” 


“Caprica hired people to frighten off Amy. They would have hurt her, perhaps even killed her, had I not found out last night.” 


“How did you find out?” 


“Caprica told me what she’d done. I got drunk, and when I woke up this morning, she lay in the bath with her wrists sliced open.” 


“Oh, Jesus Christ… is she dead?” 


“Your sister is in a coma on life-support.” 



Chapter Twenty-Five

When It Rains It Pours

◆◆◆

Victor’s concern was instant, and he called Sarah to confirm an update on Caprica’s condition. I studied Charlotte, who constantly shook her head, looking like she was going out of her mind with worry. The tears kept flowing, and I was convinced they weren’t fake. 


“Leave Caprica to the doctors, Victor. Hazel and Clara are with her anyway. Your siblings are at least capable of sitting beside the bed of an unconscious sister.” 


“Are the people Caprica paid now disengaged, Mother?” 


“I don’t know.” 


“Did you tell her to call them off?” 


“Of course I did, Victor. What the fuck do you take me for?” 


She snarled. The situation was increasingly getting on top of her. Victor saw her anxiety, and his expression softened.  


My boyfriend was in crisis management mode. I watched him making quick, tiny decisions in his mind, each leading to another conclusion until he had a plan. 


When he was ready, Victor sighed and smiled warmly at his Mother before addressing my University law professor. 


“Gabriella, can you leave now and get working on my mother’s continued freedom?” 


“Of course, Victor. I’m sure this can all be fixed.” 


When she got up to leave, I saw she was concerned. I felt sure Gabriella had no idea what a dangerous mess she’d agreed to intervene in. With her contacts, particularly in the Justice Department, Charlotte has an even chance of avoiding jail time. 


Sarah returned with a written note, which Victor read aloud. 


“Caprica has a poor prognosis. She’s severely weakened through blood loss. Do you want to be with her Mother?” 


“Yes. I must go. I’m sorry, but she wouldn’t want you there, Victor.” 


“Does my sister hate me so much?” 


“I’m afraid so, and that’s probably mostly my fault.” 


“It’s not partly my fault if that’s what you’re insinuating, Mother. This is a tragic time, but let’s not forget, I’ve paid for Caprica’s life for two decades, and she repays me by engaging a hit squad to terrorize my girlfriend.” 


“Yes, well… she made a mistake.” 


Victor rose from his seat in an absolute rage. It was the first time I’d seen him angry. The strength of feeling conveyed in his furious expression was unmistakable. 


“She made a fucking mistake? Seriously Mom? My sister was cold, calculating, and murderous. She’s committed countless felonies and knows it. That’s why she tried to kill herself.” 


“And now she’s dying. Have some pity.” 


“I’m collecting the medical expenses, getting the best doctors on her case, and providing security.” 


“Security? Why?” 


“Caprica paid dangerous people to do illegal, dirty work, and now they have been exposed. You do the math, Mom.” 


“We need to inform the police.” 


“I let you deal with that. Once you tell them the whole story, Caprica will be handcuffed to her Intensive Care bed. It’s your call.” 


“Oh fuck! What should we do, Victor.” 


“I’m moving Hannah back into our home. You and my siblings can live safely where she was until this is all sorted out.” 


“You have another home?” 


“From now on, you have no right to ask about my life.” 


Kasimir practically shoehorned Charlotte out of her chair and had someone outside the office care for her. I could imagine Hannah’s face when someone arrived to help her pack and return to Victor’s principal residence. I shook my head and was noticed by Victor. 


“Are you okay, Amy?” 


“It’s a mess. An awful, contrived, nasty, deceitful mess.” 


“Yes, it is, and I apologize for that from the bottom of my heart.” 


“It’s not your fault, Victor. As harsh as I think you were with your mother… everything you said was true.” 


“The problem isn’t the manner of my adoption, Amy… it’s this ongoing in-fighting amongst my siblings. Hazel is no better than Caprica. Clara is the only one with an iota of decency.” 


“Then it is up to you to lead them.” 


“What do you mean? I’m the youngest.” 


“You’re also the one with resources and the sense to right the family ship.” 


“Why should I bother?” 


Victor looked confused and slightly irritated but was always willing to listen. I wasn’t sure it was my place to push an agenda and was glad when Artyom finally offered an opinion. 


“You bother Victor because family is important. I let go of a son for he and my wife to live. Charlotte was good to you, as were the siblings who now fight for your fortune.” 


“Do you think I was harsh?” 


“No, but now is not the time to abandon family. You have done the right thing. I feel proud of the man you are.” 


“You may not be my father.” 


Sarah grimaced and waved a hand, sliding an envelope across the table to Victor. 


“This was couriered from the laboratory ten minutes ago.” 


“DNA results?” 


“Yes.” 


“What do they say, Sarah?” 


“The test confirms to an accuracy of ninety-nine point nine percent that Artyom is your father.” 


The men stared at each other agog, one beaming from ear to ear while the other was still confused and inscrutable. Victor slid the test results across the table to me, and I opened the document. His next question stunned me. 


“Do either you or my biological mother have any congenital diseases?” 


“No.” 


“Are there any hereditary conditions? I mean such things as MS, mental illness, Downs syndrome… anything, Artyom?” 


“No, why would you ask?” 


“Because Amy and I are starting a family. It’s an important question for her to know more than me.” 


“Okay, and now you’ve asked it, and it’s answered. If you want to know anything further, let me know.” 


There was a terrible silence while both men processed the news of their familial connection. I’d already known Victor was Artyom’s son and was sure my boyfriend also knew it. They looked too similar to be unrelated, but there was nothing better to crystalize the mind than reading facts confirmed in black and white. 


“My mother?” 


“She is safe and will arrive here soon.” 


“Then what?” 


“Russian agents will reach out to me, you also, maybe. They will negotiate.” 


“Is this how it works?” 


“Ever since the Second World War, son. This is the way.” 


“It’s all about money, then?” 


“It’s also about corruption. I was one of many who benefitted from the fall of the Soviet Union.” 


“And now they want their money back?” 


“That’s a simplistic view, Victor, but yes.” 


“When will my birth mother arrive?” 


“In two days.” 


“Will you both stay with Amy and me at our house?” 


Artyom was taken aback, wrongly assuming Victor wasn’t interested in him or the wife who must be terrified about being moved from her home and across borders secretly. 


“Are you sure we are welcome to stay, Victor?” 


“You said family is important, and I agree. You and your wife are my family, no matter how surprising that is. I want you both to be safe and comfortable.” 


“Then I accept and thank you.” 


Victor stood, followed closely by Artyom, then me. We congregated awkwardly between the conference room table and door, with my boyfriend offering his father a handshake. 


It was a little comical seeing Artyom stare at the hand, chuckle, and then heartily hug the son he lost as a baby. 


“I’m sorry for everything that happened to you son.” 


“It’s nobody’s fault. We are all victims of circumstance.” 


I had to hurry to meet with the mental health company, so I kissed Victor goodbye and went to find Sarah. I discovered her exasperated and muttering to herself while shuffling piles of file folders and documents around her desk. 


“You look flustered, Sarah.” 


“I have Kyle arriving in a few minutes, accommodation arrangements to make for both Victor’s families, and a meeting to kick off for you.” 


“You need a personal assistant.” 


She laughed, moved a few more files around, then straightened up and stared at me, having had an epiphany. 


“I do.” 


“Yes. You’re more like a Chief of Staff than a personal assistant. You need help more than I do.” 


She sat down heavily and stared at her desk, imagining how it had gotten so bad. I smiled inwardly when she opened a small diary and ran her finger down a list. 


“Victor told me to get help a year ago. I didn’t want to, but referring to me as a Chief of Staff makes all the difference.” 


“Point me toward my meeting, and I’ll kick it off myself.” 


“I’m sure Kyle will be there. It’s in the conference room you just used.” 


When I strolled around the corner, the meeting room had six occupants, all in the process of introducing each other while helping themselves to refreshments from the hospitality trolley. 


I’d attended meetings many times, but this felt different because I was leading it. I spent a moment outside, watching how people congregated, welcomed each other, and finally naturally took their seats, depending on their seniority. 


When everyone was settled, I strolled in, shaking each person’s hand. There were two people from Victor’s assigned due diligence team, with three more from Mindful, including its CEO, Ethan. 


When I reached the last man and shook his hand, I noticed how impeccably dressed and groomed he was. 


“You’re Kyle?” 


“I am your new Man Friday.” 


“You have a job on your hands.” 


He sat to my right, grinned, and began note-taking, first listing those present. I glanced around the table, judging each person, whether on my side or Ethan’s, then plowed right in. 


“I’m sorry if you feel this is too direct, but a thirty million dollar valuation for five percent equity is too far out for me.” 


Ethan frowned, rubbed his chin, curled his smile upside down, and stared at the ceiling. I guessed he’d had the same discussion wherever he went and was about done with it. 


“What do you propose, Amy?” 


“Fifty percent share for thirty million. We’ll add an agreement that all future funding calls are covered using shareholder bank loans at base rate from Victor.” 


“Oh. I wasn’t expecting that.” 


“You anticipated I would lowball you?” 


“Everyone else has tried.” 


“Victor must agree because it’s his money being invested as well, but it’s the only deal I’ll recommend. We don’t want five percent equity to become diluted by subsequent funding calls.” 


“No, that’s understandable. I could have issued future shares from my allocation, though, and avoided a dilution.” 


“This way, you won’t have to grind out funding call meetings like this one, seeking more money.” 


“Okay… fifty percent is fine, anything else, Amy?” 


“Yeah. Ethan, I’d like your thoughts on the billing and remuneration model.” 


“Go on. I hadn’t realized you were so well informed.” 


“You currently have five countries using the software to provide online mental health therapy sessions on video call. Each one has local billing arrangements based on their market rates.” 


“Yes, that ensures each therapist bills and is paid a fair rate depending on their territory.” 


“But there is no pro-bono care offered in any territory.” 


“No. It’s a significant issue and one I’ve tried to address.” 


“Can you revisit that in the next couple of weeks?” 


“Of course. Is your offer contingent on us having a pro-bono scheme?” 


“No. We should discuss it, and I’d like to see options.” 


“Is there anything else, Amy?” 


“Nothing that flags right now. I’ll leave you with Kyle and our due diligence team. I guess that process will take a couple of weeks, during which time we’ll need a lockout agreement preventing you from negotiating with anyone else.” 


“And that’s it?” 


“Yeah… so long as Due Diligence comes back clean and Victor signs off… we have a deal.” 


The meeting took less than ten minutes, and I was glad it went well. It wouldn’t always be plain sailing, but today, I needed a break, got one, and now it was time to move home. 


I checked my phone, saw a message from Victor, and opened it. 


I’ll meet you at the house. 


I typed back, confirming I was on my way. Rania picked me up after I left the conference room. Once in the elevator, she eyeballed me and dropped a bombshell. 


“Caprica has disappeared.” 


“What do you mean? She was in a coma.” 


“Before our security team arrived, she was collected by a team of medics who just rolled her out on the bed with all equipment attached and took her somewhere in an ambulance.” 


“Oh fuck! Does Victor know?” 


“Yes.” 


“Is the rest of his family okay… Charlotte?” 


“Everyone else is fine.” 



Chapter Twenty-Six

A Secret Gift

◆◆◆

I checked my phone before exiting the elevator. An urgent message from Victor had arrived, so I shielded my screen because it was private. 


Victor - It’s done. 


Amy - That’s great… is everything okay. 


Victor - So far, so good, see you at the house. 


Greg was back on regular driving duty, standing beside my car, grinning as though he were pleased to see me. He opened my car door, which was parked in Victor’s private area, while Rania followed me, ready to unholster a pistol I saw bulging under her jacket. 


“I’m sorry your free time was canceled, Greg.” 


“I can’t complain. Four days of being with my folks wasn’t bad and probably just enough before bad blood started flowing. Now we’re all hands to the pumps, I see.” 


I didn’t respond or offer details about our predicament because I had no idea how much Victor wanted the staff briefed. Greg drove carefully, constantly checking his mirrors. I glanced at his side mirror frequently, eventually spotting a chase vehicle behind that he kept in view. 


When we arrived at the house, it was a hive of activity inside and out, with cleaners, contractors, and staff racing around, finishing off, clearing out, or generally getting stuck in to finalize their work. 


As I made it through the front door, Hannah saw me, shouted, and waved before racing across the foyer and hugging me. She wafted an arm over the remodeled home and people scurrying about their work. 


“I think you had something to do with this, Amy.” 


“The house?” 


“Yes, of course, the house… what else could I be talking about?” 


Oh… you have no fucking idea. 


“We decided more privacy was needed… oh, but not from you. Guests are inside the inner sanctum; only visitors have access restricted.” 


“You mean Victor’s family, right?” 


“Them too, but not exclusively. Victor felt the house needed to become more homely.” 


“So he asked his future wife to help out redesigning?” 


“I’m not that.” 


“Of course you are, Amy and you guys are perfect together.” 


“I’m very happy.” 


I didn’t dwell on the matter of marriage. Being together and planning a family with Victor was enough. I had money; Victor had much more. We had what amounted to a prenup, and a legal bond between us would complicate matters. 


“Tell me about your week-long stay at Casa Reserve.” 


“You saw Victor’s backup house. It’s nice but characterless like this place was until today. It was okay, but I felt lonely.” 


What about Martin? 


“Lonely? Really?” 


“Ah, so it was you?” 


“What was me?” 


She pointed at me, staring and shaking her head like I’d been caught red-handed. Her loneliness ruse drawing me in was subtle, I’ll grant, but I thought there was still an opportunity to escape owning my shit. Hannah grinned wryly, waiting for my confession. 


“I don’t know what you mean, Hannah.” 


“Martin?” 


“Ahh.” 


“Yeah… ahh. You manipulated a situation to have him sent over to me while you guys fucked night and day in your penthouse lovenest.” 


“It was fortuitous, and I thought you might enjoy spending time with a guy who likes you.” 


“I never knew he did, Amy.” 


“I know.” 


She swayed from side to side, clasped both hands behind her back, and flushed bright red like a child on stage at Christmas Panto. 


“We’re dating. It’s nothing serious, but he loves wooing me, and I really like that as well.” 


“I thought you’d be too busy training to be wooed, Hannah.” 


“He’s so fucking attentive it just sweeps me away. I could talk to that man about anything all night, Amy.” 


“How are you finding time to date, though?” 


“Incredibly, Martin fits his time around mine. He gets that my training regime makes things difficult but pursues me anyway. I’m so flattered, and he’s really cute.” 


“It worked out then?” 


“I like him, and that’s helped me get fully clear of feelings for Victor.” 


I felt a loop close where a problem suddenly vanished, replaced by a new friendship and blossoming love. It was a small victory, but I’d take it regardless, hoping this one bright light would catalyze another. 


“What’s going on here, Amy? I sense friction, and my move back here was thrust upon me at lightning speed.” 


“It’s not my business to say, sweetie, but it’s an improving situation and nothing to worry yourself over.” 


Another car pulled up outside, and I saw Artyom exit the rear passenger door, joined quickly by a tonne of luggage removed from the truck. When everything was ushered towards the front door, I took my leave of Hannah and walked to the stairs, confounded by the glass door I knew was being installed. 


Emma came from nowhere, providing me with a lanyard and security swipe card. 


“Press the card to any scanner, and you’ll have access.” 


“Has everything been installed upstairs, Emma?” 


“Plumbing is in. The cabinetry will take another couple of days. Refrigeration will arrive by Friday, and I have installers ready.” 


“And the Lacancha Sully?” 


“They can ship your range cooker from Snohomish, Washington State, in two days. That’s another couple of days by road, but they only deliver to kerbside uncrated.”  


“Did they have coral blue with brass trim?” 


“Yes.” 


“Do you have an installation contractor lined up?” 


“Of course. Does Victor know anything about this, Amy?” 


She looked excited, and I guessed Emma was as pleased about the secret kitchen I was building for Victor as I was. She grinned and licked her lips.  


“No. It’s a gift for Victor, and I’ll be a friend for life if he doesn’t find out till next week.” 


“Have no fears, but he will need a great deal of other equipment, knives, other utensils, and chopping boards.” 


“We’ll shop for them together.” 


“Victor shops now?” 


Our housekeeper looked incredulous and held a hand over her mouth, stifling laughter. She was a kind woman, humorous, and very effective but unconvinced by my claim that Victor was, in a way, domesticated. 


“Why don’t you and I sit and chat about the house over the coming days, Emma.” 


“I love what you’re both doing. It feels more like a home, with guests where they should be, altogether less rowdy… I love it.” 


“Let’s talk about how much better it can be, shall we?” 


“Great, Amy… thank you.” 


I rushed upstairs, past our bedroom to the corridor end, where I turned left and saw expert cabinet makers and floorers building a kitchen from the few images I’d found online. 


I’d opted for an oak herringbone pattern, creating a stylish modern parquet floor sympathetic to the character and history of a gorgeous house. 


The cabinets were of simple, solid wood, painted teal with tiny gold detailing and brass fittings. Some fronts were glass, others plain, but everything looked beautiful. 


I returned down the hall, accessed our bedroom, and saw my boyfriend standing naked, having just come from the shower. His cock, always an impressive sight, looked ready for playtime. 


“Fuck! That’s a sight for sore eyes.” 


“Hello, Amy.” 


You can always tell when someone is genuinely pleased to see you. Even though Victor and I had been apart for less than three hours, his eyes sparkled, and face lit up. 


“The house looks amazing, Amy.” 


“You look nicer.” 


“I had a session in the gym.” 


I admired his physique, enjoying how ripped his muscles were after a thorough workout. He looked good enough to fuck, but there were other, more important matters to deal with first. 


“Okay… what about Caprica? I got your message, and it was a big relief.” 


“She’s safe, and nobody knows I had her moved. The doctors hope for a full recovery, but Caprica isn’t out of the woods yet.” 


“I think moving her was for the best, Victor. Nobody should get to her until we know what the fuck is going on.” 


“I wanted to explain my plan to Mom because she’s in a hell of a state, but that would have exposed everything, and the trail would run cold.” 


“Even Rania doesn’t know you had Caprica moved.” 


“When Kasimir acts, he does it to an absolutely devastating effect. Nobody will find Caprica, and when she is well again, I can put your plan for a new identity into action if needs be.” 


“Has Kasimir confirmed his initial suspicions?” 


“He is convinced Caprica’s suicide was staged and that whoever did it won’t stop until she’s dead, preferably making it look like she killed herself.” 


“I don’t believe your mother had anything to do with her suicide attempt, but you have to keep the secret and keep Caprica safe until this whole mess is sorted.” 


Victor knew all about his sister’s alleged suicide attempt before Charlotte told him what had happened. He had people everywhere, including at the home he’d bought for his Mother. 


When a call came, he took it and said nothing to me at breakfast but had already instructed Kasimir to investigate and have Caprica moved to safety from the hospital. 


“Are we breaking the law, Amy?” 


“In giving Caprica a new identity, yes, especially if what Catherine said is true about her paying someone to cause me harm.” 


“What’s the alternative?” 


“Caprica wakes up, and nobody is trying to kill her. You and I don’t file criminal complaints, and she gets to carry on without changing her name and having to move outside the U.S.” 


“I’d rather she didn’t go to prison.” 


“Me too, honey, but there is a long way to go until anything becomes clear. Until then, at least your sister is safe.” 


“Have I done the right thing, Amy?” 


“I think so, yes. Caprica is an ass, but as you said, she’s family.” 


I undressed and pointed to Victor’s cock, teasingly pulling at my bottom lip. 


“May I, after showering, please?” 


“I am yours to command.” 


“And I, yours, Victor. I love that we are equals in every sense.” 


“To each their strength.” 


Aside from the obvious issues of having people out there wanting to kill Caprica, possibly me, and a bunch of problems with the Russian government, I felt good. 


As I skipped away to enjoy a hot shower, Victor shouted after me. 


“I like the new shower design, Amy.” 


“I couldn’t resist it.” 


I’d asked Emma to have a special rainmaker shower installed. It had a massive, flat, square monsoon head that rained heavily while three smaller twisting heads embedded across the length powered jets of water onto the bather’s skin, massaging. 


It was the best shower I’d had, and when I was done, having peeled a plastic hair cover off, I looked ready to dress for an evening dinner party. 


Victor lay on his front, reading something on his phone and kicking his legs. I couldn’t resist his firm ass cheeks, diving between his legs, nibbling gently. 


“Hmm, that feels so nice.” 


I licked down one thigh, enjoying the muscle spasms elicited by my warm tongue, leaving a damp trail behind. At his knee, I circled my tongue around before licking down Victor’s calf while he moaned softly. 


With warm, sticky lips, I planted soft kisses along his tensed muscles, enjoying tiny tremors of arousal shuddering through him. When I slowly crawled up Victor’s trembling spine with a knee on either side of his body, my pussy ached for his cock, leaking beads of my shameful arousal on his skin. 


As a signal of wonders yet to be enjoyed, I gently spurred my heels into his hips, rasping solid nipples along his warm flesh while whispering my undying love. 


“Oh god, Amy. How did I live without you?” 


“I think it was far less dangerous.” 


He laughed while I kissed around his neck, licking gently, tracing moist lines, and exploring him until I nibbled his earlobe, delighting in how aroused he sounded. His breathing quickened, lifting me up and down on a powerful back with striated muscles rippling under a pleasure load created by me. 


I kneaded my breasts into his back while gently rifling my fingers through thick hair, massaging his head. My face was close to his, almost peeking around the corner of his neck when he twisted his to see me, and I swear to god, Victor looked like he was in heaven. 


“I want to be taken, please, boyfriend.” 


“You don’t mean roughly, surely, Amy?” 


“Not roughly, but I want you to have dominion over me and plant your seed deep inside my belly.” 


He considered the moment, grinning before stretching his neck to kiss me. An idea occurred; his mischievous expression confirmed it, and I readied myself for fun. 


“I want to fuck you standing up, Amy, cradling your ass in my hands if that’s okay.” 


“That sounds plenty like being taken to me.” 


“Why do you want to be taken so badly, Amy?” 


I spread my knees wide apart, pressing my thighs into his hips while rubbing my pussy against the arch in his back. I wriggled up until my lips were almost inside his ear, then whispered. 


“Because I want you, your babies, and your seed planted deep inside me.” 


“Okay, you fired the starting gun.” 


He rolled me gently off his back, kissing me briefly before standing and lifting me off the bed while I wrapped both arms around his neck. We kissed passionately, like a collision of thunderclouds, sparking bolts of passion. 


I enjoyed his clawing fingers, stroking, gripping, then prising my ass cheeks wide apart while his tongue tangled with mine, steaming through the corridors of my mind like lava pouring into the ocean.  


I stepped up into his cupped hands, wrapping my legs tightly around his waist and gripping his back with my heels. 


“Are you ready?“ 


“Put me on your lovely cock, please, Victor.” 


I snuggled into him romantically, nestling my face into the crook of Victor’s neck while he lowered me, and wiggled my body slightly until his cock breached my pussy hole, sliding deep inside. 


I gasped and kissed his neck before nibbling an earlobe while Victor slid me slowly, inexorably, and wonderfully down his stiff cock. 


“I feel the shape of your cock inside me. Every bulging vein, tube, and the foreskin pillowed ridge of your glans leaves an imprint.” 


“You are so tight and warm inside, Amy. It’s like my cock is being massaged by angels wearing silk gloves.” 


I tossed my hair back tantalizingly and gazed into his eyes as Victor slid me up his cock, then back down while I squeezed tightly until he was balls deep inside me. I used my heels to grip and helped my boyfriend speed up the stroke that fucked me hard. 


I moaned, screamed, and almost cried from the happiness of having him deep inside me. It felt beautiful; he had the dominion over me that I needed at that moment. I saw love writ large on a beautiful face as Victor slid my pussy up and down his solid shaft. 


My body sizzled with muscles spasming and rippling like the tide turning fast, tearing the ocean surface apart. I entered my orgasm slowly, like a tickle that spun up into tumultuous waves of delicious pleasure before a rumble, rolling like thunder until lightning exploded in my mind, and I threw my head back, screaming joy at the ceiling. 


His cock probed deep inside me, repeatedly plundering and stretching my hole wide until a final stroke, then his rampant roar as my boyfriend emptied his seed deep inside me. 


“That’s it, Victor; please give me every drop, sweetheart.” 


“You are mine.” 


“Yes, I am, honey.” 


“I am yours, Amy.” 


“I know… thank you, baby.” 


I felt as though heaven opened a small door, allowing me entry where I could collect the man of my dreams. Victor stood in white robes, bathed in a beautiful, soft light. 


“I am here for you, Amy.” 


“As I am for you, Victor.” 



Chapter Twenty-Seven

Watch The Ball Under The Cup

◆◆◆

When my eyes opened, I twitched my nose, enjoying the orange-scented potpourri Victor bought for me. I’d told him the citrus fruit was my favorite scent and color. Now, I had orange-scented soap, candles, and a matching color bath towel to wrap myself in. 


I rolled out of bed and gently tousled his hair until he woke before kissing my boyfriend on the forehead. 


“Are you coming to the gym, Victor?” 


“Yes, I’ll join you in five minutes, sweetheart, I promise. Perhaps training so late yesterday wasn’t the best idea.” 


“I’m sure your workout was full on as well; not good after five days of rest.” 


I shot off, wanting to be on time for my spinning class, knowing Hannah would also be there. I was wary about leaving Victor alone for too long, given that my surprise in the making for him was twenty meters along the corridor. 


I was a minute late, but Hannah waited on the start line for me. I saw Kayleigh’s image flash on the screen when I started my bike. She smiled, acknowledging me, and Hannah chuckled because I’d rushed so manically, throwing my bag aside while half-mounting the saddle as we set off. 


“You hate being late, Amy.” 


“Yes… I also hate not winning, and everyone has left us for dust.” 


“You’re super competitive. We’d better catch up then, although it might be good to tag along at the back today.” 


I glanced at her and saw immediately she wasn’t joking. I would never beat Hannah and couldn’t expect to, but everyone else was fair game. 


“If I lose because I wasn’t good enough, I can live with it. I don’t like performing badly.” 


“If you want to improve, you must slow down, Amy. You’ll have to do that anyway as your pregnancy develops.” 


“Why slow down now though?” 


“Because every day you train, your body becomes slightly more exhausted until each session is a workout on tired legs. You’ll notice a huge change today because you didn’t train for a few days.” 


Hannah was right, as you’d expect, and pretty soon, we flew past the group with my cadence statistics blowing past every personal best. I glanced frequently at her, enjoying the company while she coasted effortlessly, warming up for a main session. 


“Can I ask you something, please, Amy? It’s personal about Victor.” 


“I’ll answer if I can.” 


“Did you push Martin toward me because Victor and I had a fling, and you want to be sure we’re detached?” 


“You were girlfriend and boyfriend; it wasn’t a fling.” 


“Yeah, fair enough… but did you… you know, the thing with Martin, I mean.” 


“I don’t think so, although I can’t be certain, Hannah. It wasn’t my intention.” 


“That’s honest. Can you share more, please?” 


I thought about her question, as I had considered its substance occasionally during private moments. My moral compass generally pointed true, but with Victor, there had been some moments over the past weeks where my emotions overtook me. 


“I wanted us to be friends, Hannah. I felt a kindness coming from you the first day we met. It doesn’t happen often, and as I recently calculated, I have three, maybe four true friends.” 


“I also liked you, although I didn’t think I was going to.” 


“Because of Victor and you?” 


“Before I met you, I considered surrogacy as highway robbery. Leasing out your uterus doesn’t seem honorable, but you changed my mind about that.” 


“Some women do it for the money, Hannah, others because they enjoy bearing life and helping create a family for those who otherwise can’t, but I wanted an heir, just as Victor did.” 


“I know, but I can’t figure out why you didn’t have me moved on and why you thrust Martin my way?” 


“I think of myself as civilized, so moving you on was out of the question, and I never considered you a rival in any case… no offense.” 


“None taken.” 


“Don’t forget, Victor and my love grew, although I’ll confess to having caught feelings for him early. If I’m not enough for Victor, then I don’t want him at all.” 


“And what about Martin?” 


“I saw love for you written all over his face. He’s a puppy dog when you are near or whenever your name is mentioned. We needed to remodel our house; your chef was away, so I gave love a very light push.” 


“Do you feel that very light push solved a problem for you?” 


“I’m not sure. I want to believe I wasn’t motivated that way, but why are you asking?” 


“I want us to be friends, Amy.” 


“But?” 


“If things don’t work out with Martin, I want you to know I have no more attraction for Victor. Perhaps I never did. I want our friendship to remain intact no matter what happens between Martin and me.” 


“It will, honey. Now, come on, I have to beat everyone except you, and the peloton is gaining. Shall we sprint for the line?” 


Victor was climbing out of the pool when I dismounted the bike, dripping with sweat. I stared at his body, sculpted beautifully, covered only by budgie smugglers. My friend leaned off her bike, almost resting her chin on my shoulder, staring at my boyfriend. 


“You have nothing to worry about from any woman, Amy, least of all me. That man loves you with all of his heart.” 


“Do you think so?” 


“If you think Martin is a puppy around me, that man is a whole barnful of ten-week-old labradors around you.” 


“Do we look good together, Hannah?” 


“Yeah, sweetheart and I can’t tell you how much I’m looking forward to seeing the first of many beautiful babies.” 


I hadn’t asked Hannah about Martin, not wishing to interfere in her personal life lest I cross a boundary in our fledgling friendship. I dove into the shower to cool off, slipped on a bathrobe, and joined my boyfriend on his journey to the dining room, similarly dressed. 


“I see breakfast is ready, Amy.” 


“This is our private dining room, Victor. I chose the menu yesterday, but we both can send Emma a selection of what we want, and it will be ready here, keeping warm in buffet trays immediately after we finish training.” 


“Ah hah, that’s why you rushed me out of bed.” 


“You were late, which is unlike you.” 


“You’re secretive, which is unlike you, Amy.” 


“It’s a surprise, and you are forbidden to question me further on the subject.” 


Victor chuckled, clasping a hand across his mouth to hide the cheese and ham omelet he was enjoying. We had left our phones on aircraft mode in a small basket at the door, an agreement we made to spend time conversing. 


“How is Hannah?” 


“Mildly concerned over my motivations regarding why Martin landed in her life.” 


“If anything, you gave a slight push. Mostly, that was caused by a decision to remodel.” 


“I told her that.” 


“Does she like him?” 


“I think so. They’re dating, and she claims it’s early days.” 


“I wouldn’t pin your hopes on any love developing, Amy.” 


“Not that it matters to you and me, but why do you say that, Victor?” 


He stared at me, judging what to say next. It was a pointed conversation, and I saw a flicker of concern in his expression. 


“Why aren’t you concerned that something might be left between me and her, Amy?” 


“I wouldn’t have crossed the bridge between surrogacy and boyfriend if I hadn’t trusted your fidelity. I loved you… yes, but I didn’t have to choose to be in love and have a relationship and wouldn’t if I thought you might want someone else.” 


“What other choice did you have than to choose love?” 


“I could have walked away, Victor. I would have suffered a few months of heartache, then recovered and moved on.” 


“We both could do that, I guess. It definitely wouldn’t have suited me then, now, or ever.” 


“And so here we are, boyfriend and girlfriend as a matter of choice. I won’t ever get jealous or possessive. We committed last night after making love.” 


“Yes, we did, Amy, and I can’t ever see that changing.” 


“Therefore, your honor… any jealousy of our former relationships is a pointless waste of emotional energy.” 


I engaged him as I would a courtroom judge, leveling my gaze, wide-eyed and smiling enough that he knew I wasn’t making fun while ensuring some polite levity prevailed. 


“It won’t always be so easy, Amy.” 


“I know, but we’ll talk problems and quarrels through, agree, compromise, and move on together until that isn’t possible.” 


“And if that day ever comes?” 


“We’ll cross that bridge at the time, Victor, but presupposing it, planning one’s action or thinking through a strategy for divorce is unhealthy if you ask me.” 


He considered my point, tapping the table, smiling but constantly processing with an enormous intellect, mulling things over. We were alike in that regard. 


“Yes, I think you’re right, Amy. I guess Hannah never told you much about me and her, though?” 


“No, and it’s none of my business either.” 


“But if I knew something about her that I could tell you, that might help ease your mind, should I?” 


“My mind is already eased by my belief in you, Victor, but now you have sparked my curiosity.” 


“Shall I reveal what I know?” 


“Would you betray a confidence in doing so?” 


“Yes… well, probably, no… I mean, yes, I would.” 


“Oh fuck, that’s not fair. Now I’m dying to know.” 


“Okay, Amy. Let me try this. You believe the bond of confidentiality between a lawyer and her client is sacred, right?” 


“Yes, it’s also enshrined in law.” 


“What about the bond of secrecy between a boyfriend and girlfriend?” 


“In reality, it lives until love dies, Victor, although two hearts once entwined that become cleaved should still respect one another’s privacy.” 


“You’re making it impossible for me to gossip, Amy.” 


“I know, and I’m desperate to hear what you have to say. I’m curious about everything; It’s in my nature.”    


I was pleased he didn’t impart Hannah’s secret, smiling inwardly at how he’d backed himself into a corner. I was as curious as hell, but it wasn’t a problem because, one way or another, my training partner and friend would eventually reveal. I just needed to be patient. 


After showering and dressing, Victor left for his office while I took to my study. I attended a lecture via Zoom, then worked two four-hour study blocks with a light lunch separating them. 


During a break, I checked on the contractors working on Victor’s new private kitchen, enjoying the signs of fine craft assembling slowly. Emma joined me at the doorway, admiring the ongoing work. 


“You must consider nurseries, Amy.” 


“That’s plural. I’m hoping for one healthy newborn, not multiples.” 


“Yes. I’m sure you and Victor will have more than one child, right?” 


“I hadn’t thought about that.” 


“Will you nurse and raise the children yourselves?” 


“Of course. We might consider childcare through the day, but I’d much rather suffer sleepless nights with my children than lose that connection to them.” 


“There are three more bedrooms nearby yours. Perhaps we should consider how they ought to be prepared and when. Once the children age, they can be moved to permanent bedrooms wherever in the home they like.” 


And so I spent an hour with Emma, family planning, bedroom by bedroom. She meant well, wasn’t intrusive, and I figured her only motivation was to help me. 


I studied until Victor returned home and joined me in my study, where we shared coffee and a catchup. Lounging on comfortable sofas with my beloved felt nice after a day of hardcore academia.  


“Mom will need to be sedated soon. She’s freaking out because we haven’t reported Caprica’s disappearance to the police, and she’s terrified of what has happened.” 


“I saw the messages about your sister from her medical team. They said she’s improving.” 


“Yes, and Kasimir is getting closer to understanding who attacked her and how they did it.” 


“Perhaps you should explain this to your mother. I’m fairly sure it wasn’t her trying to murder her daughter.” 


“I haven’t excluded Mom yet. When Kasimir does that conclusively, I’ll explain everything.” 


“Would you invite her to dinner, at least to offer her some company while this shit is getting sorted?” 


“You have an incredible way about you, Amy. I know the enmity within my family serves us no purpose, but I feel so damn angry with Mom and my siblings.” 


“Leave it for another day then, but not too long after that, or the infection spreads and gets more toxic.” 


“We’re dining with my father this evening, right?” 


“I’m looking forward to that.” 


“Me too, sweetheart, although knowing facts about his employers puts us in more danger.” 


“I doubt he would put you in danger, having suffered so much to keep you out of it.” 


“I hadn’t thought about that.” 


I saw a flicker of admiration in his expression. I was finding being in a relationship with an older man stretched my emotional maturity far more than Justin ever had. 


Where one man would have dragged me to a game, then mooned the kiss cam and had us ejected, the other would carry me to the rooftop dining area wearing a tuxedo, sauteed a steak, served me, and then cradled me in his arms while we watched the stars. 


Victor’s phone vibrated; he answered a message, then a call came through, and my boyfriend put it on speaker. 


“Hello, Kasimir.” 


“Hi, boss.” 


“What have you discovered?” 


“A four-man team entered the house through the maintenance and service side door at 3 a.m.” 


“That means someone inside the house let them in. Did you get CCTV?” 


“Nothing from Charlotte’s house. I got the footage from a neighbor. It just about captures the door. It was opened from the inside.” 


“Fucking hell Kasimir, that means someone in my mother’s house meant my family harm.” 


“Yes, Victor, it does.” 


“Who was there at the time?” 


“The usual family members, including your mother, Clara, and Hazle. There were a few staff in their accommodation and one visitor that matches the time stamp to have done this.” 


“Who?” 


“I don’t know yet, but the person came half an hour earlier, entered the same way as the hit team, and left when they were inside. I have a profile on the neighbor’s CCTV. It looks like a man, but he’s wearing a hoodie.” 


“It’s someone with a key.” 


“I’m checking that as well. We shouldn’t jump to any conclusions, though.” 


“I want these people in custody, Kasimir. No executions because I want to de-escalate and avoid confrontation with the police.” 


“I got it, Victor. We need the police on our side.” 


“Damn right.” 


The line went silent while we all processed the news. Our best working theory had been that whoever hunted me down at Columbia University, funded by Caprica, was out to cover their tracks and broke into her home. 


I needed to ask a few questions. 


“Kasimir?” 


“Hi, Amy.” 


“Hi. Do we know anyone in the family eco-system that has considerable debt, perhaps a drug dependency or gambling addiction?” 


“I don’t know. We never needed to monitor staff, but I’ll investigate. You think it’s someone who was paid off?” 


“It’s an obvious motive but not the only one.” 


With nothing more to say, Victor disconnected the call and scowled, contorting his face, angry, frustrated, and on his back foot, a place he was unfamiliar with. 


“Let it play out, Victor. As long as Charlotte doesn’t call the police, your strategy of waiting and watching will cause someone to make a mistake.” 


“Then we’ll have them in a trap.” 


Preparing for dinner, we showered and dressed casually, assembling in our private dining room a few minutes before Artyom arrived. I spotted Hannah eating alone at the breakfast bar and slipped over to speak with her. 


“Are you okay?” 


“Yeah… I have food and my pods. Life is good.” 


“What are you listening to?” 


“My mental health app.” 


“Oh… go on, which one do you use?” 


“Mindful.” 


“No fucking way, Hannah.” 


“Yeah. I love it. It programs my relaxation and meditation time.” 


“Okay. Can we discuss Mindful tomorrow, please? I have an interest there.” 


“Of course.” 


She seemed flustered, wanting to share something but unsure whether she should. 


“What’s up?” 


“Please, Amy… you don’t need to worry about me eating alone or being lonely. I understand you and Victor need privacy.” 


“Sorry… I was surprised you aren’t eating with Paul or loitering in his kitchen with intent while he cooks.” 


She plucked out, then set down her pods, studying me awkwardly. I felt her mood change; a vulnerability snuck into her eyes as she glanced surreptitiously from side to side. 


“I lied about me and Victor to you.” 


“Oh… how so?” 


“I never loved him, and he never had anything more than feelings of lust for me.” 


“Okay. Are you comfortable telling me this, Hannah?” 


“I fear that Victor will always be an issue between us if I don’t.” 


“What would you like to say, sweetheart?” 


“I’m a lesbian.” 


“Oh my… really?” 


“Victor knows because it finally came to light while we dated. I love him as a friend, and I’m sorry to say the sex wasn’t great, the same as every guy I ever slept with.” 


“You’re full of surprises.” 


“I prefer girls, Amy.” 


“Nothing wrong with that.” 


“That’s why it won’t work between me and Martin. I feel nothing for him, and I lied about that, too.” 


“You’re fed up lying, right?” 


“Yeah, Amy. I want to be my authentic self, and although I won’t deliberately hurt Martin, I must shake him off nicely.” 


“Why did you date him at all?” 


“For the worst reason possible. I figured it kept my ruse going, and I didn’t want to hurt him.” 


“Why do you need a ruse?” 


“The sporting press will make a big deal out of it purely because gossip sells news. I hide my sexuality for the sake of privacy.” 


“Hannah… that’s the road to hell and unhappiness.” 


“Don’t I know it!” 


I kissed her on the cheek, then left Hannah to enjoy the Mindful app I was sure she would help promote if I closed a deal with Ethan. 


When I entered the dining room, Artyom approached, kissed the back of my hand, and beamed like the cat that got the cream. 


When we sat down, I winked at Victor, squeezing his hand underneath the table, grinning mischievously. 


“I know the secret, Victor.” 


“Hannah told you?” 


“Yes.” 


“Thank god, I felt awful, half revealing the facts. I play along, but the whole thing with Martin… I knew it couldn’t be.” 


“I hate secrets, Victor.” 


“Me too, sweetheart.” 


We both turned and faced Artyom, who raised a glass of water, toasting us. 


“To new beginnings.” 


When he replaced his glass, Victor’s father donned his spectacles and removed some photographs from a small brown envelope. He slid the first across to my boyfriend with a loving smile unmistakably owned by a proud father. 


“This is you and your mother, Victor. A few months after you were born.” 


I thought Victor might cry when he saw the beautiful woman cradling her baby. There were a few more lovely pictures, including some with Artyom, presenting a normal, loving couple with their beloved baby son. 


Victor relaxed, scanning each photograph in detail as though drinking in the images of his biological mother, one of which showed her breastfeeding him. 


Another image showed more family members, and Artyom pointed out uncles, aunts, and cousins my boyfriend never knew he had. He pointed at one image curiously. 


“Who is this?” 


“That’s your sister, Anastasia. She will arrive tomorrow with your mother.” 



Chapter Twenty-Eight

A Bad Ride

◆◆◆

I sat back in my chair, staring at Victor, who looked reflective. The atmosphere was electrified, and the only sound in the room was the cracking and spitting of logs set in a fireplace I’d asked to be uncovered and made serviceable.  


At moments like this, a man’s true essence and character shine through regardless of how hard he tries to mask raw feelings. Dampness in Victor’s eyes grew, a soft, gentle smile crossed his face, and he looked happy but afraid. 


He’s amazing. 


To take all of this as it comes at him. 


I love him so much. 


My boyfriend reached his hand across the table to his biological and only father he’d known while staring at the dozen or more photographs strewn across our dining table. 


“I have more family?” 


“You do, Victor, and two of them will arrive here tomorrow.” 


“I have uncles, aunts, and cousins?” 


“Yes, son, and they can’t wait to meet you when that day comes.” 


“I can’t travel to Russia.” 


“Not now, you can’t. The authorities might find reason to detain you, and another mess would ensue.” 


When the first tear rolled down Victor’s cheek, I stood and hugged my boyfriend where he sat, gently clutching his head to my stomach. I felt his emotional, almost imperceptible sobs, crying out the pain of loss mixed with the joy of discovery. 


“I never cry, Amy.” 


“You do now, sweetheart. Who wouldn’t at a time like this?” 


 “I’m sorry.” 


“I’d be worried if you weren’t crying right now.” 


Artyom still held Victor’s hand, and I saw a pain so awful in his face; I realized what a fool I’d been thinking I could give birth and then gift my baby. I wasn’t built that way, although others are, and I salute them for the good they bring to the world. 


Victor looked at his father, smiled, and choked his words. 


“Was I loved?” 


“With all our hearts, by us, Charlotte, and your other siblings as well.” 


I felt surging respect for the man who bared his heart to the son he’d lost far too soon. He could have played it differently, blamed others, pointed a finger at Charlotte, but he hadn’t, such was his decent nature. 


“Don’t worry, son, we have plenty of time to make all this right. You have two wonderful families, and we will grow strong together.” 


“What about the family who adopted me?” 


“I am eternally grateful to them all, Victor. Charlotte is not to blame for our separation. A much different family might have adopted and treated you cruelly.” 


“That’s true. Tell me about my sister, please.” 


Our first course arrived. It was a beautifully pink-colored chicken liver parfait with pistachio nut and aspic crust on top, smooth, containing far too much butter, with a heap of calories I vowed to work off in the morning. 


The red jelly and crisp, wafer-thin slices of toasted bread were a perfect accompaniment, but as always, the parfait was far more voluminous than the bread upon which it was supposed to be spread. 


“Anastasia was born twenty years after you were. We waited, hoping one day to retrieve you, but when we saw you were happy, we had to try again because time was turning against us.” 


“Does Anastasia know about me?” 


“Your mother covered her crib in your photographs from the day we brought your sister home from the hospital. She has followed your life from afar.” 


“Does she like what she sees?” 


Victor seemed keen for validation, not in an insecure way; instead, he wanted to be wanted. There was no doubting the paternal love in Artyom’s eyes and expression that my boyfriend was beloved.  


While my boyfriend and his father talked, I considered my love for Victor, how fast it grew, and what it meant. I felt sorry for Martin and worried about how Hannah would gently let him down for both their sakes. 


“Shall we retire to bed, Amy?” 


“Oh, is it late already?” 


“Almost midnight.” 


I was jolted out of a daydream, stared at both men, grinned, and then yawned, a psychosomatic response to Victor doing the same thing. Artyom kissed me on the cheek before we left the dining room, hugging his son like a grizzly bear might. 


I waited in our remodeled foyer while father and son said their goodnights. The welcome to our home space felt more homely, with rugs on the floor, new wall artwork, a nest of tables, and comfortable sofas where the family might be entertained if they dropped by unannounced. 


The fake kitchen where we snacked and enjoyed the excellent coffee supplied by Martin’s industrial culinary hub was walled behind glass that could be frosted snow white for privacy. 


As I flashed my access card, opening the door leading to our private areas, the thought that it wasn’t perfect struck me. Our much-improved home was good enough for now and far better than it had been, but there was a way to go. 


It’s time to mend family bridges. 


It’s time to build a dynasty. 


I had always believed there is strength for people who belong to united families regardless of wealth. It wasn’t an absolute rule because there are always outliers who buck the trend, but solid and honest relationships in a loving family were a great foundation.  


Victor’s fingers sought mine as we walked upstairs, and I turned, smiling at my beloved. I felt weighed down and needed to unburden myself. My gloom wasn’t a result of the potential risks we faced from dark forces largely unknown, but from a lesson I’d learned at the hands of Victor’s parents. 


In our bedroom, I strolled right into Victor’s arms. His immense physical strength was nothing compared with the emotional steadfastness my boyfriend possessed and exuded. 


“What is it, Amy? What’s wrong?” 


“I made a mistake, sweetheart.” 


“I’m sure it’s not a serious one. Do you want to share?” 


“I could never have left our child with you, and I was too proud to accept that.” 


“I disagree, Amy. We sought a way to be together from the first moment we met. Neither of us intended to let the other go.” 


“Do you believe our being together was pre-destined?” 


“I’m not that philosophical, but our love was guaranteed from the moment we met. Everything that happened afterward was underpinned by love, not a surrogacy agreement.” 


“Make love to me, Victor, please.” 


He kissed me, releasing raw, joyous emotions pent up since dinner. My lips burned with anticipation as hormones surged through me, lighting my world and celebrating my life choices. When his tongue pressed forward into my mouth, I yielded lovingly, enjoying the affection and desire of a man who was all mine. 


I felt the excitement of a new day in his kiss. Victor harbored no anxiety about the stress we were under, and, as I stared into his eyes, I saw all the world at his command. 


“You are a good man.” 


“Because you are a strong woman. I want to be worthy of your love.” 


“Victor, you are so much more than that. I am blessed.” 


“We both are, Amy.” 


He slipped my casual dress off, slowly unzipping its back before sliding both shoulder straps off. When it fell to the floor in a puddle of lemon with bright red roses printed randomly, I stood in a lingerie set I hoped would fire up his soul and passions for me. 


He stepped back, enjoying the sight of a woman he owned, as seen from the man’s eyes I owned. 


“You are so very beautiful.” 


“You are too, Victor.” 


He kneeled and shuffled forward while I unhooked a wilful bra clasp, releasing my breasts, into which he gently burrowed his face, licking around my areola until his need became so intense that Victor licked, then sucked the solid pink nipples that I hoped would soon feed our baby. 


His thumbs snuck into the waistband of my French lacy panties before he slowly slid them down, tugging harder when my gusset stuck to the swollen, drenched labia that fed it with a sticky coating of my desire. 


I smelled my pussy, so I knew he could. His elevated arousal was confirmed by the way he chewed passionately on my nipples. I fleetingly wondered whether Victor would come to them after childbirth to suckle the same life-building nectar our child would. 


He turned me around and licked down my leg, then all the way back up, prising my ass cheeks wide apart with clawing fingers and thumbs before tentatively licking my anal whorl. 


I gasped, caught up in a tsunami of my tawdry desires for more, hoping one day he would fuck me in my tight, virgin back passage and become the first to plunder that lewd chamber that teasingly tickled inside me, desperate for his attention. 


He turned me again, cupping my ass cheeks, encouraging me to sit on his face from a standing position. With my thighs dangling over both of his shoulders and my heels gently spurring his back, my pussy squashed hard into his mouth. 


Victor stood like a glorious gladiator ascending from a pit, holding me aloft like a cup to his lips. His muscles rippled, tensed, and exerted immense strength to hold me high like his queen. 


I moaned noisily, enjoying how he sucked my trembling, soaking-wet labia into his mouth, pausing to allow me the time to wriggle comfortably. He could have slammed me against the wall to ease his burden but didn’t, preferring to drink from his queen, unaided save for a kingly spirit and immense strength. 


I leaned forward, holding his head gently between both hands, with a fabulous view of him worshipping my pussy, slightly obscured by the long hair that draped over Victor’s head. He held me firmly, spreading my ass cheeks wide with cradling, powerful palms while I leaked sweet ambrosia into his mouth. 


I felt him gulp hard and frequently. Knowing he swilled and swallowed my juices, savoring them and me, my head sizzled to a frisson of excitement, then erupted in a tawdry explosion of spectacular fireworks as I came in his mouth, squirting my love while he opened his lips wide. 


When he set me down, I kissed my lover, enjoying the sweetness and musky flavor I’d gifted on his lips, tongue, and the soft tissues inside his mouth. I crawled onto the bed, forcing my wet slit as high as possible, submitting to the only man who would ever take me, perhaps the only one who ever had. 


I arched my back, dropped my face and breasts into the duvet, and wedged my ass cheeks as high as possible, forming a perfect platform for my boyfriend to ride my wanton hole. 


When Victor’s cock slid balls deep inside my throbbing cunt, I gave dominion to him, welcoming my man inside me, a place that was his alone. My pussy stretched wide, his girth being more enjoyable than the cock length that pressed achingly against my cervix. 


He fucked me like a warrior returned home from battle, covering and claiming the faithful wife he loved and would die for. I lifted myself in ecstasy, pushing my tight slit onto his cock, gripping the duvet on both sides, almost tearing through the exquisite Egyptian cotton. 


I screamed in ecstasy while Victor gripped my ass cheeks, spreading them wide, forcing every millimeter of his cock deep inside my trembling hole, stretching me wide while I pressed back, squeezing and milking his shaft. My body shuddered in a perpetual, infinite orgasm that felt like I’d plunged into a chasm of raw, pure-of-heart pleasure. 


When I felt his semen explode deep inside me, I knew I couldn’t live without it, without him, my knight in shining armor, a man for every season and always. 


He lay exhausted across my back while I clenched my pussy on and off his shaft, enjoying milking the last few drops of his precious seed while his cock flinched, wringing out the final flutters of my immense orgasm. 


I gathered fresh, sensible cotton panties from a drawer, clambering into them, wriggling my ass until comfortable. He giggled and looked inquisitively at me. 


“You’re staying inside me all night.” 


“Is that important, Amy?” 


“How important is it for you to make love to me?” 


“I’d be miserable if we didn’t.” 


“That’s how I would feel as well. Having your semen inside me feels wonderful. I’ll admit that being fucked every day requires some extra hygiene, but I wouldn’t forego it for any reason.” 


We slipped under the duvet, cuddling to extract warmth from each other, multiplying that by generating more from our union of love. I fell asleep quickly, surprised when we woke together at dawn, more or less in the same position. 


When I arrived at the gym early, I tried the Mindful app and was talked through three minutes of basic breathing-focused thought controlled by Noah’s soothing voice. 


I was ready for the day when Hannah joined me, starting with a morning ritual of gossip and a training workout between friends. 


“How did it go with Victor’s father last night, Amy?” 


“Revelations, raw emotions, and great sex afterward.” 


“You’re so delightfully slutty, sweetie.” 


We spun up our bikes together, making it to the front of the peloton after a few minutes. I loved the proximity chat configured to allow anyone nearby to engage other riders and earwigged on conversations of groups as we passed. 


A rider in black with no avatar pulled up alongside. Their plain, robot-type, featureless faces stared at me. 


“Amy?” 


“Yes?” 


“I need to talk to you.” 


“Hannah, is that you?” 


I knew it wasn’t my friend because a sidelong glance in the real world confirmed Hannah’s lips weren’t moving. Even through the chatter of many cyclists, it didn’t sound like her either. 


“No, but I can hear her voice as well. It’s the rider in black.” 


“You are in danger, Amy. It’s close by, be careful.” 


“I don’t understand.” 


I felt panicked and glanced at Hannah in real life again. Her terrorized expression confirmed she’d also heard the same message. She slowed, almost to a complete stop, scanning the screen to find who spoke to us. 


“Hannah, who was that?” 


“I heard the voice. I can’t tell who it is, and the black-suited rider has vanished.” 


“Neither of you need to know who I am. You must heed my warning. Be more careful. Your child is valuable, and danger lurks nearby.”  


“What the fuck?” 


I stared into the screen and saw an empty bike straggling, weaving towards the curb, the sign of a disconnected rider. The bike would disappear in two minutes if the rider didn’t re-engage, but I already knew they wouldn’t.  


“They dropped off the ride, Amy.” 


I instinctively stood high on my pedals and turned in the saddle as though a real-life threat loitered somewhere behind me, quickly realizing the only place to investigate was on the screen in front. 


I reloaded the original group identities and saw that be_cautious_4530 had left the class. They were first-time casuals, probably only-time rider, and Kayleigh would have no idea or means to trace someone taking advantage of a free trial session with no credit card details retained. 


I watched the peloton disappear around a bend, leaving Hannah and me chasing our tails. 


“Bastard. These fuckers turn up in my life, and I’m helpless to defend against them.” 


“Shall we stop, Amy?” 


“No… I’m not giving anyone that power over me.” 


I continued riding, worried, angry, and torn up about yet another confrontation, albeit a psychological rather than physical one. 


“What the fuck do they mean about your baby, Amy?” 


“I don’t know, but as I replay the audio in my mind, it sounds like a warning, not a threat.” 


After my session, I debriefed Rania, who nodded far more casually than I imagined. 


“I’ll contact the personal trainer, but you’re probably right; no details will be found.  


I felt helpless but determined that wouldn’t be a permanent state of mind. It was time to go on the attack and try something new, so I called an old friend. 


“Romy?” 


“Fuck, Amy… is that you?” 


“Yeah, babe. You still hacking?” 


“I don’t know what you’re talking about, sweet cakes.” 


“Someone means me harm. Can you track them?” 


“Yup.” 


“I’ll send details.” 



Chapter Twenty-Nine

An Enigma Wrapped In A Mystery

◆◆◆

When I stepped out of the shower, my boyfriend loitered in the bedroom, waiting to pounce. He drew me into his arms, regardless of the damp towel I was wrapped in, and kissed me.  


“You seem preoccupied, Amy.” 


“I’m figuring out ways to help you catch these people hounding us, or at least push back on them.” 


“What did you do?” 


Victor looked concerned, and I understood why. We weren’t tackling the average school bully. This whole debacle was next-level dangerous, and I was a rank amateur in a game potentially involving an alphabet soup of agencies. Of course, he wouldn’t say that, but his concerned expression suggested it. 


“I have a friend who dropped out of Columbia last year. She hacks computers, networks, well… almost anything really.” 


“A dropout hacker. It’s cliche, Amy. What do you have her doing?” 


“Tracking whoever wants to harm me. I asked her to start with my cycling class this morning.” 


“What happened?” 


“Someone joined and used the class proximity communications system to tell me I was in danger. I don’t know if it was concerned advice or an actual threat.” 


“Why didn’t you tell me, Amy?” 


I sat naked on my dressing table chair, enjoying the moment he kneeled behind me, wrapping his arms protectively around me. His palms always nestled over my stomach, almost like he knew where his semen would bring life. 


“If we panic at every turn, whoever is hunting us will score a victory. I don’t want that. I told Rania about the incident so Kasimir knows already. Then I called Romy, and now I’m letting you know.” 


It was a moment when he could choose to trust my judgment and actions or be something else, perhaps a concerned boyfriend or maybe someone too controlling. We were still in the early stages of understanding one another, so I worried that added pressure might reveal cracks in the reliability of the man I loved. 


“You did the right thing, Amy. I’m sorry that I worry about you, but I trust your judgment.” 


“I’m glad you do. My period is ordinarily due tomorrow, by the way. We may have good news.” 


“Let’s hope you miss this one.” 


“I never thought I’d hear those words or agree with them for a few years.” 


“Whatever happens, we can carry on trying, right?” 


“Of course, Victor.” 


His desperation to get me pregnant wasn’t anything to do with an urgent want for a random child. Victor wanted to make a baby with me, only me, and that felt like a forever thing. He had early meetings, so I breakfasted alone in my study, meditating first using Mindful. 


With a lighter disposition, I began studying until a light tapping at my door announced Hannah, with concern writ large on her face. I let her in, and she scanned the room, seemingly liking what she saw. 


“It’s so big in here, Amy.” 


“It’s deceptive from the outside, right?” 


“This is incredible.” 


“I know. Victor spared no expense or effort, making me comfortable. I have the best possible study resources, online and on these shelves.” 


“He spares no effort in all he does, Amy. It’s the same for my sponsorship deal. I have the finest coaches, training facilities, medical cover, and luxurious accommodations. I also have the best food, courtesy of our chef.” 


“He’s a good man.” 


“Speaking of Martin, he told me you are top of your class in law at Columbia.” 


“Yes, that’s true. It’s great to be on top, but there is a way to go yet, and I can only slide downward.” 


“That’s not going to happen, Amy.” 


She joined me, sharing warm butter croissants and fresh coffee from my machine. Hannah was a distraction, albeit welcome, and I needed some company to avoid feeling like the prisoner someone wanted me to be. 


“Have they found Caprica yet?” 


“What do you mean, Hannah?” 


“She was taken from the hospital after attempting suicide.” 


My blood ran cold, and I scoured my memory, desperately trying to recall whether I’d mentioned Caprica to Hannah or who else might have. 


“Has anyone questioned you about what happened to Caprica?” 


“Nobody mentions it except Martin. I was sleepless the night it all kicked off and went downstairs early, around 4 a.m., to the kitchen to hunt down hot chocolate. He was there, taking off a jacket, just back from the fish market. He told me about Caprica but said it wasn’t widely known, so I kept quiet.” 


“Are you saying he mentioned Caprica and that she’d committed suicide that morning… at 4 a.m.?” 


“Yeah, it might have been a bit earlier. I wasn’t paying attention. I thought he just wanted to gossip.” 


“But he spoke to you hours after it happened. How could he know that Caprica killed herself?” 


“That wasn’t the impression I got. Martin led me to believe her suicide was the prior evening. He definitely believed she was dead. Later, when I learned it was a failed suicide attempt, I let Martin know.” 


“Fuck!” 


“What is it, Amy?” 


“Martin let them in.” 


“Who?” 


“The people who went to murder Caprica. It was Martin. He had a key to Charlotte’s home and let himself in, then let the killers in before he slipped away and came back to your house.” 


“No fucking way.” 


I messaged Rania to come quickly; then I called Victor, who answered almost simultaneously as my security chief appeared at the door I held open. 


“What’s wrong, Amy?” 


“I’m with Hannah and Rania; you’re on speaker.” 


“Go ahead, sweetheart.” 


“On the night Caprica was attacked, Martin came into Hannah’s house at around 4 a.m. He claimed to have been at the fish market.” 


“He might have been Amy. Why do you suspect otherwise?” 


“He told Hannah that Caprica had committed suicide.” 


“You mean attempted suicide, Amy.” 


“No. Martin said Caprica had killed herself.” 


“Oh, fuck. Rania… find out where Martin is; restrain him if you must. I’m on my way home with Kasimir.” 


Rania ran out of my study after making Hannah and me promise to stay put. My mind swirled in a furor of anger, a sense of betrayal, and fear at how close our enemies were. I concentrated, thinking of any reason Martin had to betray Victor, and came up short. 


Minutes later, I heard angry shouts and a blood-curdling scream. I glanced at Hannah and sprung to my feet. 


“I can’t wait around here, Hannah.” 


“Me neither.” 


“Let’s go.” 


The shouting grew more intense as we ran along corridors and downstairs; unremarkably, the noise came from Martin’s kitchen. When I pushed the door open, our chef brandished a knife, dodging around stainless steel tables to avoid Rania, who stalked him like a Tigress on the hunt. 


“What the fuck are you doing, Martin?” 


“I’m not going to jail for anyone.” 


“Did you let the killers in Charlotte’s home?” 


“You don’t understand.” 


Said every criminal ever. 


My blood boiled at how easily I was duped by a man who I believed to be a friend or at least a loyal staff member. 


“Put down the knife. You won’t beat Rania in a fight. All you can do is make matters worse, much fucking worse.” 


“What could be worse than being an accessory to attempted murder?” 


“It depends on your situation, Martin. Why did you do it?” 


His face contorted in agony and rage, and he screamed, staring up as though something there might save him. Martin knew he was done for, one way or another. Tears streamed down the helpless man’s cheeks as he sobbed uncontrollably, dropping the knife while sinking to his knees. 


“The bastards have my niece.” 


“Who has your niece?” 


“A woman, I don’t know who she was. She stopped me in the street, handed me a phone, and made me talk to Ellen, my niece. She’s ten years old.” 


“Had they taken Ellen?” 


“Yes. The woman said they would kill her if I didn’t allow them access to Caprica’s home.” 


“Did they explain why they needed it?” 


“They just wanted to talk but… I, argh, fuck… I.” 


“You watched them killing Caprica?” 


“Yes. I hid and followed them after they told me to leave. Caprica was in the bath, drunk. Two men held her underwater while the woman sliced open her wrists. I ran… I’m so sorry.” 


“Okay.” 


Victor burst through the door, closely pursued by his security chief. He saw a man, his friend, and our chef sitting on the floor, sobbing like a baby. Victor held me tightly while Kasimir spoke to Rania. 


I spoke softly to the man seemingly at the root of Caprica’s woes. 


“What happened to your niece after you gave them what they wanted, Martin?” 


“They trafficked her out of spite and said they’re coming for me next.” 


I stepped out of the kitchen with my boyfriend, crying for the child who was sold into sex slavery by a vile, murderous group recruited by Victor’s sister to harm me. 


“This is Caprica’s fault, Amy. The child is as good as dead if we don’t act.” 


“Can we trace her? Surely, you have someone who can hunt down the trafficking ring?” 


“Kasimir knows people… dark, nasty people.” 


“Get her back, Victor, please. The only way we win is by saving every victim.” 


“How do we beat them, Amy?” 


“Get the child back, please.” 


“I will. Then what should we do with them?” 


“Find a way to expose them and ensure they must leave the country.” 


“We can’t go to the U.S. Authorities, Amy. This whole contrived mess would become unraveled. It’s bad enough that my mother must come clean about buying me. If we add attempted murder and more child trafficking crimes to the list, it goes on forever.” 


“I can help.” 


I spun around and saw Artyom sitting on a stool in our family kitchen, drinking coffee. Victor was as surprised as me to see his father, who looked mischievous. My boyfriend held his hands wide apart, looking desperate and amazed at how his father had just watched and listened. 


“I’m all ears, Artyom.” 


“You’d be amazed at what someone can learn by sitting quietly and being unobtrusive. I think I understand your problem.” 


“How can you help?” 


“I can cause these people chasing you to suddenly have their hands very full, to the extent they will run, definitely leave you alone, possibly exit the country as well.” 


“Without killing them?” 


“Either way works for me, Victor, but if you’d rather they were left alive, that can be arranged too.” 


“How will you do it?” 


He slipped off the chair, strolled close to Victor, and stared into his son’s face. The two men united, each knowing the other instinctively. 


“I feel so proud of you, Victor.” 


“Why? I did nothing to earn that.” 


“Am I right to understand that you have a family problem that stems from your wealth and adopted status?” 


“In abstract, yes… specifically, it’s just a sad situation created by misunderstanding, hubris, and greed.” 


“And you want to hold your family together, Victor?” 


“Yes, both of them, you, my birth mother, Anastasia, and my adopted mother and siblings. I don’t want to lose anyone, especially now I have Amy. It is all I have or care about. The money is won or lost in a game of corporate shenanigans; only my family prevails forever.” 


Artyom touched Victor’s face gently with a palm, beaming proudly at the child whose life he’d never enjoyed.  


“This is why I feel proud of you. Leave these people to me. I will fix them good and proper. I will help you find the girl. Fetch Kasimir now, please.” 


I popped around Martin’s kitchen door, beckoning Victor’s security chief. He nodded, confirmed with Rania that Martin was under control, and followed me. He looked at Artyom very differently than usual, shaking his hand reverently. 


“Kasimir.” 


“Yes Sir?” 


“Find the girl. Bring her here, then tip off the police to save the others. You know who has her?” 


“I have a good idea, Sir.” 


“Speak to them, old friend, and tell them I asked for the girl. If I don’t get her back, they will have trouble here and abroad. I will shed blood… theirs.” 


Victor’s jaw dropped, and I felt lightheaded. The most incredulous look of shock and awe crossed my boyfriend’s face when Kasimir walked past him, looking embarrassed. 


“I’m sorry, Victor.” 


“You must explain this to me, Kasimir.” 


“When you became rich, your father paid me to watch out for you. I worked for him in Russia. He was my senior manager in the KGB. He sent me here to care for you. When you wanted a security chief, it seemed logical I should apply.” 


He stared at his security chief, speechless, shaking his head while laughing ironically. He shook Kasimir’s hand, a sign all was well in their friendship. 


“Okay… you’d better leave. Bring Martin’s niece here. I want everyone to be safe. Make sure my mother, Clara, and Hazel are also safe.” 


“It’s already done, boss.” 


“Am I your boss, Kasimir?” 


“Yes, of course, Victor. I love and respect your father, but he never interfered in my orders, nor would I have allowed that. I can assure you; he is a good man… the same as you are.” 


Kasimir left behind a stony silence while Victor processed what happened, and his father returned to a coffee I had much need of. I joined him, using the Breville button-press coffee maker, opting for a simple latte, and passing another to Victor and Hannah. 


“You’ve watched me for a long time, Artyom.” 


“Watched over you, Victor. I never watched you or asked to know your private business, only that you were doing well or if you had problems.” 


“How long have you protected me?” 


“Kasimir was the third agent I sent. The first two watched you from a year after we lost you until my most loyal friend took over.” 


“Why did you do it?” 


“Why do you protect everyone in your family, Victor?” 


“Because I love them.” 


“Then we are not so different, son.” 



Chapter Thirty

How Important Is Family?

◆◆◆

We traveled to Charlotte’s home. Victor wanted to explain in person to his mother that Caprica was alive and safe. It was the right thing to do and at the appropriate time, but unremarkably, after a moment of relief and a deep sigh, his mother exploded, and she screamed in her son’s face. 


“What gives you the right to decide on my daughter’s well-being without consulting me?” 


“I did what was best under the circumstances. Considering the mess Caprica created and the danger she was in, easing your mind was the least of my worries.” 


“Are you saying Caprica didn’t attempt suicide?” 


“Exactly that. The people my sister paid to harass and possibly murder my girlfriend tried to stage her suicide.” 


“Why?” 


“Why do you think, mother? They were covering their tracks.” 


Charlotte sat on a dining room chair with an ashtray full of half to fully-smoked stubs in front. I saw the wet ring stain of a tumbler nearby. It was roughly whisky size, and I knew she’d hit the bottle hard. 


Cheap wood, too. 


That won’t dry out. 


I scanned the table and saw more stains with a few cigarette burns that pierced the veneer of a once very average table. 


I stared at her and realized this scene was a real-world experience for my future career. A woman, both victim and instigator of her demise and that of others around her was half drunk, in a confused daze, angry and upset. 


Light gray cigarette ash curved dangerously from the tip of her cigarette, burning bright red near the fresh tobacco. With one more puff, Charlotte would add another cigarette burn to her home.  


As I looked around, I saw the tired den of an unhappy woman. Everything was worn albeit as tidy as the maid could make it, but the room was reminiscent of a stately home in England where rapidly fading colors in fabrics and threadbare upholstery were protected by a thick, usually red rope cordon and tonnes of mothballs. 


I couldn’t help myself, needing to be heard. 


“You’ve let yourself down, Charlotte.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“You’ve raised a fine son and should rightly be proud. I don’t know about Hazel and Clara, but Caprica is a disaster you made worse by poisoning her mind, and now she’s hauled you into a chasm of doom.” 


“What the fuck do you know, Amy?” 


“Your daughter could be facing felony charges for attempted murder. Is that enough to sober you up? And… please, tap that ash before you entirely wreck the cheap table that doesn’t belong in this house.” 


She tapped the ash almost like it were an art form. Charlotte was a practiced smoker but only recently returned to the habit, probably to control her anxiety. She grinned at me with a glint of danger in her eyes but no hatred, as there previously had been. 


Victor nodded his agreement with my harsh assessment. He looked perplexed, struggling to decide on the most righteous course of action. He wafted his hand across the room in a philosophical gesture. 


“Mother, you need to get cleaned up. The cigarettes and booze won’t do your health any good, and now is a time for us all to come together.” 


“The antics of my children will be the death of me.” 


“Caprica wasn’t at fault alone. Amy explained that to you, and I’m sure you agree.” 


“And you think I’m to blame for Caprica?” 


“You made her more toxic than she already was. This whole scheme to have me take my sister as a wife was bizarre.” 


“She’s not your real sister.” 


“Am I not your real son?” 


“Of course you are, Victor. How could you think otherwise.” 


Her love was genuine, and Charlotte reached a hand, gently cupping her son’s cheek in a palm. As if punishing herself and him, she withdrew her hand when he gently touched it. 


Another long draw of her cigarette, Charlotte had an epiphany, and I saw signs of the great woman who raised a fine son. She stubbed out the half-smoked gasper-stick and glanced between us defiantly. 


“There… I’m done with both the booze and cigarettes. Are you happy?” 


“Yes, Mom, of course, I’m happy.” 


“What now, Amy, since you have all the fucking answers?” 


“Stop it, Mother. She’s been decent towards you when you didn’t deserve it.” 


Charlotte’s gaze had settled on me, needling with a vicious tongue and harsh expression. I smiled, knowing that she was, at least in part, asking me a genuine question. 


“No, son, come on, please; I want to hear what Amy has to say. She’s an impartial observer. What’s your assessment, dear?” 


Her expression relaxed, and Charlotte looked cocky but not offensive, as had been the case minutes ago. I relaxed, smiled, and stared at Victor, then at her. It wasn’t my fight, but then, as I considered my first day of feeling like I was about to miss a period, I realized it might well become mine. 


“You have no boundaries, any of you.” 


“Ahh, boundaries. I need those, do I?” 


“You all do. Victor included.” 


“Hmm, why does my son need boundaries?” 


“He must understand that his life is distinct from everyone else’s, including me. Soon, he will have a child who will need his goodness, love, and experience just as you gave yours to your children. He has no time for the recklessness, greed, and stupidity of an idiot sibling.” 


“That doesn’t mean my son should leave his family.” 


“I doubt he ever will, but he must be heard when he says… no more. Caprica, possibly others, must learn when to back off.” 


She pursed her lips, stared at the cracked ceiling, sighed, and considered what I’d said, bobbing her head from side to side.  


“Do you see my son as the head of this ramshackle household?” 


“That’s a very old-fashioned concept. I don’t believe in a head of household.” 


“What then?” 


“This family must unite, protect, and support one another, fit together like hand in glove, and that won’t come from passing down family edicts from on high or squabbling about how much of someone else’s money you all deserve.” 


“It’s all about money in the end, Amy. My other children have little; Victor has too much. A rebalancing seems fair.” 


“Only to you and them, not to Victor. He worked to build something. He owes none of you a dime. That’s the commitment of parenting and the love of being a sibling. You should celebrate him.” 


“I do, but perhaps not enough. I’ve lost my focus, become singleminded perhaps.” 


She mulled it over, but I was still dealing with the fog of alcohol, sleepless nights, and anxiety. She needed time, rest, and loving care. The warring family must unite for all their sakes, not least Victor’s and my baby’s. 


I changed the subject because there was little more to be gained by pushing Charlotte back too far. 


“Shall we visit Caprica?” 


“Are you serious, Amy? After what she did, you’d go and see her?” 


“I’d rather make a friend than keep an enemy. Why don’t you bathe, dress, take a couple of Alka Seltzer, and we’ll wait here.” 


Charlotte eyeballed me, measuring my value as though somehow it had suddenly changed, at least from her point of view. She smiled gently, resigned to at least trying me out as a friend. I winked; she giggled and clapped a hand across her mouth. 


“Perhaps you are good enough for my son.” 


“We’re good enough for each other, Mom.” 


“Yes, I believe you are Victor. I’ll shower and change. Give me an hour, please.” 


We had an elephant in the room, and Victor knew that. With a dinner planned for a family reunited this evening, there was a howling gap in the table layout. A place should be offered to a loving mother I believed had a right to be there. I couldn’t offer my opinion because that would stray from the relationship of mutual trust and support that my boyfriend and I were building. 


Victor looked around the room, stood, and walked out, with me following. 


“This house is grim, Amy. I feel miserable here. It’s clean but dim, dusty, and cold.” 


“It can’t be cleaned properly, Victor. Everything is old with ingrained dirt and a musty smell like a ghoul that won’t vacate until you throw them out, pour petrol on top, and light a match.” 


“Oh, that’s well said. We’ll burn the house down.” 


He chuckled and reached for my fingers while glaring, disgusted at the mold growing lightly in a corner where the wall met the ceiling. 


“The house needs better ventilation, Amy.” 


“It needs a damn good refurbishment, but I’d say that’s far short of torching the place.” 


“I could get that done for my mother. Perhaps I should move the family into my alternate house and let them choose how to revamp this one.” 


“Is that a question, honey?” 


“Yes, Amy… sorry, I can make my own decisions, but your opinion matters to me.” 


“Yours matters to me as well, Victor.” 


“What do you think then?” 


“I think you’re avoiding the real issue.” 


 “Dinner tonight and my family reunion?” 


“You should tell Charlotte what’s happening.” 


“I wanted to meet my birth mother and sister alone this first time.” 


“I can understand why.” 


“Do you think I’m wrong?” 


“There is no right or wrong here, Victor. Your feelings, your biological family’s, Charlottes too…  everyone is entwined in this situation.” 


“I don’t want my mother to feel any hurt.” 


“Charlotte has a great capacity for love, which is overflowing in your case. You have nature from one mother and nurture from the other.” 


“That’s an important distinction, but I don’t think everyone will see it the same way.” 


“Yes, but you must focus on how you feel because you’re at the center of this particular problem. Go with your heart, Victor.” 


I held on to his hand, dragged from one room to another, inspecting the weary palace where Victor’s extended family resided. You could tell nobody who lived here was invested in a home from the stark, dreadful feel of the place. Victor looked ashamed, as though some of the tiredness of their home was his fault. 


When Charlotte came downstairs, she looked spectacular, and I saw the beauty and motherly luster that squabbling children had diminished, tarnishing her with years of worry. 


She linked one arm through Victor’s and the other through mine, guiding us toward the front door and a waiting maid in need of a new uniform. 


“Can we get this house refurbished, Mom?” 


“Yes, sweetheart. I’d really appreciate that. I’d prefer if your siblings moved out first, though. I won’t mind them visiting daily, but I need a fresh start and a home to call my own.” 


“I have apartments usually rented out. Once units become available, they can occupy them rent-free. You can stay at Roseville in the meantime.” 


“Roseville?” 


“It’s my spare house, Mom.” 


“Ahh… I keep forgetting you own half the world.” 


“Not quite.” 


Greg waited outside with Kasimir. Inside my car sat a ten-year-old girl huddled tightly into her uncle’s arms. Martin looked elated, then he saw Victor, and shame dominated his expression. My boyfriend turned to face his chief of security and long-time protector. 


“Were the other children rescued, Kasimir?” 


“Yes. The raid and rescue are all over police band radio, and journalists are hunting down the story.” 


“Good. We are winning.” 


Yes, we are, boss.” 


“Anything else?” 


“Caprica’s people are still on the run, scattering in different directions, but we’ll get to them and make sure that looking over their shoulders becomes a permanent feature of their lives.” 


Victor nodded, looking pleased. He waved at the small girl in the car who buried her face in Martin’s neck, holding on for dear life. I wondered what an uncle would say to his beloved niece after she had been kidnapped and left with no doubt she was going to be trafficked and raped. 


“Have you heard from Artyom?” 


“He’s working on the problem and hopes to have a solution before dinner. He had a message for you.” 


Kasimir handed over an envelope, which Victor opened, unfolding the vellum sheet of paper and reading its exquisite inked handwriting while tilting the letter so I could see. 


For the strength of the Pack is the Wolf, and the strength of the Wolf is the Pack. 


“That’s Rudyard Kipling, Victor.” 


“My father is a complicated man, Amy.” 


“He’s also right. What does it say at the bottom?” 


“My wife and daughter arrive this evening. Could we dine at 7 p.m., Please?” 


“I’ll need a couple of hours to dress.” 


Charlotte overheard our discussion and immediately realized Victor had a sister she didn’t know about. Rather than pull a face or make another sarcastic comment, she surprised me, stepping closer to her son and holding both hands in hers. 


“I hope you’ll have a lovely evening with your family, Victor. They are so important. They are where you came from and who you are.” 


“I’m also you, Mom. You raised me, and I owe you dearly.” 


“You owe me nothing, Victor. I learned that today from a stranger. I’m very proud of you.”  


“I’d like you to join us at dinner, Mom.” 


 Charlotte burst into tears, slumping forward with her hand clasped across her mouth. She sobbed like a baby, and my steadfast boyfriend held her tightly, not caring how many people saw their emotional state. 


“I’ll have you collected after a rest, Mother.” 


“Thank you, Victor.” 


“You’ll always be my mother.” 


“Will I really, son?” 


“Of course, Mom. I love you.” 


“I love you too, son.” 


Greg and I helped Charlotte into Victor’s car, and I returned to him. When the rear passenger window slid down, a small girl reached out, tightly gripping my boyfriend’s. She turned her head, and I saw a tear-stained face trying her best to smile. 


“Thank you for rescuing me, Mr. Victor.” 


“You’re welcome. Your parents are coming to stay at my house with you tonight. Would you like to watch your uncle cooking dinner… he’s such a good chef.” 


“Yes, please.” 


Victor gripped Martin’s hand and smiled at him. I was amazed by the capacity my boyfriend had for forgiveness and pragmatism. I wanted to jump him right there, feeling so aroused I was like a well-hung steak sauteing in butter, stewing in my juices that ran everywhere. 


“I have a private dinner for six family tonight, Martin. Can you make it a good one and feed everyone else in the house?” 


“I’ll make it happen, Victor.” 


“I know you will.” 


I saw undying loyalty in the chef’s expression but knew, like anyone else, that should the same circumstances occur again, Martin would react the same way, believing he was saving a loved one. 


As my car drove away, I was left with my boyfriend while two security chiefs melted into the bushes, giving us a private moment. 


“I feel good, Amy.” 


“You are a great man, proving that to me daily.” 


 “I’m a better man because of you.” 


“The same is to be said for me, darling. I am made whole when we are aligned. We should go now and visit Caprica with your mother.” 


“And then?” 


“Go home, make love, prepare for dinner, and enjoy a fine evening.” 


“Make love, Amy?” 


“Oh god, yes, please, darling.” 



Chapter Thirty-One

A Heartwarming Reunion

◆◆◆

The top-floor apartment where Caprica was being treated in a bustling Koreatown building was unobtrusive. You wouldn’t see it unless you craned your neck and saw past several giant LED advertising screens and many haphazard signage boards, some running across, others jutting out from the building, running from the sidewalk to the roof. 


“It’s bustling here, Victor.” 


“That’s why I bought it.” 


“The apartment?” 


“No, the whole street.” 


“You and I need to discuss scale, honey. Are you saying you bought a whole street so you could own a few discrete apartments?” 


“Oh no. It’s a wise investment because the shops and restaurants here are always busy, and the area thrives. I started with one apartment, then another, a building followed, and now, well, I own the whole street.” 


“And it will stay like this?” 


“Forever, or at least until the whole community wants it to change.” 


I stared up and down the street and saw the vastness of what he owned, knowing it was a tip in the portfolio iceberg. A thriving multi-generational community offered investment stability to a man thinking about long-term leases and stable rent income. 


When we stepped through the narrow apartment building front door, a surprisingly large, white marble floor lobby area lay beyond. 


I saw at least three people who looked like security, conspicuous because they were the only ones who didn’t glance up or over at us. They mingled amongst ten others who either worked concierge, used snack and drink vending machines, or sat around reading, perhaps waiting for guests to arrive or apartment occupiers to collect them. 


Kasimir, Rania, and one other I didn’t know joined Victor, his mother, and me in the elevator. Charlotte seemed nervous, clearly concerned about Caprica, but there was more to it. The forthcoming dinner with Victor’s biological mother must be playing on her mind, as was a future for her kids that seemed very much in her youngest son’s hands. 


She’s also stopped smoking. 


And given up booze. 


Inside the tidy apartment, more security guards sat in the living room. The place felt homely, spacious, well-decorated, and expensively furnished. I smiled inwardly at the irony of Caprica having better accommodations now that she was sick compared with her mother’s house we’d left behind an hour earlier. 


When we stepped inside a bedroom turned high dependency treatment area, a nurse smiled, nodded politely at Kasimir, and walked out silently, leaving us to stare upon the disaster Victor’s sister had become. 


“Oh my god, Caprica, look at you.” 


“Mom.” 


“You’re a mess, baby girl.” 


“You should have seen the other guy.” 


It was a figure of speech and an attempt at humor, but I saw instantly the woman was distraught. According to Martin, Caprica was semi-conscious at best when the three-man team set about staging her suicide in the bathtub. A dreadful pallor, the weariness in her eyes, and enormous bandages wrapping both wrists probably looked worse than they were, but a mother didn’t care. 


All Charlotte saw was her baby in pain, suffering from all manner of ails. 


No mother should see their child like this. 


Perhaps it’s a wake-up call for everyone. 


When she spotted her brother, Caprica burst out crying. Victor went to her, stroking his sister’s face gently. He had a loving, relieved expression, and I thanked the stars for my good luck on the day I stopped in the halls of Columbia University to read a bizarre advertisement pinned to a board by a man who wanted a baby. 


“Everything will be fine, Caprica.” 


“I’m sorry, brother. I went off the fucking rails this time.” 


“Yes, but we can get the train back on the tracks, Caprica.” 


“Can we? I must be in trouble. I… I, oh fuck, I paid those people to-.” 


“We know what you did, sister. You need to work on yourself and get well. Leave your worries with us.” 


She looked subdued, perhaps heavily sedated, so I checked the nurse’s monitoring sheet at the bottom of Caprica’s bed, scanning the list of meds as taught to lawyers when studying people’s profiles in a case. Olanzapine was on the list, and I knew immediately what was wrong with Caprica. 


Both women cried when Charlotte sat beside her daughter’s bed and bowed her head. Victor stepped back and held my hand, gazing upon a pitiful sight. His face had turned ashen gray; his fingers trembled in my hand. 


“She’s suffering from schizophrenia, Victor.” 


“I know, Caprica is that and paranoid, delusional, with a whole other bunch of personality disorders. She’ll need extensive therapy.” 


“How soon will that begin?” 


“As you just saw, it has already started with drug intervention, but she won’t be able to take it all in for a few more days.” 


“You need her to be aware of what’s happening, Victor. If you don’t, she’ll be furious when her senses return in full in a few days.” 


Charlotte and Caprica whispered, so Victor and I left the room while the two spoke privately. After half an hour, his mother joined us, looking devastated. 


“She’s very sick, Victor.” 


“It’s a mental illness and far more common than anyone wishes to admit.” 


“Can Caprica recover?” 


“Yes, and the schizophrenia is manageable as long as she stays on her prescribed meds and attends therapy.” 


“Schizophrenia? That makes sense.” 


“It what way, Mother?” 


 “Caprica became paranoid. She took my anger, multiplied it, and created a monster she needed to conquer.” 


“That monster was me, Mom.” 


“I know, and the person who created it was me.” 


Charlotte looked bereft. The way she stepped into her son’s arms and sobbed her heart out was a moment in her life where she had owned her mistakes. My boyfriend held his mother, hushing her, comforting a woman who was at the center of a catastrophe that might have destroyed her family entirely. 


“Is my daughter safe, Victor?” 


“She is for now, and once Artyom completes his task, my sister’s enemies will vanish.” 


“Good.” 


“But you must ensure Caprica stays in treatment, Mom. If she doesn’t, her future is very uncertain. Anything might happen.” 


“Do what needs to be done, please, son.” 


“Caprica must be committed to getting better, Mom. There are private facilities where she can get straightened out, but you must have her sectioned as soon as possible.” 


“Fuck… no, I can’t.” 


“That’s up to you, Mom. It’s not my place to force her or you; she’s not my child, but at her age, it can only be you, and even then, she must show some signs of acceptance.” 


“Victor… I don’t want this.” 


“I’ll stand by you, Mom, but I can’t and won’t section her myself. We must support one another.” 


Victor glanced at me, and I nodded. It was the only way Caprica would get well again, and by thumping the ball into his mother’s court, my boyfriend had started creating boundaries. 


“When must this be done, son?” 


“You’ll need Caprica on board soon. I suggest you speak with her about it first.” 


“I’ll do it now while she has an unusual amount of humility.” 


“I think that’s best.” 


When Charlotte marched back into Caprica’s treatment room, she waved a hand politely for us to stay behind. We stood awkwardly in a living room with a nurse and four bodyguards, all of whom heard the wailing and crying a few minutes later of a devastated woman they were treating or protecting when she was delivered bad news. 


We sat silently in the car, returning to Charlotte’s home. Her expression showed no hostility toward me; instead, she smiled weakly, almost apologetically, whenever glancing my way. At her house, she kissed Victor on the cheek, and then, to my utter astonishment, she also kissed me. 


“Welcome to our family, Amy. I’m sorry I’ve been a trauma for you, but that has ended now, I promise.” 


“Let’s start afresh.” 


“Thank you. Will you please sit near me tonight?” 


“Are you nervous, Charlotte?” 


“Yes. Very. For more than three decades, I’ve lived in fear that someone would take my son away. Now that his real parents are here, I’m terrified.” 


“You’re his real parent too.” 


“Am I, Amy?” 


“Of course you are. It’s plain to see many of Victor’s qualities are shared with you.” 


“I’m scared shitless, Amy.” 


She looked vulnerable, and I realized that Charlotte’s Achilles heel was her kids. She loved them so much; her objectivity was blown apart, and she reacted to raw emotions that gripped her as they did right now. 


That’s why she willingly bought a child. 


“Come out strong, Charlotte. Dress to impress and remember how you raised one of the most powerful men in the world.” 


She cheered up immensely, held my hand, and smiled, nodding her head even though her eyes were filled with tears and all around them were puffy and looked sad. 


“I did that, right? Victor is a good man.” 


“Yes, he is, and you raised him.” 


Back in the car, Victor seemed thoughtful. He would have considerations about dinner, thinking about possible awkwardnesses yet to come and how he might frame aspects of our conversation to avoid anyone feeling uncomfortable. I linked my arm through his, lay my head on his shoulder, and rested, hoping my presence reassured him. 


In our bedroom, he checked the time and seemed distressed. We’d been delayed, the visit with Caprica went on longer than intended, and traffic was awful. 


“We haven’t the time to make love, Amy.” 


“I know, sweetheart. Let’s fuck like bunny rabbits after dinner.” 


“How could I resist?” 


We played around in the shower until I got serious about shaving my legs and then washing and conditioning my hair. While we prepared, Victor was advised that his mother and sister had arrived and were settled in. He had agreed with Artyom that dinner was the best place for their reunion, and as every minute passed, our tensions rose. 


As I styled my hair, sitting naked, I watched my boyfriend remove what seemed a much-revered suit from its fabric, zip-up bag. 


“That suit looks new.” 


“It is. About ten years ago, I visited Milan and walked past a bespoke suitmaker. I turned around and stood in front of his shop window, admiring the clothes on display. A tailor came out and asked why I needed a handmade suit.” 


“And you had this one made?” 


“I like this shade of blue and prefer a slim-fit single-breasted jacket with straight-leg trousers and a pleated rise.” 


“That’s a very specific design.” 


“I know what I like.” 


He slowly eyed me from toe to head, making his point, and I grinned, opening my legs wide, enjoying his lascivious frown and beaming smile. 


“What was the reason you needed a handmade suit? What did you tell the tailor?” 


“I told him it was for the day I met my biological parents. I never wore it until today.” 


“You’d better try it on and make sure it fits.” 


“I never gain or lose weight, sweetheart, but I am nervous about trying it on.” 


“Why?” 


“I have so many hopes and dreams invested in this suit; each seam joins another part of me to my family. I worry they won’t love me or that I’ll dislike them. I worry about my mother… sorry, that is, my adopted mother, who I love dearly.” 


“We’re stepping off the deep end together, Victor. I’m right there with you.” 


“This is why the money doesn’t matter to me, Amy.” 


He kneeled in front of me, holding my hand. I was naked, and his nostrils flared, taking in my natural aroma and a slight whiff of lemon verbena, the soap I preferred from the many varieties proffered by Emma. 


“When we get to the end of our lives together, Amy, no matter the money, houses, or expensive toys we had. The only thing that will matter is that I had you, and you had me.” 


“Oh god, Victor, please hold me.” 


He choked back tears while mine streamed down both cheeks, and I knew our emotions were piqued. The capable businessman was always nonexistent when he was with me, and I was glad for Victor’s emotional availability. 


He tried on the suit, which fit perfectly, taking my breath away by revealing a gorgeous man with a kind, loving face and mildly mischievous expression. I stood and held him in my arms, naked. He gripped my ass cheeks with desperately clawing fingers, and I felt an enormous erection tenting the pants that otherwise fit perfectly. 


I wore a figure-hugging mascarpone cream crepe, off-the-shoulder, knee-length dress. It was bold but needed to be. Smooth, delicate crepe created a body-hugging silhouette designed with an overlapping off-the-shoulder neckline for a style I felt was equal parts sexy and sophisticated. 


I hated competing with other women where fashion was concerned, but tonight was an unknown, and with no dress code being mentioned, I knew everyone would wear their very best. 


“You look incredible, Amy.” 


“You look good enough to eat.” 


“I wish you could.” 


“So do I.” 


We giggled, and he held me in his arms again, like I was his and he was mine. Electricity fizzled, popped, and rippled around and between us like an invisible acknowledgment that Mother Nature approved. I enjoyed being held by him, felt safe in his love, and was confident about Victor as a man, my man. I was his equal in every sense; he listened to me, learned, and taught in equal measure. 


We left our room a little early because Victor wanted to meet all guests in the grand foyer of a house that had become a home.  


The emptiness of the foyer added gravitas to our moment. I was glad when Charlotte arrived before the others through the front door. Victor hugged his mother, who looked stunning in an ankle-long black dress that hugged the astonishing figure of a woman defying the sunset of her life by shining brightly.   


We three stood together and alone, a mother and girlfriend, placed on either side of the man we loved, waiting in absolute silence until one, then another door opened and closed somewhere upstairs, and the journey to a reunion began. 


“This is it, Amy.” 


“It’s a new beginning, Victor.” 


My heart pounded out of my chest as adrenaline surged, mixing potently with other hormones and body chemistry that lifted me to an unreal realm where only raw emotions mattered. Victor looked expectantly up at the balustrade of a balcony running the length of our accommodation floor. 


Artyom appeared, smiling down and waving, holding the hand of a most exquisite-looking woman, who stared at the son she’d lost, broke down, clutching a hand across her mouth, and sank to her knees, sobbing. Victor sprinted, taking the stairs in threes. I stayed behind and reached out, gripping Charlotte’s hand and clenching her fingers tightly. She glanced at me and smiled appreciatively, mouthing a thank you that meant the world to me. 


 When Victor reached his birth mother, he kneeled, and she touched both hands gently onto his cheeks, gazing in utter disbelief and raw love upon the face of a man she’d birthed, breastfed, and loved so fleetingly before he was cruelly snatched away. Their connection was instantly evident. A mother wrapped her arms around her long-lost son, kissing him everywhere, repeatedly and with wild abandon. 


A young woman, as beautiful as virgin snow that lay thick on a high mountain lake, stood beside them, looking down, crying, held tightly by her father whose tears ran like rainfall down his cheeks. When Victor stood up, Anastasia flung both arms around her brother’s neck, hugging the sibling she should have known all her life. 


When Artyom brought a semblance of order, he led the group downstairs directly toward us. When Victor’s mother’s stood less than a meter apart, I saw love and kindness written on Katerina’s face. She reached out to Charlotte and held her hand. 


“Thank you, Charlotte. You raised a fine son and saved him and us from a certain death.” 


Charlotte hadn’t expected that reaction, and I saw tears fall down her cheeks. She could easily be excused for revealing raw emotions so openly because there wasn’t a dry eye in the house. Even I was shocked when Katerina stepped closer and took the woman who bought and raised her son in a warm embrace. 


“I’m sorry you lost Victor.” 


“We had no choice, my dear. When two agents appear as though they will defect, our leadership acts most brutally. You have saved us all, Charlotte, Victor most notably.” 


Hold on a minute. Two agents? 


Victor’s mother was also KGB? 


Fuck! 


Victor heard it too but was busy holding hands with the sibling he’d never known. Anastasia released his fingers and came to me, hugging me tightly. 


“It’s nice to meet you, Amy.” 


“And you too, Anastasia.” 


“My father tells me I will be an aunt sometime soon. He keeps us appraised of all things relating to you and Victor.” 


Her accent was polished, upper-class English with a hint of Russian, enough to entice the ears and present her as enigmatic. In her, I saw Victor’s piercing eyes, cheek dimples, and the honest expression that always pulled me in. 


“Your dress is beautiful, Amy.” 


 She stood close to me while her mother and Charlotte spoke until Katerina stepped back, embracing her son lovingly again. 


“I missed you so much, dearest son.” 


“I know… mother, I wish I could remember.” 


“I am somewhere deep in your heart, Victor, but Charlotte is also your mother by right of having raised you. I love for you to call me the same, but I shall never become a wedge between you and her.” 


Charlotte broke down, having had her greatest fear allayed. She ran into both their arms, and for a moment of scintillating love, two mothers shared the son they truly loved. 


When Anastasia’s fingers crept into mine, I glanced at her and saw she did it subconsciously, seeking emotional comfort in a moment of such tumultuous emotion. When she stared back at me, the woman realized what she’d done and freed her fingers from mine, apologizing. 


“I feel so emotional, Amy. I’m sorry.” 


“That’s okay. This is an immense, life-changing moment for all of us.” 


When Victor walked into the dining room with a devoted mother on each arm, Artyom collected me, offering his arm while Anastasia took advantage of a valid reason to hold my hand. 


Walking into the dining room felt like a dream where my place in the world became sharply focused, and I finally belonged. My mind was made up, and all thoughts galvanized on one thing. 


We were already building a mighty family. 



Chapter Thirty-Two

Dinner Is Served

◆◆◆

Victor had arranged the dining room so he could sit on either side of the head of the table, a position he rightfully took as a matter of best placement rather than any belief that he was the head of the household. 


I loved his humility, which created a vibe of equality. He was no pushover, another quality I admired, and I imagined those who crossed him were sorry afterward. I recalled our earlier conversation on the matter of dinner etiquette because my boyfriend was concerned about the optics or possibility of upsetting anyone. 


“I didn’t want to leave out either mother, Amy.” 


“If you’d sat between them, you’d only be able to speak to one at a time.” 


“Am I doing the right thing, then?” 


“Placing yourself at the head of the table in your own home? I’m surprised you have to ask.” 


“Your opinion matters, Amy.” 


Absolutely, it’s the right thing to do. This is a touchy situation. I’m not one for making distinctions with genders either, Victor, but two mothers will be far more difficult to handle than one father if things go awry.” 


I felt touched by his sensitivity in all matters, particularly those of the heart, where Victor excelled in doing the right thing, or at least making that his foremost intention. As he seated each lady in the dining room, I thought of our sons and daughters working together with boundless sibling love and a pure sense of caring for one another. 


Artyom placed both hands on Charlotte’s shoulders, beaming heartily. 


“I am pleased to report that your daughter, Caprica, is safe.” 


“Really?” 


Charlotte looked like she’d won the lottery, sprang out of her chair, and hugged Victor’s father. She burst into tears, for which I had tissues, passing them sideways. Artyom looked certain that Caprica’s troubles were over, nodding his head proudly. 


“They are resting in a sea shipping container on their way to Nigeria by freighter.” 


“Why Nigeria?” 


“They are wanted for capital punishment offenses there. This team assassinated a senior politician and only just managed to escape alive three years ago. The authorities in Abuja are looking forward to their arrival in a few days.” 


Charlotte sat back down, gripping my hand, clenching it tightly. She glanced at me with wide, excited eyes, and I saw palpable relief on the face of a loving mother. I looked around the diners, noticing, with some mirth, how Anastasia kept looking at her brother like he were a historical artifact, and she was the antiquity collector forever in its thrall. 


She coughed and eyeballed him, fully drawing Victor’s attention. She looked like a princess, beautiful, polite, and caring, albeit I saw an incisive glint of danger in her eyes.  


“You owe me a great deal, brother.” 


“Oh, how so, Anastasia?” 


“Many rainy days when you were not around to read to me, you never pushed my pram, allowed me to tease you mercilessly, or cuddled me on those awful days when our parents were absent.” 


“I shall make it up to you.” 


The looks they exchanged were like key rings shaped in a heart, cracked in two, shared by loved ones, reunited when they were together. Katerina reached across the table, gesturing her solidarity with Charlotte by holding her hand. 


“I’m glad your daughter is safe.” 


“Me too, but this is a first step to her resurgence.” 


When the two smiled at each other, some message only mothers understood was passed. 


 “Charlotte, have you seen those terrible images in war zones where parents try throwing their babies over a security fence to the United Nations soldiers, begging for safe passage for their children?” 


“Yes. It’s dreadful.” 


“That was Artyom and me, the day our choice had to be made. Either we gave up Victor as leverage to the KGB and returned to Russia, or we would all be buried here, in your country.” 


“I felt terrible because I paid for Victor.” 


“That was the corruption of embassy officials making some opportunistic cash. It happens all of the time. I don’t blame you because it means you wanted Victor desperately.” 


“I did… and still do.” 


Victor placed his hands on those of both his mother, beaming at the women he owed his life to. Katerina fizzled with curiosity, staring between her son and the mother who raised him. 


“How old was Victor when his Mongolian birthmark faded, Charlotte?” 


“Oh, that.” 


A huge smile spanned Charlotte’s face as she reminisced about her child’s life, happy in the moment, as always, to boast about her beloved son. 


“He had three, and they were so beautiful. Two on the lower back and one on his left butt cheek.” 


“That’s right.” 


“They faded gradually, and by his seventh birthday, they were gone. Tell me, Katerina, was Victor a troubled birth?” 


“No, not in any way at all, and he slept well as a baby.” 


“He pined for you, his real mother to begin with. I had sleepless nights where he sought your breast, rejecting me and the bottle. Then, one day, he settled and grew attached. You know the rest.” 


“We are both his real mother, my dear. Victor would not be alive today had it not been for both of us.” 


We ate a fabulous dinner of roast beef with vegetables, carved at the table by Artyom at Victor’s request and served by suited servers. Mostly, the two mothers shared a conversation, engrossed about a baby they both loved, each shedding a tear at times. Eventually, Victor left them to it and moved, settling beside his sister. 


“I am so pleased to have another sister.” 


“I imagine you are used to having female siblings, no?” 


“They are older than me; I now have a little sister.” 


“I’m almost as tall as you are, brother. I am sure I could have wrestled you to the ground had a chance been given.” 


He laughed and held her hand with a soft, loving expression for the sister he barely knew. 


“Did you know anything about me, Anastasia?” 


“Yes, brother, from my first memories until today. Father received regular briefings from his friends in service and Kasimir. We gathered at least thrice weekly at dinner, and he read everything, including your school reports.” 


“Wow… I had no idea I was being spied upon.” 


“Not spied. We all watched over you. Mother has hundreds of photographs in her luggage of you growing up. I also have some, but mostly, I followed you online. Perhaps we can enjoy going through family albums together in the coming days.” 


“I’d like that.” 


After dinner concluded, Anastasia asked for a tour of the nonprivate areas of our home; Victor stretched out his hand, insisting I must join them, so we left three parents to catch up. They’d become remarkably friendly very quickly, but I guessed a common interest bound them tightly together. 


We strolled across the marble floor. Anastasia was mostly interested in art and architecture, enjoying the early-period design of our home in a modern American style few ever saw. 


“What is your home like, sister?” 


 “You would love it. We had an enormous apartment in Moscow, where you were nursed, and a country house outside the city, about two hours’ drive north. In the winter, it was like an ice palace. Sadly, it’s all gone now.” 


“Gone how?” 


“About an hour after Mother and I left a few days ago, the authorities arrived at all our residences and workplaces with arrest and search warrants. We are locked out of Russia for good now.” 


“I’m sorry.” 


“I’m not. I lost a bunch of stuff and gained my brother. Our parents are wealthy, with plenty of money and assets outside Russia. Maybe some of that will be lost in a deal with the Russian government, but at least we are all together again.” 


 “Yes. Has Artyom and Katerina explained their wealth to you?” 


“Oh my… dear Victor, we are far more alike than you realize.” 


I immediately understood her meaning, but it took a minute for my boyfriend to get there. When he did, a light bulb flickered in his eyes, and his expression grew incredulous. 


“Ahh… you manage the wealth?” 


“I am what you would call a CEO to their collective companies. They gave me that responsibility three years ago. I am younger than you were at the same stage of your business career.” 


She reached for his hand and shot an innocent look, giggling, mercilessly teasing her sibling in good humor and from a place of love. 


“I didn’t think, Anastasia, I’m sorry.” 


“How could you possibly know? I look far too young. I still bring out the big guns from time to time. Father is an incredible businessman. His brain processes everything so quickly that you have no idea. He was destined to run the KGB before he and our mother decided to defect.” 


“What happened after they returned to Russia?” 


“They were placed under house arrest for two years, after which Father was taken for interrogation. It wasn’t that at all. The KGB was changing, losing ground to others in the intelligence game, having lost too many operatives. They made a deal with him to take back to my mother and discuss.” 


“What deal?” 


“If he and our mother continued to work for them, they could benefit from Oligarch status.” 


“And if they refused the deal?” 


“You were to be executed. It was a no-brainer.” 


“They became a successful couple in business, Anastasia.” 


“That was our father’s great skill. He was the tactical one of them. I learned about strategy and business from him. He is quite Machiavellian, brother.” 


“What did you learn from our mother?” 


“How to kill with my bare hands, sometimes using a sniper rifle or blade to slit a throat. Many other ways to kill, hide, run, and fight as well.” 


“Mom’s a killer?” 


“Oh yeah. She’s the most prolific assassin in Russia’s history. She claims to have only killed the guilty. Our nationals who dipped their fingers too deep into the honey pot, traitors, and some very evil Russian criminals who moved abroad. Russia likes to clean its houses wherever the dirty washing resides.” 


“Did she kill Americans?” 


“One hundred percent no.” 


Victor was stunned by his sister’s revelation. I was too, but it cost me less emotional equity to understand. I thought about Katerina again; she was lithe, powerful, and could pass herself off anywhere, whether stalking someone through a homeless shelter or attending a royal coronation. 


“Mom’s a killer?” 


“You are in danger of looking like a surprised goldfish brother. When KGB officers came for our parents with their ultimatum, Mom was going to kill everyone in the Russian embassy here if Dad hadn’t stopped her.” 


“What did Artyom do?” 


“He restrained Mom. She broke two of his ribs, smashed the head of one officer, and had two more on the run. In the embassy interview room, she attended to our father’s injuries while screaming with rage that she would kill everyone.” 


“What happened in the end?” 


“Father talked her down. I only have snippets, brother, stories from a sorrowful time that our parents would prefer to forget.” 


“Do they discuss me often?” 


“They discuss you all the time, but the manner of your taking is not a frequent topic.” 


Anastasia held his hand, squeezing tightly while I flashed my access card to get us into the gym, spa, and wellness center we had remodeled and upgraded with new equipment. Anastasia had incredible presence and power, but around Victor, she was just a girl who loved and admired her big brother.   


She linked her arm with his and placed her head on his shoulder. 


“Let’s talk about the future, brother. There is nothing to be gained from raising old enmities, although I believe if our mother ever reaches her hands for the necks of those responsible for taking you, they won’t be breathing for long.” 


“I hope she doesn’t kill anyone, Anastasia. I agree with you. These things are best left in the past. Will mother be helping our father negotiate with the Russian authorities?” 


“Not negotiate, but she will be with him every step of the way.” 


“As protection?” 


“You have no idea how much they fear her. Katerina is legendary in her community. Whoever from Russia negotiates this deal with Father will hold a civil tongue, or she will cut it out.” 


“I had no idea.” 


“I love it so much, Victor. Our parents are incredible. I feel the same way about Charlotte. Mother particularly was always grateful she was so kind and loving toward you.” 


I dread to think what might have happened to her if she hadn’t been. 


A noise from the swimming pool hall drew our attention, so we investigated. I saw Hannah enjoying a late-night swim, doing front crawl, and totally oblivious to us being there. She had a perfect athletic form, stroking like a metronome, sything through the water like a hot, sharp knife through butter while her legs kicked powerfully, leaving barely a trace in her wake. 


“Who is this delicious creature, Victor?” 


“Hannah is an Olympian. She lives here with us, trains constantly, and competes, then returns home exhausted. She and Amy have become good friends.” 


“She looks imposing.” 


“Hannah is a gold medallist. If she competes, she places on the podium every time.” 


I guessed my friend and training partner heard our voices echo in the emptiness of the swimming hall. She stopped halfway through a length, turned and saw us, smiled, waving enthusiastically before striking out for the pool edge where we were. 


Hannah practically bounced out of the water, wearing a skin-tight, bright red full-cover swimsuit. Even the fabric covering her midriff had a six-pack, and both nipples were solid from the relatively cold air outside the water. 


“Hannah, this is my sister, Anastasia.” 


“Hi.” 


They shook hands, and I tossed Hannah a towel that she used to dry herself. I’d expected her to cover up because her swimsuit left very little to the imagination. When Anastasia asked my friend about her training regime, Victor took me to one side. 


“I think everything is going well?” 


“Finding out your mother is a killer was a surprise.” 


“Yeah… I have to discuss that tomorrow because I just pray the authorities here aren’t holding a grudge for one of her executions.” 


“Aren’t you amazed at all of this, Victor?” 


“Yes, but some things make absolute sense. I’ve often wondered where my traits originate. Now I can see where I came from.” 


“You must keep Charlotte engaged now, Victor. She’s in recovery and needs help.” 


“Yes. Shall we visit her tomorrow, Amy?” 


“I have to attend college, but I can do it in the late afternoon.” 


Victor collected Anastasia, whom Hannah had utterly enthralled. I joined my friend, hugging her to expend some emotional energy. Her nipples almost shredded the towel she was wrapped in, poking into me. 


“What’s this sweet, innocent Hannah? Are you turned on?” 


“I can’t help it.” 


“Anastasia?” 


“Wow… just, fucking wow, Amy.” 



Chapter Thirty-Three

The Morning After

◆◆◆

When our evening ended, long past midnight, Victor walked me out of the dining room like I was his princess. Farewells were bid in the foyer of our home, and his family used the elevator to get to their room floor while we walked Charlotte to the front door. 


Outside, she turned to me with a pleasant smile and held both my hands. 


“What’s next, Amy?” 


“What do you mean, Charlotte?” 


“You are a force of nature, my dear. My son has changed immeasurably since the two of you met, much for the better, to be honest.” 


“Your son has had the same effect on me. I feel more balanced and in tune with myself since we met.” 


“Well, Amy… I liked you more than the other possible surrogates when we first met at Victor’s office, and now I like you a lot. I’m sure you’ve managed me carefully, and for that, I am grateful.” 


“I don’t know what you mean.” 


I grinned at her, pleased to have won over such an important chess piece on the family board that I was playing on. My mind had already turned to my studies and the period I expected that had not yet materialized. If that wasn’t enough to think about, I was concerned about the deal Artyom must do with his Russian masters to find peace. 


Charlotte squeezed my hands, bringing me back to the moment. 


“Can we have lunch from time to time, Amy?” 


“I’d like that.” 


We escorted Charlotte to a waiting car, where she slid into the backseat after kissing both of us, smiling, and then waving her sincere farewell.  


We took the stairs to our bedroom floor, and I felt the warmth inside my panties grow, demanding immediate satisfaction. My pussy lips had engorged because I’d spent the entire evening watching my incredible lover being the most extraordinary man. 


I turned to my boyfriend inside our bedroom and waited for him to take me in his arms. My nipples felt solid, pressing hard against the crepe fabric of a dress I needed to discard soon. Victor saw my arousal, smiled, and his pants tented a little harder. 


“I want you, Amy.” 


“You had me all night, sweetheart. I stewed in my panties all the way through dinner.” 


“And there’s still no sign of your period?” 


“None at all. Not even the slightest cramping. I’m a mess, though, because my thighs are sticky from an inadequate gusset.” 


“You always say exactly what will turn me on, Amy.” 


“Because we are united, Victor. Nothing between us is contrived.” 


“I’m as messy as you are, Amy.” 


“Pre-cum?” 


“My boxer briefs are a sticky mess because I couldn’t stop thinking of you.” 


“Yum yum, shall we?” 


“Yes, but please don’t make me cum in your mouth.” 


“You’d rather empty your load inside my pussy?” 


“Yes.” 


Foreplay was over, and mayhem ensued with garments unzipped, slid off, unbuttoned, torn, and discarded. Having unclothed first, I feasted on his nipple while gripping my boyfriend’s ass with powerful fingers, spread wide, pulling his cheeks apart in the most lewd way. 


We bounced off walls and the door, kissing, biting, caressing, and nibbling while spinning like a tornado of two souls that became one. We were naked, transforming from one tawdry living art display to another, crashing into, then onto the bed, with me immediately scrambling to dominate, crawling atop my lover’s face to feed him my soul. 


“Fuck me, Victor.” 


“Feed me first, Amy.” 


I sat proudly upright on my throne, imagining giving myself to my liege, my love, the man who would battle for my honor and safety. A man I would adore and worship equally to his affection toward me. My pussy lips dribbled as I lowered them into Victor’s mouth. 


I rocked gently back and forth, riding his lips, enjoying how Victor sucked each of my swollen labia into his mouth, enticing them with soft strokes of his tongue while I trembled like a leaf in the wind. 


My body flooded with oxytocin when flutters of an orgasm tickled deep inside me, where life begins, and my dreams are sated. I sensed no sign of my period; otherwise, I would never have so desperately wanted Victor’s tongue deep inside me. 


“I think I’m pregnant. I never miss a period, sweetheart.” 


“I wish I could explore that deeply inside with my tongue.” 


“Your tongue is doing good work, honey.” 


I gently stroked his cock, not wanting Victor to spill precious seed until he wished it. Victor’s tongue slid deep inside my pussy, licking the soft tissues and tight nerve cluster just inside my pulsating hole. 


I quivered uncontrollably, gripped by an emotional tsunami of deep love and respect for the man servicing my pussy. I leaked juices into his mouth like I was a morsel rotating on a skewer over intense heat. I felt him swallowing repeatedly, and that tawdry insight contorted my expression, making me realize what a delightful slut I was when molded by the right hands, lips, and tongue. 


He cleaved my ass cheeks apart, opening up my sex organs like a flower bathed in morning sun. I felt his tongue like silk massaging my soft tissues that quivered to his touch. When I lay forward, reaching for my boyfriend’s enormous cock, he gripped my ass tighter, making my cunt a goblet of his burning desire. 


I gazed at his cock, enjoying the teardrop of pre-cum pooling in the wrinkled front of his foreskin. Victor’s musky, primal aroma and the overwhelming flavor of his pre-cum hit my libido, firing every taboo synapse while sending my body on a journey to the center of a burning star. I wobbled, shook, and shuddered while he gripped my ass cheeks, plowing his tongue up and down my creamy furrow like he was a kid thundering down a water slide. 


He curled his tongue around the base of my clitoris, then dragged and flicked that solid pearl as though they danced together on a climactic ridge, him teasing but never allowing me to drop into the rapturous chasm below. 


I took his cock deep in my mouth, sliding clenched lips along his shaft until my throat tightened, and I gagged, unable to yield to such an enormous invader. I paused, focused on the excellent service on a pussy that throbbed and seeped ambrosia onto my lover’s tongue. 


I relaxed my throat and neck, then slid my face further down Victor’s cock, almost reaching his pubic bush with my lips. The smooth, swollen, bell-shaped head of his enormous cock squeezed gently into a passage designed for far lesser girth. 


But I took it. 


And loved that moment when I was his. 


I squeezed his shaft deeper down my throat, enjoying the wonderfully smooth texture of a glans throbbing almost like a tiny heartbeat deep inside my throat. He moaned noisily while I basked in my achievement, knowing that every time I squeezed my soft tissue walls against his solid, gnarly shaft, he felt it; his muscles tensed, and another small step toward his climax was achieved. 


When my orgasm rose, it was as though Victor had wedged my pussy wide open. I felt puckered lips sucking my pee hole, and that, together with the stiff cock crammed down my throat, choked me, and caused my eruption. 


I wriggled, twitched, and squirmed while Victor extracted my juices like I was yielding a wonderful elixir he needed to sustain his life. I even pretended it was, spreading my knees wider, arching my back, and giving all I had to him through short, sharp jets of my love. 


When I could take no more, I clambered like a beautiful spider, ensuring no toe, finger, elbow, or knee pressed into his body. I gripped his cock and stared down at my lover, almost begging for him to take and fuck me. He must have seen that in my eyes because Victor’s lit up like volcanoes awakened from their slumber. 


“Fuck me, boyfriend, and know you will be the only one who ever shall.” 


 “I fucking love you, Amy.” 


I planted both feet on the bed, using all my cycling training muscle power to squat with my pussy lips gently draped over his glans like I was somehow protecting my property. When he raised both knees, I palmed them, then used that leverage to slowly slide down his cock while staring deep into my lover’s eyes. 


“I want to be fucked by you every day, Victor. Wherever I go, I want your seed planted deep inside me.” 


“I want to eat your pussy every day as well, Amy.” 


“Most days, honey, not during my period.” 


“That’s supposed to be now, Amy.” 


His long, thick cock was balls deep inside me, twitching like crazy, and he beamed at me as though every Christmas in Victor’s life had arrived at once in the form of a sheath massaging his enormous shaft. My orgasm rolled like a massive, violent ocean, sending wave after wave of massive pleasure surging through me. I screamed, moaned, and danced on his cock, sliding up and down, aided by two powerful hands gripping my waist. 


When Victor came deep inside me, my continuous out-of-control, multiple orgasms shuddered to a pique as an ocean of hot baby-making seed rushed deep inside my pussy, surging forward, hunting down my womb like a river of hot lava spreading on virgin sand. 


My back arched almost painfully as I felt his cock press hard against my cervix. I enjoyed it now, knowing an aching would punish me later for my overindulgence. 


“I feel your cock jerking deep inside me.” 


I placed a hand on my stomach, indicating to my lover how deep inside me his cock had reached. He grinned proudly, jerking his hips up as though wanting to push deeper. 


“We’re joined so beautifully, Amy.” 


“Having your cock so deep inside me feels great, Victor. My life has a greater purpose, and our love has deeper spiritual meaning.” 


I collapsed on top of him, totally satisfied, first by the man, then his cock and tongue second. He held me lovingly, rolling us sideways with his shaft still buried deep inside my pussy. We kissed, and I ascended again with another tiny orgasm while squeezing, milking his cock until it softened. 


“I want you to be proud of me, Amy.” 


“You have no idea what watching you being such an incredible man does for me. I want to work harder and gain your approval and love. I want to be a nurturer to your warrior king.” 


“Amy… you don’t need to gain my approval, sweetheart. It’s already given up completely. We’re absolute equals in all things.” 


“As it should be.” 


I skipped to the toilet, then wore panties and pajamas, not wishing to spill wet spots on our bed. When I returned, Victor had used the wipes I left on his nightstand to clean his creamy cock, tossing them into the small basket Emma provided when she’d seen it was needed. 


I snuggled close to my boyfriend, enjoying the comfort of my man. As I nodded off to sleep, I heard Victor ask me a question, and I vaguely answered. 


“Do you think my sister likes girls or boys, Amy?” 


“You definitely have one thing in common, sweetheart.” 


“What’s that?” 


“Anastasia enjoys eating pussy as much as you do Victor, and Hannah is on her menu for sure.” 


I drifted into a torrid dream that woke me with an orgasm. I raised myself on both elbows, stared around our bedroom in a daze, then looked down at a peacefully sleeping Victor, wondering if he’d fucked me. When I realized I’d dreamt and cum, I giggled, snuggled into my boyfriend again, and fell asleep. 


I woke early and ran down to the gym, where Hannah and Anastasia were already stretching. I felt slightly left out until both stopped their pre-workout and hugged me. 


“Anastasia says last night was the best in her life.” 


“I would agree it ranks right up there for me too.” 


Anastasia shot me a sassy grin and touched my shoulder before stroking my cheek. 


“I worried about you, dear Amy.” 


 “Why?” 


“All that screaming I heard through the night made me believe you had a bad dream.” 


She shot me a naughty, tawdry look, then collapsed into a heap of giggles, wrapping her arms around Hannah. 


“You pair of bitches.” 


They fell apart laughing as women do when they know one got some while they got none. When Victor appeared wearing his budgie smugglers, regardless of how great he looked in them, his sister and Hannah went into complete hysterics, leaning on each other to stay upright. 


 Victor nodded sideways at them while looking at me. 


“What’s got into those two?” 


“Girl talk.” 


“Ahh, I’m running away now then.” 


When we mounted the bikes, keying into Kayleigh’s class, they still whimpered with residual laughter, echoing their joy like the faint sound you hear in empty school halls that kids make in the distance after they leave. 


Anastasia rested on her handlebars, staring over at Hannah and me. 


“I see my brother is well endowed, and this is just a guess, but would I be the only girl among us he has not made scream through the night?” 


They burst into more bouts of laughter, and I joined in, seeing the funny side of the tawdry joke. Hannah raised a hand when we reached the starting line. 


“As wonderful as he is, Victor never quite touched me like that, Anastasia.” 


“I can understand why, my dear.” 


 “Why?” 


“You need something only another woman can offer.” 


I was pleased when the ride began, and we spun straight to the front. It was clear that Anastasia was no stranger to cycling, keeping pace with us all the way through the first few hundred meters. 


We chatted together using proximity communications, enjoying a laugh and a joke when not powering up hills. I became aware of another rider, someone who caught us with laboring breath. Another rider connected to our group chat. 


“My warning still stands. Be more careful, Amy. Your child is valuable, and danger lurks nearby.” 


“Fuck! Who are you?” 


“It doesn’t matter.” 


I glanced at my friends, who confirmed they’d heard the same voice. Hannah looked spooked, but Anastasia didn’t. I looked around and saw the discarded bike straying onto a grass verge. The rider had left the group, vanishing into thin air. 


“I’m finishing the ride here, you guys.” 


Anastasia dismounted while Hannah continued riding; Victor’s sister stayed with me when I went to find him while using my phone to message Rania and then Romy. 


“It seemed like a warning to me, Victor… almost friendly and concerned.” 


“It’s creepy. Who would warn you and why?” 


“I have no idea.” 


I wrapped up in a towel and explained what happened to Victor and Rania; both were as confused as I was. I’d hoped the stalker might have vanished into the wind with the team Caprica had hired. A message from Romy arrived. 


I tracked the IP address for the rider. They are in Moscow. 


I showed the message to the others, noting a look of annoyance on Anastasia’s face. 


“I know who it is. I recognize the voice.” 



Chapter Thirty-Four

Strands Of Information

◆◆◆

You could have heard a pin drop in the gym as we stared at Anastasia. She looked anxious, with a furrowed brow, concentrating on what she’d heard. The rapid change in her demeanor surprised me because the woman had been steadfast since I’d met her. 


“Who is it, Anastasia?” 


“Uncle Peter.” 


“An uncle of yours?” 


“Yes, Amy. My, I mean our, uncle. He’s Victor’s uncle, too, now. I would swear it was him.” 


“Where is he now?” 


“Uncle Peter works in the Kremlin. He is a government official.” 


“KGB?” 


“No. He’s more like your state department. Mother knows more about what he does than my father does.” 


“Sorry to say, Anastasia, but that’s not a good sign given your Mom’s profession.” 


“I guess not, but I’d bet my life that Uncle Peter wouldn’t harm our family, including you.” 


“How senior is he at the Kremlin?” 


“Peter is at the very top. Father refers to him as the man in the shadows when the President speaks.” 


I was freaking out inside but holding my calm facade together. Fair enough, I wasn’t a fully trained international lawyer yet. Still, I knew enough to realize we had the attention of the shady agencies from two superpower nations, which was terrifying. 


Victor seemed thoughtful and much calmer than me. He placed a reassuring arm around my shoulder, knowing this was day two of my skipped period, and that was also an anxious load to bear. He stared at Anastasia, drilling into her soul. 


“What is it, brother?” 


“Is Uncle Peter a friend?” 


“Oh, definitely, he’s on our side. He’s warning Amy… Peter’s not threatening, but I have no idea why he would reach out to a stranger this way. We should speak with our parents.” 


“Can you ask if they will meet us in an hour for breakfast where we ate last night? I need Kasimir and Rania there as well. We have to understand what is going on, sister.” 


“Of course. We’ll see you then.” 


Anastasia kissed her brother on the cheek, then left. Rania shrugged her shoulders, looking helpless and irritated by that. She threw her arms up in frustration, venting. 


“Nothing is coming out of our contacts here, Victor. According to people I know in the State Department, your parents are people they’d like to talk with, but there are no arrest warrants or suspicion of wrongdoing.” 


“What about Dad’s status as an Oligarch?” 


“Not of any interest to the U.S. He owns some mineral extraction rights in Russia, who probably want those back in a deal to forget him, but our country doesn’t care aside from taxing him should he wish to reside here.” 


 We went our separate ways, reassuring Hannah that any danger was minimal. She was more surprised than anyone by the sudden interest surrounding our possible pregnancy. 


I flopped into a chair in our bedroom, enjoying a glass of chilled water while cooling down from a heavy training session. 


“Why are they so interested in our baby, Victor?” 


“I don’t know. My business portfolio is valuable, as is the power I can exert over the banks. Control of that might be useful to any government, but would they really go to these lengths?” 


“Has the U.S. government ever tried to coerce you?” 


“No. We have meetings discussing policy and how the governing party sees things, but it’s not coercive. We make profits, not Presidents, Amy. I steer well clear of backing and sacking our leaders.” 


“It happens, though?” 


“Not in a deep state cabal way, but some politicians align with the commercial sector.” 


“But not you?” 


“Nope, never have, never will.” 


I showered and dressed for lectures and meetings at the University. I had lagged in my studies, becoming distracted by personal matters. Albeit my lapse was short, it nagged at me because I wanted to graduate top of my class; anything less now, having reached that exalted place, would seem like a failure. 


The discussion about Uncle Peter at breakfast revealed very little, although Artyom immediately messaged his brother, suggesting they catch up soon. 


His phone buzzed a few minutes later, dragging me out of my thoughts, largely related to how I might catch up on study work. 


“He’ll talk to me tomorrow morning while he cycles during his regular workout. It’s the only free time Peter has.” 


“That’s during our training session. He is our mystery rider, and he’s done this twice already, once to me alone and again this morning to the three of us. Your brother is using Kayleigh’s training session to communicate with us.” 


“With you, Amy. Peter hasn’t reached out to us at all.” 


 Katerina poured herself coffee while staring at me. Her eyes were calculating, but the assassin’s demeanor was calm and gentle. I guessed she’d learned to control her emotions and was doing that now. 


“What do you mean by that, Artyom?” 


“Peter is reaching out to you, Amy.” 


“Why?” 


“I have no idea, but we’ll find out tomorrow.” 


I felt more troubled than when we’d started the meeting. I had assumed that I was a target by association with Victor. The people who chased me at Columbia University were paid to harass me by Caprica, but Uncle Peter had only ever targeted me, and on both occasions, it was with a warning. 


I kissed Victor and bid farewell to his family, grabbing my shoulder bag and heading for the front door where Rania picked me up, following to the car outside. I was surprised when Greg opened my door, and Kyle was already sitting in the back. 


“Sorry, Amy, it’s the only way I could see you.” 


“What’s wrong?” 


I took the coffee he handed me when Kyle held my bag. He gave me a sheet of paper, which I speed read, smiling at it before staring at him in amazement and with good humor. 


“You scheduled me, Kyle? Nobody ever scheduled me.” 


“I’m trying to organize your time while staying out of your way.” 


I scanned the page for a second, then a third time, nodding approvingly and shooting the occasional grin at my assistant. I was wholly impressed with Kyle because he had documented everything I needed to do by objectives, time, and location for the next few days, including meals, rest, training, study blocks, and a meeting tomorrow with Ethan from Mindful. 


“Change anything you want, Amy, and whenever you like. I’ll cope with rescheduling and have briefing documents ready for you.” 


“How will you do all of this, Man Friday?” 


“If you approve my access to your calendar, most of it can be done online. We should also start a group chat, including Rania and Greg, but it’s up to you.” 


I’d largely ignored Kyle’s presence in my life, still unconvinced I needed a personal assistant, but he presented good evidence to the contrary. He was smartly dressed and looked intelligent. I hadn’t seen his resume because Sarah had parachuted the man into my life. 


He was at least five years older than me and a consummate professional, as his detailed scheduling of me and unannounced arrival in my car without fuss or drama confirmed. 


“I’ll give you access to my calendar right now, Kyle, and please, go ahead and start a Signal group.” 


“Will do, Amy.” 


“Where will you be if I need you?” 


“Close by. You’ll get me night or day by phone. Otherwise, I’ll be in a cafe, or somewhere in your home, perhaps nearby if you’re at Victor’s headquarters, but it’s unlikely you’ll see me unless you want help and reach out.” 


“You’re an enigma already, Kyle.” 


“I’m here to support you, Amy.” 


He handed me a small jiffy bag-style envelope with an open flap; I peeked inside and laughed. 


“You know about that too?” 


“Only because it was such a public scene caused at our university when Victor advertised his need for a surrogate.” 


“Our university?” 


“Yes. I attended Columbia as well.” 


“Oh. You’re an alumnus?” 


“MBA, and well done on using the correct terminology.” 


I studied him carefully, seeing no deceit, but I got a sense he was a man fitting in out of place. It bothered me, so I asked. 


“Why are you working for me as a personal assistant, Kyle?” 


His wry smile suggested I wouldn’t get the whole truth, but I was confident at least he wouldn’t lie. Kyle thought about the question, glancing out the window before facing me. 


“I’ve traveled the world for a few years, bumming around here and there, and dropped out of the system.” 


 “Were you finding yourself?” 


“Yes. I had some great times, and then Sarah called; I was Stateside anyway, and she suggested I check you out, saying you were destined for great things.” 


“I must have passed Sarah’s and your test then, Kyle or you wouldn’t be here.” 


“You are impressive, Amy. You’re behind on your studies, but I’m confident you’ll come out on top.” 


I felt a twinge of pride that an MBA alumnus considered me worth his trouble, but Kyle was punching below his weight, which begged further questions. Something about his travels felt more like a quest. 


“Did you find yourself somewhere in a desert or while diving for oysters off the Bahraini coast?” 


“Yes. I discovered who I am, the good and bad.” 


“And somehow, for reasons I don’t yet know, you are now drawn to me?” 


“Yes, Amy. I’m an excellent tactician, organizer, and researcher but a poor decision-maker.” 


“You believe working for me will help you learn those skills?” 


“Probably, yes… but not to the extent that I would make an effective CEO. I hope we gel sufficiently that you won’t want to lose me.” 


“You want to support me for the long term?” 


“Yes, if that suits us both.” 


I felt slightly emotional that anyone would want to commit themselves so wholeheartedly to me, almost on a whim. I guessed he could walk away at any time, but bearing his soul, as Kyle had, and being so forthright about his weaknesses demonstrated an impressive humility and an honest gesture. 


He looked vulnerable, waiting for my response. I liked Kyle and felt his purely professional desire, but I didn’t know him and wouldn’t risk overreaching in trust or friendship. 


“What do you say, Amy? Can you give it a whirl?” 


“We’re on a journey together, Kyle. Let’s see where that leads.” 


“That’s all I need. I’ll have to thank my mother… perhaps nice flowers and an expensive dinner.” 


“Ah hah, Sarah, is your mother?” 


“Yes, she is.” 


I assumed Sarah must have been relatively young when she became pregnant, but it wasn’t my place to ask. I hoped a Chinese Wall between Kyle and his mother was possible because I didn’t want leaks in information between the two to become an ordeal for Victor and me. 


Deep in thought, I strolled into the Columbia campus, stopping through the door, fleetingly reminded of the day I ran for my life. 


I’d casually tried to identify the rest of my security team, watching Rania on those infrequent moments when I’d spotted her, noticing who was consistently around or who she glanced at. I had an idea about one guy who dressed like an adventurer and studied him while lining up in the cafe. 


He was solid and powerful, looking like a man who might spring from nowhere, dealing death blows to my assailants. He was always parked in the Blue Java Cafe near my campus lecture hall with his back to the wall and a clear view of the whole refreshment area. 


I felt mischievous, so I bought a coffee and approached his table. 


“Can I sit here, please?” 


“Of course.” 


He didn’t bat an eyelid. 


It’s not him. 


He read the Columbia Daily Spectator, and like many other students doing so in the morning, he fit in perfectly. He was always nearby, and I was sure I’d seen him the day we visited Caprica. I strained my eyes to observe his expression and demeanor, which revealed nothing out of the ordinary. 


My phone flashed up with a message, and I noticed it was Rania, so I checked immediately. 


Amy, I would have to fire any security operatives whose cover was blown. 


My heart stopped, but I didn’t look at the man again, terrified I might be the reason for his expulsion. I collected my coffee, stood up, and walked away, vowing never to do something so arrogant or stupid again, regardless of how much the situation intrigued me. 


My phone vibrated again, and I saw another message from Rania. 


Thank you, Amy. 


I’d formulated a plan for study catchup during several meetings with professors who seemed less concerned about my recent slump than I was. After each session, I updated my calendar, adding details like which subjects I would study during each block Kyle had allocated me. 


When Greg met me at the outdoor coffee van that had become his second home, I felt pleased that my study and time management plan was in place, courtesy of a team effort between Kyle and me. 


“Someone wants to meet you, Amy.” 


“Who?” 


“Caprica. She reached out to me and seemed desperate.” 


“Does Victor know?” 


“Yes. I had to tell Rania, and she passed it up.” 


“What did Victor say?” 


“He said it was your decision and that we should report the matter only to you in future.” 


Victor was using any means possible to reassure me he wouldn’t interfere in my life unless I asked for help. He was precisely the boyfriend I needed, a man who would help and accept the same from me but otherwise step aside and let me control my life. 


“Where is she?” 


“Sat on the same park benches where the assailants cornered you.” 


“Oh, that’s poetic, Greg.” 


“Rania says she has the location covered if you want to take the meeting.” 


“Yes, of course I do. Caprica is family, after all.” 


“Just a word of warning, Amy. She looks rough, and I’m guessing she should probably be in bed.” 


“In which case, let’s give her a ride there.” 


“She has her people for that.” 


“Okay.” 


I paid for two cappuccino at the van, betting that Caprica had no coffee. I was right, and she spotted the take-out beaker, smiling faintly with thin red lips and beady eyes through an otherwise ashen gray pallor. Her wrists were bound thickly, evident through a knitted long-sleeve sweater. 


“You look like shit.” 


“Thanks for meeting me, Amy… and for the coffee.” 


 “You’re welcome on both counts. We could have met at your place.” 


“I’m being moved to a rehabilitation clinic tonight. It’s quite far away.” 


“And you wanted to clear the air with me?” 


“Something like that.” 


She cradled her coffee in both hands, sniffing when not sipping, as though some magical spirit ascended from the beaker in steamy tendrils, flaring her nostrils while seeping color back into her face. 


“What’s on your mind, Caprica?” 


“I didn’t act alone. This whole plot for me to sleep with and have Victor’s baby was a crazy, drug-induced, fucked up plan hatched by me.” 


“Your mother was all for it, as I recall.” 


“She saw the sense in Victor and me getting together. A marriage between us would keep all his money in the family, at least for a generation. That system of wealth management has existed for a long time all over the world.” 


“But you made it an obsession?” 


“Yes. I dragged Mom into the idea and destroyed my relationship with Victor in the process. I am really sorry you got caught up in it.” 


“Charlotte was pretty toxic about this whole situation as well, Caprica. I think she understands well the part she played in this nightmare.” 


“Yes, but I was the enabler for the people who attacked you.” 


“It was pretty scary shit, Caprica, I’ll tell you. Had a kind professor not been there for me that day, I might have been killed and all because you wanted to sleep with your adopted brother.” 


“The men who attacked you right here weren’t entirely after the same thing as I was.” 


I felt my world turning upside down again. A sick feeling in the pit of my stomach was becoming all too frequent, but this time, I could deal with it. 


“Why don’t you lay out the whole sordid mess for me, Caprica.” 


She fingered the beaker, rotating it. I saw the coffee inside vibrating as her fingers trembled. Her voice was weak, and she choked on the words, staring at the floor. I saw shame flicker across her expression and knew what she had to say was unpleasant. 


“I hired the people who came for you. Someone visited me first and told me who they were and what I was to do. I never initiated the contact.” 


“What did they want?” 


“They wanted you, not Victor. A woman was in charge, and she told me you were their target and had been for some time. They said Victor was in danger because of you, but I think that was a lie used to coerce me.” 


“Did they want me specifically or my unborn child?” 


“Both.” 


“Do you think Victor wasn’t the target at all?” 


“No, and I don’t believe they cared about who fathered your child either. You and any offspring you have, wherever and with whomever that may be, are their interest.” 


“But why, Caprica? It makes no fucking sense. I have a fraction of Victor’s wealth; I’m a student and a relative nobody.” 


She stood up weakly, and a woman nearby joined by her side. When Caprica tossed her coffee beaker into a trashcan, she looked at me, expressing deep sorrow. 


“I fucked up big, Amy, but hopefully, in time, I’ll make amends.” 


She walked away, and I stretched myself out on the bench, unraveling muscle aches in my calves and thighs from a heavy training session, letting the sun’s warmth soothe and rejuvenate me. I stared at the heavens, trying to figure out what was happening around me, knowing I must be missing something. 


This is about me. 


And a baby yet unborn and even maybe not yet even conceived. 


At least I can solve that curiosity. 


I glanced into my bag and slipped open Kyle’s jiffy envelope. I saw the pregnancy testers he’d bought, knowing I hadn’t the time to do that for myself. 


I messaged Victor. 


Hi sweetheart. 


Everything okay, Amy? 


Yes. What time will you be home, honey? 


About an hour, why? 


I have some pregnancy tests and thought we should do this together. 


I’d love to. 


I’ll see you at home, Victor. 



Chapter Thirty-Five

Testing Day

◆◆◆

“What did she tell you, Amy?” 


“Caprica was contrite, Rania. I mean, she’s genuinely sorry for the trouble caused.” 


My security chief sat beside me on the bench. Her frustration was evident, but that didn’t affect Rania’s performance. She was alert, and although the woman looked relaxed, I knew she was a coiled spring, ready to explode if someone crossed her. 


“You aren’t used to being on the back foot, Rania.” 


“Is anyone?” 


“Try studying a law degree. If anything can teach humility, it’s the absolute desperation of Ivy League study.” 


“You can’t trust Caprica. It’s all apologies and tears now, but let’s not forget this is a woman who sat in the room with murderers planning your demise.” 


“I don’t trust her, nor shall I ever. She’s sorry now while the world seems against her, but the hubris that got us here will return. Don’t worry about me trusting her, Rania. I want peace, not subjugation or more trouble.” 


“Are you going to tell me what she said, Amy?” 


I stared at Rania, shrugging my shoulders because there wasn’t much to say. She shook her head, and I saw the killer dancing in her eyes. 


“Caprica has deepened the mystery. The only useful thing I learned is confirmation the people who attacked me here were targeting me and my child, not Victor. It’s what we knew, but it’s nothing more to go on.” 


“And now, the team chasing you are conveniently scattered.” 


My blood ran cold because Rania inferred Artyom, who cleaned up Caprica’s mess, had obfuscated any chance of gaining intelligence from the people who had hunted me down. I said nothing because there was no evidence suggesting Victor’s father acted out of anything other than a genuine desire to help. 


“We should leave now. You’re an easy target out here.” 


“Seriously? Even with your team scattered around the place.” 


“Yeah… no matter how big and bad we are, there is always a more intimidating monster out there. Law of the Jungle 101, Amy.” 


 “Let’s go then, Rania. I have pregnancy tests to pee on.” 


“Oh, did you miss so soon?” 


“Yep… and it seems my assistant knows my cycle already.” 


“He’s a good guy, Amy. I checked.” 


“I’m sure you did.” 


I chuckled, teasing Rania almost to the car, where Greg held open my door. My driver was a kind-hearted gentleman, and I enjoyed living among people like that. By no means was I shrinking girlie, but having some chivalry and decency in my life felt good. 


“Thank you, Greg.” 


“Are we going home, Amy?” 


“Yes, we are, please.” 


The traffic on our way home was unusually light, which is why the cyclist courier couldn’t catch us as quickly as she might have liked. She appeared close by my window several times, dropping off when Greg floored it to reach the next green light. 


Eventually, the fit, powerful young woman pulled up beside us at a set of red lights. She glanced repeatedly at me, grinning pleasantly. 


“Can she see me through the glass, Greg?” 


“It’s very doubtful.” 


“She’s looking right at me.” 


“She probably knows someone is there, but I have no idea why she’s grinning.” 


As the lights turned green, the girl slammed her hand against my window, surprising me. Greg hit the gas hard, and I heard wheels screeching behind where Rania’s chase vehicle followed us through the junction, stopping on the other side. 


I turned around and saw my security chief and two others rapidly exit their vehicle, but the courier was a competent cyclist who turned right and cut down an alleyway at speeds my team couldn’t match. 


As we sped away, I noticed another chase vehicle taking up position behind me, and I wondered how many security operatives I had. 


“That’s at least eight bodyguards I have, Greg.” 


“Please don’t ask me, Amy. I’ve signed confidentiality agreements. Rania would filet me if I told you anything.” 


“Are you afraid of her?” 


“I’m in awe of her, not afraid. She’s exceptionally good at her job.” 


I glanced at the window the cyclist had slapped and saw she’d left a sticky envelope of the type used to protect airwaybill documents on cargo shipments. Inside was a note I could read through the glass and transparent envelope window. 


We are here for you, Amy. When you need us to come to Saint Nicholas. 


“Oh, for fuck’s sake.” 


“What is it, Amy?” 


“Another cryptic bullshit message. That courier was delivering it. She probably has no idea who I am or why she was paid to slap a message on a car amid a New York traffic jam.” 


When we arrived home, I strode inside the house, slightly annoyed, leaving Rania to peel the message off the window and do what she did with these kinds of things. I ran upstairs and found solitude in our bedroom, abandoning my bag before sneaking through the secret passage to my study, where I made a double espresso and opened one of the muesli bars in a bowl that Emma restocked daily. 


I browsed my library, sticking post-it notes on the spines of books I would need later, tomorrow, and seemingly forever. A light tapping at my door drew my attention. 


I felt pleased when I saw Kyle, inviting him into my sanctuary. I needed a distraction from the day’s turbulent events. 


“Would you like coffee?” 


“No thanks, Amy. I won’t take up much of your time. I brought briefing documents for tomorrow’s meeting with Ethan and the Mindful team. Our due diligence is progressing, and will report findings in a week, so this is just my summary.” 


He handed me a smart light pink leather document folder, which I opened, leafing through around twelve pages. Kyle had written an executive summary on the front page, making it easy for me to get to the crux of his briefing. 


“Any reason why this folder is pink?” 


“We’re picking sides. I think it’s a girl.” 


“Picking sides already, Kyle?” 


“Yes, everyone is doing it. Chef has a pink neckerchief; Greg changed his key fob to blue.” 


“Is this a man thing?” 


“Nope. The girls are doing it as well.” 


I thought it was cute that everyone around me was already invested in my pregnancy, even before it was confirmed. I guessed it was a legacy of my arrival in their lives as a surrogate for Victor, even though Kyle arrived long after that status was superseded. 


I applied myself to the executive summary, reading slowly. 


“You think Ethan is a crook.” 


“I haven’t said that, and I don’t think he is.” 


“No, but the picture you’ve painted is dark and dreary, pointing significantly at his self-interest.” 


“I don’t think forcing successful therapists to rebate their income is a good idea. It smacks of kickback culture and costs enormously in the relationship between the company and its staff.” 


“As I understand it, the more money therapists earn, the lower percentage they take home.” 


“Yup… until there is no point in the therapist growing their Mindful portfolio. Remember that most therapists use the company as a side hustle or when they live as digital nomads, perhaps semi or fully-retired.” 


“That’s not very stable, especially when that additional cash flow goes straight into Ethan’s bank account.” 


“He’ll say he’s recouping his investment.” 


“He sounds like a crook.” 


“Welcome to the corporate world. Ethan is breaking no laws, but yeah… it’s bordering on sharp practice.” 


“Do I bail out of the investment?” 


“Perhaps. What does your instinct say? 


“If I don’t bail, and due diligence is clear, there must be someone in the company I can trust to do what’s right. Does Ethan have a Chief Financial Officer?” 


“Bingo! No, he does not… naughty Ethan.” 


 “Then I need an overhaul of Mindful’s therapist remuneration policies, an agreement on what powers over financial resources the CEO has-.” 


“- And a strong CFO.” 


“Yes… or I bail out.” 


“Any discussions tomorrow must also be subject to the final due diligence, Amy.” 


“Yes, but this is great information to press Ethan back and ready him for the negotiation.” 


“Have you any thoughts on that?” 


“Yeah. I want an employee stock program in place. Twenty-first-century companies can’t expect to retain or incentivize staff without one.” 


“I agree.” 


“Is there anything else, Kyle?” 


“No. If you don’t mind, I’ll take my leave, Amy.” 


“Of course, and thank you for all this hard work.” 


“It’s my job.” 


After he left, I focused entirely on the briefing document Kyle provided. His lawyer-like, thorough approach to details impressed me, and in less than twenty minutes, I could absorb all critical issues before tomorrow’s meeting. 


I returned to our bedroom, excitedly leaping on Victor, who was undressed to his boxers sitting on our bed, checking messages. I straddled his lap, kissed him, and grinned, delighted to be in his arms. 


“Did you know I was next door?” 


“Yes.” 


“Why didn’t you join me?” 


“I figured you needed time to yourself.” 


“Ah… you heard about the message slapped on the window of my car?” 


“Yes.” 


“It’s all water off a duck’s back now, sweetheart.” 


 “Saint Nicholas is the Russian Orthodox Church. Everything keeps pointing to Russia.” 


“I know, but we won’t have the details until tomorrow’s training ride. Uncle Peter, the anonymous shadow rider, will be there. I expect all to be revealed.” 


Victor rolled us back on the bed, then over until he was on top of me. My boyfriend smiled down before planting soft kisses on my lips while clearing my face of stray hair strands. I felt his love vibrate like railway lines do when a train approaches and is still miles away. 


“I want you to know, whatever the test says, I love you deeply.” 


“I’m only on day two of my missed period, so whatever the result, we’ll have a few more days of waiting and at least one more test until we know for sure.” 


 “I’m excited.” 


“Me too, Victor… much more than I imagined.” 


My hands trembled when fumbling in the jiffy bag, reaching for the first test stick. Victor laughed when he read the instructions. 


“Can I hold it in the flow?” 


“Fuck no.” 


“Can I come into the toilet with you, Amy?” 


I thought it was an odd question and couldn’t recall a time since my childhood when anyone stood over me while I took a pee. I saw in his face that he genuinely wanted to be there, so I gripped my boyfriend’s wrist and led him to the toilet. 


I shook my head, peeling down my panties before sitting on the toilet and taking the test, giggling with Victor as he fixed his eyes on mine. 


“I’m glad you didn’t look down.” 


“I just wanted to be here and be part of this whole process with you.” 


“It’s been sixteen days since my ovulation began. HCG build-up may not have occurred yet, so don’t be disappointed if the line doesn’t appear.” 


“It’s blank, Amy.” 


“There will be at least one line telling us the test works. We need a second one to confirm I’m pregnant.” 


“What color?” 


“Pink lines. It will take up to three minutes.” 


I dragged Victor with me into the bedroom, terrified of the test result but also because I didn’t want to reveal how turned on I was. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the taboo of me relieving myself with him being so close by or if I was feeling excessive love. Either way, I bubbled with arousal. 


“There’s definitely two pink lines forming, Amy.” 


“Yes, sweetheart. We may be pregnant.” 


I felt relieved, then overjoyed when Victor hauled me on top of him, kissing me desperately and on every inch of my face. I saw tears of joy through the laughter and exuberance writ large on his face. He made me cry, too, and his response was to curl me tightly into him, spooning lovingly while whispering. 


“I love you so much, Amy.” 


“I love you too, Victor.” 


“Our children will be loved.” 


“Yes, they will.” 


It was early days, and I knew that. We’d have to test again in a few days and hope I could carry a baby to term. Nothing in my medical history suggested any miscarriages, but Mom and Dad’s lives were somewhat of a mystery to me. 


The lawyers who dealt with inheritance matters after my parents died had all the family medical records, and I decided to send over some questions for them to answer. 


As Victor rested on our bed, basking in the glory of his ability to impregnate me, I fired off half a dozen questions to them, returning to my boyfriend once I hit send. 


“Can I ask you something, please, Victor?” 


“Of course, sweetheart, anything you like.” 


“Do you feel a certain manly accomplishment having got me pregnant?” 


“Yes, absolutely one hundred percent, I do.” 


“Can you share the reason why, please?” 


“I was selected for the job, Amy. Out of billions of men that could have impregnated you, I was chosen.” 


“You chose me as your surrogate, Victor.” 


“Yeah, but you chose me when you applied.” 


“Okay, that’s nice… what else, sweetheart?” 


“I feel proud because I played my part and did what you needed. I’ve also helped secure our next generation, but mostly for me, it’s all about you, Amy.” 


“Thank you, sweetheart.” 


I’d forgotten to switch off my phone, and it rang. I checked my screen and saw it was the lawyers I’d emailed ten minutes earlier. 


“Hi, Amy.” 


“Is that Mr. Beacher?” 


“Yes.” 


“What’s wrong? Is this regarding my questions?” 


“Yes. I’ll have answers for you in a few days, but I wanted to inform you that your parent’s files were copied today. We received a warrant for your parent’s medical information.” 


“Why?” 


“I have no idea, Amy. I’m really sorry about this.” 


“Okay… who applied for the warrant?” 


“The State Department.” 



Chapter Thirty-Six

A Big Reveal

◆◆◆

I swung off the bed, and my feet hit the floor quickly. The joy of being almost certain of our pregnancy had vanished with an unexpected phone call. Victor looked concerned, firing me an inquiring look. I set the phone to speaker mode so my boyfriend could hear what was said. 


“Amy?” 


“Are you there, Amy?” 


“Yes, Mr. Beacher.” 


“The seizure warrant isn’t specific about the purpose of the State’s investigation, only that they wanted any information we had about you, including your parent’s medical files.” 


“What does the warrant say for a reason?” 


“Personal records required for ongoing investigation.” 


“Is that it?” 


“Yes, but there’s more, Amy, and I must apologize for this before I explain it.” 


“What is it?” 


“Our servers have been hacked three times in the past few weeks. We thought it was anomalous the first time, but I should have called when your file was the only one taken on that and both subsequent occasions.” 


“Why didn’t you call me and say something? I might have been in danger and could still be come to think of it.” 


The line went silent while Victor looked fit to explode. I felt surprisingly calm and searched every far-flung, long-term memory storage area of my brain, finding no reason why anyone should pay me this much attention. 


“We were terrified of our liability.” 


“So you lied instead, endangering me?” 


“I omitted the truth… so, yes, I’m sorry… I lied. It was unforgivable.” 


“Okay. I’ll need your resignation letter today as my lawyer and executor of any trusts left running in my parents’ names. Please let me know if anything else happens. Oh…scan the warrant and send it to me.” 


Mr. Beacher would be pleased to rid himself of my portfolio because three hacks and a seizure warrant from the State Department wasn’t the business his law firm wanted. They had no stomach for a fight, preferring conveyancing, will execution, and taxation law to litigation. 


I disconnected the call, still unfazed, noticing Victor was anything but. 


“I can put some resources behind this, Amy.” 


“I’ll call Romy now and see what she’s come up with before we bolt out of the stable. I doubt there is much more we can do until Uncle Peter’s big reveal tomorrow morning.” 


“Should we tell Artyom about this?” 


“Yes, but let’s do that when we gather at the gym tomorrow morning.” 


“Okay.” 


Victor tugged my bathrobe, pulling me toward him. As we lay comfortably on our bed, I thought about how this new development affected me. I felt curious but not worried. Somewhere at the core of this mystery was Victor and me, but god only knew why… god and my boyfriend’s Uncle.  


Victor’s wealth was overwhelming, and he could easily skew the political scene, run campaigns for or against a candidate, and select world leaders. I wondered if he’d made the wrong enemies. 


“Have you ever dabbled in politics, Victor?” 


“I don’t see myself as a head of state, sweetheart, if that’s what you’re asking.” 


“I don’t mean running for office; I mean influencing outcomes at a political level.” 


“Never. I try not to make enemies; my power comes from the money and assets I own or control. Politics is a vile game, and it’s all about power creating a never-ending line of enemies.” 


“You should lecture at Columbia.” 


“I’ve been asked once or twice. If I did, we’d see even more of each other.” 


He was being sincere, and his explanation made sense. Victor had executive directors and management boards in every one of his companies. They were responsible for making tactical decisions, paying the bills, and deciding what dividends were declared. If Victor wanted to move those people aside, he could, but there was no need because he wasn’t in it for the power. 


“You’re not in business for money, are you?” 


“No. I’m pleased you noticed. I’m wealthy enough for us to live till the end of time. I want to keep property, crucial business, and the like out of politics and away from the grubby hands of greedy corporate cabals.” 


“It’s a noble pursuit, Victor.” 


“Not so much as pursuing your heart.” 


I rolled over and kissed him, beaming as though I had no troubles. He relaxed, shrugging off earlier concerns now he knew I wasn’t stressed. 


“Come with me, boyfriend; I have something for you.” 


“A surprise?” 


“A gift for being such a fine man.” 


“I haven’t been given a gift for many years, Amy.” 


“Well, you have one coming right now.” 


I handed Victor a key, and he looked at it blankly while donning his robe and following me. 


It was late evening, and nobody was around when we snuck down the corridor. Victor opened the door, much to his surprise, gasping when he saw my gift. 


“A kitchen.” 


“Your kitchen sweetheart.” 


He shuffled across the wooden floor in stunned silence, staring at the cast iron seventeen thousand dollar stove, glinting stainless steel wine and food fridges and every appliance he might need, all new and color coordinated. Victor ran his fingers along the beautifully finished handmade cabinetry, glancing around the room while grinning wildly at me. 


I turned on spotlights around the cooking area, lighting up copper pans he removed from a hanging rack, hefting them around as though tossing a stir fry to judge balance and weight. 


“I love it all, Amy. Thank you. Everything is perfect.” 


“I love you, Victor.” 


I sat on a handmade kitchen stool, watching him figure out his Breville multi-brew coffee maker before checking out the various beating heads for two Kitchen-Aid food mixers, sitting side by side. His eyes lit up when Victor finally arrived at his new knife block. 


“Yoshihiro?” 


“I bought you an eight-inch chef, sashimi, filet, and paring knives. I figured you’d want to choose others yourself.” 


“I can’t believe you did this, Amy. I… umm… I-.” 


I saw tears well in his eyes, an unexpected reaction. I slipped off the kitchen stool and hugged my boyfriend, who swayed in my arms like we were slow dancing. 


“The music system is built in, and you have a wall-mounted TV for catching up on a movie or watching someone demonstrating a recipe.” 


He strolled to the other side of his kitchen, admiring the Italian red velvet Molteni Paul sofa I selected. A walnut wood occasional table with a dozen cooking magazines on top finished his rest area that looked out onto the New York urban landscape through five large windows at the rear of our home.  


“Is this for us to curl up together on?” 


“If I’m invited. The fabric has stain protection for anything you pick up on your chef’s white jacket and chequered trousers.” 


“You will always be invited here or anywhere, Amy. We’ll grow old together on this sofa and in this place, surrounded by our grand and great-grandchildren.” 


“You’ll still be cooking for them.” 


“It will be my pleasure,” 


He spotted the traditional white jacket and chequered trousers hanging behind the door and went to them, inspecting the fine linen by touch. While he enjoyed his new realm, I connected my phone to the audio system, playing Glenn Miller’s In The Mood. 


“Victor’s Place.” 


“The jacket needed an embroidery, so I picked something appropriate.” 


“I love it.” 


He strolled into the middle of the floor with an outstretched hand, tapping a foot to my music. I didn’t know Victor could dance until we began swinging jiving like dancehall professionals, adding another expert skill of his that I loved. 


“Why do you love Jazz so much, Amy?” 


“Mom and Dad played it all the time, in the car, kitchen, all around the home, dancing and dragging me into it. I love all jazz subgenres, happy, sad, or otherwise.” 


When Victor stopped dancing, he drew closer, kissing me gently. His lips felt like a warm, breezy suggestion of love on a balmy Mediterranean night. I was swept away, already sizzling from the intensity of our moment. When my boyfriend slipped the bathrobe off my shoulder, he already knew I was naked underneath. 


“You are such a beautiful creature in every sense.” 


“Did you lock the door?” 


“Yes, Amy.” 


“Then what are you waiting for?” 


He slipped off his bathrobe, exposing the massive tool that impregnated me. I gripped his cock at the base, enjoying a tiny throbbing and its rock-hard stiffness. I wanted his cock buried deep inside me, so I dragged Victor to his new sofa, where I leaned over his back, looking out onto New York’s twilight traffic rush. 


I loved that moment when Victor covered me. I felt like a favored broodmare to my immense stallion, enjoying his clawing fingers gripping my waist, then the feeling of being taken when he fucked me. 


My pussy lips trembled, and inside, the reproductive organs carrying all our hopes and dreams tickled in anticipation of his fucking me. Victor parted my swollen, drenched labia with a solid glans, eliciting my involuntary moan. He slid up and down my creamy slit, spreading my fuck hole wide when inserting an inch of solid flesh, coating his cock with my stickiness. 


“It feels like I’m dropping my cock into a honeypot.” 


“Don’t ever do that for the real, sweetheart, in case we take honey in tea.” 


He gently drew my pussy onto his cock, stretching my seal wide open. When he slid his cock deep inside, I felt every gnarl and throbbing, boated vein as they etched their shape into the soft tissue walls of my creamy love passage. I squeezed back, crushing my muscles against his shaft, imagining I was a sheath to Victor’s sword, a place where he could slide inside and feel protected. 


My heart pounded, and I wriggled forward when he drove his cock deep inside me, then backward when Victor withdrew his mighty shaft. I trembled all over, tensing muscles while stretching out joints and tendons, gripping cushions with powerful fingers while I frowned lasciviously and moaned like a rapturous whore. 


When he rocked his immense cock gently back and forth, I felt my cervix being massaged. It might ache later, but I didn’t care because the sensation of his cock impaled deep inside me, and the invasive depth it reached made me feel owned by the man who loved me. 


I watched people on the street below, wondering if any that looked up saw the joy evident on my face when my boyfriend fucked me harder than usual, slowing his stroke at the end of each deep insertion to minimize my discomfort. 


My cunt seeped her arousal onto Victor’s shaft, and as I looked back between my legs, I saw a long drool dangle from his wrinkled ball sacks. He pounded me rhythmically, stretching my pussy wide, loving me outside and in, all the while moaning in deep satisfaction. 


When my lover came deep inside me, decanting an ocean of hot seed, my orgasm whipped through like a tempest that came from nowhere, causing havoc in my body before descending and sucking me into a warm, peaceful oasis of love. 


“I feel your semen flooding deep inside me. It’s so fucking reassuring.” 


“It’s backup in case your test is an anomaly.” 


“I’m sure it isn’t, but you should fill me regularly anyway.” 


I squeezed my pussy tightly shut and closed my legs when Victor withdrew his cream-sodden cock. He ran to the kitchen towel dispenser, bringing me tissues to wipe our mess out of the creamy slit he’d just plowed. 


No sooner did I reach down to clean our mess than Victor gripped my hand, grinned at me, and kneeled. 


“Oh my Victor, are you sure?” 


“Yes, please, sweetheart.” 


He sat me on the sofa, spread my legs wide open, and bowed his head between them. It felt wonderful and empowering for me, especially when, after fifteen minutes of Victor’s wonderful tongue, I orgasmed again. 


He cradled me in his arms, and we dozed for an hour or so. When I woke up, butter sizzled in a copper pan. I joined Victor in his cooking area and saw eggs whipped up in a bowl with streaky bacon sizzling and a pile of grated Monterey Jack cheese waiting on a wooden chopping board. 


“Omelet?” 


“We missed dinner.” 


After a delightful dinner, we showered together, and I wanked Victor off, sucking his cum when ropes of glistening white gold spat from the tiny slit on the end of his swollen cock helmet. 


I slept soundly, enjoying a post-coital and delightful after-dinner winding down while descending into my dreams. Making love was the best therapy for both our anxiety and Victor’s surprising addendum, followed by my impromptu blowjob, elevated my libido and loving disposition. 


I woke early to a preset alarm, fixing my hair because I didn’t want to be seen by Victor’s parents in my rough training state. He rolled out of bed as though it were a typical day, but I felt pensive and desperate to learn some truths about the seemingly nefarious interest in us. 


I saw fresh messages on my phone and scrolled to one from Romy. 


Call me. 


I speed-dialed and set the phone to speaker mode. 


“Thanks for calling, Amy.” 


“What do you have, babe?” 


“Your Russian cyclist is using an encrypted line from a residential apartment in Moscow.” 


“We know who that man is. He’s a friend and will join our ride this morning.” 


“I’ll monitor that and see if anyone snoops on you.” 


“Anything else?” 


“Yeah. Your DNA is the key to this, Amy. Four tests have been run at laboratories around the New York area in the past two weeks. Your name wasn’t used.” 


“How did you find out it was me?” 


“Lifescience companies pay off the books for DNA and other medical information. I found the same matching signature on one company database four times, all with different names. It wasn’t hard to trace the laboratories after that.” 


“Any idea on who the clients were?” 


“One was the State Department. Shortly after they received your results, a warrant was issued to secure your medical records. Then, all kinds of email traffic fired off between here and Russia. A panic was created. Everything was encrypted, but I scraped one email to the US Ambassador in Moscow.” 


“What did it say?” 


“It’s definitely her.” 


“Who?” 


“That’s what the email said, Amy. They were referring to you. The only other customer I found for having your DNA sampled was a weird foundation in Switzerland that I can find nothing else about.” 


“How did they get my DNA?” 


“It’s easy, sweetheart. A hair is all they need these days, and let’s face it, yours is long and plenty.” 


“Stay on it, Romy, and thanks very much.” 


Our mystery became a layered and highly complex affair. As we descended the stairs, hoping to find out some truth from Uncle Peter, I glanced at Victor, who had a concerned expression he tried to hide when he saw I was looking. 


“If anything, this is a case of mistaken identity, Victor.” 


“It feels conspiratorial.” 


“It feels like an invasion of my privacy.” 


The spinning bike areas of our gym felt packed with Victor, Artyom, Katerina, and Anastasia joining Hannah and me. I mounted my bike, using the onboard speaker system rather than my pods, and we all heard Kayleigh’s voice welcoming the class. 


Hannah, Anastasia, and I needed to ride together for proximity communications to be possible. We agreed to lag behind the peloton, making life easier for Peter to keep up and speak to us without being overheard. 


We were a couple of minutes into the ride when a familiar voice accompanied the blank-faced, black-suited rider. 


“Good morning, my niece. I see you ladies have slowed down for an old man today.” 


“You’re not old Uncle Peter… wily maybe, but with years left in the tank.” 


“Thank you, Anastasia. Is my brother and sister-in-law with you?” 


“Yes, Uncle, everyone can hear you on speaker. Amy is here also, and Victor.” 


“Ahh, greetings, dear nephew. I look forward to our meeting soon.” 


“Hello, Peter.” 


“Hello, Amy; I’m sorry if our previous encounters frightened you.” 


“Hi, Peter.” 


“I guess you are mystified?” 


“Very much. These recurring incidents over the past few weeks are very confusing.” 


“Well… I hate to say it, but things will get much worse soon.” 


“Why?I don’t understand. Is this to do with my parents and who they were?” 


“It is, but now it’s about you and your baby. Are you pregnant, by the way?” 


“We believe so, but more tests will give a more reliable result.” 


“Congratulations to both of you.” 


I pedaled slowly and sat upright. Victor came from behind, wrapping his arms comfortingly around my midriff. 


“You are the great-granddaughter of Alexei Nikolaevich.” 


“Who?” 


I noticed Artyom, Katerina, and Anastasia had turned as white as a sheet, gawping at me with mouths wide open. Victor’s dad spluttered his words incoherently, and he shook his head in disbelief. Anastasia almost fell off the bike, and a mounting, dreadful fear crept through me like an icy wind. 


“It can’t be true brother. The child was murdered.” 


“I’m telling you, Artyom. He survived, and she is his direct descendant. The only one alive.” 


I was freaking out, having no clue who they were talking about, so I raised a hand and my voice, needing to end this terrifying confusion. 


“Will someone tell me who this guy was, please, for the love of god? Why is he important?” 


Artyom faced me with a ghastly look that scared me. 


“You are the great-great-granddaughter of the last Russian Emperor, Tsar Nicholas II. You are Russian royalty, Amy.” 


I swooned on the bike, held up by Victor. My senses became overwhelmed as I vaguely heard Katerina’s surprise.  


“No fucking way. The Romanovs were all killed by Bolsheviks.” 


“That’s what history says, Katerina, but it is long believed that the boy, Alexei, the youngest child, saw his family slaughtered, but he was smuggled away by the peasant doctor treating his hemophilia.” 


“Rasputin’s journal was true… you are standing in the room with the only person in the world with a legitimate claim to the Russian throne.” 



Chapter Thirty-Seven

Of Royal Blood

◆◆◆

They all looked at me as though I’d grown two heads. The line between us and Peter went silent momentarily, and I realized I’d stopped pedaling, dropping out of proximity communications. I sped up immediately, getting onto Peter’s back wheel. 


“It can’t be right, Peter. There must be a mistake that can easily be cleared up.” 


“I don’t think so, Amy. Too many parties have arrived at the same conclusion through separate investigations.” 


“It’s inconceivable. Nothing in my life history shows me that this folly may be true. Neither Mom nor Dad mentioned anything.” 


“You must absorb this situation quickly, Amy. Too many people know now about you and precisely where you are. You have been a well-kept secret since your parents died.” 


“My parents. Was the lineage through Dad or Mom?” 


“Your father was the great-grandson of the last Emperor of Russia.” 


“Did he know?” 


“No. It seems his life was kept secret from him, but others knew.” 


“Was he murdered?” 


“When your parents died, a foundation in Switzerland acted quickly on behalf of the royalists in and outside Russia. You were fostered through several families until there was no trace of where you’d disappeared.” 


“My lawyers had the inheritance files connecting me with my parents.” 


“The records were exposed by hackers looking for you.” 


My mind was a melee of thoughts as I processed what Peter said. Our conversation had lasted ten minutes already, and he seemed tired, so I slowed down and panicked when I saw the expressions of those around me. Peter avoided the most important question about whether my parents were killed or not. 


I needed answers without trampling on familial relationships to get it. It was time to be a lawyer, stalking, gathering information, and waiting to pounce. I stared at my boyfriend, who beamed from ear to ear. 


“Why are you looking at me like that, Victor?” 


“Umm… it’s a bit of a shock, sweetheart. I’m dating an Empress.” 


“Don’t start with the sass and jokes now, darling; it’s too soon. To be an Empress, I must be crowned.” 


“When shall we do that?” 


I was glad when Victor’s face cracked into a massive smile, especially when he stepped closer and hugged me because I felt highly emotional. There was an obvious question to ask, but the fear rampaging through me didn’t want to press too hard for the answer. 


I must ask. I have a right to know. 


“Were my parents killed because of this, Peter?” 


“I don’t have that detail, Amy, and I won’t speculate as to whether or not an assassination was ordered or by whom. I believe you are in danger, though.” 


“Why me? I have no intention of asserting a claim to be the successor of the last Tsar. I couldn’t care any less, to be honest. I have everything I need right here and won’t complicate my life with all that crap.” 


“It doesn’t matter what you want, Amy. You will have children who the royalists believe would also have a claim. If Russian leadership had you knocking on their door, it would become their greatest nightmare.” 


“Is that because I could garner a following?” 


“Millions of Russian people would follow you, Amy, including some from those wider nations that were part of the Russian Empire. Nicolas was King of Poland and Grand Duke of Finland as well. Imagine if our current leader’s political opposition had you in their corner, calling for a constitutional monarchy, restoring an important feature of Russian history.” 


“Ahh, but come on, Peter. These claims are fanciful at best. Finland and Poland have constitutions and democracies, well… Russia doesn’t, of course.” 


“I think you are missing the point entirely, Amy.” 


I blinked and thought carefully. Peter saw things very differently from the way I did. I suspected Katerina and Artyom had an inkling of where he was going, but they were stupified by a revelation that might mean more to them than anyone else in the room. I stared at Katerina because she looked inquisitive. 


“I see you think this through, Katerina.” 


“It’s a lot to take in, but I’m sure you can see why I am invested in this, in you, right now?” 


“If this is true.-” 


“It is true, Amy; I also feel it in my heart.” 


“Katerina, it means that if Victor and I have a child, your grandchild will have a claim to the throne after I die.” 


“Yes, Amy.” 


“And they would have all Victor’s resources.” 


“With trillions of dollars in assets under management to mount political campaigns, back opposition or… another version of this would be that Mother Russia welcomes you with open arms, accessing influence through your consort husband or the child that succeeds you.” 


“Fuck… that’s a stretch.” 


“Imagine all that land, property, banks, and companies in the US being owned by a constitutional monarch on the Russian throne?” 


“I wouldn’t live long. Too many vested interests would be destroyed.” 


Peter cleared his throat, and I heard his voice cracking. His breathing labored as we toiled uphill. I slowed again, almost to a crawling pace, terrified I might induce a heart attack in one of Victor’s newly discovered biological family. 


“What is it, Peter?” 


“The Americans being involved in this situation will increase the stakes. If Russia can’t control you and somehow benefit, they might.” 


“How will the U.S. benefit from me becoming Empress of Russia?” 


“You are American-born, raised, and educated. That prospect alone will excite the State Department if they believe you can be won over. Imagine having an American seated on the Russian throne, even if only as a titular head of state.” 


“Even if I wasn’t installed on the throne, the U.S. Could use me to foment disharmony in Russia. Uprisings might ensue, public disorder, and distraction of the leadership from running the country.” 


“Not a good state of affairs in a nuclear power.” 


“No, Peter, it isn’t.” 


“Now you get it, Amy. You are a pawn in a tragic game of politics, murder, and intrigue.” 


“A pawn nobody except the people in this room cares about.” 


“Nobody would believe it possible for you to sweep away the current powerbase in Russia, but you have the lineage and resources to cause them incalculable problems.” 


“So I have a target on my head from at least two directions?” 


“Not a target yet. I don’t believe anyone wants to kill you. They will have rooms full of analysts researching options and possible strategies to use you to their advantage. The Russian and American governments will be gaming you out for sure.” 


“And the Swiss… what is their place in all of this?” 


“Some wealth was taken from Russia. You have a claim over that. It’s sealed in a vault somewhere in Zurich. They fund the society for your restoration.” 


“I’m guessing that society has a chapter in the U.S. running out of Saint Nicholas’s church here in New York?” 


“I wouldn’t know, but it sounds possible.” 


“Is there anything else you can tell me, Peter?” 


“Yes. I will carefully round up our family here over the coming weeks. We’ll leave soon.” 


“Why?” 


“Even knowing about you is dangerous, Amy. You are kryptonite to our family because of your links with Victor. His resource and power changes the game. You aren’t simply another exiled Romanov dreaming of a return to Russia.” 


“Are you coming here to us?” 


“No… we’ll go somewhere safe and away from this nightmare. You can count on our support, but the sooner you settle this situation, one way or another, the better for everyone.” 


“For me, too…. Thank you, Peter. Anastasia, can you please put your bike on speaker so I can leave the group? I need a minute to process all of this.” 


“Of course, my queen.” 


I shot her a look, feeling irked, but immediately saw Anastasia was joking, almost falling off the bike in a fit of giggles. Artyom and Katerina still looked deadly serious, and that worried me as I walked out of the gym, hand in hand with Victor. 


“I arranged a buffet breakfast in the main dining room, Amy. I figured you might want to talk after the meeting with Peter.” 


“Okay, but I’m not entertaining silly talk about asserting a claim. It’s far too dangerous for everyone, including you and both families.” 


“And yet danger exists if you do nothing also.” 


He was right, and as my boyfriend sat me down, I saw a glint of mischief in his eye. Something about my parent’s death nagged at my soul, but Victor’s humor dragged me into the light. 


“What are you thinking about right now, Victor?” 


“Umm, I shouldn’t say. This is not the right time or place.” 


“Oh, I see… is that how things are between us suddenly?” 


I was teasing him, but he wouldn’t know that. The look of horror on his face amused me because two could play at japes and jokes. He kneeled close by, reached up, and kissed me gently, lovingly, soothing turbulent feelings. 


When he stared into my eyes, all I saw was his love. He was being serious, whereas I was joking. 


“I made love to a queen. I also knelt before her and licked her pussy.” 


“That’s silly, Victor.” 


 I cuffed him gently on one ear, laughing, remembering how much I loved Victor and why. There was a kinky, quasi-serious mood about him right now that turned me on, and I wanted to abandon breakfast, returning to bed via the shower. 


He took my gesture differently, looking slightly ashamed and upset. When Victor spoke, his voice revealed that he felt emotional.  


“Well… I see you as my queen anyway… I see you feel it’s a frivolous notion, and I’m sorry to bring it up, but you asked.” 


“Oh, hold on a minute. Did I embarrass you, Victor?” 


I felt mortified that he was upset. He was serious and sincere, whereas I’d joked and belittled him. I kneeled on the floor with my beloved, wrapping my arms around his neck, kissing him, then gently tapping my forehead against his, rubbing noses. 


“I’m sorry, sweet Victor. I never meant to offend or embarrass you. I promise never to do that again.” 


“It’s okay, Amy, maybe I’m being over-sensitive.” 


“I’d prefer you were, rather than becoming unfeeling, uncaring, and disengaged from me.” 


“It’s just that…” 


He was lost for words, caught up in a romantic storyline with some tawdry feelings that surged within him. I felt the same way he did but never said it often enough, nor did I describe those feelings adequately. 


“I feel special when you cum inside me, Victor. It’s as though a sacred ritual has been discharged. My heart becomes reborn, and I love the feeling of carrying your seed inside me, sleeping with you in me, carrying your baby for us.” 


“That’s exactly how I feel, Amy. I couldn’t have put it better myself.” 


“But you feel that especially when you go down on me, right?” 


“Yes… that’s what I was getting at. I already saw you as my queen when I kneeled before you, spreading your legs wide and tonguing your pussy; it feels li-.” 


“Like you are worshiping me?” 


“Yes.” 


“You are, and I get the same feeling when I suck your cock, sweetheart. That’s why I love doing it and swallowing every drop of semen. We have a deeply spiritual connection, Victor.” 


We kissed and heard noises outside the foyer, so we stood and collected a plate for the breakfast buffet. I chose a warm croissant, wanting the rich butter comfort food to ease my soul. The noise outside became Hannah and Victor’s family trooping into the room, with Artyom smiling and nodding almost reverently at me. 


“Please don’t do that, Artyom.” 


“I can’t help it, my dear. I am a royalist. Katerina is not, although I suspect that may change when a grandchild is delivered. Can’t you indulge an old man?” 


“I can, but you aren’t an old man, so no… you don’t get a pass. Maybe in another twenty years.” 


When we sat down, Hannah pointed at my plate, giggling. 


“A French breakfast… was that one of your territories, too?” 


“Croissants are Viennese and were created to celebrate the Habsburgs' defeat of the Ottoman Empire at the Battle of Vienna in 1683.” 


“Holy fuck, how would you know that?” 


“We ran a mock court last year at University, with three sides debating whether the Turks, Austrians, or French invented the croissant. I debated as the Austrian artillery officer August Zang, who founded a Viennese bakery at 92, rue du Richelieu in Paris.” 


“And you won?” 


“Only because it’s true, but it was a satisfying win.” 


“Is there nothing you don’t know, Amy?” 


“General quiz knowledge is a potluck bag of tricks you pick up along the way, sweetheart. Some people absorb more in their memory than others. It doesn’t mean anything.” 


“Can you remember your parents?” 


“Yes, perfectly well. I was fourteen when they died in a car crash. I was supposed to be with them that day but felt sick. Mom tucked me in bed and kissed my cheek; they left and never returned.” 


Victor looked thoughtful, whereas his parents seemed shell-shocked. Anastasia and Hannah were sizing up an opportunity to wear expensive long dresses at a coronation event, but I was mired by dark thoughts about whether my parents had been assassinated and by whom. 


Victor was similarly intrigued. 


“What happened after your parents died?” 


“It was much as Peter described it, Victor. I went from one short-term foster home to another. Each family was very kind to me, but I was old enough to refuse adoption, and the lawyers executing my parent’s estate ensured all bills were paid.” 


“Were you the only child?” 


“Yes, and I am aware of no living relatives.” 


“There are other Romanov’s, Amy.” 


“I’m not sure I want to get dragged into that, Victor. Having a family is great, but perhaps it might be a curse this time.” 


Artyom looked fit to burst, shaking his head from side to side. The news of my birthright affected him significantly. 


“Amy, this is incredible. You are, at the very least, a Princess of Russia.” 


“You once gave up something valuable to save your son, Artyom. My primary concern is the children Victor and I hope to have. I’m willing to give up a birthright to keep you and your son safe.” 


“Yes… you are right. I’m sorry.” 


I eyeballed Katerina, who looked shaken up. 


“Katerina, I have to ask.” 


“Yes, Amy?” 


“Did you assassinate my parents?” 



Chapter Thirty-Eight

A Statement For Generations

◆◆◆

It was a ballbreaker question to ask your boyfriend’s mother, but I had to know because it was too obvious to let it ride. Victor shit a brick; Anastasia laughed as though a ripping joke were cracked; then, when she processed what I’d asked, a daughter stared at her mother in utter disbelief. 


“Forgive me for asking you, Katerina, especially with everyone here.” 


She stared at Kasimir and Rania as though both might leap across the table if she gave an unpalatable answer. I saw the arrogance of a woman who believed she could take them both if necessary. 


The air felt colder, and goosebumps shimmered across my arms as every hair on them, and my neck stood erect. Katerina regarded me carefully, assessing and changing her mind about me before smiling proudly. 


“It’s direct and absolutely the right question to ask, Amy. I would be disappointed if you had ignored the possibility of my involvement.” 


“Did you do it?” 


“No. I never killed anyone in the U.S., and if I had executed two innocent parents in cold blood because of a birthright, I would have put a bullet through my head afterward.” 


I was wholly relieved because even though Katerina could claim sovereign immunity, my parents would never be righteous kills as far as I was concerned. She hadn’t batted an eyelid and looked angry. 


“What’s the matter, Katerina?” 


“I know who killed your parents, although I didn’t realize it until now.” 


“Who?” 


“Tatiana Gusev. I remember her gloating afterward until something was said to be wrong about the hit. I’m guessing now her failure was that she didn’t get you.” 


“What happened to her?” 


“I don’t know. She went to a training site in the Arctic for a debriefing; then, I lost contact with her.” 


“Can you find her or ask what happened?” 


“Of course.” 


Katerina never asked why I wanted to know where Tatiana was, nor did Artyom, whose expression confirmed he knew revenge was my utmost priority. Although Hannah was as white as a sheet, Anastasia had recovered and seemed relieved that her parent hadn’t murdered mine. 


I’d eaten three-quarters of my croissant and needed more food because I felt hungry, but I couldn’t be in the room any longer. The death of my parents and that horrifying moment when a police officer knocked on my front door all those years ago came flooding back, stirring up old pain. 


I stood up, and Victor rose immediately, holding my hand like a teenage boy in love. 


“You don’t need to come with me, darling. Stay here and finish breakfast with your family and our friends.” 


“I’m coming with you, Amy.” 


“Thank you.” 


Everyone nodded as I left the room, some more grimly than others. I was barely aware of what was happening around me because my full brain capacity was committed to the problem at hand. When I was halfway across the foyer, holding my boyfriend’s hand, another gripped my free wrist gently. 


I wheeled around, stunned. 


“Christ, Katerina, I never heard you coming.” 


“That’s something of a necessity in my line of work.” 


She grinned, relieving some of my pressure. Having a woman with her instincts, along with Rania and Kasimir, comforted me. I could consign someone to the electric chair with words, but I doubted I would ever match people like them in a physical encounter. 


“I’m sorry to have put you on the spot.” 


“I’m glad you did. Always act fearlessly, Amy. Hidden truths, unspoken doubts, and buried feelings are all catalysts for bitterness and misunderstanding. I will find Tatiana and squeeze the breath from her if she murdered your parents.” 


I bowed my head in shame and fear of my dark emotions because, in all my life, I’d never hated anyone. Believing my parents were killed in a tragic accident protected me from the darkness in my soul that now exploded. 


“I want the person responsible for killing my parents to face justice.” 


“That won’t happen in Russia. If it were Tatiana who killed your parents, she would have been celebrated but for your survival. I must track and kill her, my dear.” 


“Is there no way to bring her to justice here in the U.S.?” 


“Maybe. Once she knows about you, Tatiana will want to finish the job which will bring her here.” 


“I hadn’t thought about that.” 


“If Tatiana is alive, it will be a point of pride for her now, but she won’t succeed.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because I will kill her first. You are my family now, Amy, and nobody will ever harm you again.” 


There was no doubting the momentary change in her demeanor when the killer inside Victor’s biological mother flickered across her face. I guessed avenging my loss partly motivated her, but there was also the matter of Katerina’s grandchild. Any chance that I might be pregnant was enough to drive the woman who lost a son to protect her grandchild with her life. 


In our bedroom, I stepped into Victor’s arms, barely able to contain my emotions. He held me close and tightly, just what I needed amid an emotional tsunami of love for him and my parents and utter hatred for Tatiana. 


“I’m ashamed of myself, Victor.” 


“Why? Because you want your parents’ killer dead?” 


“Yes. It’s wrong.” 


“I disagree. Sometimes revenge is the only way to get closure; in this case, it’s how to keep you and our child safe while doing that.” 


“This will keep on happening, Victor. These people will never go away.” 


“Yes, they will.” 


“How?” 


“You’ll tell the world who you are, announcing your intentions. That will shine a light on both countries hounding you, neither of whom would want to be exposed for state-sponsored assassination.” 


I broke away from him and sat on our bed, amazed at my boyfriend. Knowing I was descended from royalty was a shocking revelation for me, but he seemed to be enjoying it. 


I nodded my head, mulling over Victor’s proposal. 


“That would stop the chance of coercion from any state actor, I guess.” 


“They will still try to influence you, Amy. They would probably try doing so much as they already do with me.” 


“How do you combat that?” 


“I don’t flout the law. They fuck me for taxes just like everyone else, but I don’t care because there is no way any of those bastards can hunt me down. I cut no corners, which is why I am asset-rich. If I took the profits from my companies to the extent of creating offshore harbors and shell corporations, I’d always be a target for politicians and Attorney Generals everywhere.” 


“Do you consolidate profits to a higher group level?” 


“Nope, and I don’t take advantage of offshore tax havens either. I have a compliance team of over a thousand people checking every company and every asset, especially tenancy agreements. No evictions, Amy, not ever, not one.” 


“You’re a good man, Victor.” 


“I don’t do it for me. It makes sense to invest in companies and people over the long term. Everyone has ups and downs. My companies absorb that pain, using profits from one to support the other. Like anyone, I will let go of a company that has died but never a tenant who can’t pay because of a temporary bad luck.” 


“Are you saying I should consider the long-term implications of my heritage?” 


“Yes. Our children’s generations will live with your choices now, Amy. Your royal bloodline has more impact on their future than our combined riches.” 


“So I should announce who I am and that I have no present designs on the Russian throne. Like your non-paying tenant, I’m gathering my strength during a lull in activity to make a big push.” 


“Exactly. I don’t object to short-term, non-paying tenants because the value of my property rises every day regardless of whether they pay rent or not. When their good times return, they stay in my property, paying rent for the long term.” 


“And you have a lower turnaround in tenants.” 


“Exactly, Amy. Think generationally long term; our kids will own these assets long after we are gone, and they will still turn a profit because we took good care.” 


“Rushing into an eviction doesn’t grow your profits because it creates a high turnover of people and more cost for your advertising, moving people in, then out in a constant flux.” 


“It’s the same thing in your situation… make one announcement, then silence, and build our lives together. Rushing in and moving everything around just for the sake of it and without a plan never does yield the best results,” 


“So, I shouldn’t say I want to claim my birthright?” 


“And you shouldn’t say you won’t either, Amy.” 


“Thereby maintaining a status quo that keeps us safe.” 


“And our only problem then is the nongovernment actors.” 


“Yes.” 


I felt much better, messaging Kyle to meet me for my ride to Columbia University before leaping into the shower much more lightheartedly than I had been since breakfast. 


“Why did you tie back your hair, Amy? Aren’t you washing it?” 


“There’s something I must do first.” 


When I kneeled and spread my legs wide, the submissive in me was unlocked. Victor’s cock was solid in seconds, and I had to pull him out of the warm downpour to avoid losing the initial salty bounty coating underneath his foreskin. 


“How does my submission feel, Victor?” 


“Especially profound now I know your bloodline.” 


“Does having an Empress on her knees, sucking your cock excite you?” 


“I’m the luckiest man in the world.” 


I felt a meditative state and calmness wash over me as I relaxed, pressing my lips down my lover’s cock, clenching tightly, sliding his thick, long hardness past my gag reflex until he filled my throat, and I choked delightfully, enjoying an all-pervading musky veneer that consumed me. 


When Victor came, I wanked his stiff shaft in short, sharp strokes, saving his semen in my cheeks until I could swill before swallowing. His life-giving seed was inside me, exploring my body in every way, bar one. 


I looked up, smiling at my boyfriend through lips laced with his creamy treat. 


“Can we do anal tonight, honey?” 


“Are you serious, Amy?” 


“Yeah. I never did it before.” 


“Me neither.” 


“I have college, and they sell lube in the convenience store there. I can pick some up before coming home.” 


“Umm, yeah, are you sure my cock isn’t a bit big to fit inside your back passage?” 


“We’ll find out tonight. Cook me dinner, and I’ll put out for you.” 


“Oh fuck, Amy, you make me laugh even at the most dire moments in life.” 


We stood under the warm shower, cuddling, kissing, and caressing one another’s naked body. I understood what Victor meant when he described the feelings of love, spirituality, and ecstasy when he went down on me because I shared those same emotions. 


“I feel more confident and contented after we make love. I know that’s what you wanted to describe to me earlier. I feel the same.” 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


While dressing, I messaged a college professor I desperately needed to speak with. When I got a confirmed meeting time, I felt much happier that I had a bare-bones strategy moving forward. 


“I’ll send over a press conference draft speech via Kyle and Sarah later, Victor.” 


“No matter what you choose to do, Amy… I’m on board.” 


“I know, but two heads are better than one.” 


Victor left earlier than me, which gave me time to chat with Romy, who had turned up nothing new. When Rania saw me downstairs, she had a different look about her. 


“Please don’t treat me differently, Rania.” 


“I’m sorry, but put yourself in my shoes momentarily.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I’m no longer protecting a rich University law student with a billionaire boyfriend, Amy. You are royalty, and no matter how much you dislike that, I’m guarding someone infinitely more vulnerable and with much more powerful enemies she never knew existed.” 


“Do you want a raise?” 


“No. I want you to be safe.” 


“I know. Sorry to joke about this, but lightening the mood is my best coping strategy.” 


“Just please do me a favor, Amy?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


“Think about your unborn child and the people who love you before taking risks.” 


“The risks will reduce after tomorrow. I’m announcing who I am to the world, leaving them in no doubt that I won’t take sides and want to be left alone.” 


“Shine the light, Amy. That’s good.” 


In my car, Kyle took my news well, committing everything to memory. 


“I’ll go to Victor’s office and discuss this speech with Sarah. It’s convenient and confidential there.” 


“Okay, Kyle. If you need me, I’ll be at Columbia.” 


As I walked the hallowed halls of the University campus, I was aware of Rania and other members of my security team shadowing me. After my earlier foolishness, I didn’t acknowledge any of the team. My primal senses had found them, one by one, over days of each man and woman appearing in my life; the same person spotted lingering outside a deli was now walking towards me; what were the chances of it being a coincidence? 


“You asked for a meeting at such short notice, Amy. I can only assume it has something to do with your relationship with Victor.” 


“It doesn’t… at least not directly. I need to sign a retainer for your services and pay you to help me. What I have to say must be covered by confidentiality.” 


“What am I getting into?” 


“Your life is about International law, right Gabriella?” 


“Yes.” 


“You won’t want to miss this opportunity. Give me your bank details so I can transfer a retainer, then get me the forms we can sign to officially make you my lawyer.” 


Gabriella Wainwright eyed me suspiciously but excitedly. I knew she lacked the thrill of the hunt and sat behind her desk as a tenured professor, she had left the game too soon. 


“Okay… let’s do this, Amy.” 


An hour later and a hundred grand lighter, I had an ally, and she would fight for me to the end. Gabriella listened agog and open mouthed to my revelations, making notes she later slipped into the shredder beside her, knowing the information I gave was too sensitive to be committed to any permanent record. 


When I was done explaining, Gabriella looked thrilled and reborn. 


“What do you think, Gabriella?” 


“Our first course of action is your press statement. That must be worded ambiguously as to your future intent aside from wanting to be left alone.” 


“It’s being worked on now. I’ll have Kyle send it over.” 


“Have him deliver it personally to me, Amy. If you are being watched, it’s possible that email and other communications are being tracked or intercepted. Let’s keep this matter under wraps until after your press conference.” 


“Yeah, that makes sense. I hadn’t thought about where to do a press conference, though.” 


“I’ll speak to the University President right away. Columbia’s Harriman Institute is the perfect location for your announcement, and the University will want to support you in this. It’s a golden opportunity for them in so many ways.” 


“I hadn’t thought about it that way.” 


“You must consider the opportunity to build a buffer between you and danger. Columbia University’s interest in studying this constitutional situation puts you in a position to play both sides.” 


“Okay, as long as we do that safely for all my family and friends, Gabriella. That’s my paramount concern.”  


“After the press conference, I will visit the State Department and get their position. I’d be surprised if they don’t run it up the flagpole to The White House.” 


“Fuck!” 


“Oh, and one other thing. Expect my retainer to be returned to you by the end of the week and all future fees waived.” 


“Why?” 


“We’re suing your inheritance lawyers for at least two years worth of my costs. I fucking hate sloppy lawyering, so I’ll be chatting to Beacher sometime today or tomorrow, opening him a line of credit to pay for my services.” 


“Thank you, Gabriella.” 


“Oh no, Amy… thank you for dragging me out of my lethargy.” 



Chapter Thirty-Nine

Avoiding Bloodshed

◆◆◆

I was finally on the front foot. Problems were stacked up all around me, but it felt good to be in control of solutions rather than absorb any more punches. As I strode through Columbia University halls, I realized how much I had changed in a matter of weeks. 


The fellow students and faculty I passed, smiling, nodding, or too stressed for either, had no clue who I was, and neither did they care. It made me realize how sacred that anonymity was. 


My mind turned to the meeting with Ethan and his team at Mindful. His situation was precarious; his dishonesty was a sad normalcy of corporate life, and I was perplexed about that. I recalled a precious moment spent with my father weeks before he died. 


“Amy, trust me, you are destined for great things. It is in your blood, but remember, the less you talk, the more you hear.” 


“What does that mean, Dad.” 


“There will come times in your life when allowing other people to make their move is necessary. When their hand is revealed, let yours be played quickly and to devastating effect.” 


As I approached my car with Greg holding the door open and Rania following with a team of trained killers forming a protective ring around me, I changed my mind and messaged Kyle. 


A one-hour delay, please. Tell Ethan I apologize, but it’s unavoidable. 


I beckoned Rania to join me in my car instead of traveling with her security team’s chase vehicle. She seemed confused initially, but I smiled, not wishing her to be disconcerted by my plan. 


“Unless you have a security concern, we’re going to Saint Nicholas’s Church.” 


“Is that wise, Amy?” 


“Can your security team cope with a visit to the Church?” 


“I have no doubt about that, but we don’t know what awaits us there.” 


“The Church is our friend.” 


“And you’re going in there alone?” 


“No… you’re coming with me, and so is your team. I’m getting ahead of this, Rania, so unless you have security concerns, let’s get one problem off our shoulders now, then another later at Mindful.” 


After Rania briefed Greg, she slipped out of my car at traffic lights to rejoin her team, no doubt discussing a tactic to keep me safe while I visited whoever suggested they were waiting for me with help. 


I called Victor, who agreed it was the right move. He wanted to accompany me, but I preferred to deal with the problem alone. He sent Kasimir to support Rania should that be necessary, but I felt able to handle this problem. 


Entering the church felt eery. About twenty worshippers were in various states of personal prayer, seated, some standing, others kneeling. Legendary, colorful, detailed murals on walls, domed ceilings, and behind a marble altar brought the Russian Orthodox religion to life. 


Flickering light from red candles that had burned for days melted wax on the brass spikes holding them. The shadows dancing around patches of light on the stone floor felt ominous, but the people smiled or continued praying. 


There was no threat here, or that’s how it felt. 


An old man suddenly appeared in front of me. When he stepped out of the darkness, I saw him dressed in traditional priest garb. He smiled as though recognizing me. 


“St. Nicholas’ Russian Orthodox Cathedral was built in 1901–1902 from the designs of John Bergesen, a New York City architect of Russian origin.” 


“This is a beautiful place of worship. The colors work so well in natural and candlelight.” 


“It’s spooky, especially alone at night, Amy.” 


“Still… so peaceful and calm. My life has become anything but that.” 


“The Chruch style is derived from Baroque architecture as it had evolved in Moscow. The construction of a traditional Russian church in New York City gave local parishioners a familiar and reassuring place of worship.” 


“What did people have before this?” 


“Our people met in a rented house at 323 Second Avenue until a permanent building could be erected.” 


“Do you know why I am here, Pastor?” 


“Yes, Amy. We have been expecting… no, hoping you would come. How may we help you?” 


“I want your support.” 


“To become Empress of Russia?” 


I knew that everyone in the room had moved closer and that men and women of all ages kneeled, facing me. It was precisely the scene I wanted to avoid, but here I was, and I must deal with it. 


“You have one hundred and ten million church members and more than forty thousand clerics.” 


“That doesn’t include nuns or monks.” 


“It’s a substantial following, Pastor.” 


“Yes, Amy. Do you have a plan for them?” 


“I want these people to live happy lives. It is not time for a restoration of the monarchy in Russia. I want your church and all others to stand down their support for me.” 


“Are you saying there will be no restoration?” 


“I wasn’t prepared to be Empress and discovered my birthright a day ago. Russia isn’t my country, and I don’t understand the ebb and flow of her politics and people.” 


“But you aren’t ruling it out?” 


“My children, their children, perhaps one day, but until then, you must ensure we are protected. I have no desire to cause a rebellion or shift the Russian power base.” 


“And what do the Russian people get in return? More communism?” 


“I will remain neutral. It’s the best I can offer.” 


“It is more than I expected. If you did a deal with the Russian government, your power would eclipse all Oligarchs combined.” 


“That wealth belongs to my boyfriend.” 


“New wealth would be yours, Amy. The Russian leadership would pay you, not Victor.” 


“That wealth would be stolen from poor people. I’ll have no part in stealing the resources of a nation, Pastor. It’s not for me.” 


“And what of the children who come after you?” 


“That’s my point, Pastor. If my family is left alone, some good for the poorest people in Russia can be funneled through this church via your good ministers.” 


“Otherwise, what happens if the people push for change and take up your cause regardless of what you want?” 


“People will be killed or imprisoned for public order offenses. There will be economic hardship, and I will be remembered as the person who created a mess, causing all that suffering.” 


“And what about the Americans? They want your ear to cause problems and make mischief.” 


“Leave that problem to me. The Church must remain neutral.” 


I was conscious that Rania was close by; others, six, maybe eight bodyguards, lurked menacingly around the church, ready to leap to action, but there was nothing but kindness and positivity for me in all directions. 


“Your great-great-grandfather was loved by many. The Tsars were not so bad, and one might say they were much better than what Russia suffers today. Greed rules.” 


“Sometimes you must turn the page and write a new story, Pastor. At least this way, no claim is asserted for the throne, and no abdication offered.” 


“The status quo is maintained, Amy?” 


“Exactly.” 


He seemed thoughtful, glancing at the faces nearby, most of whom overheard us. No reasonable person would wish to open this can of worms. If I could remove the church and any chance of uprisings, there would be less of me for the Russian and U.S. governments to use as leverage against one another.  


“Are you empowered to agree this with me, Pastor?” 


“I must report to others, but they will see it your way. Nobody wants bloodshed or suffering.” 


“Can I count on your support then?” 


“Absolutely, and you can rely on all the people in and of this church.” 


“Then it is time for me to say goodbye, at least for now.” 


“Goodbye and good luck, Amy. We will always be here for you and your descendants. Maybe one day the situation is more favorable for a new dawn?” 


“Maybe.” 


A few congregation members reached out as I left, and I shook their hands. They all smiled generously, almost hopefully, but they would soon realize my plan was in everyone’s best interests. 


Rania met me at the car, quickening her step for the last few paces, opening my door before I could reach it. 


“That went well, Amy.” 


“It’s a first step, Rania. We’ve made an important move to secure the right support from the Church, preventing a blood lust of violence.” 


“It was the right thing to do.” 


“Shall we meet Ethan now?” 


“Yes, Greg is briefed.” 


I called Victor on my way to Mindful headquarters. He sounded upbeat, agreeing I had achieved the best possible outcome for everyone. When our call ended, I thought of Kyle’s briefing the previous day, playing over every possible move in our negotiation. 


When I strolled into the Mindful meeting room, my assistant had already reserved a seat beside him and on Ethan’s right side. Everyone rose, and I was introduced to a team of eleven key executives. 


After some chatter about the day, complaints about traffic, a lovely coffee, and two perfectly round, crunchy amaretto biscuits, it was time to start the meeting. Ethan was nervous, and I realized what my father meant. 


His cards are played out, and I know his vulnerability. 


“How is your due diligence process progressing, Amy?” 


“It’s going well. I came here today to discuss some red lines. I don’t want to waste anyone’s time pushing further down this road with Mindful if we can’t agree on basic principles.” 


“That sounds ominous.” 


“I don’t think it is.” 


“Okay… well, please, Amy, put us out of our suspense.” 


“Subject to agreement, Victor and I will cover all future funding calls. That means no more share distribution or increased participation.” 


“I’m guessing you want more than five percent for that?” 


“Most of the money we provide will be a base-rate interest loan that must be repaid over ten years.” 


“How much equity do you want in exchange for such an attractive offer?” 


“I want an employee stock ownership program that holds twenty-six percent of the equity with Victor and my management company holding twenty-five percent.” 


“Leaving me with forty-nine percent.” 


“Yes.” 


“So that I can be fired or voted down.” 


“If necessary, by mutual consent of the company employees who must hold a ballot in such an event, achieving a majority. Then, it would be for me to decide who to back, you… or them.” 


“Why would you do this?” 


“Social equity, Ethan. You created a great startup company, as did everyone else in this room. All the staff you have now, and those you will recruit in the future deserve to share in the upside and be protected from poor corporate governance.” 


He smiled expansively, looking around the conference room table at friends who had been in the trenches with him. It wasn’t unreasonable, and he knew that. 


“I have no problem with your proposal, Amy. Let’s continue doing due diligence and get the papers drawn up for a contract.” 


I felt a massive relief in the room as the atmosphere suddenly changed; everyone smiled, including Ethan. His alternative was to grind out a much more challenging future, attending endless funding meetings and bringing on more investors who would be aggressive. 


I never mentioned his financial mismanagement because that could undermine the man who needed a suitable Chief Financial Officer to help right the ship. Once our meeting closed, I chatted with Ethan’s team members, then politely excused myself, followed by Kyle. 


Thank you, Daddy. 


“Nice move, Amy.” 


“What was?” 


I grinned innocently, pretending not to know what Kyle was referring to. 


“Not mentioning his lack of probity with his company’s finances.” 


“Can you please advertise for a good Chief Financial Officer, Kyle? Make sure they are briefed on our concerns and have control over all money matters.” 


“Absolutely.” 


My journey home was the most relaxed I’d felt in a few weeks. Bad news had stopped coming, and while I wouldn’t get arrogant about that, at least the tide was turning. 


When I reached home, Emma caught up with me. 


“Victor wanted you to know he is in his kitchen already experimenting. Katerina waits for you in the dining room and wants to chat.” 


“Thank you, Emma.” 


I diverted to meet Victor’s Mom even though I desperately wanted to hurry upstairs and spend time with my lover. It was day five of my missed period, and with three positive pregnancy test results in, we felt pregnant, sharing our hopes and dreams for that baby’s future. 


“Hi, Amy.” 


“We’re meeting secretly already, Katerina. Is this a discussion about which pram to buy for your first grandchild?” 


“I have good news, but nothing so joyous as a baby grandchild.” 


“You have found Tatiana already?” 


“No, but I have confirmed she was responsible for your parent’s murder and that she is in New York hunting you.” 


“What is the next step?” 


“It depends on you, Amy. I can quickly find her and end this, or… we can turn the information over to the FBI.” 


I felt surging hatred for the lives Tatiana had taken and the childhood I was denied, but then, a small voice calmed me. Whether it was my conscience or a baby growing inside me, I couldn’t tell, but it spoke loudly, crushing my vengeance with love. 


“Let the FBI have her.” 


“Foreign assassins tend not to do well once their enemies have them, Amy. I think you made the right choice.” 


I walked upstairs in a calm bubble. Our crisis wasn’t over, but peace reigned for now. When I entered his kitchen through a door left ajar for me, I saw my boyfriend was cooking, wearing only the backless chef’s apron I had bought him. 


He turned his head away from stirring something on the stove when I snuggled behind him, running my fingers across his tight ass cheeks, squeezing hard. 


“I cooked you dinner, Amy.” 


“I bought lube.” 


“I thought we might pack a bag, slip your lube inside it, and fly to our yacht.” 


“You mean to make an event of you stamping my anal v-card, honey?” 


“You are the only event that matters to me, Amy.” 


“In which case, we should pack.” 



Chapter Forty

Dark Angel

◆◆◆

“What’s cooking sweetheart?” 


“Ossobuco.” 


I leaned over his shoulder while he basted the browned beef with a rich onion gravy. It smelled decadent, looked divine, and got me salivating. 


“Ossobuco is a long, slow braise, honey. What have you been up to in between food prep and now?” 


“Nothing gets past you, Amy.” 


“You were at the office when I called. I worry about you the same way you do about me.” 


He set my plate in front of me, and while I enjoyed the twilight view from his kitchen window, Victor returned to fetch his. Two glasses of sparkling water with ice and lemon would become our new normal, with pregnancy now ruling the day. 


Candles flickered gently across a brilliant white linen tablecloth, glinting off the silver service cutlery and oversized porcelain plates. The center of each plate was the culinary stage for a beautiful, melting beef dish with tiny onions, gravy, and al dente carrots with tenderstem broccoli stalks.  


“You were there, at the church today.” 


“Yes.” 


“I felt your presence.” 


“I came alone. Kasimir was outside, and he didn’t know I was there. Rania didn’t know either. I stayed in the shadows, just in case.” 


“Why?” 


I reached across the table, clenching his hand. Victor’s fingers trembled, and I saw raw emotion, not quite amounting to a threat of tears welling in his eyes while his expression flickered on the edge of losing control. 


“What is it, Victor?” 


“I will always follow and protect you, Amy. My love for you will keep following, even when I am gone. I couldn’t stand by when danger was possible.” 


“Oh, sweetheart, you shouldn’t have worried. The people at Saint Nicholas’s like me… us, I mean.” 


I leaped off my seat, almost bowling Victor over when I sat in his lap. When I wrapped my arms around his neck and kissed him, I saw worry etched into his face. 


“You must have experienced this kind of problem before Victor? A stalker, perhaps, or some other threat?” 


“It feels different when someone you love is in danger.” 


“We can’t live like this forever, sweetheart. Eventually, we’ll become reclusive. We must take control and define our lives.” 


“It was easier to deal with in your apartment.” 


“That’s only because we lived in a tiny box at the top of a building full of them. Our greatest danger is when we confine ourselves and become unnecessary victims.” 


He smiled and nodded his head onto my breasts before kissing me softly on molten lips. I wanted to fuck him, but knowing that would lead to a delay in our departure. He suddenly looked more determined as though his mind were made up. 


“In which case, let’s eat, pack, and leave.” 


“That’s better, Victor.” 


He was terrified for my safety, which was unhealthy for both of us. It was time to evolve, so I asked Rania to meet me downstairs while Victor packed. She was always available and I wondered how my security chief managed it. 


“I need self-defense training every day until I can protect myself. I also want firearms training and a carry permit.” 


“What’s brought this on? You have protection.” 


“Nothing will change in that regard, but Victor and I are abdicating too much responsibility, and now I feel disempowered.” 


“Will Victor join you for this training?” 


“I’ll ask him and let you know. We should plan to start at 5 a.m. every morning after this trip to the yacht. I want to cycle with Hannah afterward.” 


“Okay. I have a friend who would be perfect for this. You’ll both like him, and he is an absolute fighting master.” 


“That’s great, Rania. Are you ready for the flight and yacht.?” 


“Yes. Kasimir and I have agreed on handling security and bringing both teams together. Are you displeased with me, Amy? I’m getting an odd vibe.” 


“Not even slightly, Rania. Victor was at the church today, hiding in the shadows.” 


“I know, I saw him. I thought it was cute. He looked worried and was ready to leap out of the shadows.” 


“Did you tell Kasimir?” 


“Kasimir saw him entering. We’re not saying anything about this.” 


“Why not?” 


“He wasn’t in danger, and we understand that he wants to protect you. Who can blame him?” 


“That’s what we need help with, Rania. It feels like we’re in hiding, and I fucking hate that.” 


“Everything will calm down soon, Amy. Once these ripples on the pond run out of energy, peace will return, and life will resume normally.” 


The front door opened, and a tall, beautiful woman wearing a long, black, leather trenchcoat stood a few meters outside, brandishing pistols, aiming them at my head. I felt no fear at that moment, only surprise and curiosity. 


Rania dove before me, but the woman didn’t get a shot off. 


I heard a blood-curdling scream outside our front door. Rania tried to stop me from running there, but I was at full speed when Kasimir barged through. I stopped dead in my tracks, horrified because, beyond him, I saw the woman with raven hair slump onto her knees. The life had drained from her eyes, and a twisted, macabre grin suggested her death was painful and sudden. 


Two pistols, each fitted with suppressors, slipped out of her fingers, clattering to the floor with an ominous metallic thud. She slid forward, and I saw the deformed, broken neck that killed her before she face-planted the concrete slabs. 


An avenging angel stood behind the corpse. She wore the most terrifyingly cold, matter-of-fact expression I have ever seen. 


Katerina had executed Tatiana right in front of my eyes. 


I knew the dead woman was the assassin who murdered my parents immediately. She looked like an archetypal Russian assassin of the James Bond villain movie style. She was beautiful, with a powerful figure matching Katerina in many ways, but she’d clearly been no match. 


Utter pandemonium ensued as Kasimir and other security team members kicked pistols aside and checked if the woman was dead. I glanced along the drive toward our iron front gates, which lay wide open, and saw at least two motionless bodies, the collateral damage caused by a woman hunting me. 


Kasimir stared at Rania, shaking his head, confirming the assassin was dead, and I felt pleased. A spiteful blood lust rose within me again, almost immediately stifled by the voice of love that begged me to move on from my past. 


“Rania, did she just try to assault the house with all of the guards we have here?” 


“Yes… and she might have got a shot off at you too. Katerina saved your life.” 


Victor’s mother looked like a dark angel. She frowned and grinned menacingly at the corpse before kicking it. 


“I curse you bastard, come here to kill my family, you fucking bitch. You have breathed your last.” 


I heard sirens in the distance and knew every part of our lives was about to get turned upside down. Victor held me close, and we watched the awful sight of a corpse becoming a crime scene outside the front door of our home. 


Victor’s lawyers and Gabriella arrived about an hour after the police began making statements. I sat beside Katerina in our dining room, sneaking my hand across to hers, entwining our fingers. She looked surprised, studying me before grinning. 


“You could have stopped her, Katerina.” 


“Maybe, but she murdered your parents. She enjoys killing that one… but no more.” 


“Did you kill her for me?” 


“Partly, yes, but mostly for your parents and the grandchildren who will never meet them. It also sends a message that you and Victor are protected.” 


The police investigation was kept outside once witness statements were gathered. Our lawyers, with Gabriella taking charge, made sure that when Katerina was taken into custody, one of them accompanied her to the precinct. 


My lawyer took me to one side for a chat. I saw the excitement on Gabriella’s face and wondered how much longer she would stay working as a lecturer. I also considered how much longer I could grow without building a team to help me. 


“She’ll be released under caution and told not to leave the City. It’s a formality at this stage because it’s obvious to anyone that Tatiana was here to execute you and Victor. His mother must be arrested to allow proper questioning, but she’ll be released.” 


“And you, Gabriella?” 


“Me? What about me?” 


“You’re loving this.” 


She wanted to deny it but couldn’t. Even with her best lawyer face, I could tell the famed litigator had her game face on and fresh life breathed into her. 


“I won’t deny a certain thrill.” 


“Do you want more of this, Gabriella?” 


“Are you asking me to leave Columbia University?” 


“I’m asking if you want to.” 


“Yes.” 


She didn’t hesitate for a heartbeat. Since my first discussion with Victor about Mindful, I’d wanted to build a business portfolio, and doing that meant working with exceptional people who shared a mutual loyalty with Victor and me. 


“We have a company acquisition going on right now. Due diligence will close in a few days. If we invest, a dogged lawyer is required to kick the company into shape for a few weeks until we get a new CFO in. Financial probity is a big problem at Mindful.” 


“I’d need to balance my exit from University lecturing and a few mentorship programs.” 


“It’s up to you to do what needs to be done.” 


“I’ll take it, Amy.” 


The police allowed Victor and me to leave, signing us off as material witnesses. When the cars dropped us at a chartered private jet at a discrete airport, I saw very few security personnel around, and only Kasimir and Rania boarded our flight. 


“Where is our security, Rania?” 


“I sent them on ahead. Planet Nine is moored off St Bart’s. We’ll land at the local airport, pick up a helicopter, and shoot over to the yacht. Security is already along every part of our route.” 


They stayed in a small compartment at the back of our Gulfstream G700 charter. I felt intimidated and as though a pleasant mood was sucked out of my life. It wasn’t until Victor and I were safely ensconced in the owner staterooms of his luxury explorer yacht that I felt safe. 


“Would you like a snack, Amy?” 


“Maybe later, sweetheart. Right now, I’d like a glass of alcohol-free wine and a cuddle.” 


“No exploration of the yacht?” 


“No, just wine, your cock inside my back passage, and a relaxing bath afterward.” 


“It’s gonna sting, Amy.” 


“I want to try.” 


“Me too.” 


I felt nervous as hell, something the shop assistant saw in my expression when I reached the cash register. when I handed her the branded Gun Oil, she knew it could only be for anal sex and smiled reassuringly, explaining how to use it. 


I presented the bullet-shaped lube dispenser to Victor, who laughed. 


“It has natural active ingredients like vitamin E and aloe vera to protect sensitive tissues. The girl in the store said the tissues around my sphincter would definitely tear.” 


“Are you sure about doing this, Amy?” 


“It’s our first time. The shop girl asked what size cock you had.” 


“What did you say?” 


“Very big. She said to take our time and allow your cock to stretch me wide before pounding my back passage.” 


“Fucking hell, it sounds so tawdry.” 


“She also gave me a complimentary lube shooter.” 


“A fucking what?” 


I showed Victor the plastic syringe-like adaptor. I’d wanted his cock to be the first thing penetrating inside me, but the need for lubricant, given my boyfriend’s cock length and girth, was crucial. 


“Do I slide this in and pump?” 


“Yeah. That little torpedo and the gun oil lube you fill it with is our only protection against my pain.” 


“Why is it called gun oil?” 


“The concept was developed from Operation Desert Storm when Marines used their gun oil to lube up their cocks, masturbating while waiting in trenches.” 


My head exploded with all kinds of disgraceful thoughts just imagining a bunch of guys wanking off on the eve of battle using the lube they would ordinarily apply to a very different firing pin. 


We undressed, and I shivered, staring at the enormous cock that was about to render my asshole two-way traffic. My libido rose like a tidal wave because I’d wanted to be fucked in the back passage for years, never mustering the courage to do it. 


I crawled onto the bed, making sure Victor could access my fuck hole when standing with his feet on the carpet. 


“Lube up your cock, then squirt some inside me.” 


“Oh, Amy, thank you. This is such a fantasy come true.” 


“For me too, sweetheart.” 


I gathered pillows under my midriff, saving one for my face to bite and scream into if necessary. I arched my back, doing the best I could to assume a submissive pose, relaxing my muscles. 


The lube shooter felt nice, easily popping my sphincter open before reaching deep inside. When Victor pumped, the lubricant flow felt heavy, cavity-filling, and cold, but the shooter’s width was pleasant, and my orgasm tickled right away, especially when Victor fucked me for a few strokes. 


When my boyfriend thumbed open my anus, it activated a lewd part of my psyche that needed to experience his cock deep inside me. I felt Victor’s swollen glans press hard against my sphincter, where it stopped until sufficient pressure plowed it forward, and extreme pain wreaked havoc through my body. 


I gripped the bedsheets like they were a cliff edge and bit into the pillow, screaming until the pain subsided, my body flooded with pleasure hormones, and the joy of being filled by a lover consumed me. 


“Fuck me hard.” 


“You only have three inches, Amy.” 


“I want it all, fuck my asshole now.” 


He slid a giant cock slowly inside me. Every inch that intruded felt like it must be the end, but Victor’s rock-solid shaft just kept coming, stretching the soft tissue walls of my rectum wider than ever. I felt lightheaded, almost high on pleasure hormones, enjoying the journey until he reached my destination, and I felt my boyfriend’s pubic bone press hard against my ass cheeks. 


“You have all of my cock inside you, Amy. How does it feel?” 


“Fucking enormous.” 


“You are very tight, honey.” 


“I can’t stop squeezing your cock.” 


“I feel it.” 


“Please fuck me, Victor.” 


I felt huge relief when he withdrew his giant cock as my rectal walls closed on the gap he left, then a deep regret pervaded as my back passage begged to be filled up again. Victor’s second stroke was much quicker and felt deeper than the first as he gripped my waist, hauling my anal sphincter onto his cock while thrusting forward. He prised my cheeks apart with his fingers and thumbs, shoehorning more of his cock deep inside me. 


When he reached a steady rhythm, I was being well and truly fucked, gasping, writhing in delight, trying to push back a little to create the roughness I needed. 


There was no doubt the tissues around my anal whorl had torn, but I didn’t care because Victor fucking my ass felt better than when he took me inside the pussy. Some interesting conversations lay ahead, and I wouldn’t want my back passage fucked every day, but I doubted I could go a week without it. 


I screamed with Joy when Victor reached up on tiptoes, pounding me harder, widening my asshole like a reaming drill head plowing through thick blocks of wood. I reached down with a finger, rubbing an electrified clitoris that trembled with my first orgasm. 


I soaked the bed with squirting unicorn pee, exploding in the most intense orgasm of my life. Victor grunted like a rampant bull, hunting down an antagonistic Matador. When he came deep inside my back passage, a primal sensation took control. 


His seed warmed my insides, and I dragged my clitoris from side to side, clenching his shaft tightly with the soft walls of my aching back passage, milking Victor.  


I had been taken by my man and loved every second. 



Chapter Forty-One

A Refreshing Escape

◆◆◆

“Are you sore, Amy?” 


“Yes… but happy, too. Are you?” 


“I couldn’t be happier, and it’s not just about having my first anal sex.” 


When I rolled onto my side, the soreness in my asshole stung, and I smiled, remembering the whore of a few hours ago demanding her back passage be pounded by a massive cock. 


“Are you more satisfied being here, Victor?” 


“It’s not that easy a question to answer anymore. I’ve never spent a night on this yacht before. I’m happy wherever you are, but I still don’t feel comfortable in my house, even with its remodeling.” 


“Why not?” 


“There have been too many unpleasant battles with family. Bad memories were made and still not diminished. Last night, when we had dinner together and I cooked-.” 


“And I put out.” 


“Yes, you did in spectacular style.” 


“It was a great Ossobuco and very worthy of my anal v-card.” 


Victor pulled me closer into his warmth, spooning me. The air conditioning settings were all wrong, and our stateroom was freezing, so snuggling together under a warm, thick, goosed-down duvet felt good. 


“But you take my point about the house, right, Amy?” 


“Yes, but that’s slowly changing. Your family is beginning to respect boundaries, and new memories are being forged to replace old, bad ones.” 


“You mean like my girlfriend watching my biological mother snap the neck of her parents’ killer?” 


“Probably not the best example of an after-dinner anecdote, but yeah, Katerina gave me closure even though she intended to protect me. Part of me was glad to see Tatiana’s neck snap, and I must tell you, Victor, your mother is a badass. I kinda love her now.” 


“Doesn’t it worry you, though, Amy?” 


“No.” 


“Why not?” 


“Because I’m with you, sweetheart. Your heart is my home, and nothing will sully that.” 


I clenched my ass cheeks tightly, enjoying the stinging pain of having been fucked in my back passage by a massive cock. I felt whole and completely satisfied in that I had given my boyfriend something no girl had and no boy had taken from me before him, all in an act of sexual taboo. 


We’d showered together straight after I finished in the toilet. Victor applied the healing cream my sex advisor at Columbia’s campus shop had recommended. I felt her advice had gone a little far in the end, but when she suggested I buy graduated butt plugs to train my anal sphincter and back passage daily for easier penetration, I knew she meant well. 


“I need coffee. Do you want anything to eat or drink?” 


“What like?” 


“Toast? A croissant… any coffee you’d like?” 


“How will you get that? It’s 2 a.m., the crew is sleeping aside from anchor watch, and you don’t know where the galley is.” 


“That’s true, but I’m sure I can find it. Are you coming?” 


“Damn right.” 


I noticed the natural and simple pleasures in life utterly consumed Victor. Raiding the fridge, cooking eggs while talking to me, and being around Hannah or family were more important to him than anything. His cars were the best models to be chauffeur driven in safely; he had no Ferrari or other expensive plaything. Victor’s most indulgent possessions were the kitchen equipment I bought him. 


We found the massive, modern, all-stainless steel and glass galley that was pristine and clean. I rifled through store cupboards and found tea cakes on the right side of edible. Victor fired up a Salamander grill, and we started the tortuous process of figuring out how to lock capsules into a Nespresso-style coffee maker. 


“Do you have an expensive watch, Victor… a Rolex or an Omega, perhaps?” 


“I have one Rolex that is kept in the safe.” 


“Why don’t you wear it anymore?” 


“Most businesspeople buy watches like that to fit in at meetings. It’s almost like an entry pass to being accepted. I bought one when I started in business and wore it a dozen times, same as expensive handmade suits and shoes that weren’t comfortable.” 


“Where is the Rolex now?” 


“I can’t remember.” 


“And now you don’t need to impress anyone with bling these days?” 


“Not anymore.” 


“You’re a wealthy man, Victor. You have family, and we’re growing one with a fair chance to foster kindness in that circle. If I could wish for one thing outside our and our baby’s health and happiness, it would be to have my parents back.” 


“Were they good people, Amy?” 


“Mom and Dad were kind and loving. They would love you, and if there is a place in the Universe where we all eventually go, they will look down now, approving of us.” 


“That’s what I will always do, Amy… make them and you proud that we are together. I won’t ever criticize, cheat, or otherwise treat you poorly.” 


“You have the same commitment from me, sweetheart.” 


He looked comical, rescuing our toasted tea cakes that had been set on fire and were charred. When I scraped the blackened surface off before heavily buttering all four pieces, he laughed and bit in, passing me a dark roast Kenyan double-shot espresso. 


“It’s nicer than I expected.” 


“Stale bread is better than fresh when toasted. You’d know that if you were a student.” 


We drank more coffee, enjoying the out-of-bounds feeling of being in the chef’s domain while he slept somewhere below in the crew quarters. Afterward, Victor took me on a short tour of the owner’s accommodation. 


“The gym is unbelievable, Victor.” 


“We have everything to live here indefinitely.” 


“Except for family and friends, sweetheart.” 


“Would you like Hannah to be here?” 


“Not this time around, and maybe not ever. We need places like here, my apartment, and your kitchen to be just for us, but we shouldn’t stay away from those other people who love us for too long.” 


“You never know when we might lose them, Amy.” 


I kneeled on the assisted pullup bar platform and did a few chin-ups. My naked thighs showed from underneath a short silken robe, and I saw Victor’s cock rise to the occasion, poking out from the gap in his pajama. I leaped down, slipped off my panties, and got back on the machine, spreading both legs wide while kneeling, facing him and a giant cock about to fuck me. 


“Is that an invitation, Amy?” 


“You can fuck me anytime, Victor. In the same way, I expect to have you whenever I want.” 


“Is this one of those moments when you want?” 


“Yes, please.” 


I gripped the steel pull-up bar and raised myself using minimal effort until my pussy hovered slightly above his cock. Victor stepped inside my sexual access zone, leaned back slightly, and pressed his swollen glans against my labia. 


I eyed him salaciously, grinning, breathing in gasps, wanting so much to be fucked. 


Victor slipped my robe over both shoulders and went straight for my solid, rosy red nipples with his fingers, rolling them around like two engorged rubber teats before bowing his head and stretching out a warm, wet tongue. I looked forward to my breast growth and the reported fullness other friends mentioned when their milk came after childbirth. I would feed Victor as well, if he wanted that, enjoying nurturing both the loves of my life. 


He licked carefully around my areola, raising them like rough goosebumps. When he sucked, it shattered my calm from overstimulation that rippled ecstasy through my body. When he pulled gently on my nipple, I imagined he was thinking the same as me, wanting my nectar fully flowing while he suckled. 


I closed my eyes and saw our baby growing inside my body, enjoying the moment Victor’s cock slid deep inside my pussy. I gasped, and he gripped my ass cheeks as I wrapped my legs around his waist. My boyfriend hauled me gently off the machine while I folded my arms around his neck, kissing him. 


“I’m going to suck your cock later.” 


“That’s nice.” 


“I want to feel what it’s like to have all three of my holes filled by your giant cock in one day.” 


My dirty talk fizzled like fireworks in his eyes. I knew he loved my inner slut, so I gave him more of a side of me that belonged only to him. When he lowered my pussy down his thick shaft, Victor enjoyed the show, watching my eyes widen, cheeks puff, and dimples implode like geysers of joy prepared to erupt. 


I frowned and stared at him in amazement, enjoying how his gnarly shaft gently pressed my pussy walls wider apart, encouraging her to take all of him. Inside, my rectum ached, and that added to the pleasure waves that rolled through my internal organs. 


I spurred his back with mighty heels, aiding his hands that lifted and lowered me on and off Victor’s cock. When he shot a bolt of hot semen deep inside me, then another, I stared at him lovingly, enjoying a raging orgasm that flooded my mind with a meditative calm. 


When Victor slid my pussy off his creamy cock, I used a nearby toilet, allowing his seed to drain while he kneeled lasciviously in front, watching me pee. 


“If I shower and lie down one day, will you do that on me?” 


“Are you serious, Victor?” 


“Yes.” 


“Let’s think about it. Maybe some role-play would help. You know… like a scenario where you were my captor, but I switched through a cunning move. I can’t see myself just peeing on you, sweetheart.” 


“Roleplay would be nice.” 


By the time we returned to the stateroom, it was 4 a.m., and some crew changeover was happening. I was almost seen semi-naked, slipping into our private area just in time to avoid the stares of the early morning watch. 


When we woke and enjoyed breakfast on the topmost deck, Victor seemed relaxed, gazing out to sea and the beaches of a nearby island coastline. 


“Have you dived before Amy?” 


“I’m a diving instructor, sweetheart.” 


“How did I not know that?” 


“Believe it or not, we are still in the early stages of our relationship. Are you saying you don’t dive?” 


“I’m a novice diver and not even qualified.” 


“Do we have scuba gear aboard?” 


“Yes.” 


“I can teach you so long as we have a local guide.” 


The yacht found us a guide in no time, but I was suspicious about their proficiency when the guy didn’t know the gas mix we needed was twenty-one percent oxygen. I watched suspiciously, readjusting our buoyancy aids and correctly fitting out weight belts when he wasn’t looking. 


We were on the yacht’s tender, about a mile from the mother vessel, with only a boat driver and the guide as company. I felt vulnerable, and every primal sense was activated as I wished Rania were nearby. I eyed the buoy chained to the seabed, where the guide reckoned an excellent dive site. 


Our guide kept looking over the bow, scanning the horizon until, eventually, a fast boat hove into view heading our way. When gunshots whistled overhead and our guide baled out of the boat, two bullets slammed into the side of our boat. I knew we were under attack, so I pushed our boat driver over the edge, screaming for him to swim away. 


“What the fuck, Amy. We’re under attack.” 


“We’re diving right now. Let Rania and Kasimir sort this. We can’t get back to the yacht.” 


“I can’t dive very well.” 


“You can now sweetheart. Just do as I say or sign and stick to me like glue.” 


I threw our gear into the water, grabbing a small SeaDoo hand-operated submersible. We slammed into the water, feet first with arms crossed, and I surfaced quickly, looking for Victor, but my boyfriend had disappeared.  


I searched every direction and dived again, groping blindly before dizziness, and the desperate urge to inhale overcame me. I caught a wisp of hair, sank my fingers in, gripped, and hauled Victor to the surface where he spluttered. 


The attack boat was coming fast while our guide swam toward it, and the boat driver headed in the opposite direction. I grabbed Victor’s gear, floating nearby, helping him put it on. 


“Zip up the vest, deflate the buoyancy bladders, and follow me. Remember to depressurize every few meters, holding your nose and blowing. Nod if you understand, please, Victor.” 


“How long are we going down?” 


“I’ll tell you when it’s enough, Victor. Follow me, okay.” 


“Okay.” 


I slid the side mount rig over my shoulders and, seated it on my waist, tightened the straps while Victor slid into his standard vest known as a BCD. I attached my tanks to either side of my body, clipping them in place and adjusting both for comfort, ensuring the regulator lines were free.  


I passed Victor a weight belt and a set of fins, helping him fit them while the water around us danced as more machine gun fire attempted to prevent our dive. 


I checked the seal on his mask and turned on Victor’s gas, then mine, forcing him to grip my jacket. As I reached for the buoy chain, deflating the air bladders on my vest, a hail of gunfire strafed the boat, holing it in several places. 


I hauled us underwater, pulling our weight down the chain into peace and tranquility. 


Through inexperience, Victor let go of me, grabbing the chain himself. He cut his fingers on sharp barnacles but didn’t seem to notice the blood trail from his hands. I joined my boyfriend, finning to stay close to the beginner diver halfway to the bottom using sign language, encouraging him to slow his breathing. 


At the bottom, I checked my dive watch and saw we’d exceeded thirty meters, but the seabed was further down. At forty meters, we had about six minutes of bottom time before making safety stops back to the surface. 


It’s plenty of time for Rania and Kasimir to chase them off. 


I motioned for Victor to stay at the bottom, but he began choking; his eyes bulged, and a panic set in. His arms and legs thrashed wildly, and he released the chain, jerking and gripping his mask as though he would tear it off. 


When he drew level with me, the panic in my boyfriend’s eyes told me he couldn’t breathe. He looked upwards to the surface, pointing wildly and kicking hard to get there, catching my head several times with flailing arms. 


Wrestling such a large man in a state of panic was a challenge, but I wrapped my legs around the chain to secure myself, hauling Victor downward and into a loose headlock. I tore the empty gas supply from my asphyxiating lover with a free hand, took a deep breath, removed my regulator mouthpiece, and inserted it into his mouth. 


Victor’s panic disappeared as his gas supply resumed, and his breathing was normal again. I used my legs to drag him upwards ten meters on the chain, where I removed my spare regulator mouthpiece and breathed deeply. 


I smiled at Victor, and he grinned, but I saw he was almost in tears. Somehow, our guide had deliberately cross-threaded Victor’s air supply hose onto the tank, leaving him with a scant air supply in the hose that eventually failed. We would have discovered the problem with enough time to check, but that all went badly wrong when I rumbled what must be a kidnap attempt. 


I pointed upwards, and Victor watched salvation arrive in the hull of our massive yacht that skimmed overhead. The fast boat that attacked us was long gone, and we could slowly ascend, stopping at five meters for three minutes, still with plenty of air in the tank we shared. 


I saw people dive into the water from our yacht, but they couldn’t reach us, and it didn’t matter because we were already safe. 


When we surfaced, I pushed Victor to the rear of the yacht, where hands reached out, hauling us onto the swimming platform. Kasimir and Rania were among the concerned faces, asking if we were okay. I nodded and watched Victor lie back on the teak deck, terrified. 


“Can you all leave Victor and me alone for a few minutes, please?” 


“Of course. Scream if you need me, Amy.” 


“I will, Rania; please find out who those men were.” 


They left us alone, and I straddled my boyfriend, smiling lovingly before kissing him. 


“I panicked down there, Amy.” 


“You reached forty meters on the air in your hose, then it ran out. Even the most hardened diver would panic, Victor.” 


“But I did… and you saved my life.” 


“You saved mine too, Victor.” 


“How?” 


“You gave us a chance before I did, sweetheart. Had you not, my happiness would be much less.” 


He cried the tears of a man who had believed for a moment that he’d lost everything forty meters down and with no gas supply. I knew all Victor wanted in life was me and our baby because this man was good, loyal, and not in any way material. As he sobbed, I hugged him, knowing the terror of running out of gas at that depth was horrific and usually deadly. 


“How do I recover from this? I feel ashamed, Amy.” 


“You’ve nothing to be ashamed of, sweetheart. You had nothing to breathe.” 


“What do we do now?” 


“We’re going back down to see the corals and beautiful fish… just you and me, wearing gear I’ve checked thoroughly. We’ll have to wait four hours for deco, but we’re going again.” 


“Okay, Amy.” 


I didn’t want Victor to walk away from terror and never dive again. It wasn’t his fault that we were sabotaged. When we stood and Victor dried his eyes, we walked back to the vessel captain, Kasimir, and Rania, who all hugged us. 


“What happened, Rania?” 


“Chancers. Fucking petty thieves who planned to use you and Victor to raid the yacht safe at gunpoint.” 


“Jesus… are the police onto it?” 


“They already have the clowns in custody.” 


I stared at Victor, who had cheered immeasurably. The Captain seemed most relieved, and I guessed bullets and sea pirates were his biggest nightmare. 


“What’s in the yacht safe, Captain.” 


“A Rolex watch Victor left here on the day he bought the yacht.” 



Chapter Forty-Two

A Change Of Direction

◆◆◆

We rested on sun loungers under shade on the upper stern deck. I checked my dive watch regularly, monitoring our surface interval time. A long rest was necessary because of the depth we’d reached. 


“Forty meters is my maximum depth, Victor.” 


“Why did we go so deep?” 


“As a novice, your buoyancy was all over the place. Anywhere at the midpoint might have confused you. Shooting straight up to the surface might cause decompression sickness. I wanted you to see or touch the bottom.” 


“Can you teach me to dive properly?” 


“The first lesson is right now, Victor. Let’s go, sweetheart.” 


We selected a shallow dive area, no more than ten meters, and everything went perfectly to plan. Victor’s bad experience was put to rest, and we surfaced after forty minutes of exploring colorful nudibranchs and corals. 


Rania looked relieved when we surfaced, hauling us on board a spare tender full of security. 


As I stowed our tanks on the yacht, Rania approached. I noticed she looked unnerved, so I prepared for a confrontation that I knew was coming. It was evident by her expression my safety concerned her and she was spooked. 


“I have confirmation the pirate gang is all in custody, and the Police Chief sends his thanks. Should we return home?” 


“For being a criminal gang’s target?” 


“That was my fault, Amy. I got complacent. Someone should have been in the diving tender with you. I’m tendering my resignation after this cruise.” 


“Oh, stop it, please, Rania. For fuck’s sake, it’s not your fault.” 


I rounded on her, feeling somewhat peeved. Something in my mind warned that dwelling on this and other crises in our past would cause more life restrictions and pain. 


“If you or your security team had been in the boat with us, you’d probably be dead. A pistol isn’t much use against machine guns, and I’d rather not have one of our people’s deaths on my conscience.” 


“That’s true, bu-.” 


“Please, no but’s Rania. You dove in front of me at the house when Tatiana aimed at my head. I can’t repay you for that loyalty. I really don’t want to lose you.” 


She stared at the deck until I cupped her chin, forcing Rania to look into my eyes. I saw powerful emotions locked in that she would never openly reveal, but I also saw a firm commitment from someone well able to discharge it. 


“I must accept responsibility.” 


“Don’t blame yourself because it makes us… me, you, and Victor, the victims of poor judgment, which we are not. This was a bunch of criminals looking for an easy target who wanted to get home with some loot.” 


“Okay… okay, is something wrong, Amy?” 


“Yeah, Rania… we want to live in hope and love, not fear. Let’s carry on as though today never happened. I’m not losing you over this.” 


“Okay. If that is your wish.” 


“Yes… it is.” 


I wasn’t supposed to hug her, but I did. Rania’s confidence and presence in my life were a stalwart, and I couldn’t risk her leaving me or losing her calm. She seemed happier when I released her from a bear-like hug and went about her business. 


I joined Victor in our quarters, where he agonized over choices from a week-long lunch and dinner menu. The options were as expected from a chef who once worked in a two-Michelin-starred restaurant. I scanned the options my boyfriend had selected and nodded, smiling enthusiastically. 


“Chef needs to buy some provisions quickly, and then we can leave. Where would you like to go, Amy?” 


“How about Barbados, then a long cruise to finish in Miami, have dinner, and fly home from there.” 


“Dinner in Miami?” 


“A seafood bonanza to die for, Victor. We deserve it.” 


“Seafood it is… to die for is probably not the best expression after today.” 


“It was bad luck, sweetheart, but I feel that’s in the past now. I delayed my public press conference for the week, but the University has emailed their unwavering support. It’s another bridge built and crossed.” 


“Do you think the announcement of who you are is the final piece of the puzzle?” 


“For us and for now, yes. Artyom can negotiate with the Russian government and Gabriella with the U.S. State and Justice Departments. The Russians will shrink away from this quietly now one of their assassins was killed by another one on U.S. soil.” 


“All loose ends are tying up, then?” 


“That’s how I see it, Victor. Today was criminal stupidity and opportunism, and my only joyful takeaway is that nobody got killed.” 


We showered together in a spacious rainfall wet room en-suite. I felt relaxed because a life changing decision was made in my mind. I just needed an opportunity to discuss my plan with Victor. 


As I wanked him off, cupping both balls in one hand while peeling his foreskin back and forth, enjoying a very stiff cock with the other, I realized what was important in my life. Sex, love, children, family, investment, and Victor, not in that order, of course, but collectively, these factors had become the core of my life. 


“Would you like to make love, Amy?” 


“We only have fifteen minutes before dinner, honey, and that’s not enough time for me to dry my hair. I want to milk your prostate gland dry so that you won’t sit around twitching and sexually frustrated at dinner with a raging erection. We can fuck later.” 


“You’re a very practical girl, Amy.” 


“You’re a very precious boyfriend. Your happiness is my paramount concern.” 


When I stared lovingly into his eyes while rubbing his glans with a cupped palm, Victor shot his load into it. I cheekily and seductively raised my hand, licking off most of his seed while he watched, with cock still jerking, before sluicing the rest under warm shower water. 


“We can’t be late for the Chef, Victor. It wouldn’t be fair. He doesn’t get much satisfaction, sitting around for months on end cooking only for the crew.” 


“Do you think we should use Planet Nine more often?” 


“The vessel is a Category A ship, Lloyd’s registered Ice Class 1D, with polar certification.” 


“How do you know that, Amy?” 


“It’s on the documentation bundle I had sent to me. I’m a lawyer, so I checked with the yacht’s managing agents before we came here, ensuring all licenses and insurances were up to date.” 


“Why?” 


“We have a baby on board, sweetheart.” 


I pointed at my belly, smiling. Victor hadn’t forgotten, but we’d agreed not to count our chickens too soon. It still was too soon, with my first trimester barely underway, but with five positive daily tests and my very regular period missed for more than a week, I felt pregnancy was likely. 


“We’ll have to be very careful from hereon in Victor.” 


“We are being careful, honey.” 


“The Divers Alert Network says no diving during pregnancy. I was a bit carefree over that and never thought about it until my friend and fellow diver Chester mentioned it while we were on a call an hour ago. I wanted to check my dive plan with someone I trust.” 


“Ahh.” 


“He also said no alcohol, but flying is fine until we get close to our birthing date.” 


“Where would you like to give birth, Amy?” 


“In the jacuzzi on this yacht, watching polar bears and icebergs while screaming.” 


He laughed heartily, then realized I was serious, and his jaw dropped. Victor pulled me into a tight hug with tears in his eyes. 


“Why the waterworks, honey?” 


“I’m just so pleased I have you. My life will finally become extraordinary.” 


We dressed in casual lightweight sweats, appropriate for the gym or a private fine dining experience. Planet Nine was underway, and I felt overjoyed, leaning safely over the stern rails, held tightly by Victor’s hands around my stomach, protecting our baby while we enjoyed the sun setting. 


The water churned spectacularly below us, creating a massive wake as our Captain made full speed ahead toward our destination, Barbados. I felt a slight tremor from the steel handrail, a sign our engines were in good health, probably enjoying a long, full-on runout for a change. 


“Have you noticed how enthusiastic the crew are, Victor?” 


“It’s because they rarely get out into the open ocean, sweetheart.” 


“I have some thoughts about that.” 


“Shall we sit down and discuss whatever has you bubbling, Amy?” 


We left the stern area and were escorted by a crew member to a side-extended sundeck almost at water level, where our dining room was set up. 


I had mulled it over all week, and now it was time to discuss a decision I’d made and the options I wished to explore. As we sat opposite one another, around a small wooden circular table, I saw Victor’s eyes twinkle, and his expression took on an excited quality. 


“What are you smiling about?” 


“You, Amy. I have a feeling something exciting is about to begin.” 


“Victor, I love this yacht, and I feel we should use it often. Imagine the global exploration we could have. Our kids could grow up examining the world from so many perspectives. You can even have a doctor on board and teachers. This is a proper exploration yacht.” 


“I know it is. Didn’t you realize that?” 


“It’s such a great opportunity.” 


“This is a small yacht in billionaires’ terms, Amy. Planet Nine is valued at eighty-five million dollars. Eclipse, owned by a Russian billionaire, is valued at one point five billion dollars. That’s excessive if you ask me.” 


“I love Planet Nine, Victor.” 


He glanced in all directions, taking in the beautifully finished teak wood flooring and smooth lines of the ominously gray, almost military battleship-style vessel. 


“With you being here, I love Planet Nine too. Perhaps I haven’t given this lifestyle a fair chance, Amy.” 


“We have a helicopter, which makes it easy to board and depart.” 


“What about work, though? I can run my companies fine from here, organize meetings wherever we are, and use private jet charters to get to where I need to be, but you’ll be hired by a law company soon, and they will make you a wage and office slave.” 


“I’ll finish law school, get my license, and turn down all offers.” 


I held both hands wide apart, eyeballing Victor. It was a massive change of direction, which the University would not welcome. I was destined for exactly what Victor described, a life of frantic workplace drama, day after day, until I withered. 


“Okay, that’s a shocker. What will you do instead?” 


“I’ll become an investor and Chairwoman of my own companies, sweetheart. I want to be just like you.” 


“I’m a Chairman.” 


“I’ll be the same but with better legs.” 


“Okay… I’ll give you that, Amy.” 


I saw pride puffing Victor’s chest and cheeks as he grinned at me. It was the life-changing decision I’d made to become an investor and company executive rather than work out of law offices, churning cases while my lifeblood ran away. 


“Am I being selfish, Victor?” 


“No, sweetheart. You’re making the right choice for you and probably for us as well.” 


Our razor clam starters arrived, and I saw they were steaming hot, perfect for a pregnant woman, otherwise denied blood heat or chilled shellfish. I thought like a pregnant woman should, determined that my earlier folly would not be repeated. 


We laughed almost constantly through dinner, discussing weeks of pressure and crises that all seemed to have vanished. 


“How is Caprica?” 


“Doing extremely well, by my mother’s account.” 


I studied him to understand how he felt about having two mothers. Checking in on Victor’s feelings was essential because he had been a bastion of independence and isolation for so long. His ability in business was unsurpassed, and I hoped to learn from that, providing him love and empathy in return, making my lover’s life happier and healthier. 


“How does it feel?” 


“Having two mothers?” 


“Yes.” 


“Charlotte is the mother who raised me. Katerina is the mother who saved my girlfriend and unborn baby’s life. I have good reason to love them both, separately and together. I’m making sense of it every day.” 


“That’s very profound.” 


“Does it make sense, though, Amy? Should I be angry that someone took me away from one family or grateful I grew up in another? Caprica was once a very loving and thoughtful sister, and Charlotte was a perfect mother until she wasn’t.” 


“Anastasia missed out on you growing up, or at least she feels that way. You can see her point of view, surely?” 


“I felt instant love for her, in the same way that I love all my siblings. Even Caprica is becoming dear to me again.” 


“Now she isn’t trying to fuck you for a baby?” 


He shook his head in dismay, leaning back, remembering recent and distant past life experiences. When Victor smiled and shrugged, I knew he’d turned the page and moved on, raising his glass of sparkling water to me. 


“Let’s look ahead, Amy.” 


“To the future, Victor.” 


Our plates were cleared, and an amuse-bouche arrived. Avocado dill mousse and smoked salmon verrine were perfect and tasted excellent. As I polished off the small taster, looking forward to beef cheeks on garlic mashed potato, I saw myself being in love with Planet Nine forever. 


In my mind’s eye, our children padded around the deck with cute wide eyes and broad grins, hunting down Victor or me, crawling into our laps, showing us their latest vivid multi-color drawing on bright white paper of a faraway land as we skimmed past its coastline.  


“You own another yacht, right?” 


“Yes, Lady Lara is bigger than this one, and it’s a traditional superyacht that can’t go where Planet Nine does. I prefer being here, though, and I love your birthing plan.” 


“But you could allow your family the use of your second yacht. Assign each person a cabin they can take up at will. We could even cruise there occasionally.” 


“Yes… it’s a good idea, Amy, but why wouldn’t we only enjoy Planet Nine?” 


“It’s also important for the crew, Victor. They need job satisfaction, and a visit by the boss enthuses them.” 


“I hadn’t thought about that.” 


“We should live, love, and enjoy family, Amy. All family is important, even the ones off the rails.” 



Chapter Forty-Three

Crisis Management

◆◆◆

I slept well and woke up before Victor, silently watching my sleeping beauty from inches away. His face was relaxed, and he smiled gently, just enough for me to believe he was dreaming happily, hopefully about me. 


He looked peaceful and needed a rest, so I let him slumber and did another pregnancy test. 


I dressed for the gym and left our positive result on my pillow before letting myself out of the stateroom. Ship’s time was an hour ahead of New York, so I got the jump on Hannah, enjoying a double espresso before mounting a bike, ready for Kayleigh’s class by the time anyone else arrived. 


My friend’s face popped up on the bike screen, wearing a wide grin as she shrugged off her bag while clipping both feet into the pedals. I marveled at her ability to go from being at rest to becoming motivated into full-blown, flat-out training mode in a flash. 


“Hey, Amy. I’ve missed you so much. I heard you had pirates. We discussed last night at dinner how much they picked on the wrong ship.” 


“It’s another storm in a teacup, I’m afraid, but we’re over it now. How are things at home?” 


“Torrid.” 


“Meaning?” 


“Artyom and Katerina have been back and forth for what they describe as debriefings. I think it’s the FBI, but they won’t say. He’s also planning a meeting with someone from Russia. I overheard that at breakfast.” 


“Anything else?” 


“Yeah… Anastasia misses Victor. The poor girl felt put out when you guys left because she hadn’t gotten to know her big brother.” 


“How do you know that?” 


She switched to street view because our ride started, and we both cranked immediately uphill, surging to the front, but I felt there was something Hannah hadn’t said, so I descended into a fit of giggles as we crossed the brow. 


“What are you laughing about, cheeky bitch?” 


“Oh come on, Hannah… suddenly you’re Anastasia’s confidant?” 


“I like her, and she likes me back.” 


“Nothing more than that?” 


“Not for a lack of want. Her parents don’t know Anastasia likes girls, Amy.” 


“Ahh, and they would be shocked if she and you dated?” 


“Yeah, well maybe… she doesn’t know whether they figured it out and are being discrete… we’ve been out together for coffee a couple of times, but there is no privacy here or outside.” 


“Let me speak with Victor. He and I agreed this yacht would be exclusively for us, but I already see the error in that because it would be lovely to see you, and I’m sure Victor would want to spend time with his sister.” 


“Are you sure, Amy?” 


“I hope I’m not setting a bad precedent. It was my suggestion to pursue privacy here, but now I feel it would be nice if you both joined us.” 


“Okay, I’d love to since you have a great gym, but please, can Anastasia and I have separate bedrooms? I want this to work out naturally and not seem contrived by us heading for the bedroom.” 


“Of course, sweetie. Discretion is my middle name.” 


“International intrigue more like it.” 


After my training session, Victor met me at the galley, hunting down coffee and a glass of chilled water. We went onto the highest deck, looking out over a bright, calm aquamarine ocean where you could watch dolphins cavorting almost in our bow waves. 


“I wonder if they are mating, Amy?” 


“They are one of few species who fuck outside of conception, sweetheart. Female dolphins have a giant, sensitive clitoris, so those five are probably enjoying a lesbian gang bang by rubbing each other off.” 


“Fuck off! You’re joking?” 


He reeled backward, shocked, laughing hilariously, staring at me as though I cracked a ripping joke. 


“Nope… it’s one hundred percent true.” 


“Must be hell for the boy dolphins if the girls are all getting on with each other.” 


“Boy dolphins use eels wrapped around their cocks to masturbate.” 


“Oh, come on, Amy… stop teasing me, please.” 


“I’m deadly serious, Victor. Boy dolphins also indulge in gay sex, and some are even attracted to human women because we give off similar pheromones.” 


His eyes shot out on stalks as Victor closely examined the dolphins frolicking. They were definitely having sex, but I was surprised he knew nothing about their penchant for same-sex dolphin action and how slutty the girls were. 


“They have sex for social reasons, Victor.” 


“Like you and I do?” 


“Like you and I will after we shower.” 


“Ahh, okay… we’re doing that? When I saw the pregnancy test this morning, I thought you’d maybe used me up and moved on.” 


“Like a thank you for all the semen?” 


“Something like that, yeah.” 


I elbowed him, giggling at the joke. While he stared down at the dolphins, I glanced at Victor’s face and saw a boy adventurer fascinated by something he’d learned from me. I was totally in love with him and proud to have sparked an interest in something other than work. 


“How was Hannah this morning?” 


“She’s in love with your sister.” 


“I figured as much. Ana feels the same because she talks endlessly about her.” 


“Ana, now, is it?” 


“Yeah, we WhatsApp and talk from time to time. She sends me photographs, mostly of her and Hannah drinking coffee. It’s nice to have a sister who cares.” 


“What about Hazel and Clara?” 


“They are older than me, and we never really connected while I was growing up. They were always kind and loving, but Caprica was closer to my age, and at times, we were inseparable.” 


“She’ll reconnect with you as soon as she is cured.” 


“I hope so, but it’s also nice to have a younger sister, and Ana is fascinating and cool.” 


I timed my approach, which felt cunning, but I knew an explanation would be required. Victor set down his coffee cup, smiled, and took my hand. 


“Why don’t you invite Ana here?” 


“I thought you said this place was for us… ah, hold on… you changed your mind, Amy?’ 


“Yes. Perhaps I was wrong about not inviting people here.” 


“You want Hannah to join us as well?” 


“Yes, please.” 


“Okay. I don’t have a problem with you changing your mind after giving something extra, though, but I agree with your sentiment that our lives should be more private and devoid of toxicity.” 


“How should we invite them, Victor?” 


“Why don’t I invite Ana? You ask Hannah to come and then tell each of them that the other has agreed to visit. I’ll tell my mother and father Anastasia will join us for a few days. They have their hands full anyhow.” 


“Good plan.” 


Watching dolphins make love through pristine waters over the starboard side of our yacht aroused me, and I wasn’t missing an opportunity when I had Victor naked in the shower. 


In the most sleazy way possible, I deliberately dropped a sponge and stared at my lover with smoldering eyes before turning around and bending over to pick it up, waiting until he rose to the occasion. 


When Victor’s hands gently gripped my waist and his cock nestled tantalizingly between my swollen labia, I placed both palms on a slate wall with fingers touching, leaning my forehead on them, sliding my feet wider apart and curving my ass and slit for best possible access. 


He fucked me rhythmically, using his girth and length to fill me entirely, waiting for a few seconds, rocking back and forth when his cock head massaged my cervix. I milked Victor, clenching and releasing muscles that powered a velvet sheath wrapped softly around his shaft. 


My reproductive organs tickled, vibrated, and shuddered as an approaching orgasm swept in, controlling my emotions and every ligament, muscle, and joint through my desperately loved and loving body. 


We were one, just like cavorting dolphins, but unlike their polygamy, I enjoyed the sensation of being reamed by the only cock that ever would plunder me. It felt like Victor needed my pussy to enjoy being fucked more than he wanted to satisfy himself, and there are fewer things than an unselfish man fucking that get me off. 


I screamed in ecstasy and grunted at the floor tiles, enjoying the decadence of being bent over double and taken by my man. He fucked me harder when my orgasm erupted, rippling through me like warm monsoon rainfall. I felt like my clitoris was sliding on the downward slope of an inch-wide rainbow. 


When Victor shot his hot semen load deep inside me, I felt satisfied at a sensual and life-affirming level. His baby grew inside me, and more life-bringing seed flooded the vibrating, throbbing chambers of my soul. 


Victor reached around, cupped my trembling breasts, hauling me up so he could kiss my neck, then cheek, and finally my mouth while his cock twitched deep inside me. 


When his cock slid out of my tight pussy, Victor pushed me back down until I was bent double. I watched a drool of glistening white cum dribble from my swollen, well fucked pussy lips, grinning to myself. 


Victor got quickly to his knees and caught the teardrop of his semen on a flattened tongue before clamping his lips around mine, sucking his creampie from inside me. My body slammed into an immediate orgasm, and I whimpered whoreishly, shuddering vigorously while being held upright by my boyfriend. 


“I feel like a boy dolphin, Amy.” 


“It’s been said they only last ten seconds with an eel wrapped around their cocks, so I can safely say you are much slower and longer lasting than a Dolphin.” 


We frolicked in the shower, wanking each other. In the end, I squatted while Victor cleaned my pussy hole that had been widened by his cock, then licked and finger-banged more than in any single session. When I finally kneeled and cleaned his cock head with my tongue, it was red raw, and his slit was swollen like tiny bloated lips. 


My work was done. 


After drying off and dressing, I called Hannah, and Victor made arrangements with Anastasia for her to join us in Barbados. We hung out on deck while Planet Nine silently slipped through calm seas at full speed. It was peaceful, and I was finally able to relax. Life was perfect when I fell asleep in the warm sun with my head on Victor’s lap. 


When I woke, messages were stacked on my phone. Hannah and Anastasia would meet us in Barbados late the following day. Caprica said hi for reasons I couldn’t fathom, but Kyle was desperate for my call back. 


Urgent you call me please, Amy. 


I bolted upright and showed Victor my phone screen. He nodded and took my hand, leading me to a spacious office that had been left off the itinerary. The desks looked new, with top-of-the-range Apple M2 Computers, each driving two massive screens. It took a few minutes to log in and share a Zoom link, but soon enough, I saw Kyle’s smiling but worried face in an unrecognized office setup. 


“Hi, Amy. Are you well?” 


“Yes, Kyle… are you?” 


“I woke up to a surprise. Ethan has fled to Peru, so I came to Mindful’s offices, and people here are panicked.” 


“What do you mean he’s fled?” 


“He’s vanished, and his office is empty. Ethan’s computer files on the company server are deleted, and he left a note.” 


“What did the note say?” 


“Sorry!” 


Kyle held it up so I could see. I wanted to laugh because of the irony that a man who dedicated his life to creating a mental health improvement software app had just done a runner, messing up countless lives. 


“I’m guessing company salaries are due to be paid out soon. That’s when most CEOs do a runner.” 


“Tomorrow, everyone gets paid, yes.” 


“How much is due?” 


“Two hundred and fifty thousand dollars is due to the salaried staff. Another two hundred grand, give or take five percent, is due to the outsourced therapists over a couple of days next week.” 


“Is there any money in the bank?” 


“A couple thousand bucks… everything else went to Peru last night.” 


“Okay. Report everything to the police, then speak to the bank.” 


“The bank won’t help us. I tried, and they are panicking about the company debts.” 


“Ask them to place Mindful into Chapter Eleven and negotiate its sale and rollover of all debt to us.” 


“Can they do that quickly, Amy?” 


“They are the main creditor, so yeah, they can apply to the courts for special dispensation to control the company due to ongoing criminal investigation into a CEO who fled.” 


“And then we buy the company?” 


“Not exactly. We buy the assets of the company, its building, hardware, fixtures, and fittings through Chapter Eleven arrangements and park everything in a new company.” 


“And the people?” 


“Bring everyone onto payroll in the new company. I’ll cover staff salaries tomorrow and partner payments next week if the bank agrees to this rescue plan. They are key because of the money owed.” 


“Shall I set up meetings for you, Amy?” 


“No, you can do this, and let me know how it’s going.” 


“I can’t do this.” 


“Yeah, you can do it, and you will, Kyle.” 


He stared at me, knowing I wasn’t joking. His eyes widened, and he gawped from a temporarily blown confidence. It was time for Kyle, an MBA and intelligent man, to escape the bubble of fear that had defined him thus far. 


“What the fuck, Amy? I’m a personal assistant.” 


“We’ve discussed working together, the how, why, and what we each expect. Now is the moment, and you are the man.” 


“I’ve never done anything like this before.” 


“Think about it, Kyle. What can’t you do? People at Mindful are scared and need help because the boss ran away, stealing their wages. Are you saying you can’t help them?” 


He gulped and stared at me with determination etched in a furrowed brow. I saw gritted teeth, a tension on his face like a gladiator staring down his enemy before delivering a death blow. 


“I can help them.” 


“Good man, Kyle… if you need legal support, call Gabriella, but I want you to lead this.” 


“Okay, Amy, thank you.” 


He disconnected the call, no doubt gathering his thoughts. I felt very pleased about the development because Victor and I would pick up the structure, people, and substance of Mindful for far less cost than would have been the case if a deal with Ethan had been done. 


I turned in the swivel chair and saw my boyfriend applaud, looking proud, grinning broadly. 


“Bravo, Amy.” 


“The only thing I’m unhappy about is that I didn’t see this problem with Ethan coming.” 


“You did see it coming, and that’s why you moved to neutralize his power and access to cash by inserting a Chief Financial Officer.” 


“And yet he ran away with the company money.” 


“Before you had any control, yes. Granted, you didn’t know he’d run or how much cash he might take, but who could? The due diligence process that you instructed caused this.” 


“Do you think Ethan was hiding a great deal of money?” 


“He’s corrupt. In my experience, Amy, Ethan didn’t start like that, but eventually, he convinced himself that he was entitled to more, had worked harder than the others, and wanted rich man’s bling.” 


“Like a Rolex watch?” 


“Yeah, exactly like that… he could have had mine if I’d remembered it was here.” 



Chapter Forty-Four

A New Love Is Born

◆◆◆

Hannah’s Point Of View. 


I felt an emotional meltdown when Amy’s message invitation to meet her and Victor in Barbados on Planet Nine slid into my DMs. I knew my newest and dearest friend would deliver on her promise, but to this extent and so quickly, I had no idea she could, but I was glad when she did. 


Your visit is arranged; Anastasia is coming too, but act dumb on that score, at least to begin with. Don’t be an easy slut, Hannah… lols… cor do, well, maybe. 


I sat on the end of my bed, contorting my face excitedly while having heart palpitations, which is not good for a professional athlete, I’ll grant you, but it was a long time since I felt this strongly about anyone. 


Being with Victor was nice, but towards the end of our somewhat placid love affair, that really wasn’t at all love-filled; it felt like having sex with my first boyfriend to see if I was a lesbian - a prospect I couldn’t face ever again. 


I was relieved when Amy arrived in our lives and took the kindest man I knew, but her presence confirmed to me that I absolutely was a lesbian. 


I rather fancied Amy for myself but soon flushed that notion out of my system because her friendship was of a kindness I craved. Messing up a potential lifelong platonic friendship to achieve unrequited love didn’t appeal, so I went cold turkey on Amy for the days I lived in Victor’s second home. 


I packed a large bag full of training gear with another tiny holdall in which I carefully folded a little black cocktail dress and some casual clothes. 


I’ll borrow from Amy or Ana if I need more. 


A light tapping at my bedroom door surprised me, and I panicked because I wasn’t fully packed, and there was little time left until Greg collected us, with a private jet standing by at the airport. 


“Hi, Hannah.” 


“Oh my… Anastasia. I wasn’t expecting you.” 


I was rooted to the spot, captivated by her beauty and the wafting aroma of perfume and sex that preceded her, sucked into my room by the opening of a door. 


She’s done that on purpose; otherwise, why stand so close when I opened? 


“Really? I thought we were joining Victor and Amy on their yacht together.” 


“We are… but-.” 


“But?” 


Anastasia raised an eyebrow, advancing into my sexual, romantic space with flared nostrils and excited, darting eyes, grinning like the cat about to get the cream.  


“Yes… but.” 


“Again with a but, Hannah. Please… relieve my curiosity and yell if you must.” 


As she stepped into my bedroom, I retreated at the same pace. Anastasia smiled affectionately and wasn’t advancing aggressively, but my heart pounded, almost ripping a hole through my ribcage to escape, even when I refused to run. My hormones surged, taking control of my body while ecstasy shimmered through me. I enjoyed her suggestive frown and the way my love prospect repeatedly pulled on her bottom lip; I thought it was from excess sexual frustration or a ploy to arouse me. 


“Did you arrange this excursion for us, Hannah?” 


“No, but I encouraged it… at least, I did nothing to dissuade Amy from inviting both of us.” 


“You know my parents have no idea of my sexuality?” 


“Yes, I know, and I won’t ever reveal.” 


“And yet you have created this situation of naughty possibility?” 


“What situation, Ana?” 


“Are you being coy with me, Hannah?” 


Her breasts heaved gently, constrained by an underwired bra, forcing them higher and more tightly together, but also, I saw the strain of passion evident in Anastasia by the flushed scarlet speckled hue dotting her cheeks. She seemed a frisson of excitement, with all of life sparkling in her eyes like a microcosm of the whole universe. 


“I thought we might date, Ana.” 


“Haven’t we already been doing that, my dear?” 


“Not formally or properly.” 


“Formally, how?” 


“By one of us asking the other for a date.” 


“Is it as simple as that, Hannah? I understand you had a fling with my brother. I am all girl wanting love with another girl. Does your history with Victor complicate a date between us?” 


“Victor and I were never going to be a successful couple. We are friends, and he is my benefactor. There is nothing more than that.” 


“I have never enjoyed such a friend, Hannah.” 


My lips were dry, and the roof of my mouth felt parched, collecting my tongue in a sticky mess that fucked up my words, slewing out of a trembling mouth like a drunkard skank staggering down a winding path. 


“Are you saying-?” 


“I’ve never made love because I’m not into men. I discovered my lesbian sexuality when I was a teenager. I couldn’t bear to kiss boys, but girls… oh, I love girls, especially naughty coy ones like you, but I have never met the right one.” 


“Have you made love to women?” 


“Sadly, no. I’ve had many girlfriends, but it didn’t work. Also, I have no idea how mother and father will receive news about my preference when I tell them.” 


I coughed in disbelief, shuddering with delight and desire while a tawdry tickle inside my pussy formed a creamy love bead in my panties that vied to escape and race down my thigh to the carpet. 


“Are you saying you’re a virgin?” 


“In every sense, Hannah… yes. This pussy has never been licked, fingered, or fucked.” 


“That’s not the most important thing for me right now, Ana.” 


Hmm, I’m not sure I’m being honest. 


“Why don’t you tell me what is the important thing for you?” 


Anastasia sat on my bed and crossed her legs, giving me just enough glimpses of her tiny white cotton triangle at the top of her thighs to excite but not reveal. My panties overheated because of her scent and presence. 


Anatasia placed both hands behind her, pressing palms flat on my smooth, white Egyptian cotton duvet. She seemed calmer than me, a big surprise when I had so much more sexual experience than she did. I paced around my bedroom, frequently glancing at her, exchanging kind, almost loving but definitely suggestive smiles while wringing my fingers, considering how to tackle the awkward question she’d framed. 


“I want to find my forever partner.” 


“A wife?” 


“Someone with the potential to be that, yes. I want to give myself to one person I truly love.” 


“I feel it too, Hannah, and I’ve waited for longer than I ever believed possible. I’m close this time but not quite there yet.” 


She seemed afraid, as though her truth might somehow break my heart, but I felt encouraged because, although I’d caught feelings, I also hadn’t reached that moment when I knew Anastasia was the right one for me, forever. 


“I asked for us to have separate rooms on Planet Nine for that reason. I have caught feelings for you, but I’m confused and don’t know if this is real or forever.” 


“So you did trap me, Hannah… you are naughty, but fortunately, I like that.” 


“Amy guessed how I felt about you. She did the sums herself, and then we talked.” 


“And yet, you never asked me out on a date?” 


“Should I do that, Ana?” 


“Would you like to?” 


I panted and felt tightness across my chest. If this wasn’t love, then it was a damn near perfect approximation of it. My knees wobbled slightly as my body adjusted to a tumultuous wave of hormones that ignited my reproductive organs, tickling the suggestion of an orgasm from deep inside my womb. 


I descended onto one knee and took Anastasia’s hand, seeing tears well in her eyes, and a smile of such beauteous intensity break out on her face that she could vanquish the grayest day. 


She wants to be romanced. 


And I want her to want me. 


“I’d love to date you, Ana. Getting to know you would be the greatest desire of my life. I caught feelings and must explore those if you agree.” 


“Of course I do, Hannah. I have also caught feelings and must see where our relationship goes. Please be discrete and respect that I must explain this situation to my parents in my own time.” 


“There is no question of that.” 


Anastasia slid down onto her knees with her back pressed against my bed. She was inches from me, stealing my breath with beauty and allure. Any attempt my panties had made to conceal overwhelming arousal dissolved as I felt my pussy’s sticky cream spreading onto both thighs, leaking through delicate French lace. 


She moved an errant strand of hair from my cheek, curling it gently around my ear. Her smile lifted me, and I enjoyed a trembling bottom lip, begging for a kiss. 


“I would love to date you, beautiful, kind Hannah. I have only a kiss for you right now. Is it enough?” 


“Shall we find out?” 


Her kiss rippled through my body when Anastasia’s lips were still inches from mine. I felt the coming heat like a powerful early morning sun sweeping cold desert sands. Her eyes were like blue pools of love and affection, reflecting my image as though I were forever caught in her heart. 


My breasts heaved, and I tingled all over when Anastasia’s fingers found mine, entwining tightly as though signaling her desire to become one with me. 


Her lips felt featherlike and warm, tasting mildly of lime, a sharpness to accompany the sweet aroma of her arousal flaring my nostrils. My soul was captured, allured, and entrapped by human chemistry and hundreds of thousands of years where biology evolved, conspiring to force Anastasia and me together. 


I pushed my lips harder onto hers, and she did too, crushing one another almost until they melted together. Her sizzling tongue flickered inside my mouth, smaller than a man, exploring me more softly and gently than any had, seeking permission. 


My tongue tangled gently with hers in a shower of lightning bolts on a humid, torrid tropical night, and she whimpered while I moaned, clenching her fingers more tightly on our first kiss white knuckle ride. 


“Oh my god, that felt so good, Hannah.” 


“I gotta catch my breath, sweetheart. As first kisses go, that was my most enjoyable ever.” 


Anastasia glanced at her watch and panicked. We would be late, but it was an unavoidable moment, gently opening the door to love that neither of us had wanted to kick down and later regret. 


“Can we have dinner on the yacht, Hannah?” 


“Together? Alone and romantically?” 


“Yes, of course.” 


“I packed a little cocktail dress, my heels, and some jewelry, Ana.” 


“I would love to dress up and have a proper date. I must pack again. Can you hold Greg and make my apologies?” 


“Of course, darling, he won’t leave without you.” 


Anastasia leaped to her feet like a ball of energy, her whole life renewed. She couldn’t take her eyes off me, stepping away, then returning, reluctant to release my fingers for fear I might disappear. She kissed my cheek, ran to the door, returned, and kissed my lips again, gently cupping my face between her cool, silken palms with elegant long fingers, stroking. 


“Go Ana… now… bring dancing clothes as well.” 


“Oh wow… yes.” 


Knowing that Anastasia was a virgin almost popped the lid off my head in a hedonistic explosion of mind-bending thoughts about what I would do with her, given half the chance and a confirmation of our mutual love. 


Then, when I sobered, I realized what a privilege it would be to take her as a true lover, being Anastasia’s first, perhaps only ever love. She was a far older virgin than anyone should be, and the only reason was that she hadn’t met the right person. 


Oh fuck… I hope that’s me. 


We almost collided in the hallway, taking the elevator down to the foyer together, desperate to hold hands, terrified of the consequences. I hadn’t come out to my parents or the Olympic world for fear of criticism or being treated like some myopic study by gutter tabloid journalists of professional sporting romance and sexuality. 


We grinned inanely, like two girls in love, denying that to anyone who looked at us. I felt disappointed in myself, wanting desperately to shout my joy, but Anastasia’s situation was a clear and present danger to her, whereas mine was a problem for tomorrow or the next day. 


In the car’s back seat, we sat beside each other with a gap between us. I felt her fingers reach mine, and we connected, clenching invisibly in the dark. My heart leaped, and I thought I might never sleep again; such was the ascension of my life from one tender, beautiful kiss. 


I glanced at her and saw smiling, excited eyes staring back. With my spare hand and using one thumb, I messaged Anastasia on my phone. 


I feel so happy. 


Me too, Hannah. 


Our romance had begun, and joy abounded, lighting my soul as our car sped through the night to a destination unknown for a future with endless possibilities. 



Chapter Forty-Five

The Winds Of Change Blow

◆◆◆

Amy's Point Of View. 


“What did the bank say, Kyle?” 


“They accepted your offer and petitioned the court for Chapter Eleven protection. I paid the salaries and have the staff calmed for now, but both the bank and our people need a plan they can get behind.” 


“It’s business as usual for now, but I’ll think it through in the coming days and let you know.” 


“A couple of senior managers left. I suspect they were in cahoots with Ethan, but we should leave that to the police.” 


“I don’t want to become embroiled, Kyle. Set up the new company and prepare to decant everything there… no fuss, no muss.” 


“Will do, Amy.” 


I felt pressured to make a decision until Victor told me that was the worst thing I could do. Shortly after sunrise, we dove off Planet Nine, swimming in the pristine, warm ocean, doing our best to mimic the dolphins, cavorting and entwining naked bodies while diving to the ocean floor using snorkeling gear. 


Security turned the other way, and I felt grateful for Kasimir and Rania doing their best to respect our need to enjoy life. On the surface, I wrapped my arms around Victor’s neck, giggling like a schoolgirl when he tickled me. 


“We make a great team, Amy.” 


“Yes, we do, sweetheart… like a school of dolphins.” 


“Without the group sex.” 


“Yes, indeed… not my thing at all, Victor.” 


“Me neither, sweetheart.” 


After showering and dressing in a simple white cotton dress that billowed from the waist with a faded yellow rose print, I went onto a side deck, contemplating my life while Victor took care of business calls and emails. 


When I saw Hannah and Anastasia skimming out of the nearby marina harbor on a glistening wooden tender, I sprinted to the back of the Planet Nine to meet them, landing on the swimming platform almost as they did. 


When they hopped on deck, I clasped my hand over my mouth, stifling giggles, pointing. Hannah shot me a scolding look. 


“What is it?”  


“You’re holding hands, Hannah?” 


“Yes, is it allowed on board?” 


“Of course. Are you two-.” 


“We’re dating.” 


I hugged both friends, more pleased to see them than anticipated. Hannah looked bashful for the first time since I’d met her, swaying slightly like the girl who got her cute girl. Anastasia seemed unruffled, but her cheeks were flushed, and she couldn’t take her eyes off Hannah. 


“The crew will show you to your cabins, and then, if you’d like, we can all have breakfast together” 


“I need to know where I can tan later and directions to the gym, please, Amy.” 


“I’ll take you both around the ship after breakfast.” 


Victor bounced downstairs, grinning broadly, wearing knee-length white cotton shorts with starched creases in the front and rear. His lemon-colored collared shirt was my idea and suited him perfectly. Anastasia leaped into his arms like they had been separated for years, and he twirled her around, delighted to see his sibling. 


At that moment, I felt like I had a family, and that concept grew stronger with me daily. I excused myself from the reunion because I had one more thing to do before we sat and ate together. Having exchanged a few messages, it was time to make a video call and help a family member. 


“Hi, Amy.” 


“How are you, Caprica? You look well.” 


“Don’t lie, please. I feel fucking awful.” 


“No… okay, but is your therapy working?” 


“The meds are kicking in, but I’m still cold turkey from the original big dose they gave me and shaking like a fucking leaf. I’m seeing shit that’s not real, too, like I’m in a horror house.” 


“Okay, what have the doctors said?” 


“I-I-I-I, err… I can’t remember. Umm, Amy.” 


“Yes, dear.” 


“Did I try to kill myself in the bath?” 


“What do you remember, Caprica?” 


She stood, leaned into the screen, and looked around to ensure nobody heard before whispering. 


“People were there when I slit my fucking wrists, Amy.” 


“Try not to think about it, sweetie. You need rest, is all.” 


“Do I look okay… did I ask you that already?” 


She looked like shit dragged backward through a hedge, then run over by a tractor. Her doctors had reported Caprica’s health was improving; Charlotte had confirmed it to Victor, but the tear-filled, distraught wreck of a woman I saw on my screen looked anything but okay. 


“I’m fucking lonely, Amy. Nobody comes, and the weeks go by.” 


“Okay… but your Mom is visiting you daily, right?” 


“A couple of times since I arrived here… I can’t remember too well. The last thing I recall was Mom saying she’d return soon. That might have been yesterday or a few weeks ago.” 


“Tell me how you are feeling, sweetie.” 


“Umm… rough and sick a lot, umm… I err. I don’t know, Amy. I’m confused as fuck, maybe calling you wasn’t a good idea.” 


“Why are you calling me, honey?” 


She breathed in deeply and sobbed, blowing snot out of her nose in an explosion of emotions before sucking in more air until her face was a contorted, mucus mess. My heart went out to the woman who might have cost me my life because she was a pitiful wreck. 


“I need to know what to do, Amy.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I did bad things, but I can’t remember and can’t stop thinking about them. I want to say I’m sorry, but I don’t know who to.” 


“You have apologized, sweetheart. We talked outside Columbia University, don’t you remember? You said sorry and explained everything… there is nothing more to do except turn the page and get better.” 


“Okay. I can’t remember saying anything or meeting you, but I believe it. My life has become a living nightmare.” 


“Are you being treated well, Caprica?” 


“The people here are nice but… but… but, oh god… I miss my Mom and Victor.” 


She face-planted into her hands, wailing so loudly it brought an attendant who glanced nervously at me on Caprica’s computer screen while trying to console a suffering patient. She guided Victor’s sister to a nearby bed, tucking her in before returning to the screen with a worried expression. 


“Patients suffering from severe mental illness need family contact, and Caprica only has her mother visiting regularly. Charlotte left a couple of hours ago and will return later.” 


“She doesn’t remember anything. Caprica is worse now than she was when she went in.” 


“That’s normal while she settles into the correct dosage and combination of meds. Caprica is emotionally distraught and has taken a notion into her head that nobody cares about her.” 


“It seems we are late realizing this. Is there something we can do to help?” 


“Caprica’s meds are starting to work, but it’s still early days, and we don’t want to sedate her on top of the treatment she needs. She would benefit from family, love, and visits from others. The best thing now is to make everything more normal.” 


“We’ll be there soon.” 


“Thank you.”  


She shut down the computer, and I called Charlotte immediately. 


“Hi, Amy. This is a surprise.” 


“Are you seeing Caprica today?” 


She went silent, and I caught the tiniest sound of her choking voice before Charlotte spoke. Something was wrong, and I felt panicked and annoyed because both women seemed to suffer in silence. 


“Are you crying, Charlotte?” 


“I’ve been to see her every day and moved this morning to a hotel closer to Caprica’s treatment center, so I’ll see her at least twice today, possibly three times, but I promise you I’ve been here every day. She can’t remember.” 


I heard Charlotte’s heartbreaking as she choked on a few words I couldn’t understand clearly. 


“Stop crying and tell me what’s going on.” 


“The doctor fucked up her treatment, and Caprica went into a meltdown, so they sedated her for a day, reworked the med combination and dosage, so she’s improving by the hour.” 


“How the fuck did that happen?” 


“The facility manager said it was a one-in-a-million chance of getting the wrong diagnosis. I can’t say anything to them because my daughter is so vulnerable, but I’m fucking angry that someone made a mistake.” 


“Is Caprica okay? Are you hiding something?” 


“She’ll be okay. I promise you that’s all there is to know.” 


“But she’s not okay right now?” 


“No, Amy, she isn’t. Clara and Hazel won’t visit, and she feels abandoned. Please don’t worry… it’s not Victor’s or your fault. You must get on with life.” 


“I don’t know about that. It seems to me that Caprica needs us all.” 


I felt tearful and perhaps more emotionally invested in Caprica, her mother, and Victor’s family than most people could understand. The truth was, having lost my parents at a young age and possessing no other living relatives, suddenly, my boyfriend’s family felt important. My feelings were undoubtedly swayed by the baby gestating inside me, and the fact was that Caprica would be his or her aunt, and that felt important to me. 


“Caprica is not your problem, Amy.” 


“She’s family, and you can’t tackle this alone, right?” 


“No. I’m struggling.” 


“Perhaps she’s not my direct family, but Caprica, you, and others are all important to Victor and, by extension, me and our baby.” 


“You are two thousand miles away, Amy.” 


The door to our stateroom opened, and Victor stepped in, smiling at first, then looking more serious when he saw my expression. I set my phone to speaker and pointed at it. 


“I have your Mom on the line.” 


“What’s the matter, Amy?” 


“I just got off a video call with Caprica, who looks like shit, is trembling like a leaf, disorientated, and sobbing like a baby.” 


“What’s wrong with her Mom?” 


“The doctor that diagnosed Caprica fucked up her treatment.” 


“Oh, Christ. Is she okay?” 


“Yes, but she misses being around family. Caprica needs love.” 


“What about Clara and Hazel?” 


“They won’t visit.” 


“Oh, they fucking well will, and we’ll be there today too.” 


“You shouldn’t trouble yourself, Victor. I can take care of Caprica.” 


“No, Mom. We can’t talk the talk any longer. It’s time for real change. We’re on our way home. I need you to find Caprica a doctor and nurse who can treat her at Roseville. I’ll have Sarah call you to help bring my sister home.” 


“Okay, Victor.” 


A whirlwind of activity ensued, at which point I had Kyle deal with our outbound and return travel from Barbados to New York, with a flying time of roughly five hours. Victor called Sarah and instructed her to email his siblings, Hazel and Clara, advising them that their future allowances were under review and that a meeting in the evening would determine an outcome. 


“Perhaps you should call them first, Victor.” 


“Nope… they need a kick up the ass is all. Sarah’s email will bring them both to their senses, and when they try to reach me and can’t, both will be ready for a conversation about managing family matters together.” 


“What is the issue? Why won’t they visit Caprica?” 


“Probably, they don’t understand how bad Caprica’s situation is because she’s out of their sight, but they won’t want to rearrange their social calendars. Both have husbands, kids, and a life.” 


“That you pay for?” 


“Yes, and it’s time for some payback, starting with caring about Caprica.” 


We apologized to Anastasia and Hannah, skipping breakfast but promising to return sometime the following day. As I walked away, hand in hand with my boyfriend, I saw both women piling plates high with food neither would ordinarily eat, muttering the words gymnasium and later. 


Our flight home on a chartered private jet was comfortable, relieving the stress and strain of travel. Victor wanted to discuss his family, separate issues, and determine strategies. 


Kasimir, Rania, and two others from our security detail accompanied us, sitting at the rear of the aircraft, trying their best to be inconspicuous, but I guessed they overheard everything. We lived in a goldfish bowl regardless of how hard others tried to give us space, but it was a small price to pay for our privilege. 


“I need to have Mom’s home refurbishment completed more quickly to give her peace. I’ll put Sarah on that.” 


“I can go there every morning on the way to University after we return home permanently. The contractors won’t like such regular visits and will hurry along.” 


“That’s perfect.” 


Victor talked about his biological family and their long-term accommodation in our home. It didn’t seem like much of an issue to me since both were discrete and not remotely troublesome, give or take an execution outside the front door.  


“Why are you avoiding the elephant in the room, Victor?” 


“My sisters?” 


“You need to explain things to Clara and Hazel, sweetheart. They must be confronted if they are unwilling to pull their weight with Caprica and the family generally.” 


“I’m doing that.” 


“No honey… you pressed the nuclear button, then blocked them.” 


“It will sober them up.” 


“It will shake them to the core, Victor. If you let that strategy run, it will become toxic.” 


“I know it’s getting messy, Amy.” 


“Change is difficult, Victor. For them, doubly so because you’ve caused their bad habits, and now suddenly you’ve pulled up the drawbridge.” 


“I will fix this by midnight.” 


“Thank you.” 


I felt proud of Victor because ignoring Caprica’s needs would have been simple, as would warring with his other siblings. There was a thin line between asking for reasonable behavior and being unfair by compromising other people’s lives, regardless of how selfish they seemed. 


I considered our good fortune in being able to afford a luxurious lifestyle, jetting around, enjoying expensive yachts and big, ostentatious homes, and making things happen for ourselves at will, on the roll of a dice. Given our wealth, the least we could do was to take care of others who needed help. 


“I want to change how Mindful is run, Victor.” 


“In what way?” 


“It’s currently a profit-driven business model. I want our investment to be an interest-free loan, repayable over time, but for the company to become a charity, with all proceeds reinvested and mental health treatment offered to people who can’t afford it.” 


“Is this because of what’s happened to Caprica?” 


“She was a total mess, and if it wasn’t for your money, she would probably be a vulnerable homeless person bouncing from one inadequate shelter to another, begging for help while deteriorating further.” 


“Was she that bad, Amy?” 


“Yes. Others are not so lucky.” 


“Let’s do it, Amy. Mindful can be for the millions of people who need it. Ironically, your first investment will be a rip-roaring success that won’t make you any money. It will put you on the map, though; you can be certain of that.” 


I made a call to Gabriella, joining Kyle in the conference. Once I explained my proposed business model, both were thrilled, and my assistant left to speak with the company’s controlling creditor, the bank, and Mindfull’s critical staff. 


My lawyer, professor, and friend stayed on the line. 


“I’m so very proud of you, Amy. You are becoming the best of us.” 


“It’s Victor’s money as well, and it seems like an obvious thing to do.” 


“It’s not about the money, Amy. You and Victor are bringing people together to do exceptional things at work, and I imagine that follows at home as well. That’s great leadership. Well done to you both.” 


“Victor and my pregnancy make me happy. I have family, new friends, and great opportunities.” 


“Thank you for including me. It’s my good fortune to know you, and a shame no law company will ever see that benefit.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“Oh, come on, Amy… there is no way you’ll practice law in a conventional sense. You can achieve much more with a law degree than winning cases in and out of court.” 


“I’d rather not go public with that yet.” 


“Your secret is safe with me, but I’m getting calls three, sometimes four times a day from big partnerships vying to reel you in.” 


I felt unsettled by how quickly I grew and evolved through rapid immersion in good and bad experiences, changing and developing my opinions while putting words into action. I sipped a coffee with Victor’s head leaning against my shoulder, enjoying his purring while he slept like a log. 


When he woke up, my boyfriend beamed at me, almost as though pleased I was still nearby. He took coffee, stretched, and yawned, almost yawping at the end as his sinews were overstretched, and he coiled back into the luxurious brown leather chair. 


“You would have made an excellent queen.” 


“Oh, stop it, please.” 


“I’m serious, Amy. There is something about you… a quality I can’t put my finger on, but it’s extraordinary.” 


“I’ll be the queen to your king, Victor. That’s plenty for me. A man who loves me is all I ask for.” 


Greg was delighted to see us when we deplaned. There were two more security cars behind, which our good people decanted into, along with at least four others already there. I was reminded of our vulnerability, immediately catching that negative thought and blowing it up by reminding myself how lucky I was. 


“Roseville, please, Greg.” 


“Good to see you, Amy.” 


“You too, Greg.” 


“You both look like you’re kicking ass and taking names.” 


“We are.” 


Victor had an immense hug for his mother when we arrived at Roseville. She seemed pleased and very relieved to see him. 


“Are Clara and Hazel here?” 


“Yes. They are in the drawing room.” 


“I need a quick word with them, Mom. Only Amy and me, please stay here for two minutes.” 


He strolled into the drawing room to a sullen silence. Victor’s body language was kind and pleasant, and he seemed calm. Hazel was their self-appointed spokesperson, going straight on the attack. 


“What’s going on, Victor?” 


“Where are your husbands?” 


“At the hotel with the kids.” 


“What hotel?” 


“We’re staying at the Plaza while the house is renovated.” 


“The Plaza?” 


“Yes.” 


“Am I paying for this, Hazel?” 


“Is that what your nasty, aggressive move is all about?” 


“Am I paying the bill… yes or no?” 


“It’s all on your account there, yes.” 


“Okay. You can stay there for now but never move back in with Mom. That’s her home, and you will all need to find alternate digs.” 


“It’s none of your business.” 


I heard a noise and spun around, seeing Charlotte enter the drawing room. She walked up to Victor, slipped her arm through his, and stared lovingly into his eyes. 


“Girls, it’s time you listened to your brother. You must change.” 


Hazel and Clara suddenly looked terrified as the rug of their lives was tugged out from underneath. I saw raw panic with tears in their eyes and was glad when Victor, Charlotte, and I left the room. 


“Don’t worry, Mom, we’ll fix this, and they’ll be happy, but there is no free lunch anymore.”  


“I agree, Victor. I feel proud of you.” 


“It’s how you raised me, Mom.” 


Charlotte looked grateful, and I guessed it was because she worried constantly about her place in Victor’s heart without ever showing it. When my boyfriend led the way upstairs, I fell into step beside his mother. 


“Have you slept?” 


“Not really. I’m angry about Caprica’s treatment.” 


“That’s not all, though.”  


Charlotte looked like she hadn’t slept in days, and while we walked upstairs, her trembling fingers slipped into my hand. I saw her bottom lip quivering when she shot me a sidelong glance while tears rolled down her cheeks. 


“Thank you, Amy.” 


“We’re in this together, Charlotte.” 


When Victor stroked her hair, Caprica rose almost drunkenly from her sleep, focusing on his face before reaching out, feeling his cheeks, chin, and nose. Sadness lifted from her tear-stained face, and she beamed beautifully, if not a little maniacally, at her brother. 


“You came to see me?” 


“Amy came as well.” 


“Thank you.” 


She stared at me, nodding while smiling and straining her expression as though trying to remember who I was. Caprica tucked Victor’s hand under her face, lay her head down, and closed her eyes. 


She looked at peace and was finally able to sleep. A doctor came into the room, beckoning us to follow. Since Victor couldn’t move his trapped hand without waking his sister, I went next door with Charlotte. 


“I’ve countered her seizure.” 


“How did her misdiagnosis happen?” 


“I can’t comment; it has nothing to do with me. I’m sure lawyers will be chasing the ambulance soon.” 


I took his comment in the spirit it was intended, choosing not to retaliate. Lawyers were frequently considered ambulance chasers, and fighting with the doctor over casual banter seemed unnecessary. 


“What happens next?” 


“My nurse must be here for at least a month, and I will visit three times a day, being on-call in case anything goes wrong. If all goes well, we’ll start outpatient treatment after that.” 


“Will she recover, doctor? We keep asking this same question, and the answer is always yes, then Caprica gets worse.” 


“We are altering her brain chemistry. As much as I would like that to be an exact science, each person is different, but yes, Caprica will recover. She’ll be on meds for the whole of her life, though.” 


“Okay… I’m sure that can be managed.” 


“She desperately wanted to see you and Victor quite badly.” 


“Me?” 


“You’re Amy, right?” 


“Yes.” 


“Perhaps family is more important to Caprica than anyone realized.” 


I returned to Victor and his sister while Charlotte continued grilling the doctor and his nurse. It empowered her, and that thought struck me hard. As I sat beside Victor, who stroked his sister’s hand with his fingers, having extricated himself, I wondered how we might ever become a whole family. 


“Most families are somewhat broken, Amy. We’re not that different from anyone else.” 


“We must stick together, Victor.” 


“Thanks to you, we are.” 



Chapter Forty-Six

Necessity Is The Mother Of Invention

◆◆◆

I missed the peace we’d enjoyed at Planet Nine, but watching Victor hold his sister’s hand while she slept gave me a warm feeling deep inside. The constant reminder of my boyfriend’s loving, nurturing behavior reinforced a growing love. 


I was also constantly aroused by his strength as a man, and I leaked arousal like silken gossamer that coated my gusset. I changed panties once while we visited, frowning disgustingly at myself when I popped a damp pair into a ziplock bag I brought for that purpose.  


After a couple of hours of vigil at Caprica’s bedside, holding her hand, he stood up and stepped away. We continued watching for another ten minutes until we were sure she slept soundly. 


“Are Clara and Hazel still here, Mom?” 


“Yes. Their husbands arrived as well, so they are taking this situation seriously. Is it time to stir up the hornet’s nest?” 


“I think so.” 


“I’m right with you, son.” 


I heard two wives and their husband’s angry chatter from the hallway outside the drawing room, but everyone was instantly quietened when Victor casually strolled in. Their husbands looked intensely hostile and were especially directing their ire at me. 


I was sure to get blamed for Victor’s recent change of heart, but it didn’t matter. 


“I’m sending someone to the Plaza Hotel tomorrow with a portfolio of my empty New York apartments. Choose whichever property you like, and I’ll provide home moving services to get you there.” 


“We aren’t tenants, Victor.” 


“Tenants pay rent, Clara. I won’t expect you to do that. I will also keep your allowances in place.” 


“And the children’s school fees?” 


“All the benefits you currently enjoy will be reinstated after we agree on a few points of order.” 


“Thank you, Victor.” 


“There is a condition, Clara, and it applies to the four of you.” 


“Oh.” 


“You, Hazel, and your husband’s must get real jobs. I’ll give you three months to find employment. If you’ve done nothing by then, all allowances will end, and you’ll pay rent to continue living in my property.” 


Their dumbstruck, sad faces made me smile, and I got a nasty smirk from Hazel’s husband, which I overtly laughed at, annoying him even more. They were fuming, but nothing much could be said to defend their position because Victor had just erected a massive, indisputable boundary. 


“How are we supposed to find employment at our ages? We could never earn what you provide.” 


“You’ll work forty hours a week like everyone else, Clara. I don’t care what you do, whether it’s voluntary unpaid, bagging goods at the supermarket, or if you finally use your degree in nursing. If you want my money, you’ll work like the rest of us.” 


“It’s not fair.” 


“You’ll work, earn money, and have an allowance with a free apartment to keep you as a wealthy person. I think that’s pretty fair.” 


“It’s such a small matter to you. You’re a billionaire, for Christ’s sake.” 


“Yes, and I’ve caused you all to become so entitled and selfish that you can’t even be bothered to help Mom with your sister.” 


“Caprica is fine. She’s acted up before.” 


“You’ve been spoiled, sisters, as have your lazy husbands, and that’s my fault, but it all changes now. I’m employing someone to oversee this scheme starting next week. If I’m paying allowances, college fees, gap year costs, or doling out any money, then it must be fair, and we need rules.” 


“What about holidays and our social calendar? I have lunch with friends three times a week. A job makes that impossible. We have a life that you are peeling away without reasonable notice.” 


“You could start a business, and I’d support that. I have experts and capital and could help you, but the bottom line is… there is no more freeloading.” 


I excused myself and left the room because their whining grated on me. I hated the weak men most of all because of how they took their living from a great man. 


Victor had told me his sisters were very decent women, and I could believe that, but they had become excessively entitled and lazy, disconnected from the real world. 


The lifeline my boyfriend had thrown seemed fair to me, and any resistance he got was probably caused more by fear of the future than anything else. 


“You’ve been a positive influence in my son’s life.” 


I spun around and saw Charlotte standing a few meters away, having followed me. She smiled but looked war-torn. She stepped closer with a face, pleading for me to hug her. Then, when she outstretched her arms, I wrapped mine around her. 


“Victor has changed me too, Charlotte. You raised a kind and wonderful man.” 


“I’m so ashamed, Amy. It started with me asking Victor to help his siblings, but there was no control, and now look, they feed from his hand while sneering at him.” 


“Come on… we must move forward. Wisdom is gained from the past, and healing is in front.” 


When Victor entered the hallway and saw us, he grinned broadly, joining a group hug. We went back upstairs and saw that Caprica was still sleeping, so we sat for hours beside her bed, talking in low tones. 


When Hazel eventually came into the room, Clara wasn’t far behind. Both seemed surprised at the mess Caprica was in, with tubes plugged into and leading out of her arms, an intravenous drip dangling from a standing hook, and machines monitoring her vital signs. 


To their credit, neither sister left the room, which was a good sign. 


Clara avoided looking at me, a problem to overcome on another day. She held her mother’s hand while they sat together. 


“I didn’t want to see her in a meltdown, Mom.” 


“I know, Clara, but we must be available to help each other. We always used to be close. I don’t know what happened to my family.” 


“I thought Victor’s money would fix Caprica in no time.” 


“Perhaps we’re all guilty of thinking that way.” 


When Caprica woke, she looked hungover with heavy black bags gathered around her eyes and a bad headache, but she seemed more lucid and understood that Victor and I needed to leave. 


We had a moment outside Caprica’s bedroom with his other sisters, who hugged their brother, hopefully beginning a family reconciliation. 


I waited outside while Victor bid farewell to his mother. Greg and Rania enjoyed coffee together, laughing and joking, almost flirting. Both jumped out of their skins when a woman unexpectedly walked up the driveway, tapping me on the shoulder. 


“Katerina, holy shit… how did you know I was here?” 


“Anastasia told me where to find you.” 


“Okay… umm, why didn’t you call or text or something… anything else really, instead of surprising the fuck out of me.” 


“I needed to see you and figured you had your hands full, so I came here to save you the trouble of coming home.” 


“Umm, okay… what’s up?” 


“Can you deliver a letter to my daughter, please?” 


She handed me a brilliant white envelope with Anastasia’s name beautifully handwritten in indigo fountain pen ink on the front. I stared at her but saw nothing in her demeanor that might give away the contents. I couldn’t ask what message lay within because Katerina would have said something if she’d wanted me to know. 


She kissed me on each cheek, smiled, turned, and walked back the way she’d come. Rania moved in quickly. 


“Stay on her good side, please, Amy. I’m not sure I could take her.” 


“I’m not sure anyone can.” 


On the way back to the airport, I showed the envelope to Victor, but any speculation about its contents was pointless, so I stuffed it in my bag beside the tawdry panty bag that made me ashamed and more turned on. 


I stretched out in the car, unraveling muscle knots, having missed one training session, and probably about to do the same tomorrow morning. 


We boarded our private jet close to midnight, and sleeping accommodations had already been set up. Our pilot reported a severe headwind, extending flight time to six hours. 


“I can’t wait to get back. Planet Nine feels like it might become like a home.” 


“I agree, honey, but we can’t stay too long. We have a family to manage.” 


“Yeah… and going back and forth like this is exhausting.” 


“I hate sleeping for short periods, Amy. It makes me feel groggy.” 


“You won’t be sleeping on this flight, Victor, so enjoy the coffee because it’s your last. Your queen needs service.” 


He grinned, and I saw a playful look return to his weary expression. Upon reaching cruising altitude, we headed for our private bed compartment, where I was naked about thirty seconds before Victor. 


“No foreplay honey… please fuck me hard, empty your load inside, and then we’ll wait twenty minutes to do it again with cuddles and kisses.” 


I crawled into a doggy position, spreading both knees wide apart, making sure my swollen pussy perched sufficiently over the bed that Victor could squeeze his full cock length deep inside me. 


I was excessively turned on with tickles and a pleasant throbbing deep inside my womb, indicating an orgasm wasn’t going to take long. 


When Victor gripped my waist and slid his solid glans between my drenched labia, I tossed my head back, swirling my hair out of my face, more for my boyfriend’s benefit than my own. 


“What are you waiting for, sweetheart?” 


“I want to enjoy your inner slut.” 


‘Do you like that version of me, honey?” 


“I love every version of you, Amy.” 


“I’m turned on because of how you handle yourself.” 


“What do you mean?” 


He held the position, gently pressing the head of his cock against my tightly sealed hole. I heard squelching and looked back through my legs, seeing a light, creamy veneer leaking from my pussy onto his cock. 


“Your decency, humility, and intelligence make me tremble so much I want to fuck you right away. I soaked my panties at your Mom’s. I changed, and my fresh pair were still damp when we boarded. 


“I have a permanent semi-erection whenever you are close by, Amy.” 


“So fuck me already… please!” 


I felt frustrated that Victor hadn’t impaled me because I’d lost control and needed his firm hand and stiff cock to satisfy me. 


When his cock slid slowly, deep inside my throbbing hole, I pictured my pink seal stretching wide open, clamping hard against his stiff cock, sucking it and him inside me. 


I gasped, yelled noisily, and tore the sheets off our bed, planting my face in a pillow, chewing down while he turned my head sideways so I could watch his dominion over me. 


“I’ve never submitted to anyone, but I want to do that always for you, Victor.” 


“I want to submit to you as well, Amy, to show my love and deeply felt respect.” 


“Then submit your cock inside one or other of my three holes, preferably all of them, over the next few hours. Pretend I am your queen, my sweetheart king. Your queen needs a damn fine fucking.” 


“You’ll walk funny when we get off this aircraft, Amy.” 


“I fucking hope so, Victor. My anal lube is in the bag.” 


“You brought it?” 


“I want more anal sex, honey.” 


Victor fucked my pussy so hard and fast that I hit an immense orgasm straight away. Pleasure fluttered deep inside as though I soared on wings of pleasure through the clouds with a light breeze tickling. 


I screamed so noisily it brought a female cabin crew attendant to our door. I glanced up at her with my boyfriend’s hand clamped around my neck, forcing my head into a pillow while he railed me and saw the shock on her face, then a brief smile as she closed the door. 


Caught by her in the act of being vigorously defiled sent me wild, and I pushed back hard, driving my slutty hole against Victor’s pubic bush. His balls slapped lasciviously against my sticky thighs, making a most delightful tune, but that didn’t last as he tiptoed and leaned over me, splashing hot semen deep inside my trembling hole, painting my cervix a brilliant, loving white. 


I clenched on and off his stiff cock, enjoying every violent twitch, whether short or long, while he grunted like a horny bull, covering every cow in the field. When his cock slipped out, I rolled over, and Victor gripped my knees, prising them wide apart, diving straight in with a flattened tongue and soft lips for a cleanup that extended my orgasm massively. 


When he was done eating his warm creampie from my gaping wide, well fucked hole, Victor snuggled in beside me with a hard cock. 


I squeezed his cock, then wanked it gently until he was rock solid, pleased his refractory period was like an eighteen-year-old virgin man. 


“Will you fuck my back passage now, please, Victor?” 


“Are you healed enough?” 


“Probably not, but I want my ass fucked. I never felt like this before, but I’m so overwhelmed by you that I want to give myself up constantly.” 


“That’s why I cleaned up your pussy. It just feels so personal, and I love doing it.” 


“Then you understand my need as well?” 


“I do, sweetheart, but applying cream to your anal whorl twice a day gives me an insight you don’t have.” 


“Is it a disaster zone down there?” 


“Your tissues were torn and are still bleeding a little bit. As much as I want to fuck you in the ass, I don’t think we should.” 


He was sincere, and the truth was, my sphincter still itched and stung like a bitch from the first time he fucked it. Healing had begun but was not anywhere close to complete. I vowed to research anal sex more because I doubted it was something I could live without for too long. 


The fact, art, and love of being fucked by Victor in my back passage was a taboo that settled my soul, salving that whoreish part of me that needed to be taken.  


“Pandora’s box has been opened sweetie. I hope you don’t mind.” 


“We can get as kinky as you like, Amy, so long as it’s just the two of us.” 


“In that case, honey, roll over and let me suck that giant cock before you fuck me again.” 



Chapter Forty-Seven

A Royal Messenger

◆◆◆

I was in a deep sleep, aware someone was licking my pussy with a silken tongue, pressing warm lips against my swollen, damp ones that trembled like the final leaves on a tree being pulled by the wind. 


Intense, rippling pools of pleasure welled through my body, centered from my womb, expanding like a hot air balloon wafting upwards from the ground as it filled with warmth on a cold, sunny winter’s morning. 


Somehow, I was ascending into pink fluffy clouds, enjoying being worshipped. His tongue slathered enthusiastically up and down my creamy furrow, preceded by a nose that caught my pink nub, pressing hard on that sensitive button, eliciting my pique frisson of excitement. 


I heard exuberant whimpering with hungry slurping as though my pussy were a gateway to happiness for two, the pleasure giver and receiver. 


I was unable to respond; such was my rolling dream state of ecstasy. A nearby whore moaned lasciviously, and I stared through a tawdry mist lingering in the corridors of my mind, squinting to see who it was. 


I saw her reflection. A woman lay naked with her legs wide open, trembling all over, smiling lovingly while rifling her fingers through Victor’s hair. 


She enjoyed a rapture so complete I was sure the girl orgasmed in his mouth when she thrust a drenched pussy into his lips, becoming one with the man servicing her pussy. 


She was no moaning whore. 


She was me. A queen in love with her incredible king. 


Victor’s head bobbed gently between my legs, servicing a swollen, creamy pussy as I rolled further up the beach’s virgin sands, enjoying a warm surf pushing me toward the conscious world. 


We had showered after Victor, and I had made love four times. He was exhausted, and my red, raw labia were completely sated, so I thought we were done, but now, as my consciousness returned to the tune of his tongue, I felt a new orgasm rising, rolling through me like distant thunder. 


“We’ll land soon, Victor. We can resume in our staterooms.” 


“Breakfast is being arranged on Planet Nine, darling Amy. My sister and our friend will wait for us.” 


“I feel so happy.” 


“Was that because of my tongue?” 


He crawled into my arms while I slipped down into a chasm of loving aftermath, my body still quivering slightly as tickles invaded every muscle. To enjoy the loving heart of a man so considerate in love, life, and family felt precious. 


“It was you, Victor. Your tongue is expert, but it was you… all you, darling. I dream of us, then wake, and you are here.” 


“I needed to wake you up that way, Amy.” 


“I loved every moment.” 


I playfully rolled him off me, slipped out from our makeshift aircraft bed, and made my way to the onboard toilet with a pregnancy test in hand. On the way, I saw the cabin crew girl who earlier caught me being covered by my boyfriend. She smiled cutely as though conveying to me how lucky she thought I was. 


When I returned to our accommodation, Victor had selected a movie as a background activity for a tray full of coffee and pastries that sat waiting on a temporarily erected table. 


“I shan’t eat if we have breakfast with your sister and Hannah.” 


‘Me neither, but seriously… could one croissant harm us?” 


“Okay… one croissant, but no more.” 


I sat between his legs, leaning back onto Victor’s chest, enjoying a perfect latte and an all-butter Austrian croissant while watching a random episode of The Gilmore Girls. I glanced occasionally at the letter Katerina handed to me that was now in Victor’s charge. It leaned against the side wall of our compartment at forty-five degrees, looking ominous. 


“What do you think is in the letter, Victor?” 


“I really don’t know. I hope it doesn’t relate to Anastasia’s sexuality.” 


“What else could it be?” 


“A secret communique regarding Uncle Peter and the evacuation of the family from Russia were my thoughts. My parents have spent time with Gabriella, visiting people in DC. Perhaps it’s something too sensitive for email.” 


“I hope it’s that.” 


“Since Katerina gave it to you, shouldn’t it be you that hands it to my sister? 


“I can if you’d like, but you are her brother.” 


“Okay… I can do it.” 


I had my doubts about his theory and prayed silently this letter wouldn’t open another can of worms for Anastasia and by extension, all of us. Victor’s sister seemed happy when she and Hannah boarded Planet Nine the previous day, and although they alluded to having separate cabins, I secretly hoped they had made out. 


“I asked the helicopter pilot to collect us when we land.” 


“That will be fun.” 


“Have you flown on one before?” 


“Never.” 


When we stepped off the Gulfstream Jet onto the luxurious Bell 525, which sat fifty meters away, it felt like a first-class business suite at the Plaza Hotel. Cream leather with dark red piping wrapped the most incredibly comfortable seats. I felt butterflies in my stomach as we lifted off, donning the headset speakers and microphone handed to me by our cabin crew. 


We swept up quickly into azure skies, leaving our troubles behind, skimming the flat, calm ocean when the pilot cleared the airport. After ten minutes, Planet Nine hove into view, and our pilot ascended steeply, offering us great views of the massive yacht lazing at anchor in a turquoise tropical bay. 


“Do you see them, Victor?” 


“Who?” 


“Anastasia and Hannah are chasing each other around Planet Nine on jet skis.” 


I pointed excitedly, and he leaned over me, looking out of my window at two girls clad in wetsuits and life preservers, having the time of their lives below, chasing each other. 


By the time we landed, both had reached the swimming platform, abandoning their toys and wetsuits, meeting us when the helicopter blades stopped rotating, and it was safe to deplane. 


The hug Victor got from his baby sister reminded me of a childhood lost at the hands of a Russian assassin, but I couldn’t be glum for long because Hannah took my hand, squeezing tightly while Anastasia held her brothers all but dragging us to the upper deck where breakfast was served. 


Hannah and I fell behind enough for me to quiz my friend. I don’t know why, but the contents of the letter Victor carried held significant meaning for me. 


“I ate a croissant and drank coffee on the flight, Hannah. I can’t eat much.” 


“Sit with us… just enjoy a bowl of fruit, then we can train together.” 


“Have you slept well?” 


She understood my hidden meaning and giggled, glancing lovingly at Anastasia, who was far in front. 


“We had separate rooms.” 


“And that’s it?” 


“We enjoyed a romantic dinner on deck together and talked for hours. Then we danced… Anastasia is an amazing dancer, by the way. She had ballet lessons growing up.” 


“And then you went to separate beds?” 


She stopped and glanced around to ensure nobody overheard; then, I saw the love in her eyes. Hannah’s expression softened, and she looked down at the teak deck before staring, eye level at me, frowning and pulling her bottom lip. 


“I want to make love to Anastasia, and we kissed plenty, but-.” 


“But?” 


“Yeah, but, Amy… we’re taking things slowly to avoid fucking this up. I think Anastasia is my soulmate.” 


I didn’t dare tell her about the letter but needn’t have worried because by the time we joined my boyfriend and his sister at the breakfast table, the envelope was sitting right in front of her and she stared at it with enormous trepidation. 


“It’s been written by Mom. I recognize the handwriting. Victor says Mom handed it to you, Amy?” 


“She said it was from both of them.” 


“What’s in it… did she say?” 


“No.” 


She turned to Victor, seeking the moral support only a loving sibling can provide. Her eyes darted this way and that, and anxiety wrung from her pores as the poor girl tortured herself. 


“Do you think they know about me, Victor?” 


“I think you should stop torturing yourself and read the letter.” 


I saw tears in Anastasia’s eyes as she slipped the envelope open using a long, sharp fingernail. Her bottom lip trembled, and fear was writ large on her usually calm, beautiful face. 


When Anastasia’s eyes skipped line by line through the letter, the suspense around us was intense, and my heart beat like a bass drum while my mouth dried and my hands ran cold as ice. When she clasped a hand to her mouth, sobbing, I cried too with a broken heart for her. 


Anastasia leaped up and dove straight into Hannah’s arm, sitting in her lap like a child seeking solace from their parent. 


“What is it, sister? Please, for the love of god, tell us.” 


“Read for yourself, Victor.” 


Anastasia snuggled the side of her head into Hannah’s breasts with tears streaming down her cheeks while my friend comforted her, and Victor unfolded the letter to read to us all. 


Dearest Anastasia, 


You have challenged the world with your fearlessness. As a baby, you were exactly like your brother: calm, loving, and intelligent. 


We have always supported you and watched you grow into an incredible woman who we feel nothing but love for. As a mother, I can wholeheartedly declare that I am ridiculously proud of who you are and who you keep becoming. 


Your father feels the same. We both love you so much. 


I remember being called into school when you beat up a boy and two girls. Other parents were there, and I prepared for the worst, but when the principal revealed you had protected a boy being bullied by the others, everyone congratulated you, as it should be. 


You always spoke up for yourself and others fearlessly, with forthright clarity. You face the world with the same courage your brother does – and courageously is how we humans are designed to live. 


Which parents could not be proud of you? 


You inspire us. 


We wouldn’t change a single thing about you. 


Our world is your safe place. We have known you were a lesbian for a long time, never mentioning it, always leaving you to choose when to come out. 


You have our love and blessings in every regard. If Hannah is the one, we will celebrate her with you. 


We are blessed to be your Mommy and Daddy. 


We love you, sweet Anastasia. 


P.S. - Say hi to Hannah for us, please, and know that we can’t wait to see you both soon. 


Victor cried along with all three of us girls while Hannah cradled and rocked her girlfriend, beaming with a huge smile. Nobody said a word for five minutes as tissues were passed around, sniffles were stifled, and throats cleared. 


Anastasia looked serenely happy, and I felt massively relieved, seeing the same in my boyfriend. He hugged his sister and her girlfriend, so I joined the group moment, intensely happy to be part of their lives. 


How could I not? 



Chapter Forty-Eight

You Can Run, But You Can't Hide

◆◆◆

Being in love, especially a new love, is made all the more profound when the people around you want the best for you and, as was the growing case for Hannah and Anastasia, are in love themselves. 


I saw it in their eyes as a sparkle of a new dawn for both women. The way they looked at each other was as the shimmering sunrise reflected off the surface of a still pond. I grinned contentedly because recent crises in our lives were dissolving into lesser meaning. 


I tapped the table, drawing everyone’s attention, holding up my hands. 


“I have to leave you all for an hour. There is a crisis conference call with Kyle, the Mindful senior management team, and Ethan.” 


Victor’s head snapped when he shot me a confused look. 


“Ethan? Didn’t he run?” 


“Yes, Victor, but he also locked up the source code for Mindful’s application software. Nobody can use the system, so our therapists are providing support to priority cases using video conference.” 


“Why did he do it?” 


“I’m guessing Ethan is holding us to ransom. Would you like to sit in on the meeting, Victor? Maybe lend me your expertise?” 


“I’d love to, but also inviting Anastasia to this meeting is not a bad idea.” 


“Why?” 


“Ask her yourself.” 


Anastasia grinned mischievously, flipped open her phone, and speed-dialed someone who answered in a rough Russian voice. 


“Dobroye utro, Anastasia, kak dela? 


“I’m good, Gregori; please speak English because I am with friends.” 


“Did you reunite with your brother?” 


“I did.” 


“Is he a good guy? Because if he isn’t, we can stalk and fuck up his life, like… forever.” 


“He is a wonderful brother. I love Victor, so he is permanently off-limits.” 


She smiled affectionately at Victor and giggled at the joke her Russian compadre made. I surmised that we had connected to hackers and that somehow Anastasia could loan their services for my use. 


“Gregori - I am with my friend Amy, and she needs your help. Please do what she asks if you can.” 


“Hi Amy, how can I help?” 


“Hi Gregori. I need someone traced to find their real location, please.” 


“No problem. Will the person be calling into your yacht?” 


“How do you know we’re on a yacht?” 


“Anastasia’s phone is connected to Planet Nine Wifi. I can drive the boat a little if you’d like to prove my team can do whatever you need. It should scare your Captain, but it might be fun.” 


“No..no… god no, but thank you. If you could trace one specific caller into the conference call and tell me where he is, that would be great.” 


“Easily done. I’ll text Ana as soon as I know where Ethan is. Do you want to fuck with his life? We can steal his money or travel ban him.” 


“No. I’d rather leave punishment to the authorities. No need for me to make enemies. I want him to unlock the source code for a company in the USA. With you up my sleeve, I may be able to play a better hand, but please don’t harm him.” 


“Okay, done.” 


Doing something illegal to get revenge wasn’t my style. It also wouldn’t bode well for me if, by thirty years old, I had racked up an endless number of enemies. People with loved ones are vulnerable for that reason alone. 


Anastasia and Victor joined me in a conference room equipped to handle a national emergency. It struck me somewhat uncomfortably that the hundred-plus grand worth of equipment in the room hadn’t stopped a Russian hacker from locating us in under a minute. 


When an eighty-inch screen opened into four windowed sections, I saw Kyle in one, three of the Mindful team in another, and a weary-looking Ethan. 


“Being on the run doesn’t look like much fun, Ethan.” 


“Let’s cut to the chase, Amy. I need eight million bucks, which is roughly what my shares are worth.” 


“Wasn’t the nine million bucks you stole enough, then?” 


“That money was loan funding from the bank. Mindful won’t need to pay it back, and you’ll carve up the company in Chapter Eleven, getting it for free, minus some working capital for wages I skipped.” 


One of the women at Mindful stood up and thumped the desk with both hands. Her eyes flamed with vengeance, and I knew she was about to blow. 


“You fucking bastard, Ethan!” 


“Oh Meredith, calm down… this is business. Let’s not waste time. If Amy coughs up what I’m owed, we’ll all be on our way.” 


She stood up, cursed him, and left the room, leaving both co-workers to continue the meeting. They looked angry but still in control. It was vital for them to be with us to achieve some closure. 


Anastasia showed me her phone screen, and I grinned. 


“How is Cyprus, Ethan?” 


“How the fuck did you know?” 


“Elysium Hotel, Royal suite, Paphos. I can order room service at your hotel if you’re hungry.” 


I was ad-libbing on the basis Gregori dealt me a new hand. Ethan looked terrified, but my Russian hacker friend opened up a whole new handful of aces for me, and I was keen to play.  


“I never believed you were in Peru because that country has an extradition treaty with the U.S. Unlock the code now, Ethan, or suffer the consequences.” 


“I need eight million bucks for my shares.” 


“Unlock the code and send back eight of the nine million bucks you already stole.” 


He roared with laughter as though he and I were sharing a joke. When he realized how serious I was, his demeanor grew nervous while he racked his brains, thinking up a new play. 


“Why would I do that?” 


“If you don’t send the money back, the U.S. authorities will know where you are in half an hour. They can’t extradite, but it will turn up the heat on you, so you’ll run from Cyprus, and we’ll be there, waiting… if my Russian hackers haven’t already reclaimed our money.” 


“Are you threatening me?” 


“Damn right, I am. If you run to the wrong country where they have the death penalty, I’ll have you set up as a drugs mule by stuffing cocaine in your luggage or pay a ten-year-old girl to scream at the police and point at you, claiming rape.” 


“What the fuck Amy. Have you lost the plot? It’s a little money that won’t harm you or Mindful… it’s all debt, so only the bank gets fucked.” 


“Mindful staff and patients are going through hell right now. Release the code in five minutes, or I’m terminating this call, and you and I become enemies.” 


“What about my money?” 


“You can keep one million bucks on a compromise agreement in return for your shares and resignation. We’ll call your brainfart a temporary nervous breakdown and claim everything is fixed.” 


“Just like that?” 


“Everyone moves on, Ethan.” 


“I doubt the bank will rescind their criminal complaint quite so easily, Amy.” 


“Trust me. The bank wants their money back, Ethan, and if you agree to this deal, Mindful can be rescued from Chapter Eleven without being carved up, and you are free as a bird with one million dollars.” 


“My shares are worth more.” 


“You should have considered that before stealing the money and fucking your company and staff over.” 


His face planted in both hands, whimpering, perhaps sobbing, I couldn’t know. Anastasia showed me her phone screen. 


I can turn off the power to his room without stopping his laptop from continuing on the call. 


I nodded at Anastasia. 


“Ethan. I’m having the power cut in your hotel room. This is a small sign of my determination to follow you anywhere to destroy your life unless you do the right thing.” 


When the power cut, there was an audible click. It stayed off for twenty seconds; then power was restored. Ethan looked up with tears flowing down his cheeks. 


“I’m fucked.” 


“You have a million bucks to start again.” 


“Is there any way back for me?” 


“No. You stole from Mindful for two years while building the company, pretending you took no salary, and then, you pulled out the rug from underneath ordinary folk. They wouldn’t let you come back into the building even if I would… which I won’t.” 


“I’ll unlock the code right away.” 


“At least you can return to the USA, start again perhaps.” 


“My name is toxic.” 


“Not if we spin a different narrative. If you sign an agreement not to compete with Mindful, not to use their code for any other purpose or steal our staff, I can throw in another million bucks.” 


“My shares are worth five times that, Amy.” 


“I’ve said as much as I intend to on that subject, Ethan. Take the deal, or we’ll become enemies.” 


He thought about it for ages, tossing his head, staring up toward the ceiling, seeking answers. I was paying practically nothing to rid Mindful of Ethan because he’d played such a bad hand. Offering the extra million made it impossible for him ever to hamper Mindful again. 


“I’ll take the deal.” 


Kyle sent me a direct message, but I already saw from the wide grins on the faces of the guy and woman on the call from Mindful that Ethan had released the code. One of the staff waved at me, desperate to get the application back up and running. 


“My lawyer, Gabrielle, will be in touch soon. She has your number, so don’t leave the room. All things being well, you won’t have to look over your shoulder by tonight.” 


“So you get it all, Amy… and at a knocked-down price?” 


“No, sweetie. All shares will go into a charitable foundation, with some allocated to the staff. I will lend Mindful two million bucks to compensate the bank for the million you won’t be returning and to pay you off.” 


“That’s fucking stupid. You just got a potential unicorn, and now you’re giving it away.” 


“It’s better than losing it through greed and stupidity. People like you shouldn’t own companies like Mindful.” 


I disconnected Ethan from our conference call to wild cheers from my colleagues, including a Russian hacker named Gregori, who, with Anastasia, gave me leverage to win. The outcome exceeded my wildest expectation, which originally was to get our source code back. 


Victor held me close, kissing my neck, and I felt proud. I also thanked my lucky stars for having a boyfriend who had shown me that my life could be much more than being a hamster on a wheel in a big five law company. 


“Can we go to our stateroom, Amy?” 


“Are you tired?” 


“Something like that.” 



Chapter Forty-Nine

Lunch On The Cliffs

◆◆◆

After Victor fucked me for the third time, I knew something was awry because his immense erection wouldn’t subside. I sat on the bed, leaking his semen onto our duvet with both knees drawn high, staring at him, worried. 


“What’s wrong, Amy?” 


“You took a stamina pill, right?” 


“Yes.” 


He looked ashamed, momentarily averting his eyes until I cupped my boyfriend’s chin and dragged his face back until he couldn’t look elsewhere.  


“You don’t need to take pills for me or us. Do you hear me, sweetheart?” 


“I wanted to satisfy you, Amy.” 


“Jesus Christ, dear man, I’m madly in love with you and almost certainly carrying your child. I couldn’t be more satisfied even if you plucked the stars out of the sky to make me a necklace.” 


“I want to satisfy you sexually speaking.” 


“I’m very confused, Victor. What part of me do you think your cock, tongue, or true love fails to reach?” 


“I’m sorry. I have messed up.” 


“I don’t want you to apologize, sweetheart. I want to know why you did it.” 


Victor became thoughtful, and I gave him plenty of time to think through what he needed to say while I shifted closer, rubbing both his shoulders lovingly and kissing his cheeks. 


“Do you think our age gap is a problem, Amy?” 


“No.” 


Fuck no! 


I was emphatic and blunt, needing no justification for my answer. The matter of a difference in our ages had occurred to me early on in our relationship, but I’d bottomed it out and moved on. Victor had taken longer than me to consider this life conundrum, so I had to help him navigate a difficult situation. 


I cleared my throat, preparing my best closing argument speech voice, eyeballing my lover. 


“Young men bore me. I have no interest in any man outside of friendship except for you. I am wholly satisfied in every possible sense and have no intention of moving on to any other relationship, ever.” 


“That sounds like a lawyer’s covenant, Amy.” 


That comment from my boyfriend, innocent as it sounded, ratcheted up my ire, so I nodded, pursed my lips, then pouted while deciding how best to respond. He worried about something I already had, so it was fair that he discussed this point, but I felt deeply hurt. 


“Call it what you will, darling. If you want to take a stamina pill, it’s fine by me; the choice is yours, but I don’t need that from you. Being a fine man is enough to arouse me; having a great cock, tongue, and body satisfies me sexually.” 


“What are you saying, Amy?” 


“Figure it out, Victor.” 


“Are we fighting here?” 


He stared at me, and I felt an irrational anger rising from deep inside. I couldn’t admit how mad I felt because I didn’t want to hurt or confuse his feelings. I felt disappointed that my love and satisfaction wasn’t wholly evident to Victor and wondered if I’d made a wrong turn, conveying something different. 


“Perhaps we are fighting… yes, I guess we are, a bit.” 


“Oh Christ, I’m sorry. I never meant to upset you, Amy.” 


‘I’m sorry as well, Victor. I’m not dealing with this very well. No, I don’t have an issue with our age gap, and I am totally satisfied in every sense.” 


He launched himself at me until I lay flat on the bed with him on top, both his legs nestled between mine. He looked sorry, but Pandora’s Box was already open, and we needed to slam it shut after fixing the problem. 


“What can I do to make this right, Amy?” 


“Have you got a problem with our age gap, Victor?” 


“No… I felt somewhat insecure. Your rise as a woman, a businessperson, and a lawyer is phenomenal, and I’m trying to deal with that, wondering what it all looks like twenty or thirty years from now.” 


“My success is yours too, Victor. We make a great couple.” 


“I know. I’m being stupid, but I can’t understand why you look like you’ll cry.” 


“Because you have challenged my choices.” 


“What do you mean?” 


“I chose you, Victor. Questioning our age gap is one thing, but taking a sex stamina pill because you want to satisfy me feels unfair. I am entirely satisfied, blissfully happy, and won’t accept anyone suggesting otherwise, not even you.” 


He bowed his forehead onto mine and grinned apologetically, kissing me repeatedly until I kissed him back. My message was clear: the waterworks were genuine, but I was no longer angry. I knew what to do and had the opportunity to fix this problem later in the day. 


“I’m sorry, Amy. I won’t make that mistake again.” 


“You’re forgiven, Victor.” 


“Thank you, darling. Can we discuss our future together today, please?” 


“That would be perfect. I thought having lunch at a great restaurant ashore might be nice, so I went ahead and booked.” 


“We can take the tender or helicopter. Which would you prefer, Amy? 


“Traveling by sea might be nicer. Now… to the matter at hand. You should probably fuck me as many times as you need to wear that giant steel rod down.” 


He smiled and kissed me so beautifully that any lingering irritation dissolved like sugar in boiling water. 


Victor slid his giant, solid cock deep inside me, stretching my cunt wide open. I squealed when his glans squeezed against my cervix because it already ached from a heap of exquisite fucking already two hours in. The only saving grace to my pain came from the copious semen already flooding deep inside, lubricating my hole. 


I studied Victor’s face intently, conveying my deep love for him through every nuanced, explicit expression that flowed naturally across my face. He came deep inside my well fucked pussy hole, slumping down on top of me. I hugged my lover close, waiting for him to drift into a post-orgasmic heavenly sleep. 


When he slept, I showered alone and readied myself, wearing a beautiful wrap silhouette dress. The Abigail wrap was one of my timeless staples, with a classic polo collar and three-quarter sleeves; the midi red and blue on white floral print dress was perfect for what I had in mind. 


I was ready to leave for lunch before Victor woke, so I read notes I’d compiled for a study period I hoped to complete in the evening. When he saw me sitting on a comfortable chair beside our balcony window, watching him, he was surprised and leaped out of bed, rushing around to shower and get ready. 


“You don’t need to rush, Victor.” 


“You’re ready.” 


“We have plenty of time, and I wanted to look perfect for this special event.” 


“Do you mean discussing our future, Amy? Was I too dramatic about that?” 


“No. Have you changed your mind about discussing our future?” 


“Definitely not.” 


When we strolled up on deck, and my boyfriend saw Hannah and Anastasia seated in the boat, he glanced quizzically at me. 


“They wanted to join us. How could I refuse? I guess they will go shopping after lunch, then we’ll have privacy to talk.” 


“I wanted us to speak openly, share thoughts on our relationship to date, so there might be better clarity on where we’re going.” 


“I have our baby in my belly, honey. That’s plenty of clarity about where I’ll be in a little over eight months for me.” 


“You know what I mean, though, Amy?” 


“Of course.” 


I teased him, knowing that Victor needed a profound discussion to help guide him. He’d agonized over our age gap, his sexual prowess, and our positions in this relationship that I loved so much. I would allay those fears today over lunch, letting him know how I felt, but there was little, if anything, that I could do to dissuade our friend and his sibling from joining us in a run ashore. 


“What’s this restaurant like, Amy?” 


“It’s a classy joint, romantic and on the coast. We can moor at the bottom of the cliff and walk up.” 


He looked pleasantly surprised and hugged me, holding my belly from behind as we stood tall, facing the wind. I leaned back into Victor, knowing we could rely on each other no matter what life threw at us. 


When our boat slowed, I slipped off the beanie hat covering my long hair, shook it out, and let Victor enjoy the sight that all men seem to love. I pointed to the cliffs in front, and everyone in the boat looked. 


Atop a sheer cliff, right on its edge, our restaurant was nestled amongst lush tropical gardens that stretched either side and behind. Steel girders and a massive glass dome beautifully combined in a design, bringing the jungle-like garden and volcanic rock of a breathtaking natural landscape inside. 


Inside the restaurant, tinted glass windows were held in place by a brush-finished steel beam structure. A highly polished dark wooden parquet floor below our feet layered the entire restaurant, giving the place a luxury feel. 


“It’s full in here, Amy.” 


“It’s very full, Anastasia.” 


“It’s a beautiful place for lovers to unwind and enjoy each other.” 


“It sure is.” 


At least one hundred diners filled the room with excited chatter, eating, laughing, and loving life to the fullest extent. A server collected us, and I gave him my name. He smiled and whisked us to a rectangular table with raised, plush two-seater blue sofas, allowing us to sit as diners, a couple on each side. 


A pastel blue and white Murano glass vase held dried wildflowers on a brilliant white table linen sheet with place settings, napkins, glassware, and cutlery for four. Victor was excited because his love of food extended to the places where it was served. His eyes picked out details, and I noticed how he stared at the chefs plying their trade from an open-air kitchen nearby. 


“This is a spectacular choice, Amy.” 


“I’m glad you like it, sweetheart. Hopefully, we can all make a memory here.” 


I sat beside Victor, enjoying watching the two lovers opposite us, checking the menu and discussing their share options. Our server took the drinks order but we needed time to decide what to eat. 


Victor relaxed back with my legs draped across his knees so I could stare at his beauty and enjoy the feeling of love rippling through me. He grinned and nodded around the dining room, approving of my choices. 


“I chose this place, Victor.” 


“I know, and I love it.” 


“I chose you too. Please never forget that.” 


He nodded, and we finally let that age gap and stamina pill elephant in the room escape. I saw gentle, relaxed bliss written on my man’s face, knowing that all he wanted was my love.  


“What looks good, Amy?” 


“You do, Victor.” 


“Oh touche, thank you.” 


“I mean it, sweetheart.” 


“I know you do, and I’m sorry about earlier.” 


“Are you over it now, Victor?” 


“Yes, definitely. I have some lingering stiffness in my crotch, but that is short-term punishment for a silly choice.” 


“If taking a pill helps or is needed one day, that’s fine.” 


“Deal.” 


He glanced nervously across the table, but the two star-struck lovers were too far into debating whether a dessert might be possible to overhear us. He caught their attention, though, meaning our privacy was temporarily dissolved, as I reached out to take my boyfriend’s hand. 


“We’ve been together such a short but profound time, Victor. I feel like I’ve known you all my life.” 


“I feel the same way. We tackled a great deal.” 


“Yes… and together, we prevailed, right?” 


“You’ve lifted my life to another level, Amy.” 


“I can’t imagine life without you, darling.” 


Anastasia smiled at her brother while Hannah stared at me agog, both seeing what my boyfriend hadn’t yet. When I dropped onto one knee, retaining his hand in mine, the restaurant was silenced by a wave of shushes and hushes from diners who knew a marriage proposal when they saw one. 


I flipped open a red velvet ring box, showing Victor, for the first time, a platinum signet engagement ring with a single-carat diamond set in the center. 


“You’ve been my guiding light, Victor… the man of my dreams, and I love you with all my heart.” 


“Oh my… Amy.” 


The room was utterly silent. It would have been heard if a mouse stepped however lightly on the wooden parquet. My world felt perfect, and I stared up at the boyfriend I desperately wanted to be my husband. 


Servers stopped serving and watched us intently; pot washers stared, grinning from ear to ear with their hands plunged deep in soapy water. Even the chefs stopped whatever sizzled and boiled to watch a scene that never got boring. 


Every guest in the restaurant turned to face us. 


“Will you marry me, Victor?” 



Chapter Fifty

Did Amy Just Propose?

◆◆◆

I suddenly felt terrified and weak. Blood quickly flowed out of my fingers, and my heart pumped it to my legs, willing me to escape, run, and hide. 


I glanced anxiously around the restaurant and saw well-wishers everywhere. My mouth felt dry, and both temples pounded as my blood pressure squeezed through the earth’s stratosphere. 


My vision blurred slightly as the focus in my mind’s eye sharpened, celebrating my life and this choice, this proposal of my love to a man I wanted to be my husband.     


My proposal had seemed a simple matter when played repeatedly in my head a week prior, but now, with hundreds of eyes staring at a scene I created, my reality felt different. 


My heart thumped like a steam train piston as dread poured down my spine like icy water. 


What if he says no? 


Or worse… let’s discuss it. 


Fuck! What have I done? 


Victor looked stunned, frightening me even as we eyeballed each other, me acting calm, his jaw dropped, mouth wide open, wild-eyed, and flushed cheeks. 


Fuck! 


His mouth popped open and closed as my boyfriend struggled to find words. I held his hand calmly and smiled softly and lovingly while I gazed into his heart. 


“Please say something, darling.” 


“I’m sorry, Amy… you’ve surprised me.” 


He glanced around the room and saw the crowd of smiling faces of people who wished us well, and then he looked down at me, my most vulnerable version of a girl in love with her boy, terrified she’d misstepped. 


When Victor slipped down onto his knees, clutching my hand, which still held out an engagement ring offering, I wanted to cry, holding in overwhelming emotions. 


I clasped a hand over my mouth, gasping. He spoke loud enough for everyone to hear. 


“When you came into my life, I was lost and confused. You changed all of that, Amy. I’m a better man today because of you, and I can’t imagine any day in the rest of my life without you.” 


“Is that a yes then, baby?” 


“The thing is, Amy-?” 


“The thing is Victor?” 


My heart stopped because it sounded like a but was coming. He smiled sweetly, enjoying the moment. 


It can’t be a no. 


“You beat me to this marriage proposal by less than a minute.” 


I felt confused and stared at Victor, frowning, with my nostrils flared with each labored breath and my bottom lip trembling with high emotions. I desperately searched for an answer on my beloved’s face. 


He reached into a jacket pocket, removing a red velvet ring box he flipped open. 


“Of course, it’s a yes. I can’t wait to marry you, Amy. I’m honored, and thank you so much for asking me first.” 


Tears of joy rolled down my cheeks as I glanced at him, then studied the enormous white gold engagement ring with a massive solitaire diamond glinting its love at me. 


“Is that for me, Victor?” 


“Of course, it is my sweet fiancee.” 


“I’m your fiancee now?” 


“You just proposed two minutes ago, Amy… I said yes. We’re engaged to be married already.” 


The crowd went wild. Everyone stood applauding, some with their arms raised, while others wolf-whistled and yelled joyously. Victor cried, and I wept like a baby. He kissed me, and we hugged as I slid my betrothal gift onto Victor’s wedding finger, and he did the same for me with his. 


“Were you going to propose to me, Victor?” 


“Right here today, Amy. You beat me to it by a matter of seconds.” 


“Oh my god, I love you so much.” 


“I bought you a ring last week, but the first opportunity it seemed appropriate to propose marriage to you was now.” 


“I did the same thing and felt the same way, Victor.” 


“Tiffany’s?” 


We said it together, nodding enthusiastically. Sitting on our sofa, I nestled into its corner, laying my legs across Victor’s while I admired my ring, constantly smiling at my fiancee. 


Almost every other diner in our restaurant found a reason to pass by our table, shaking our hands and wishing us well. Victor leaned closer, almost as though imparting a secret. 


“Did you go alone, Amy?” 


“I went to Tiffany’s with Hannah.” 


“I went with my sister.” 


We both snapped our heads and stared at the lovers sitting opposite us, who were shocked. I pointed at my best friend, Hannah, with an accusatory, wagging finger. 


“Oh… oh, oh! Did you tell?” 


“No, and neither did Anastasia tell me Victor planned to propose today.” 


We descended into a childish giggling hysteria. Victor leaned in and kissed me gently. His lips conveyed a sincere love that warmed me deep inside. I wrapped my arms around his neck, touching my forehead to his. 


“I will never let you down, Amy.” 


“I know that Victor and I won’t ever let you.” 


I grinned cheekily, and he chuckled, kissing me again. I glanced at my friend and her girlfriend. They kissed too, and as I watched two women in a gentle embrace, devoted to finding each other and following in the footsteps of every lover that ever had been, I prayed to the universe to work its magic on them as well. 


“Seriously though, Victor… I’m the luckiest girl alive. I won’t ever fail you either.” 


“You are gaining two mothers, a father, and four sisters, Amy. You have a hell of a job on your hands.” 


“And we have a baby on the way.” 


“Yes… the greatest gift any man could receive.” 


“It is a day of days, sweetheart, and I’m sharing it with the people I love most.” 


When I locked eyes with my fiancee, I felt an excited trembling from deep inside me, believing it to be our growing baby applauding us much the way the entire restaurant had. 


Victor looked like a boy in love, and I was so proud to have proposed to him. He gazed lovingly at his ring, thumbing over the raised diamond solitaire, marveling over its beauty and meaning, much as I did with mine. 


I remembered everything about that day, the next one too, and two days after that until we four Musketeers lifted off from Planet Nine’s helicopter pad, traveling on to connect with a private jet that flew us home. 


In the car on the way home and after Greg congratulated us, I sat close to Victor, making sure he saw my ring from every possible angle as I checked its many beautiful perspectives. 


I grinned, raised an eyebrow, and puckered my lips, pointing to a cheek, begging for another kiss. 


“Will it be the Plaza in June, Amy?” 


“It could be an Italian Piazza next week, Victor. I’ll let you decide how soon you want to marry me.” 


“Tomorrow it is, then.” 


“No can do. Tomorrow is my Russian heritage announcement day; then, I will hide for a week to avoid the media. Rania has everything planned out for my hiatus that will only be interrupted by three lectures that must be attended in person.” 


“Do you need me standing nearby?” 


“Yes, please, and make sure everyone sees your ring because that’s what I’ll be doing.” 


“Wow.” 


“What is it, Victor?” 


“Jesus Christ, Amy.” 


“What… what is it?” 


He looked incredulous, then chuckled, seeming rather smug. 


“You’d better tell me, Victor.” 


“A Russian Queen in exile just proposed to me, and I’m marrying her.” 


“I’m not a Queen because I haven’t been crowned. At best, I’m a Princess.” 


“Potato, potahto, Amy… It’s all the same to me. Can I worship you tonight, please?” 


“You better had, Victor. I expect you to be a good boy and kneel when you pray.” 
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