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Chapter 1: Double Booking

The crunch of gravel brought me to my feet. I’d been replacing a rotted board on the wrap-around porch, hammer still in hand, when the car appeared at the end of the drive.

Not just any car. A vintage Porsche 911 in British racing green, immaculate despite the dusty country road, announcing itself with the particular rumble of money that doesn’t need to shout. The morning sun caught the chrome as it rolled to a stop.

Willow Creek Inn had been in my possession for exactly twenty-eight days. In that time, I’d learned that expensive cars meant expensive clients—and expensive clients meant specific expectations.

I set down my hammer and wiped my hands on my jeans.

The driver’s door opened first. Long legs emerged, clad in heeled leather boots that probably cost more than my truck. Then the rest of her unfolded—tall, nearly my height, with an athletic build that suggested tennis courts and yacht decks rather than gyms. Fiery red hair pulled back in a sleek ponytail. Sharp green eyes that swept across the inn’s facade, assessing and cataloging.

She caught me looking and held my gaze. No smile. Just evaluation.

The passenger door opened, and for a moment I thought I was seeing double.

Same face. Same green eyes. Same red hair—but worn loose and wavy, softening features that were identical to her sister’s yet somehow completely different. She was shorter by a couple inches, curvier in ways the driver’s athletic frame wasn’t. Fuller breasts strained against a cream cashmere sweater. Rounder hips filled her designer jeans. Where the first twin radiated sharp competitiveness, this one hung back, observing, waiting.

The Crawford twins. I’d seen their names in Linda’s scheduling book, accompanied by a brief notation: Synchronized conception request. Overlapping fertility windows. High priority.

“Mr. Brooks?” The driver—Isabelle, I remembered from the paperwork—approached with her hand extended. Her grip was firm, testing. “I hope you don’t mind us arriving early. Victoria gets carsick on long drives.”

Victoria offered an apologetic smile from behind her sister. “I really don’t. She just wanted to leave before traffic.”

“Don’t start.” Isabelle’s voice carried the casual cruelty of lifelong sibling dynamics. She turned back to me, her green eyes dropping to my forearms where I’d rolled up my sleeves. The veins stood out from the morning’s work. She noticed. “You’re younger than I expected.”

“Twenty-eight.”

“Hmm.” She made it sound like a judgment call she hadn’t rendered yet. “Our last consultation was with a man in his fifties. Very distinguished. Very… professional.”

“I’m not him.”

“No.” Her gaze traveled down my chest, lingered on my hands, came back up. “You’re certainly not.”

Victoria stepped forward, breaking the tension. “It’s beautiful here. The gardens must have been stunning when they were maintained.”

“They’re getting there.” I reached for the Louis Vuitton luggage in their trunk, hauling out matching bags that probably weighed more than they looked. “We’ve been doing some renovation. Fresh paint on the trim last week. New hot water heater. The roses are coming back.”

“He’s handy.” Isabelle’s tone was somewhere between impressed and dismissive. “That’s reassuring. We need someone who knows how to… work with his hands.”

The innuendo hung in the warm morning air. I hoisted their bags and nodded toward the porch.

“Let me show you to your rooms.”



The tour established dynamics faster than any conversation could have.

Isabelle asked questions constantly—probing, pointed, demanding. What were my credentials? How long had I been doing this? What was my success rate? Did I have references? She treated the consultation like a hostile business negotiation, testing for weaknesses, establishing that she was in control.

Victoria trailed behind us, fingertips brushing the antique wallpaper, pausing to examine a vintage photograph in the hallway. She seemed more interested in the Victorian architecture than her sister’s interrogation.

“The previous consultant,” Isabelle continued as we climbed the main staircase, “had impeccable genetics. Harvard legacy. Olympic swimmer in his youth. Very blue-chip.”

“Sounds like you should have stuck with him.”

“He retired.” She glanced over her shoulder at me, something flickering in those sharp green eyes. “Age catches up with everyone eventually. Even the distinguished ones.”

We reached the landing. The east wing held the guest suites—three rooms that Linda had prepared with fresh linens and the subtle touches that justified our premium rates. Fresh flowers. Quality toiletries. Views of the overgrown rose garden that was slowly being coaxed back to life.

“These two are yours.” I pushed open the first door. “Adjoining suites. The connecting door can be locked or left open, your preference.”

Isabelle strode in immediately, claiming the larger of the two rooms through sheer presence. She ran her hand along the four-poster bed frame, tested the mattress with her palm, checked the thread count of the sheets.

“Adequate.” She turned to face me, arms crossed beneath her small, firm breasts. Even through the silk of her blouse, I could see her nipples had tightened in the cooler upstairs air. “I assume the consultation rooms are more… specialized?”

“The Wellness Wing has everything you need.”

“I don’t doubt it.” She held my gaze, challenge clear. “Victoria, stop dawdling. Come see if your room is acceptable.”

Victoria appeared in the connecting doorway, having already explored her suite. “It’s lovely. There’s a window seat looking over the garden. And the bed is wonderful.”

“She would notice the decorative elements.” Isabelle’s dismissal was casual, practiced. “I notice the functional ones.”

“Both matter.” I set their bags down—Isabelle’s in her claimed territory, Victoria’s by the door to hers. “Dinner is at seven. Sofia—our chef—is preparing something special for your first night.”

“Sofia.” Isabelle repeated the name like she was filing it away. “How many staff members are there?”

“Three. Linda manages the house and scheduling. Sofia handles the kitchen. Astrid runs the massage room and wellness services.”

“All women.”

“All women.”

Something passed across Isabelle’s face—satisfaction, maybe. She liked being in an environment where Nathan was the only man. Made the competition clearer.

“We’ll see you at seven, then, Mr. Brooks.”

“Nathan.”

“Nathan.” She made my name sound like something she was testing the weight of. “I look forward to discussing our… requirements.”



I found Sofia in the kitchen doorway before I’d made it down the main staircase.

She stood half-hidden by the frame, one hand pressed flat against her belly—a gesture that had become unconscious over the past few days. No visible bump yet. Four weeks wasn’t enough for that. But she knew what was growing inside her, and her body had started acknowledging it in small ways.

Her dark eyes tracked me as I descended. Behind her, the kitchen smelled of bread baking and something savory simmering.

“The twins.” Her Latina accent thickened the words. “They’re here for breeding, yes?”

“That’s what they booked.”

“Both of them.” Sofia’s hand pressed harder against her stomach. “Both redheads. Both beautiful. Both wanting your baby.”

“That’s the business, Sofia.”

“I know the business.” She stepped fully into the doorway, and the morning light caught her curves—the legendary G-cups straining against her thin cotton blouse, the wide hips that swayed when she walked, the caramel skin gleaming with a light sheen of kitchen heat. “I helped build the business. I voted you in.”

I stopped on the bottom step, meeting her eyes. The jealousy there was raw, unfiltered by the professional distance she’d maintained when Catherine was our guest.

“You were first.”

“Yes.” Her chin lifted. “I was first. I’m carrying your baby. These women—these wealthy twins with their matching luggage—they’re customers. Guests. They pay and they leave.”

“That’s right.”

“Good.” She reached out and caught my wrist, pulling my hand to her belly. Through the thin fabric, her skin was warm. Nothing felt different yet—no swelling, no hardness—but we both knew what was there. “Don’t forget who matters.”

I curled my fingers against her, drawing her closer. “I couldn’t forget if I tried.”

Sofia’s breath caught. The hormones were already doing something to her—making her needier, more emotional, more possessive. She pressed herself against me, those massive tits flattening against my chest.

“They’re beautiful,” she whispered. “The twins. I saw them from the window.”

“They are.”

“More beautiful than me?”

“Different.” I tucked a strand of wild black hair behind her ear. “You’re Sofia. Nobody else is Sofia.”

Her eyes searched mine for reassurance I wasn’t sure I knew how to give. Then she rose on her toes and kissed me—hard, claiming, leaving the taste of whatever she’d been sampling on my lips.

“Don’t make me compete with them,” she said against my mouth. “I don’t want to compete anymore. I just want to be yours.”

“You are.”

The sound of heels on hardwood made us separate. Linda appeared from the direction of the study, her silver-streaked black hair pulled back in its usual severe bun, clipboard in hand. Her dark eyes took in our proximity without comment.

“A word, Nathan. The schedule.”

Sofia shot Linda a look that carried years of complex dynamics I was still learning to navigate. Then she retreated into her kitchen, the door swinging shut behind her.

Linda watched her go before turning to me. The head housekeeper had run this inn for fifteen years. She’d surrendered to me exactly once—in the study, on the desk where she kept the ledgers—and since then she’d been rebuilding her walls with characteristic precision. But I noticed the slight looseness in her bun today. The silk of her blouse instead of practical cotton. Small tells.

“The Crawford twins,” she began, her tone pure business. “Their fertility windows overlap for the next five days. Both are optimal for the first three.”

“I read the file.”

“Then you know this is a high-value booking. They’ve paid for guaranteed coverage of their entire fertile period. Daily consultations if requested.”

“I can handle it.”

Linda’s lips pressed thin. For a moment, the professional mask slipped, and I saw something else underneath—the woman who’d broken beneath me, who’d cried her first orgasm in years while I was buried inside her.

“There’s another complication.” She flipped a page on her clipboard. “Priya Sharma arrives tomorrow morning. Tech executive from San Francisco. First-time client. Very nervous. Very specific about her timeline.”

“Three guests at once.”

“Three guests.” Linda met my eyes. “And Astrid has been tracking her cycle. She cornered me this morning with her fertility app. Her window opens in forty-eight hours.”

I let out a breath. “So I’ve got twin heiresses wanting synchronized pregnancies, a nervous executive, and a staff member who’s done waiting.”

“That’s an accurate summary.”

“And you?”

Linda’s composure flickered. Just for a moment. “I’ve scheduled my consultation for Day Nine. Assuming you’re still functioning by then.”

“That’s four days away.”

“I’m aware.” She tucked her clipboard under her arm. “I’ve been waiting fifteen years, Nathan. Four more days won’t kill me.”

She turned and walked away, her heels clicking on the hardwood in that controlled rhythm she’d perfected over a decade and a half of running this place. I watched her go—the sway of hips she usually kept hidden beneath practical pencil skirts, the surprisingly round ass that had shocked me when I’d first gotten her out of her professional armor.

My household. My responsibility. Three staff members with their own needs and jealousies and desires. Three guests arriving with overlapping windows and premium expectations.

I climbed the stairs toward my room, already mentally mapping the next ten days. The twins were checking the thread count of their sheets and establishing hierarchy. Sofia was crying into her bread dough about women who hadn’t even had their first consultation yet. Astrid was probably timing her ovulation down to the minute. Linda was scheduling everything like she could control biology with a clipboard.

And somewhere on a highway heading this direction, a tech executive named Priya Sharma was second-guessing every decision that led her to book a stay at a secret fertility retreat in wine country.

My phone buzzed with a text from an unknown number.

Arrived safely. Still haven’t told anyone where we’re staying. Victoria is already mooning over your ‘strong hands.’ This should be interesting. -I.C.

Isabelle Crawford, apparently, didn’t waste time. She’d found my number, probably from the booking paperwork, and was already establishing communication. The text was a challenge: I’m watching. I’m assessing. Don’t disappoint me.

I typed back: Seven PM. Dining room. Wear something comfortable.

Her response came immediately: I don’t do comfortable. But I’ll see what Victoria packed.

I pocketed my phone and headed for the shower. I had six hours until dinner, a broken window latch to fix in the east wing, and the distinct feeling that this week was going to test every limit I didn’t know I had.

Twenty-eight days ago, I was a broke carpenter with nothing to my name but student debt and a talent for fixing things.

Now I had a crumbling Victorian inn, three gorgeous staff members, a growing wait-list of wealthy women, and twin redheaded heiresses unpacking designer luggage in my guest rooms.

Aunt Margot, wherever she was, was probably laughing.

I turned on the water and started planning.


Chapter 2: The Alpha Twin

Isabelle didn’t request her consultation. She informed me.

The note appeared under my door at six-fifteen, written in sharp, angular handwriting on the inn’s stationery: Wellness Wing. 9 PM. Don’t be late.

After dinner. The alpha twin wasn’t wasting any time.

I arrived at the Wellness Wing five minutes early. The hidden corridor behind the library was cool and dim, the passage that Aunt Margot had designed for discretion doing its job even now. The suite beyond lay prepared: four-poster bed with the expensive sheets Linda insisted upon, candles lit (Sofia’s contribution), the medical-grade equipment discreetly hidden behind antique screens.

Isabelle was already there.

She stood by the window, silhouetted against the fading daylight, and the sight stopped me in the doorway. She’d traded her traveling clothes for a thin silk robe—champagne colored, probably obscenely expensive—that left nothing to imagination. Her athletic body was on full display: long freckled legs that seemed endless even without heels, small firm breasts with coral nipples visible through the fabric, the defined V of muscle at her hips. The sleek red ponytail was perfect, not a hair displaced.

Everything about her screamed discipline. Control. Competition.

She turned at my entrance, green eyes sharp as cut glass. “You’re early.”

“You said nine.”

“I said don’t be late.” She approached with deliberate steps, each one calculated to draw my attention to those impossible legs. “Punctuality is baseline competence. I don’t reward baseline.”

“What do you reward?”

Her lips curved—not quite a smile, more like a predator assessing prey. “Results.”

She stopped an arm’s length away and began listing requirements. Optimal positions for conception. Preferred frequency. Expected timeline for confirmation. Her clinical approach transformed intimacy into contract negotiation; she was maintaining the power dynamic that had kept her on top her entire life.

I let her talk.

She explained that she tracked her cycle with three different apps for redundancy. That she’d researched sperm motility and cervical positioning. That her sister might be satisfied with romantic framing, but she wanted efficiency—maximum probability of conception in minimum consultations.

“This isn’t a fairy tale,” she finished. “It’s a biological transaction. I’m paying for a service. I expect the service to be delivered professionally.”

“Understood.”

“Good.” She untied her robe. Let it fall. Stood naked before me with her chin lifted and her shoulders squared, daring me to be anything less than impressed. “Undress.”

Her body was exactly what the silk had promised. Athletic, toned, meticulously maintained. Small breasts sat high and firm on her chest, coral nipples already tight in the cool air. Freckles scattered across her shoulders, her collarbones, disappearing down between those modest curves. Her pussy was waxed bare—another element of control, nothing left to chance.

I pulled my shirt over my head. Unbuckled my belt. Let my jeans drop.

When I stepped out of my boxers, Isabelle’s eyes dropped to my cock. Her composure flickered—just for a moment—before she regained control.

“Adequate.” Her voice was steady, but I caught the slight catch in her breath. “Lie back. I’ll direct the initial positioning.”

I settled onto the bed, letting her believe she was running this. She climbed over me, those endless freckled legs straddling my hips, and positioned herself with geometric precision.

“This angle provides optimal cervical access,” she explained, gripping my shaft and guiding it to her entrance. “I’ll control the depth and tempo for maximum—”

She sank down, and the sentence died in her throat.

Her pussy stretched around my cock with a wet, obscene sound. The heat of her engulfed me—slick, tight, clenching involuntarily as her body struggled to accommodate my thickness. Her green eyes went wide, pupils dilating, and her thighs trembled where they gripped my hips.

“You’re—” She swallowed hard, her cunt spasming around my shaft. “Larger than—”

“Than the distinguished Harvard swimmer?”

Her eyes narrowed. The competitive fire sparked. She pushed down harder, taking me deeper, her pussy walls stretching to accept every inch. I watched her face contort with the effort—pleasure she hadn’t planned for mixing with the discomfort of being so thoroughly filled. Her arousal coated my cock, dripping down to my balls, her body betraying her clinical pretense with every wet, slick inch she swallowed.

She started to move. Controlled rolls of her hips, her tight pussy gripping my shaft as she rose, then sinking back down with a wet squelch. She was trying to maintain the rhythm she’d calculated, but her body had other ideas. I felt her getting wetter with each stroke, her cunt flooding with arousal, her cream coating my cock until every movement made obscene, slippery sounds that echoed off the walls.

I let her work. Let her believe the illusion of control. Her small breasts bounced with each movement, freckled skin flushing pink across her chest. She planted her hands on my abs, using me for leverage, determined to direct this encounter like she directed everything else in her life.

Then I moved.

I sat up suddenly, one hand fisting in that perfect ponytail, the other gripping her hip hard enough to leave marks. The shift changed everything—angle, depth, control. She gasped, tried to pull back, but my grip in her hair held her in place.

“What are you—”

“You’re not in charge here.”

Her eyes flashed. “I’m the client. I’m paying for—”

I pulled her head back by the ponytail, exposing her throat, and thrust up into her hard enough to make her cry out. “You’re paying for results. Let me deliver them.”

The power struggle was real. Isabelle fought back—tried to reassert control, tried to reclaim the rhythm she’d lost. Her hands pushed against my chest. Her thighs clenched, trying to control the pace.

But her body was telling a different story. She was drenched now, her cunt gushing arousal with every thrust, coating my cock in slick wetness that dripped down my shaft to pool against my balls. Every time I drove deep, her pussy clenched around me like a fist, desperate to milk me, to keep me buried inside her heat.

I flipped her.

One smooth motion, using my grip on her hip and her hair to rotate her beneath me. Her back hit the expensive sheets with a grunt, her legs splaying open, and I pinned her wrists above her head before she could react. I drove back into her soaked cunt in the same motion—one hard thrust that buried me to the hilt.

“This is my consultation room.” I pulled almost all the way out, then slammed back in, watching her small tits bounce from the impact. “My inn. My rules.”

“You can’t just—ah—” Her protest died as my cockhead hit her cervix. Her back arched off the bed, her pussy clamping down so hard I could barely move. Her ankles locked behind my back without conscious thought, pulling me deeper.

“I can’t just what?”

“Can’t—fuck—do this—”

“I’m doing it.” I thrust again, grinding my pelvis against her swollen clit, and she made a sound that definitely wasn’t in her carefully planned script—a high, desperate whine that came from somewhere primal. “You came here wanting something. Stop pretending it was a spreadsheet exercise.”

Her green eyes were glassy now, the sharp focus dissolving into something rawer. I could see it happening—the control freak losing her grip, the alpha surrendering to sensation she’d tried to optimize out of existence.

I released one of her wrists and fisted my hand in her ponytail, pulling her head back. She moaned—actually moaned, not the controlled vocalizations she’d probably practiced.

“Tell me what you want.”

“I want—” She gasped as I changed my angle, hitting her deep. “I want to conceive—”

“Try again.”

“I want—” Her hips bucked up to meet my thrust. “I want you to—”

“Say it.”

Something broke in her expression. The competitor, the alpha, the woman who’d never been second at anything—she shattered.

“Fuck me.” Her voice cracked. “Fuck me harder. Make me—make me come.”

“Good girl.”

The words landed like a physical touch. Her whole body shuddered. Her pussy clenched so tight I almost lost control right there.

I gave her what she asked for.

Hard. Fast. Relentless. I pounded into her soaked cunt with the kind of intensity that would leave us both sore tomorrow—my hips slamming against her ass, the wet slap of flesh on flesh filling the room. Isabelle came apart completely beneath me. Her precise vocabulary devolved into broken syllables, into wordless moans, into the kind of desperate sounds women made when their bodies had completely overridden their minds.

Her athletic body writhed beneath me, muscles tensing and releasing with each punishing thrust. The perfect ponytail came loose, red hair spilling across the white sheets like fire. Her small tits bounced with every impact, freckled skin flushed crimson from her cheeks to her chest.

“Yes—there—don’t stop—” Her nails raked down my back hard enough to draw blood. “Harder—please—I’m going to—fuck—I’m going to come—”

She came screaming.

Not a controlled climax. Not an optimized orgasm. A raw, primal release that ripped through her body with visible force. Her pussy clamped around my cock in rhythmic waves so tight I could barely thrust, her cunt spasming and milking my shaft as her whole body arched off the bed. Her eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth fell open in a silent scream that became a wail, and I felt her gush—a flood of hot, slick arousal that soaked my cock and ran down between her ass cheeks to pool on the sheets.

I didn’t stop. She’d asked for harder, and I delivered—fucking her through the orgasm, feeling her oversensitive pussy clench and release and clench again with each thrust.

“You’re not done,” I growled against her ear. “I haven’t bred you yet.”

The word hit her somewhere deep. Her already-tight pussy spasmed around me, aftershocks of her orgasm intensifying.

“Yes—breed me—” The alpha twin, begging. “Put it inside me. All of it. I need—”

“What do you need?”

“Your cum.” She could barely form words, her voice wrecked and desperate. “I need your cum inside me. Deep. Please. I need you to fill my pussy with it—breed me—put a baby in me—”

I felt my own release building, my balls tightening, pulled along by her desperate begging. I thrust deep, grinding against her cervix, making sure every inch of my cock was buried in her tight, spasming heat.

“Here it comes.” I pulled her hair, forcing her to look at me, forcing her to watch my face as I bred her. “Feel every fucking drop.”

“Give it to me—please—I want it—I want your baby—fill me up—”

I came hard.

The first spurt of cum erupted from my cock with almost painful intensity, painting her cervix white with thick, hot seed. Then another rope of cum, and another, each pulse flooding her clenching pussy with my load. I groaned through it, my hips jerking involuntarily as I pumped what felt like everything I had into her fertile cunt.

Isabelle gasped with each spurt, her eyes wide, her body trembling. “I feel it—oh fuck—I feel each one—you’re so deep—you’re filling me up—”

“Take it all.” I buried myself to the hilt and ground against her, my cock pulsing, pumping the last of my load directly against her cervix. “Every drop belongs inside you.”

Her pussy milked me with rhythmic squeezes, her kegel muscles working to pull every bit of cum from my shaft. The sensation was incredible—her cunt clenching and releasing, sucking on my cock like she was determined to drain me completely.

“Don’t stop—” she moaned. “Stay inside me—I can still feel you pulsing—”

I held myself there, buried to the hilt, letting my cock throb and twitch inside her as the last weak spurts of cum emptied into her flooded pussy. Her cunt was so full of my seed I could feel it squishing around my shaft, hot and slick.

When I finally pulled out, a thick stream of cum immediately began leaking from her swollen, well-fucked pussy. The sight was obscene—my white seed oozing from her pink, puffy lips, running down toward her ass. She clamped her thighs together frantically, pressing a hand between her legs to stop the flow.

“No—keep it inside—” She scooped the escaping cum with her fingers and pushed it back into her cunt. “I need every drop.”

“Pillow.” Her voice was hoarse. “Under my hips. Optimal position for—”

“I know.” I tucked a pillow beneath her, elevating her pelvis. Let her have this small piece of control back. “Twenty minutes. Don’t move.”

She lay there, flushed and disheveled and thoroughly fucked, her red hair tangled across the pillow, her thighs pressed together, my cum slowly leaking around her desperate fingers.

“That wasn’t—” She swallowed hard. “That wasn’t what I planned.”

“Is that a complaint?”

Her eyes met mine. Something new lived there—respect, maybe. Or shock at her own response.

“No.” The word came out quiet. Almost vulnerable. “That wasn’t a complaint.”

I traced gentle fingers across her freckled shoulder, giving her time to reassemble herself. The competitive armor was already trying to slide back into place, but there were cracks now. Permanent ones.

Through the wall, we both heard it: the creak of bedsprings from Victoria’s room. Then soft footsteps. Then nothing.

She’d been listening. She’d heard everything.

Isabelle’s eyes flicked toward the connecting door. “My sister—”

“Heard you screaming for my cock. Yes.”

Color flooded her cheeks. Embarrassment wasn’t an emotion I’d expected from the alpha twin, but there it was—she’d just been conquered, thoroughly, and her sister had witnessed it through the wall.

“She’ll want—” Isabelle stopped. Tried again. “Victoria always wants what I have. She’ll want—”

“Her own consultation. I know.”

“She’s not like me.” Something protective crept into Isabelle’s voice. Sisterly, despite everything. “She’s softer. Don’t—don’t break her the way you just broke me.”

“I didn’t break you. I gave you what you needed.”

Isabelle stared at me for a long moment. Then she laughed—genuine, surprised, like she’d discovered something she didn’t expect.

“Maybe you did.” She settled back against the pillow, still holding my cum inside her. “Same time tomorrow?”

“If that’s what you want.”

“It is.” She closed her eyes, her breathing finally evening out. “It really, really is.”



I found Victoria in the hallway outside her suite.

She was wearing a nightgown—soft cotton, nothing like her sister’s aggressive silk—and her wavy red hair was loose around her shoulders. Her green eyes, the same shade as Isabelle’s but somehow warmer, widened when she saw me.

“I wasn’t—” She flushed crimson. “I didn’t mean to—”

“Listen?”

The flush deepened. Her fingers twisted in the fabric of her nightgown. “The walls are thinner than I expected.”

“They are.”

We stood in the dim hallway, the silence filled with everything she’d heard. Her sister’s gasps. Her sister’s screams. Her sister’s desperate begging for something she’d never let anyone see her need.

“Is she—” Victoria swallowed. “Is she okay?”

“She’s fine. Better than fine.”

Victoria’s gaze dropped to the floor, then came back up. Shy despite her age. Uncertain despite the wealth and privilege that should have given her confidence.

“I want my consultation tomorrow.” The words came out in a rush. “But I want—I need—”

“Something different.”

She nodded quickly. Too quickly. “Isabelle is… Isabelle. She needs that. The fighting, the dominance. But I’m not her. I don’t want—I mean, I want you to—”

“Victoria.”

She stopped. Met my eyes.

“Tell me what you want.”

Her lower lip trembled. For a moment, I thought she might cry. Then she drew a breath and spoke the truest words I’d heard from either twin.

“I want someone to choose me first. Just once. I want to feel like the one someone actually wanted—not the backup. Not the second twin. Me.”

The vulnerability in her voice made something twist in my chest.

“Tomorrow,” I said. “After breakfast. I’ll come to you.”

“You’ll come to me?”

“Your room. Your space. Your terms.”

Her eyes glistened. She reached out and touched my arm—light, tentative, like she expected me to pull away.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “For understanding.”

I covered her hand with mine. “Get some sleep, Victoria. Tomorrow’s your day.”

She smiled—the first real smile I’d seen from her—and slipped back into her room. The door closed softly behind her.

I stood in the hallway for a long moment, processing the last two hours. Isabelle, conquered and craving more. Victoria, desperate to be chosen. Two sisters with the same face and completely different needs.

Tomorrow I’d show the sweet twin what it felt like to matter.

Tonight, I needed sleep.

But first—the sound of soft crying from the direction of the staff quarters. Sofia. The hormones, the jealousy, the fear that the guest would matter more than her.

My household. My responsibility.

I headed toward the crying, already planning how to reassure her without lying. Yes, I’d just bred her competition. Yes, I’d do it again tomorrow. But she was still first. She was still carrying my child.

She was still mine.


Chapter 3: The Sweet Twin

The note under my door was different from her sister’s.

No commands. No demands. Just a handwritten request in soft, rounded script: If you have time, I’d like to talk first.

I found Victoria in her suite after breakfast, sitting on the window seat overlooking the rose garden. Morning light caught the red in her wavy hair, turning it to copper and gold. She wore a cashmere cardigan over a simple dress, nothing like Isabelle’s aggressive silk. Comfortable. Vulnerable.

She looked up when I entered, and her green eyes—the same shade as her sister’s but somehow gentler—held uncertainty that Isabelle would never allow herself.

“Thank you for coming.” She gestured to the space beside her. “I know you’re probably busy. The schedule—”

“I’m here.” I settled onto the window seat, close enough to feel the warmth of her through the cashmere. “You wanted to talk.”

She looked out at the garden. Her fingers twisted in her lap—a nervous habit I’d already noticed.

“I heard everything last night.” Her voice was quiet. “Through the wall. I know I shouldn’t have listened, but once it started, I couldn’t—”

“It’s okay.”

“No, it’s—” She shook her head. “You don’t understand. I’ve never heard Isabelle like that. Never. She’s always in control. Always first, always winning, always… Isabelle. Even when we were teenagers, when other girls were falling apart over boys, she was calculating. Strategic. She doesn’t lose control.”

“She did last night.”

Victoria turned to look at me. “What did you do to her?”

“Gave her what she needed.”

“Which was?”

“Someone who wouldn’t let her run the show.” I held her gaze. “Your sister needs to be conquered. She can’t respect anyone who lets her win.”

Something flickered across Victoria’s face. Recognition, maybe. Or old pain finding new context.

“She’s always won.” Victoria’s voice dropped. “Since we were born. She came first—four minutes earlier. She walked first. Talked first. Got into Princeton first, even though we applied together. Every boy we both wanted, she got first. I’m always the backup. The second choice. The twin people remember after they’ve already noticed Isabelle.”

Her hands clenched in her lap. I covered them with mine.

“She’s my sister and I love her, but sometimes I wonder—” She stopped. Took a breath. “If she didn’t exist, would I exist? Or am I just her shadow? The softer version? The one who comes second?”

“Victoria.”

She looked at me with eyes that expected disappointment.

“You’re not second. You’re different.”

“Different is what people say when they mean lesser.”

“Different is what I mean when I mean different.” I turned her hand over, traced my thumb across her palm. “Your sister is sharp edges and competition. She needs to fight to feel alive. But you—you see things she misses. You notice the window seat, the garden, the architecture. You feel things she won’t let herself feel.”

Her lower lip trembled.

“Last night wasn’t about you being less than her. It was about her getting what she needed. Tonight—” I lifted her hand, pressed my lips to her palm. “Tonight is about you getting what you need.”

“What if what I need is—” She hesitated. Blushed. “Different from what she needed?”

“Tell me.”

She met my eyes. The afternoon light caught the green, made it luminous.

“I don’t want to be conquered. I don’t want to fight. I want—” Her voice cracked. “I want someone to look at me. Really look. Not through me, not past me to Isabelle. Just me. I want to feel like the person someone actually chose.”

“Stand up.”

She blinked at the soft command. But she stood.

I stood with her. Cupped her face in both hands, tilting it toward me.

“I’m looking at you, Victoria. Just you.”

Her breath caught. Tears gathered in the corners of her eyes, but she didn’t look away.

“Your hair is beautiful when it’s loose like this.” I tucked a wavy strand behind her ear. “Isabelle’s ponytail is perfect, but this—” I ran my fingers through the soft waves. “This makes me want to bury my hands in it.”

A tear spilled down her cheek.

“Your eyes are warmer than hers. Same color, but there’s something behind them that she doesn’t have. Kindness. Depth.” I traced my thumb along her cheekbone. “When you smile—really smile—your whole face changes. Isabelle smirks. You glow.”

“Nathan—” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“And your body.” I let my hands drift down to her shoulders. “Your sister is all sharp angles and athletic discipline. Beautiful in her way. But you—” I traced the curve of her hip through the dress. “You’re soft where she’s hard. Curves where she’s lines. Fuller here—” My palm settled on her breast, feeling its weight through the cashmere. “And here.” My hand curved around her hip.

She was trembling now. Not from cold.

“I’m looking at you,” I repeated. “And I’m choosing you. Not because Isabelle isn’t available. Not as a backup. You.”

The tears fell freely now, tracking down her flushed cheeks. But she was smiling.

“Take me to bed,” she whispered. “Please. I want to feel chosen.”



We moved to the bed slowly. No urgency, no competition.

I undressed her layer by layer, turning each revelation into appreciation. The cardigan, slipped from her shoulders. The dress, unzipped and pooled at her feet. The simple cotton bra, unhooked to reveal full C-cups that swayed when she moved—larger than her sister’s, pink nipples already hardening in the cool air.

“Beautiful,” I murmured, cupping one breast, feeling its weight in my palm.

She shuddered at the word.

Her panties came last. White cotton, nothing fancy, but the wet spot at the center told me everything I needed to know—the fabric was soaked through, clinging to her swollen lips, translucent with her arousal. She was drenched just from being looked at, appreciated, chosen.

I peeled the wet cotton down her thighs, revealing her pussy—soft pink lips already glistening, a thread of arousal stretching between the fabric and her cunt as I pulled it away. The scent of her hit me immediately: musky, sweet, undeniably wet.

I laid her on the bed. She reached for me immediately, wanting to pull me down, but I caught her hands.

“Let me look.”

And I did. I let my gaze travel over her body, bottom to top, giving every inch the attention she’d been starving for. Her legs—still long, though softer than Isabelle’s, with gentle curves to her thighs that made me want to grip them. Her hips, rounder, more generous, made for gripping while I fucked her. The soft swell of her belly, feminine rather than flat. Her breasts, fuller than her sister’s C-cups that swayed when she breathed, rising and falling with quickened breath, pink nipples flushed dark and peaked hard.

Her face, tear-stained and beautiful, green eyes watching me watch her.

“You’re gorgeous,” I said. “Every part of you.”

Her lower lip trembled. “You don’t have to—”

“I’m not saying it because I have to.” I undressed myself, letting her watch—letting her see my cock spring free, already hard and thick, pointed at her like a compass finding north. “I’m saying it because it’s true.”

Her eyes widened at my size, her throat working as she swallowed. But unlike her sister’s competitive assessment, Victoria’s gaze held only hungry anticipation.

When I settled over her, her legs opened naturally, falling apart to welcome me. Her hands came up to my shoulders, tentative, seeking permission.

“Can I touch you?”

“You can do anything you want.”

Her fingers traced across my chest, my shoulders, my arms. Exploring. Learning. Her touch was gentle where Isabelle’s had been demanding—and somehow that made it more intimate, made my cock throb with need.

“Please,” she whispered. “I need you inside me.”

I reached between us, found her pussy slick and swollen. My fingers slid through her folds, coating themselves in her arousal—she was absolutely dripping, her cunt weeping with need. She gasped when my fingers brushed her clit, her hips jerking involuntarily, her pussy clenching on nothing.

“Sensitive?”

“Very—I don’t—” She gasped again as I circled her swollen clit, feeling it pulse under my fingertip. “I don’t usually get this—this wet—oh god—”

“You’re perfect.” I positioned the head of my cock at her entrance, feeling her slick heat kiss my tip. “Look at me, Victoria.”

Her eyes met mine. Green and vulnerable and full of need.

“Don’t look away. I want you to see my face when I’m inside you.”

She nodded quickly, her breath coming in quick pants, her pussy already trying to pull me in.

I pushed in slowly.

The sound she made wasn’t the sharp gasp her sister had given. It was a long, shuddering moan of pure relief, her body opening for me inch by inch, her cunt stretching to accept my thickness, her eyes never leaving mine. Her pussy was tight but welcoming, so wet that each inch slid in with a soft, slick sound, her walls rippling around my shaft as I filled her.

“Oh god.” Her voice broke. “You’re so—I feel so—”

“Full?”

“Chosen.” A tear slipped down her temple. “I feel chosen.”

I bottomed out inside her and held still. Let her adjust. Let her feel the complete connection—my cock buried to the hilt, our bodies joined, my eyes locked on hers.

“You are chosen.” I started to move. Slow, deep strokes that let her feel every inch. “You’re not second. You’re not a backup. Right now, in this moment, you’re the only woman in the world.”

She wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me closer. Her legs came up around my waist, ankles locking at the small of my back. Like she was afraid I might pull away.

“Harder?” I asked against her ear.

“No.” Her breath hitched. “This. Just like this. Slow. I want to feel everything.”

So I kept it slow. Long strokes that withdrew almost completely before sliding back home. Each thrust drew a soft moan from her lips, each withdrawal made her clutch at my shoulders.

“You’re beautiful like this,” I murmured, watching my cock disappear into her pussy with each slow thrust. “Taking me. Opening up. Your pussy is so fucking wet, Victoria. So tight around my cock. You’re gripping me like you never want to let go.”

“Because of you.” Her voice was thick with emotion, her cunt clenching around me as she spoke. “Because you looked at me. Really looked.”

I kissed her. Not the hard, claiming kisses I’d given her sister—soft, thorough, learning the shape of her mouth while my cock learned the shape of her cunt. She kissed back with desperate sweetness, her tongue sliding against mine, her moans swallowed between us, her pussy pulsing around my shaft with each tender thrust.

When I broke the kiss to breathe, her eyes were swimming with tears again.

“I’m going to come.” Her voice wavered, her pussy starting to flutter around my cock in warning. “I can feel it building and I don’t—I don’t usually—not like this—”

“Let it happen.” I kept my pace steady, grinding my pelvis against her clit at the deepest point of each stroke, feeling her swollen bud pulse against me. “I’ve got you. You’re safe. Let go.”

“Nathan—” Her pussy clenched hard around me, her walls rippling. “It’s too much—I feel like—oh god—”

“That’s what being chosen feels like.” I thrust deeper, hitting that spongy spot inside her that made her whole body jerk. “That’s what being wanted feels like. All those years of being second—let them go, Victoria. Right now, you’re first. You’re everything.”

She shattered.

The orgasm that ripped through her wasn’t just physical. It was emotional—years of being overlooked, undervalued, compared and found wanting—all of it releasing in waves of pleasure that had her sobbing into my shoulder.

Her pussy clamped down on my cock so hard it almost hurt, her cunt spasming in rhythmic waves that milked my shaft. I felt her gush around me—a flood of hot arousal that soaked my cock and ran down between us. Her whole body trembled, convulsing with each wave, her inner walls rippling and squeezing like she was trying to pull me even deeper inside her.

And through it all, she held onto me like I was the only solid thing in a dissolving world, her nails in my back, her legs locked around my waist, her pussy pulsing and milking my cock.

I thrust through her orgasm, feeling her walls ripple around my shaft, her cum coating my cock. When I couldn’t hold back anymore, I buried myself to the hilt—my cockhead pressed against her cervix—and let go.

“Feel that,” I groaned against her ear as my cock pulsed, the first spurt of cum flooding her pussy. “Feel me filling you up. This is me choosing you. This is my cum, inside you, right where it belongs.”

She gasped with each pulse of my release—each thick rope of seed that painted her insides white. “I feel it—oh god—I feel every pulse—you’re pumping so much into me—”

“Take it all.” I ground against her, my cock throbbing, emptying what felt like endless spurts of cum into her clenching pussy. “Every drop. All of it belongs inside you.”

Her oversensitized cunt milked me through it, her kegel muscles working instinctively to draw every bit of seed from my shaft. I felt my cum flooding her, filling her, the wet heat of it surrounding my cock as her pussy overflowed.

“I feel it.” Her voice was wrecked, tears streaming down her temples. “I feel every pulse. Every drop. You’re so deep—I can feel your cum so deep inside me—”

“I’m going to stay right here.” I settled more fully against her, keeping my softening cock plugged inside her flooded pussy. “Don’t want to waste a drop. Want to keep it all inside you where it belongs.”

“Don’t go.” Her arms tightened. “Please. Just—stay.”

“I’m not going anywhere.”

We lay tangled together while our breathing evened out. I kept myself buried inside her, feeling her pussy twitch with aftershocks, feeling my cum slowly being absorbed into the warmth of her body.

She cried quietly for several minutes. Not from sadness—from release. From finally feeling something she’d been hungry for her entire life.

When the tears slowed, she laughed. Soft, wondering, a little embarrassed.

“I’m sorry. I don’t usually—that was—”

“Perfect.” I kissed her forehead. “That was perfect.”

“It felt perfect.” She looked up at me with red-rimmed green eyes and the beginnings of a real smile. “Can we—I mean, would you—”

“Tomorrow?”

Her smile widened. “I was going to say in an hour. If you can.”

I laughed, surprised by her sudden boldness. “The sweet twin has stamina.”

“The sweet twin—” She pushed against my chest, rolling me onto my back, following to straddle me. My cock twitched inside her, already stirring. “The sweet twin has been waiting her whole life to feel like this. One round isn’t going to be enough.”

She rolled her hips experimentally, drawing a groan from both of us.

“I can work with that,” I managed.

Her smile was the most beautiful thing I’d seen all day.



I left Victoria’s room two hours later, thoroughly drained and deeply satisfied. She’d been insatiable once the dam broke—sweet and needy and desperate to make up for years of feeling invisible.

Sofia was waiting in the hallway.

Her dark eyes were red-rimmed, her wild black curls escaping their tie. One hand pressed flat against her belly in that unconscious gesture that had become constant.

“Sofia—”

“You smell like her.” Her voice was flat. Controlled. But I could see the tremor in her lips. “Both of them. The twins. First one, then the other. Was it good? Did they compare favorably?”

“Sofia.”

“I’m asking because I need to know.” Her control cracked. “I’m carrying your baby and I just spent two hours listening to you fuck other women and I need to know if they’re better than me.”

I reached for her. She stepped back.

“Morning sickness was bad today.” Her hand moved in circles on her belly. “I couldn’t keep anything down. My breasts hurt so much I can barely wear a bra. And my hormones—” She laughed, high and brittle. “My hormones are telling me to scream at you for doing your job. How’s that for rational?”

“Not very.”

“I know.” Tears spilled down her cheeks. “I know it’s the baby. I know this is what the business is. I know I voted you in specifically to breed these wealthy women. But knowing doesn’t help when I’m throwing up breakfast and hearing you make someone else scream.”

I crossed the distance between us before she could retreat again. Pulled her against my chest despite her half-hearted resistance. Wrapped my arms around her curves and held on.

“You were first.”

“I was—”

“First. You’re carrying my baby. The first one. Before Catherine, before the twins, before anyone else—you. Sofia Vega. The woman who cornered me in the pantry and demanded a taste.”

She shuddered against me. Her resistance crumbled.

“They’re guests.” I stroked her hair, those wild black curls I’d gripped while taking her over the laundry table. “They come and they go. You live here. You’re part of this household. You’re the mother of my child.”

“The first mother.” Her voice was muffled against my chest.

“The first mother.” I tilted her chin up, made her look at me. “And no—they’re not better than you. They’re different. Isabelle fights. Victoria cries. But neither of them has what you have.”

“What do I have?”

“Fire.” I kissed her forehead. “Curves that stop my heart every time you walk into a room. A jealous streak that honestly turns me on more than it should. And my baby, growing inside you right now.”

She laughed wetly. “The jealousy turns you on?”

“Little bit.”

“You’re sick.”

“Maybe.” I traced my thumb across her tear-stained cheek. “But I’m your kind of sick.”

She rose on her toes and kissed me—hard, claiming, tasting the salt of her own tears. Her massive tits pressed against my chest, and even exhausted from the twins, I felt myself stir.

“Tonight,” she whispered against my lips. “When the guests are asleep. Come to me.”

“I will.”

“Promise?”

“Promise.”

She pulled back, swiping at her eyes. The fierce Sofia was reassembling herself, pregnancy hormones be damned.

“Good. Now go shower. You really do smell like two other women and I refuse to cook dinner while imagining that.”

I watched her walk away—those wide hips swaying, that round ass moving under her flowing skirt—and wondered how the hell I was supposed to keep all these women satisfied without dying of exhaustion.

But that was a problem for tomorrow.

Tonight, I had a pregnant chef to reassure.

And according to Linda’s schedule, tomorrow brought Priya Sharma—the nervous tech executive who’d been second-guessing herself since she booked this trip.

Three guests. Three staff members. One very busy innkeeper.

Aunt Margot definitely would have laughed.


Chapter 4: Hormones

I found Sofia crying in the kitchen.

It was early—before dawn properly—and the inn was silent except for the sound of her sobs. I’d come down for water and found the kitchen light spilling into the hallway, accompanied by a sound that tightened something in my chest.

She was kneeling on the tile floor, surrounded by a spreading pool of milk. The carton lay on its side, still gurgling the last of its contents across the clean white surface. Her shoulders shook with heaving sobs that seemed out of all proportion to a dropped carton.

“Sofia.”

She looked up, and her face was a disaster—tear-streaked, mascara running, her expression caught between humiliation and despair.

“I dropped it.” Her voice cracked. “I just wanted to make myself some tea for the nausea and I dropped the stupid milk and now it’s everywhere and I can’t—” She gestured helplessly at the mess. “I can’t even clean it up because looking at it makes me want to throw up.”

I grabbed the roll of paper towels from the counter and crouched beside her. “Let me.”

“No, it’s my kitchen, I should be the one to—” She tried to reach for the towels and gagged. Pressed her hand over her mouth. “Oh god.”

“Deep breaths. Look at me, not the milk.”

She met my eyes while I cleaned up the spill. Her breathing was ragged, her pupils dilated with hormonal chaos she couldn’t control.

“I used to love milk,” she whispered. “Whole milk in my coffee, cream in my cooking. Now the smell makes me sick. The baby—our baby—is making me hate milk.”

“Babies do that.” I finished wiping up the last of it, disposing of the soggy towels in the trash. “My sister was the same way when she was pregnant. Couldn’t stand the smell of coffee for nine months.”

“Your sister?”

“Half-sister. We’re not close.” I sat back on my heels, looking up at her. “But I remember her saying the worst part wasn’t the nausea. It was feeling like her body wasn’t hers anymore.”

Sofia’s lower lip trembled. “That’s exactly it. This body—” She gestured at herself, at the curves she’d always been so proud of. “It’s always been mine. I knew how it worked, what it wanted, what it could do. Now there’s someone else in here making decisions for me.”

“Someone we made together.”

Her eyes welled again. “I know. I know that, and I’m happy—I am—but also terrified and exhausted and these hormones make everything feel ten times more intense than it should. Yesterday I cried because a bird landed on the windowsill. A bird, Nathan.”

I reached for her hand. “Come here.”

She let me pull her to her feet, then against my chest. Her massive tits pressed against me, and she immediately winced.

“Careful—they’re so sore today.”

“Sorry.” I loosened my grip, shifting my hands to her waist instead.

“No, don’t—I still want you to hold me. Just don’t—” She rearranged us, my arms around her lower back instead of her chest. “There. Better.”

We stood in her kitchen, surrounded by the lingering smell of spilled milk and the first hints of dawn through the windows. Her breathing gradually steadied.

“I was first,” she said quietly.

“You were first.”

“And you still want me? Even when I’m crying over dairy products and can’t keep breakfast down and my breasts hurt too much to touch?”

“I want you.”

She tilted her face up. Her eyes were red-rimmed, her makeup ruined, but the fierce spirit underneath was still there.

“Prove it.”

“Now?”

“Right now. In my kitchen. I need to feel like more than a crying, vomiting incubator.” Her hands found my waistband. “I need to feel like your woman.”

“Sofia—”

“Don’t tell me no.” Her fingers worked at my button. “The guests are asleep. The staff won’t be up for an hour. And I need—” Her voice cracked. “Please, Nathan. I need you inside me. I need to feel claimed.”

I kissed her.

She tasted like tears and mint toothpaste, and she opened for me immediately, her tongue sliding against mine with desperate hunger. The pregnancy hormones were doing something to her libido—according to Linda, this was normal, even expected—but normal didn’t make it any less intense.

I lifted her onto the counter, mindful of her tender breasts. Her flowing nightgown rode up her thick caramel thighs as her legs wrapped around my waist, and I caught a glimpse of her bare pussy—dark lips already glistening with need.

“Careful with—”

“I know.” I pushed the fabric higher, revealing her fully. No panties—of course. Sofia rarely bothered with them around the inn. Her pussy was swollen and wet, the scent of her arousal mixing with the kitchen smells. “I’ll be gentle.”

“Don’t be too gentle.” She pulled my cock free, already hard and throbbing from the way she was grinding her wet cunt against me. Her eyes dropped to my shaft and she licked her lips—that glossy mouth I knew so well. “I’m pregnant, not broken.”

I positioned my cockhead at her slick entrance, feeling her wet heat kiss my tip. She was absolutely drenched—pregnancy apparently came with increased blood flow to certain areas—and when I pushed in, her pussy swallowed me eagerly, her walls stretching to accept my thickness.

She threw her head back with a deep, guttural moan. “God, yes.” Her cunt clenched around my shaft like a wet fist. “I needed this. I needed your cock inside me.”

I started slow. She was right that she wasn’t broken, but her body was changing. I kept my thrusts steady, deep enough that my cockhead kissed her cervix, gentle enough not to risk anything.

Her massive tits swayed with each movement, heavy and full with new sensitivity, straining against her thin nightgown. I wanted to bury my face in that legendary cleavage, to suck those dark nipples until she screamed—but I settled for cupping one carefully through the fabric, feeling its new weight, its swollen fullness.

She hissed, her pussy clenching around me. “Careful—”

“Sorry.” I released immediately.

“No, it’s—” She grabbed my hand, brought it back to her breast. “It hurts but also—god—it feels—” She guided my thumb across her nipple, the dark bud visible through the thin cotton, and her whole body shuddered, her cunt squeezing my cock in a tight pulse. “Too sensitive. Every touch is too much but I want it anyway.”

I circled her nipple with feather-light pressure while my cock slid in and out of her dripping pussy. The wet sounds of our fucking filled the kitchen—slick, obscene squelches with each thrust. The combination made her pussy clench hard around my shaft.

“That’s it.” Her breath came faster, her hips rolling to meet my thrusts. “Just like that. Your cock inside me and your hands on my tits and—fuck—Nathan—”

“You feel different.” I rolled her swollen nipple gently, feeling it harden even more under my touch. “Tighter. Wetter. Your pussy is fucking dripping.”

“The pregnancy.” She gasped as I hit a particularly deep angle, my cockhead nudging her cervix. “Everything’s more—god—more swollen, more sensitive, more—my cunt is always wet now—”

“More mine.”

Her eyes flew open. The possessiveness in my voice hit her somewhere deep, and her pussy clamped down on my cock so hard I groaned.

“Yes.” Her hands gripped my shoulders, nails digging in. “Yours. My body, your baby. All of it—fuck—all of it yours. My pussy is yours. My tits are yours. Everything.”

I thrust harder, abandoning the careful pace. She didn’t want careful. She wanted to be claimed—wanted to be reminded that carrying my child made her more valuable, not less.

“This pussy is mine.” I punctuated each word with a deep thrust, my cock driving into her soaked cunt. “This body is mine. You’re mine, Sofia. First and always.”

“Yes—yes—don’t stop—harder—”

“Every time I fuck those guests, I come back here.” I gripped her wide hips, pulling her harder onto my cock, impaling her on my shaft. “Back to you. Back to my first. Back to the woman carrying my baby.”

She came hard.

Her pussy spasmed around my cock in violent waves, her scream echoing off the kitchen tiles, her fingers digging into my back hard enough to draw blood. I felt her gush—a flood of hot, slick arousal that soaked my cock and ran down my balls, dripping onto the counter beneath her. Her whole body convulsed, her massive tits bouncing, her cunt milking my shaft with desperate contractions.

“Inside me,” she gasped, still shaking through her orgasm. “Please—I want to feel you come—”

“You’re already pregnant.”

“I know.” Her eyes were wild, her pussy still pulsing around my cock. “I don’t care. I want to feel you fill me up. I want to feel your cum flooding my pussy even though I’m already carrying your baby. Mark me. Claim me.”

I buried myself to the hilt—my cockhead pressed against her cervix—and let go.

The sensation of cumming inside her—knowing she was already pregnant, knowing this was pure possession rather than breeding—was different. More intimate somehow. Each pulse of my release emptied into her not to create anything new, but to mark her as mine.

The first spurt of cum flooded her already-soaked pussy, then another, and another. I groaned into her neck as I pumped rope after rope of thick seed into her pregnant cunt.

Sofia moaned with each spurt, her pussy milking me with rhythmic squeezes, her kegel muscles working to draw every drop from my cock. “I feel it—oh god—I feel you filling me up—so much cum—”

“Take it all.” I ground against her, my cock pulsing, my balls emptying into her flooded cunt. “Every drop. This is what it means to be mine.”

Her pussy overflowed—I could feel my cum squishing around my shaft, leaking out around my cock to drip onto the counter. The wet, obscene sounds of her well-fucked cunt made my cock twitch with aftershocks.

“Good.” I stayed inside her while my cock throbbed the last of it into her depths. “That’s where it belongs. Inside my pregnant woman.”

We stayed connected, her on the counter and me between her legs, until both our breathing slowed. The kitchen smelled like sex now, overlaying the lingering hint of spilled milk.

Sofia laughed—genuine, a little surprised. “I think the hormones are making me insatiable.”

“I can work with insatiable.”

“Can you?” She traced a finger across my jaw. “You’ve got two guests demanding consultations, staff members with schedules of their own, and a new arrival coming today. How much insatiable can you actually handle?”

“We’re about to find out.”



Priya Sharma arrived at noon.

I watched from the porch as the hired car rolled up the gravel drive—not a Porsche or a town car, but a sensible Tesla that spoke of practical luxury. The woman who emerged was small, maybe 5’2” in the heels she wobbled on slightly, with long black hair pulled into a severe ponytail and designer clothes that looked uncomfortable.

She clutched a leather folder like a life preserver.

I descended the porch steps to greet her. “Ms. Sharma?”

“Yes. Dr. Sharma, actually. But Priya is fine.” She extended her hand, realized she couldn’t shake while clutching her folder, fumbled, dropped the folder, and scrambled to catch the papers that tried to escape.

“Let me help.”

“No, I’ve got it, I just—” She snatched documents from the spring breeze, cheeks flushing dark. “I’m not usually this—I’m normally very—this isn’t how I—”

I crouched and retrieved the last escaped paper. A fertility chart, meticulously annotated with color-coded notes.

“It’s okay.” I handed it back. “First-time nerves are normal.”

“I don’t get nervous.” She stuffed papers into the folder with trembling hands. “I gave a keynote at TechCrunch last year. Two thousand people. I was fine. This is—”

“Different.”

“Very different.” She finally looked up at me, and I got my first clear view of her face. Rich dark brown skin, high cheekbones, wide dark eyes behind designer glasses that probably cost more than my first car. Pretty in a sharp, intelligent way—like her brain was running calculations behind every expression.

Her gaze traveled down my body. Assessed. Cataloged. Returned to my face with a slight flush.

“You’re the consultant.”

“Nathan Brooks.”

“You’re younger than I expected.”

“I get that a lot.”

She almost smiled. Then caught herself, like smiling was an unauthorized deviation from her agenda.

“I’ve prepared documentation.” She hugged the folder to her chest, which drew my attention to curves the structured blazer couldn’t quite hide. For someone so petite, she had surprisingly substantial breasts straining the expensive fabric. “Genetic screenings, medical history, fertility projections, optimal conception windows. I believe in approaching important decisions with complete information.”

“I’ve seen your file.”

“My file has summaries. This—” She patted the folder. “Has everything.”

I led her into the inn, carrying her single bag of luggage. She’d packed light—or hadn’t planned to stay long. Her eyes darted everywhere, taking in the Victorian architecture, the antique furnishings, the general atmosphere of tasteful secrecy.

“The website was surprisingly vague about the actual services offered,” she said as we climbed the stairs. “I had to get specifics from a former client. She was reluctant to share details at first, but eventually—”

“Catherine Whitmore.”

Priya stumbled on a step. “How did you—”

“She mentioned she’d recommended us to a friend.” I steadied her with a hand on her elbow. “Said her friend would overthink everything but that we should be patient.”

“She said I overthink?”

“Her words were ‘analytical to a fault, but worth the effort.’”

Priya’s dark cheeks flushed again. “Catherine and I were in the same business school cohort. We’ve been competing since orientation.” She paused. “Friendly competition. Mostly.”

“And now you’re both here for the same service.”

“She’s already—” Priya stopped herself. “She told me it worked. The first try.”

“It did.”

Something flickered across her face. Competitive analysis, maybe. Or the kind of envy that drove women to a secret fertility retreat in wine country.

“Here’s your room.” I opened the door to the third guest suite—the one with the bay window and the view of the mountains. “Bathroom’s through that door. Dinner is at seven. If you need anything—”

“When is my consultation scheduled?”

The question came out too fast. She immediately looked mortified by her own eagerness.

“That’s up to you.” I set her bag down. “Take today to settle in. See how you feel. No pressure.”

“No pressure.” She repeated the words like she didn’t quite believe them. “Catherine said you would say that. She also said—”

She stopped. Her fingers whitened on the leather folder.

“What did she say?”

“That I should trust the process.” Priya’s voice had gone quiet. “That this place—that you—you’re not what the situation sounds like. It’s not clinical and it’s not transactional and it’s not—” She shook her head. “She cried while telling me this, which is categorically unlike Catherine. So either she’s having some kind of breakdown or this place is—”

“Special?”

“Different.” Priya finally met my eyes. The analytical shield was still there, but something softer lurked behind it. “I’ve never done anything like this. I have spreadsheets for everything. Quarterly projections for my personal life. I scheduled losing my virginity around finals so it wouldn’t impact my grades.”

“That’s… thorough.”

“It’s how I survive.” She set the folder on the desk with deliberate care. “But Catherine said this isn’t something I can plan. She said I have to just—” Her hands fluttered. “Feel it. Which is terrifying.”

“Take your time.” I moved toward the door. “Really. This only works if you want it to work.”

“And if I decide I don’t want it?”

“Then you get a nice stay in wine country and a full refund.”

She stared at me. The analytical engine behind her eyes ran calculations I couldn’t follow.

“I’ll let you know,” she said finally. “About the consultation.”

“No rush.”

I closed the door gently behind me and headed downstairs, already running through the evening’s obligations. The twins would want attention. Sofia would want reassurance. Astrid was counting down hours to her fertility window. And somewhere behind that door, a brilliant woman who’d scheduled her own virginity was trying to figure out how to want something without a spreadsheet.



Evening found me helping Sofia back to the staff quarters.

Her morning sickness had returned with a vengeance after dinner. She’d managed to serve the meal—a stunning coq au vin that even Isabelle had complimented—but disappeared immediately after, leaving Astrid to clear plates.

I found her in the bathroom behind the kitchen, kneeling by the toilet, her black curls sticking to her sweaty forehead.

“Sorry.” She wiped her mouth. “So glamorous, right? This is what you signed up for.”

“It is, actually.” I wet a cloth and pressed it to her forehead. “All of it.”

“Even the vomiting?”

“Even that.”

She let me help her to her feet, leaning heavily against my side. The walk to the staff quarters was slow, her body exhausted from hormones and nausea and the constant work of growing a person inside her.

“I hate being weak,” she muttered.

“You’re not weak. You’re building a human.”

“I know, but—” She sighed. “I’m used to being the strong one. The one who feeds everyone, takes care of everyone, never asks for help.”

“You can ask for help now.”

We reached her room. I helped her onto the bed, removed her shoes, pulled a light blanket over her curves.

“Will you stay?” Her voice was small. Vulnerable. “Until I fall asleep?”

“I’ll stay.”

I sat on the edge of her bed, stroking her hair while her breathing evened out. The pregnancy was changing her—not just her body but her spirit. The fierce, aggressive woman who’d cornered me in the pantry was still there, but now she was wrapped around something new. Something soft and vulnerable and absolutely worth protecting.

From the doorway, I felt eyes on me.

I looked up to find Priya Sharma frozen in the hallway. She’d apparently been heading somewhere and stopped dead at the scene before her—me on Sofia’s bed, stroking her hair, the intimacy obvious even from a distance.

Our eyes met.

In that moment, Priya’s analytical shield dropped completely. I saw what was underneath: a woman who’d never had anyone stroke her hair while she fell asleep. Who’d scheduled and optimized and planned her way through thirty-four years without ever learning what tenderness looked like.

She opened her mouth. Closed it. Then turned and walked quickly toward Linda’s office.

Sofia stirred. “What?”

“Nothing.” I kissed her forehead. “Sleep. I’ll check on you in the morning.”

I found Linda in the study five minutes later. She was making notations in the schedule book, Priya’s name already moved.

“Ms. Sharma requested a postponement.” Linda’s voice was neutral. “She says she needs more time.”

“What kind of postponement?”

“Indefinite.” Linda looked up, dark eyes knowing. “She saw you with Sofia, didn’t she?”

“She saw something.”

“Tenderness.” Linda’s lips curved slightly. “The thing she can’t quantify. The variable she didn’t account for in her projections.”

“You think that’s what spooked her?”

“I think—” Linda set down her pen. “I think Priya Sharma has spent her entire life competing with people like Catherine Whitmore. Winning through preparation, analysis, superior strategy. And tonight she saw something that can’t be won that way.”

“Which is?”

“Being cared for.” Linda’s voice held something I couldn’t quite identify. “Some women pay any price to feel that. Even if they have to call it a consultation.”

She returned to her schedule book.

I stood in the doorway of the study, thinking about a tech executive who’d scheduled losing her virginity and a pregnant chef who needed to be held and twin heiresses who wanted synchronized pregnancies.

Somewhere upstairs, Astrid was probably timing her ovulation down to the minute.

Forty-eight hours until her window opened.

The week was just getting started.


Chapter 5: The Waiting Game

The staff meeting happened at Linda’s insistence.

We gathered in the study—me behind the desk Aunt Margot had used for decades, the three women arranged before me like a tribunal. Linda stood by the window with her clipboard, silver-streaked hair in its usual severe bun. Sofia sat in the leather armchair, one hand on her belly, picking at a sleeve of crackers to combat the persistent nausea. Astrid perched on the arm of the sofa, spine perfectly straight, her athletic body barely contained by a thin sports bra and tiny shorts.

“We have a scheduling situation,” Linda began. “Three guests with overlapping fertility windows. Staff requirements. And limited—” Her dark eyes flicked to me. “Resources.”

“Resources?” Sofia raised an eyebrow. “Just say cock, Linda. We’re all adults here.”

“Limited availability,” Linda continued smoothly, “for our consultant.”

Astrid uncrossed her endless legs and recrossed them in the other direction. The movement drew my eye automatically—that was the point.

“My fertility window opens in forty-eight hours.” Her Swedish accent gave the words crisp precision. “I’ve been tracking for three months. Basal temperature, cervical mucus, luteinizing hormone. This is the optimal cycle.”

“You’ve waited long enough,” Sofia conceded, though something territorial flickered in her eyes. “You voted him in. You deserve your turn.”

“Thank you.” Astrid’s ice-blue gaze shifted to me. “Forty-eight hours. Peak fertility at sixteen hours after initial detection. I’ll be ready.”

“What about the guests?” I asked.

Linda consulted her clipboard. “The Crawford twins are covered through their remaining window. Isabelle is scheduled for tonight, Victoria for tomorrow morning. Priya Sharma—” She paused. “Has requested indefinite postponement.”

“She’ll come around.” Sofia shifted in her chair. “I saw her face when she watched Nathan with me. She wants it. She’s just scared.”

“Perhaps.” Linda made a notation. “Regardless, the schedule allows for Astrid’s window to take priority when it opens. Day Seven and Eight are blocked for staff consultation.”

“Two days?” I did quick mental math on the sexual demands involved.

“Peak fertility requires multiple deposits for optimal coverage.” Astrid’s clinical tone never wavered. “I’ll require at least four sessions during my window. More if you’re capable.”

Sofia snorted. “Don’t break him. I still need him too.”

“I’m not going to break him.” Astrid stood, her athletic frame unfolding to its full height. “I’m going to optimize him.”

The meeting adjourned with Linda’s characteristic efficiency. Sofia returned to her kitchen, muttering about dinner preparations and the lingering smell of the staff bathroom. Linda disappeared to her office with the schedule book.

Astrid lingered.

“Walk with me,” she said.

It wasn’t a request.



The massage room occupied a converted carriage house behind the main inn. Astrid had made it her domain in the years she’d been here—heated tables, an array of premium oils arranged in neat rows, candles that she lit for atmosphere but also, I suspected, for the practical purpose of warming the space.

She’d already lit them when we arrived.

“You wanted to discuss scheduling,” I said as she closed the door behind us.

“Eventually.” She crossed to the massage table and patted its surface. “Take off your clothes.”

“Astrid—”

“This is preparation.” Her ice-blue eyes held mine. “You haven’t had my treatment yet. Not properly. The audition was… abbreviated.”

I remembered the audition. Her oiled hands on my body. The way she’d ridden me while announcing optimal angles for conception. The clinical precision that shouldn’t have been arousing but absolutely was.

“If we start this—” I began.

“We’re not starting anything.” She was already arranging oils, selecting bottles with practiced efficiency. “We’re preparing. Your body needs to understand mine. The massage builds connection. Familiarizes muscle memory. When my window opens, you’ll know exactly how to move with me.”

Her logic was insane. Also compelling.

I pulled my shirt over my head.

Astrid watched me undress with professional detachment, though I caught her gaze lingering on my forearms as I worked my belt. When I was naked, she gestured to the heated table.

“Face down first.”

The surface was warm, almost too warm. I settled onto it, feeling the heat sink into my muscles.

Then her hands found my shoulders.

She was skilled. Actually skilled, not just using massage as an excuse for contact. Her strong fingers dug into knots I hadn’t known I carried, working tension from muscles I’d been abusing with all the renovation work.

“You carry stress here.” Her thumbs pressed into the meat of my shoulders. “And here.” Down my spine. “The guests, the staff, the responsibility. Your body is holding all of it.”

“Part of the job.”

“Release is also part of the job.” Her oiled palms swept down my back in long strokes. “You can’t serve others if you’re depleted.”

For several minutes, the massage was purely therapeutic. She worked methodically—shoulders, back, glutes, thighs, calves. Professional. Thorough. I felt myself relaxing under her hands, tension draining into the warm table.

Then she told me to turn over.

Her eyes dropped to my cock—half-hard just from her hands on my body—and something shifted in her expression.

“Good.” She poured more oil into her palms, warming it. “You respond well.”

She started at my chest, which seemed innocent enough. But her thumbs kept brushing my nipples as she worked outward, making them harden, sending jolts of sensation straight to my cock. Her palms slid lower with each stroke, across my abs, down to my hip flexors, her oiled fingers leaving trails of heat on my skin.

“The body is designed for this.” Her voice had dropped, acquired a husky edge that sent blood rushing south. “Male arousal optimizes sperm production. Building tension, releasing tension, building again. Each cycle increases the potency of the eventual release.”

Her oiled hands bracketed my cock without touching it—so close I could feel the heat of her palms. She worked my inner thighs, my hip joints, the crease where leg met groin. So close but never quite making contact with my aching shaft. Precum was already beading at my tip, my cock twitching toward her hands.

“Astrid—”

“Patience.” Her fingers trailed up, up—and finally wrapped around my shaft.

The oil made her grip slick, almost frictionless, her fingers gliding over my rigid flesh. She stroked slowly, deliberately, learning the shape and size of my cock with the same professional attention she’d given my shoulders. Her thumb traced the vein on the underside, circled the sensitive ridge beneath my head.

“Good response.” She varied her grip—tighter at the base, squeezing until my cock throbbed, then looser at the head. “Excellent blood flow. You’ll do well during my window.”

“If I survive the preparation.”

Her lips curved. “That’s the goal.”

She worked me with devastating patience. Long strokes that brought me to the edge—my balls tightening, my cock swelling in her grip—then backing off just before I could tip over. Her thumb circled my leaking head, smearing precum into the oil, until I groaned and thrust into her fist. Then she retreated to my shaft, denying me release.

“The edging process increases volume.” Her clinical explanation came while her oil-slicked fingers pumped my cock in slow, torturous strokes. “Each time you approach climax and retreat, the body produces more. Your balls are already swelling. By the time I actually take you—” She squeezed hard at my base, drawing a grunt from me as my cock throbbed desperately. “You’ll give me everything. Every drop. Enough to flood my pussy completely.”

“I can give you everything right now.”

“I don’t want it right now.” Her hand stilled, wrapped around my aching shaft, feeling it pulse with desperate need. “I want it tomorrow. When it matters. When it will take root and grow.”

She climbed onto the table.

My cock jumped with hope, twitching toward her, precum drooling from my tip. But she straddled my thighs rather than my hips—close but not close enough. Her athletic body pressed against me as she leaned forward, and I felt the wet heat of her pussy through her tiny shorts, soaking the fabric where it pressed against my thigh.

“Look at me, Nathan.”

I looked. Ice-blue eyes, flushed cheeks, white-blonde hair escaping her French braid. Her small, firm breasts rose and fell with quickened breathing beneath her sports bra, her nipples visibly hard through the thin fabric. The heat from the table—or from her body—made her pale skin glow with perspiration.

“Tomorrow, this pussy—” She ground against my thigh, and I felt how wet she was, her cunt leaving a trail of arousal on my skin. “Is going to milk you dry. Every position I can imagine. Every drop you can produce. I’m going to ride your cock until you’ve emptied every bit of cum you have into my cunt. I’ve been waiting months for this window.”

“Astrid—”

“But not tonight.” She slid backward, releasing the pressure, leaving my cock straining toward nothing, angry and purple and leaking. “Tonight, you save it. For me.”

She climbed off the table with athletic grace. My cock lay against my stomach, throbbing with frustrated need, my balls aching and heavy with cum that had nowhere to go. A thick trail of precum connected my tip to my stomach.

“That’s cruel.”

“That’s optimization.” She was already wiping her hands on a towel, her thighs glistening where her own arousal had escaped her shorts. “The Crawford twins can have their consultations. Sofia can have her reassurance. But tomorrow—” Her eyes dropped to my desperate erection, and she licked her lips. “That belongs to me. Every inch. Every drop.”

She walked out without looking back.

I lay on the heated table, cock aching, balls heavy with need, and considered my options. A cold shower would help. Time would help. The frustration would fade.

The cracked door creaked slightly.

I turned my head to see Linda Huang slipping through.

She was still in her day clothes—white blouse, pencil skirt, sensible heels. But her silver-streaked hair had come loose from its bun, strands falling around her face. And her usually composed expression held something hungry.

“How long were you watching?”

“Long enough.” She crossed to the table, her heels clicking on the hardwood. “I heard your meeting with the staff. Followed to ensure there were no… scheduling conflicts.”

“And?”

“And I found you being edged by our Swedish masseuse while I stood in the doorway trying not to touch myself.” Her dark eyes dropped to my cock, still hard, still leaking. “Astrid wants to save you for tomorrow. But she doesn’t manage the schedule. I do.”

Linda’s efficient fingers worked the buttons of her blouse. She shrugged it off, revealing a black lace bra that I recognized from our encounter in the study. Her small, firm breasts were pushed together, nipples visible through the delicate fabric.

“This isn’t a consultation.” She knelt between my legs, her face level with my aching, throbbing cock. Her breath was warm against my shaft. “This is… management.”

“Linda—”

“You can’t function like this.” Her hand wrapped around my base, grip firmer than Astrid’s teasing strokes, and my cock pulsed gratefully in her fist. “You have two consultations tonight and tomorrow morning. The twins need attention. You can’t give them what they need while carrying—” She squeezed hard, and a fresh bead of precum oozed from my tip. “This.”

“So you’re helping. Out of managerial concern.”

“Exactly.” Her dark eyes lifted to mine, and I saw the hunger she’d hidden for fifteen years burning behind the professional mask. “Purely practical.”

She lowered her mouth to my cock.

Linda gave head the way she did everything: precisely, efficiently, and with complete command. No teasing, no playing—she took me deep immediately, her lips stretching around my thickness, her tongue working the sensitive underside while her cheeks hollowed with powerful suction. The wet heat of her mouth engulfed me, and I groaned at the relief after Astrid’s torturous edging.

My hips lifted involuntarily, trying to fuck her face. She pressed them back down firmly, dark eyes never leaving mine even with my cock buried in her mouth, and established a rhythm designed for one purpose: to drain my balls as quickly and thoroughly as possible.

She pulled off with a wet pop, a string of saliva connecting her lips to my cockhead. “That’s it.” Her voice was rougher now, her perfectly composed lips wet with spit and precum, swollen from stretching around my shaft. “Give it to me. I want to taste what you’ve been saving. I want to swallow every drop.”

She swallowed me again. Deeper this time, her throat opening to take most of my length, her nose nearly brushing my pelvis. I felt my cockhead push past her gag reflex, her throat muscles clenching around me as she took me into her gullet. Her hand worked what she couldn’t reach, slick with her own saliva, pumping my base while her mouth worked my head.

After Astrid’s extended edging, I lasted approximately ninety seconds.

The orgasm hit like a train. I grabbed Linda’s silver-streaked hair—she moaned around my cock at the contact, the vibration making me groan—and erupted into her throat. The first spurt of cum shot directly down her gullet, then another, and another. She swallowed each pulse without missing a beat, her throat working rhythmically, milking my cock with her mouth as rope after rope of thick cum emptied into her.

She didn’t pull off. She took it all—every spurt, every drop—swallowing continuously as I emptied what felt like days of backed-up seed down her throat. Her lips stayed sealed around my shaft, her tongue lashing my sensitive head, drawing out the orgasm until I was shaking.

When it finally subsided, she pulled off slowly, dragging her lips up my shaft, sucking hard to pull the last drops from my softening cock. A strand of cum and saliva stretched between her lips and my tip as she sat back on her heels.

She wiped her lips with the back of her hand, her tongue darting out to catch a stray drop at the corner of her mouth. She looked at my softening, well-drained cock with something like satisfaction.

“Better?”

“Much.” I was boneless, melted into the heated table, my balls completely empty. “Though Astrid is going to be upset.”

“Astrid will recover.” Linda stood, straightening her skirt as if she hadn’t just swallowed a massive load. “You produce plenty. She’ll get her fill tomorrow.”

She retrieved her blouse and began buttoning it with the same efficiency she’d used to undo it. Her composure was sliding back into place, the hungry woman replaced by the professional manager.

“Linda.”

She paused, one button half-done.

“When is your consultation scheduled?”

Her dark eyes met mine. For a moment, I saw behind the walls she’d rebuilt—the fifteen years of watching, wanting, controlling. The woman who’d shattered beneath me in the study but hadn’t let herself fully explore what that meant.

“Day Nine.” Her voice was steady. “I’ve waited fifteen years. A few more days won’t kill me.”

“You don’t have to wait.”

“Yes.” She finished the button. “I do. Astrid has earned her window. The guests have paid for attention. When my turn comes—” Something flickered across her face. “I want your full focus. Not what’s left over.”

“You’ll have it.”

She nodded once. Then she was gone, heels clicking back toward the main inn, her posture perfectly controlled despite what we’d just done.

I lay on the massage table for another ten minutes, letting the heat seep into my bones, contemplating the household I’d inherited.

Sofia, pregnant and jealous and desperately in need of reassurance.

Astrid, counting down hours with Scandinavian precision.

Linda, managing everything including her own needs.

The Crawford twins, competitive and tender and demanding in their different ways.

Priya Sharma, afraid of wanting something she couldn’t put in a spreadsheet.

And me. Nathan Brooks. Carpenter turned innkeeper turned breeding consultant. The man all these women had chosen, or were choosing, or would choose if they let themselves.

Aunt Margot had known what she was doing when she left me this place.

I wasn’t sure if that was a blessing or a curse.

I cleaned myself up, dressed, and headed back to the inn. Isabelle was expecting her evening consultation in an hour. Victoria had requested time in the morning.

Astrid’s window opened tomorrow.

The week was halfway done, and I was already running on fumes.

But Astrid was right about one thing: this body was designed for exactly this purpose. I just had to trust the design.

And maybe get more sleep.


Chapter 6: Sister Act

Day four, and Isabelle Crawford was unraveling.

I could see it in the way she paced the parlor during lunch, her green eyes tracking Victoria’s every interaction with me. In the tightness of her jaw when her sister laughed at something I said. In the competitive tension that radiated from her athletic frame like heat from a furnace.

She wasn’t used to sharing. More specifically, she wasn’t used to not winning.

Victoria had scheduled her second consultation for early evening. I found her in her suite at the appointed time, sitting on the bed in a soft cotton robe, her wavy red hair loose around her shoulders. She’d been more relaxed since our first time together—more willing to meet my eyes, more confident in her own desirability.

“I wasn’t sure you’d come,” she said, then flushed at her own words. “I mean—I know you’re busy. The schedule—”

“I’m here.”

I crossed to her, took her hand. She smiled up at me with that hopeful uncertainty that made something twist in my chest. So different from her sister’s sharp competitiveness.

“I’ve been thinking about—”

The door slammed open.

Isabelle stood in the doorway, still in her day clothes—silk blouse, tailored riding pants, heeled boots that made her already tall frame even more imposing. Her sleek ponytail was immaculate, but her green eyes were wild.

“I’m done waiting.”

Victoria’s face went crimson. “Isabelle, this is my time—”

“Your time?” Isabelle stalked into the room, her boots striking the hardwood with each step. “We’re both here for the same reason, Victoria. We both want the same thing. Why are we pretending otherwise?”

“I’m not pretending anything. I just—”

“You just want him to yourself.” Isabelle’s voice was sharp. “Like everything else I’ve ever had. You sit there in your soft robe with your soft smile and you take what’s mine.”

“Nothing here is yours.” The words came out before I could stop them. Both twins turned to look at me. “Neither of you owns me. Neither of you has priority over the other.”

Isabelle’s eyes narrowed. “That’s not—”

“You’re not competing for a prize.” I stood, putting myself between them—not to separate them, but to draw their focus. “You’re both here because you want babies. You both have fertility windows that overlap. The biology doesn’t care which of you came first.”

“Easy for you to say.” Isabelle’s competitive fire flickered with something else—something that looked almost like fear. “You don’t have to wonder if you’re good enough. If you’re doing it right. If she’s getting something you’re not.”

“Is that what this is about?” Victoria’s voice was soft. “You’re worried I’m getting better treatment?”

“Don’t psychoanalyze me.”

“I’m not. I’m asking.” Victoria rose from the bed, her robe falling open slightly to reveal pale skin and the swell of her fuller breasts. “What do you need, Isabelle? What would make you feel like this is fair?”

Isabelle stared at her sister. For a moment, the alpha facade cracked, and I saw the terrified woman underneath—the one who measured her worth by winning, and didn’t know how to exist in a scenario where winning wasn’t possible.

“I need to see.” The words came out rough. “I need to see you with him. I need to know you’re not getting something I’m not.”

Victoria’s cheeks flushed deeper, but she didn’t look away. “And if you watch… you’ll feel better?”

“I don’t know.” Isabelle’s admission cost her something. “But I can’t keep wondering.”

I recognized the moment for what it was—a crack in the competitive armor, an opportunity to show both of them that the dynamic didn’t have to be zero-sum.

“Sit down,” I told Isabelle.

Her eyes snapped to me. “What?”

“The armchair. Sit down. You want to watch? Watch.”

Something flickered across her face—surprise, maybe. Arousal, definitely. She crossed to the armchair in the corner of the room, settled into it with deliberate grace, and crossed those endless freckled legs.

“Show me.”



Victoria’s breath was coming faster. She stood by the bed, her robe barely held together, watching me approach with wide green eyes.

“Is this okay?” I asked quietly.

“I—” She glanced at her sister in the armchair. “I don’t know. I’ve never—”

“Just focus on me.” I cupped her face, turned it back toward mine. “Your sister wants to watch. Let her. But this—” I kissed her gently. “This is about you.”

She melted into the kiss. Her hands found my chest, then slid lower, working at my belt. The robe fell open completely, revealing her softer body—the fuller breasts with pink nipples already hardening, the rounder hips, the gentle curve of her belly.

From the armchair, I heard Isabelle’s sharp intake of breath.

I undressed Victoria slowly, deliberately, narrating for the audience of one. “Your sister is beautiful,” I said, loud enough for Isabelle to hear. “These curves—” I traced my hands down Victoria’s sides. “Soft where she’s sharp. Full where she’s lean.”

Victoria whimpered. Praise was her weakness, and I was using it mercilessly.

“Get on the bed,” I told her. “On your back. Spread your legs.”

She obeyed. Her thighs fell open, revealing her pussy—pink and already glistening. Her green eyes stayed locked on mine as I stripped off my own clothes.

Isabelle shifted in the armchair. I glanced over to see her hand pressed between her crossed legs, her face flushed, her competitive mask cracking with arousal.

“Watch,” I told her. “This is what your sister gets.”

I knelt between Victoria’s thighs and lowered my mouth to her pussy.

Her cunt was already glistening, pink and swollen and wet with arousal. The moment my tongue touched her folds, she cried out—a sharp, desperate sound. Her hands fisted in my hair, yanking me closer, and her hips bucked up against my face, smearing her wetness across my chin.

I took my time. Long, slow strokes from her dripping entrance to her swollen clit, feeling her bud pulse against my tongue. I circled it, teased it, then dipped lower to thrust my tongue into her cunt, tasting her arousal—sweet and musky, flooding my mouth with each flick.

“Oh god—Nathan—” Her voice was breathy, overwhelmed. “Right there—don’t stop—your tongue feels so—”

I glanced sideways at Isabelle. She’d uncrossed her legs, one hand now pressed firmly between her thighs, grinding against her palm, her riding pants visibly dark with moisture. Her green eyes were fixed on where my mouth met her sister’s flesh, watching my tongue work Victoria’s pussy.

I ate Victoria until she came screaming, her thighs clamping around my head hard enough to hurt, her pussy pulsing against my tongue in rhythmic waves. I felt her gush into my mouth—a flood of hot, slick arousal that I swallowed eagerly. Her orgasm was loud, uninhibited—she’d stopped caring that her sister was watching, her whole body convulsing as she ground her cunt against my face.

When I pulled back, my face wet with her release, her cum dripping from my chin, Isabelle was breathing hard, her hand still working between her thighs.

“Now me.”

I rose from the bed. Crossed to the armchair. Looked down at the alpha twin with her wild eyes and desperate need.

“Stand up.”

She stood. Her legs trembled slightly—I’d never seen that before.

“Bend over the chaise lounge.”

Her pupils dilated. She walked to the chaise on unsteady heels, turned to face Victoria’s bed, and bent forward. Her hands gripped the velvet fabric. Her athletic ass in those tailored riding pants thrust back toward me.

I stepped behind her. Yanked the pants down to her thighs—no panties, of course—and exposed her dripping pussy. She was absolutely soaked, more wet than I’d ever seen her, her arousal running down her inner thighs, her pink lips swollen and gaping with need.

“You liked watching.” I ran my fingers through her slick folds, and she shuddered violently, her cunt clenching on nothing. “You liked seeing your sister come on my tongue.”

“Yes.” The word was torn from her. “Fuck—yes—please—”

I fisted my hand in her ponytail and drove into her in one brutal thrust, burying my cock to the hilt in her soaked cunt.

Isabelle screamed.

It wasn’t just the penetration—it was the angle, the force, the way my cock stretched her open so suddenly after watching her sister get eaten out. I fucked her hard and fast, one hand twisted in her red hair, the other gripping her hip hard enough to bruise, while she watched her sister lying satisfied on the bed.

“This is what you get,” I growled against her ear, slamming into her with each word. “Not better. Not worse. Different. What you need.”

“Harder—” She was already close. Watching Victoria had primed her, her pussy already twitching and clenching around my shaft. “Fuck me harder—pound my pussy—”

I obliged. The wet slap of my hips against her ass filled the room, mixing with the obscene squelch of her soaked cunt taking my cock. Victoria had propped herself up on her elbows, watching wide-eyed as her dominant sister got conquered, got fucked like a desperate slut.

I felt Isabelle’s pussy starting to clench—the telltale flutter of approaching orgasm. I pulled out before she could come.

She made a sound of pure frustrated agony—almost a sob. Her empty cunt clenched on nothing, her arousal dripping down her thighs. “No—don’t stop—please—I need—”

“Victoria’s turn.”

I left Isabelle bent over the chaise, trembling and unfulfilled, and returned to the bed. Victoria’s eyes were huge, her lips parted, her hand between her own legs.

“Your sister can wait,” I said, climbing over her. “She’s good at winning. She needs to learn how to lose.”

I entered Victoria slowly, her slick cunt parting to accept me inch by inch. Missionary, eyes locked—the gentleness was deliberate, a sharp contrast to how I’d just been brutally pounding her sister. Victoria wrapped her legs around me and pulled me deeper, her pussy clenching around my shaft as I bottomed out inside her.

“You’re so beautiful,” I murmured, starting to move with long, slow strokes. “So responsive. Every time I’m inside you, your whole body opens up. Your pussy grips me like it never wants to let go.”

“Don’t stop—” She was already climbing again, her cunt fluttering around my cock with each withdrawal. “Please—I’m close—I can feel it building—”

“Come for me, Victoria. Show your sister what it looks like when someone gets what they really need.”

From the chaise, Isabelle’s voice came hoarse and competitive, her hand still working between her thighs: “She’s louder than I was. Is she tighter too? Does her pussy feel better than mine?”

“Different,” I said without breaking rhythm, my cock sliding in and out of Victoria’s wet heat. “You’re both perfect in different ways.”

“Prove it.” Isabelle’s fingers were buried in her own cunt now, fucking herself while she watched. “Make her scream louder than I did.”

Victoria shattered. Her back arched off the bed, her legs tightened around my waist, and she came with a cry that echoed off the walls—louder than Isabelle, just as demanded. Her pussy clamped down on my cock in rhythmic waves, milking my shaft, her whole body convulsing. I felt her gush around me, hot arousal flooding our connection. I thrust through her orgasm, feeling her walls ripple—then just before I could follow her over the edge, I pulled out.

My cock emerged glistening with her cream, throbbing with denied release.

Victoria whimpered at the loss, her empty cunt clenching on nothing. “No—please—”

I was back to Isabelle in three strides.

She hadn’t moved from the chaise. She was shaking, her arousal dripping down her inner thighs in visible trails, her perfect ponytail completely ruined, her pussy gaping and empty and desperate.

“Ready?”

“Yes—god—please—I need it—”

I slammed back into her. No buildup, no gentleness. Just one brutal thrust that buried my cock to the balls in her soaked cunt while my hand stayed fisted in her hair.

“You want my cum?”

“Yes—fuck—yes—”

“Beg for it.”

“Please—” The alpha was gone completely. This was pure, desperate need. “Please come inside me. I need your cum. I need you to breed me. Fill my pussy—make me pregnant—please—I’ll do anything—”

I buried myself to the hilt, my cockhead pressed against her cervix, and let go.

The orgasm ripped through me with brutal intensity. The first spurt of cum painted her insides white, then another, and another—thick ropes of seed flooding her clenching pussy as I groaned into her neck. She screamed as she felt me filling her, her own orgasm finally triggering, her cunt spasming around my spurting cock.

“I feel it—oh fuck—I feel you pumping into me—so much cum—”

I kept cumming, kept pumping, my balls emptying into her well-fucked cunt. She collapsed forward onto the chaise, my cock still buried inside her, both of us shaking. Her pussy milked me through it, her kegel muscles working instinctively to draw every drop from my shaft.

I gave her thirty seconds, staying inside her, feeling her cunt pulse around my softening cock. Then I pulled out.

Cum immediately began pouring from her swollen, gaping pussy—thick white streams of my seed running down her thighs, dripping onto the velvet chaise. She didn’t move to stop it—she was too wrecked to do anything but lie there trembling, my load leaking from her well-bred cunt.

Victoria was watching from the bed, one hand between her own legs. Her green eyes, so similar to her sister’s but so different in expression, held something like wonder.

“My turn?” Her voice was small but certain.

I crossed back to her. I was still hard—watching both twins, both satisfied, both leaking my cum, kept me ready. I climbed onto the bed, positioned my cum-slicked cock at her entrance, and slid home. She was so wet I bottomed out in one smooth stroke.

“Eyes on me,” I told her. “Not her. Me.”

Victoria’s green gaze locked onto mine. I started to move—slow, deep, the tenderness she craved. She wrapped around me, arms and legs, pulling me closer, her pussy gripping my shaft with desperate need.

“I’m going to fill you up now,” I said, grinding against her cervix. “Going to give you exactly what I gave her. Equal. Fair. Your pussy is going to be flooded with my cum just like hers.”

“Yes—” Tears welled in her eyes—not sadness, just intensity. “Please—breed me—I want your baby too—”

I thrust deeper, grinding my pelvis against her swollen clit. She gasped, arched, her cunt starting to flutter around my cock.

“Come with me, Victoria. Let go. Feel me filling you up.”

She did. Her orgasm hit just as mine crested, and we crashed together—her pussy clamping down on my cock in rhythmic milking waves as I erupted inside her. Each pulse of my cum painted her walls white, flooding her cunt just as I’d flooded her sister’s. Her sobs were muffled against my shoulder as she felt me emptying into her, our bodies tangled on the expensive sheets.

“I feel it—” she gasped. “Oh god—every pulse—you’re so deep—”

I stayed inside her long after the last spurt, my cock plugging her cum-flooded pussy, letting her feel every pulse, every drop. She held onto me like she was afraid I’d disappear—or like she was trying to keep every bit of my seed trapped inside her where it belonged.

From the chaise, Isabelle finally stirred. She pulled her pants up, ran a trembling hand over her disheveled hair. When she spoke, her voice was hoarse.

“That was…” She trailed off. Tried again. “I understand now.”

Victoria turned her head to look at her sister. Something passed between them—something twin-specific that I couldn’t fully interpret. An acknowledgment, maybe. A truce.

“I’m not trying to take something from you,” Victoria said quietly. “I never was.”

“I know.” Isabelle’s competitive fire had dimmed to something softer. “I know you weren’t. I just—” She shook her head. “I don’t know how to not compete. It’s all I know.”

“You don’t have to compete here.” I finally pulled out of Victoria, watching my cum begin to leak from her satisfied pussy. “There’s enough for both of you. Always.”

The twins shared another look. Then Isabelle did something I’d never seen from her—she smiled. Actually smiled, without the competitive edge.

“Same time tomorrow?” she asked.

Victoria laughed, surprising all of us. “Maybe we could try taking turns like normal people.”

“Where’s the fun in that?”

I gathered my clothes, leaving them to their sisterly reconciliation. At the door, I paused.

“Pillows under your hips. Both of you. Twenty minutes minimum.”

They nodded. I stepped into the hallway—

And found Priya Sharma frozen three feet away.

She was in her silk pajamas, clearly having been walking somewhere when she stopped. Her dark eyes were huge behind her glasses, her rich brown skin flushed with something that wasn’t embarrassment.

She’d seen. Not everything, but enough. Through the partially open door, she’d watched me alternate between two beautiful women. Watched them both surrender. Watched me fill them both with cum.

Our eyes met.

The heat that passed between us was palpable. I saw her throat work as she swallowed. Saw her hand press against her stomach. Saw the exact moment she realized she was wet.

Then she fled.

Her footsteps retreated rapidly down the hallway. I heard a door slam—her room.

I stood in the dim corridor, contemplating what I’d seen in her eyes. Fear, yes. Analytical panic at witnessing something outside her spreadsheets. But underneath that—

Want. Pure, desperate, entirely unoptimized want.

She was close. Whatever walls she’d built around her desires, they were cracking. The question was whether she’d let them fall—or shore them up and run back to her safe, calculated life.

I hoped she’d choose to stay.

But that choice had to be hers.



Sleep didn’t come easy that night. My body was exhausted—three women, multiple orgasms, the emotional labor of managing competitive dynamics. But my mind kept returning to Priya’s face in the hallway. The heat in her dark eyes. The way she’d pressed her hand against her stomach like she could physically contain what she was feeling.

Around midnight, I heard footsteps in the corridor outside my room. Soft, hesitant, stopping near my door.

I waited.

The footsteps retreated.

In her room at the end of the hall, Priya Sharma wasn’t sleeping either. I’d have bet money on it. She was lying in her expensive sheets, replaying what she’d seen, fighting with herself about what it made her feel.

The analytical mind versus the primal body. The safe choice versus the terrifying desire.

Tomorrow, I’d find her. Talk to her. Give her the space to choose.

Tonight, I let sleep finally claim me.

The week was only half over, and I was already running on empty. But something told me the hardest parts were still ahead.


Chapter 7: Breakthrough

I found Priya on the wrap-around porch at dawn.

She was curled into one of the Adirondack chairs, wrapped in a blanket from her room, staring at the fog that curled through the overgrown rose garden. Dark circles shadowed her eyes. Her black hair was loose and tangled—the severe ponytail abandoned sometime during her sleepless night.

She didn’t look up when the screen door creaked.

“I made coffee.” I held out a mug. “Figured you could use some.”

Her dark eyes flicked to me, then away. But she took the mug, wrapping both hands around it like a lifeline.

I settled into the chair beside her. The morning was cool, the fog thick enough to taste. Somewhere in the garden, birds were starting their pre-dawn chorus.

We sat in silence for a long time.

“I saw you.” Her voice was rough—not from sleep, but from the lack of it. “Last night. With them.”

“I know.”

“The door was open. Not all the way, but enough.” She took a sip of coffee, her hands trembling slightly. “I wasn’t trying to spy. I was just walking past and then I heard—” She stopped. Swallowed. “I stopped.”

“You could have kept walking.”

“I couldn’t.” The admission seemed to cost her something. “I wanted to. My brain was screaming at me to leave. But my body—” She shook her head. “I stood there and watched. Like a voyeur. Like some kind of—”

“Like someone who was curious.”

Her eyes finally met mine. In the gray morning light, they looked almost black—deep pools of intelligence and fear and something else. Something hungry.

“I’ve never done anything like this.” The words came out in a rush, like she’d been holding them all night. “Any of this. Coming to a place like this, paying for—for what you do. Standing in a hallway watching two women get—” She couldn’t say it. “I’ve built my entire life on planning. Optimization. Making rational decisions based on complete information. And this—”

“Isn’t rational.”

“No.” She laughed, but it wasn’t amused. “It’s the least rational thing I’ve ever considered. Do you know what I do for a living? I’m a data scientist. I built algorithms for a company worth three billion dollars. I optimize systems. I find inefficiencies and I eliminate them.” She gestured at herself. “This? Standing in a hallway watching strangers have sex and getting so wet I had to change my underwear? That’s not optimal. That’s chaos.”

“But you’re still here.”

She stared at me. The fog swirled around the garden, obscuring and revealing the overgrown roses in turns.

“I should have left yesterday. When I asked Linda to postpone my consultation, I should have just gone home. Back to my apartment and my routines and my quarterly projections for my personal life.” She laughed again, bitter this time. “Did you know I scheduled losing my virginity? Junior year of college. I blocked out the weekend after finals so it wouldn’t impact my GPA. Optimal timing.”

“Was it good?”

“It was efficient.” She took another sip of coffee. “He was a good choice. Computer science major, similar schedule, no romantic expectations. We had sex three times over the weekend to ensure a complete experience, then went back to being study partners.”

“That sounds…”

“Sad? Pathetic?” She shrugged. “It made sense at the time. It still makes sense, logically. Emotional entanglement is a variable that introduces unpredictability. I’ve always eliminated variables like that.”

“Is that what you’re doing here? Eliminating variables?”

She was quiet for a long moment. The fog had begun to thin, early sunlight turning it gold at the edges.

“I thought so. When I booked this trip, I had a plan. Find a discreet service. Get pregnant without the complications of a relationship. Return to my normal life with a baby on the way and no messy attachments.” She looked down at her hands, at the coffee mug she was clutching. “But then I got here and I saw you. With Sofia. The way you touched her. The way she looked at you.”

“And?”

“And I realized I didn’t want efficient.” Her voice cracked. “I wanted—I don’t know what I wanted. I still don’t. But it wasn’t what I planned. It was something I couldn’t optimize or schedule or control. And that terrifies me.”

I set my coffee down on the arm of my chair. “Priya.”

She looked up.

“What happened last night—what you saw—that wasn’t about efficiency either. Isabelle and Victoria came here wanting synchronized pregnancies. Very logical. Very planned. But what actually happened was about jealousy and need and competition and surrender. Human things. Messy things.”

“But you handled it.”

“I navigated it. There’s a difference.” I reached over and took her hand. She flinched, then relaxed into the contact. “This place isn’t a spreadsheet. The women who come here aren’t variables to be optimized. They’re people, with fears and desires and needs that don’t always make sense.”

“And you give them what they need.”

“I try.”

Her fingers tightened around mine. “What if I don’t know what I need? What if my brain has been running the show for so long that I can’t even hear what my body wants anymore?”

“Then we start there.” I stood, pulling her gently to her feet. The blanket fell away, revealing silk pajamas that clung to curves her corporate armor usually hid. “Come on. I want to show you something.”



The garden was magical in the morning fog.

We walked along stone paths that I’d been releveling over the past few weeks. My competence-porn on display, though subtly—straightened stepping stones, reinforced trellises, trimmed hedges emerging from years of neglect.

Priya noticed. Her analytical mind couldn’t help categorizing the improvements.

“You’ve done a lot of work.”

“Place was falling apart when I inherited it. Still is, in some ways. But there’s good bones here.”

“Aunt Margot?”

“You’ve heard the story.”

“Catherine mentioned her.” Priya’s voice was careful. “She said your aunt ran this place for decades. That she was—” She hesitated. “Revolutionary, in her way.”

“She had a vision. Wealthy women who wanted babies without the complications of relationships or the judgment of society. A safe place where they could get what they needed, discretely and professionally.”

“And you inherited that vision.”

“I inherited a crumbling Victorian and eighty thousand dollars of debt. The vision came with it.”

We reached the greenhouse—a glass structure at the far end of the garden, filled with orchids and humidity and the green smell of growing things. I held the door for Priya, and she stepped inside.

The warmth wrapped around us immediately. Condensation beaded on the glass walls, and tropical flowers cascaded from hanging baskets. It was like stepping into another world.

“This is beautiful,” she breathed.

“Sofia keeps it going. Says the herbs and flowers she grows here make her cooking special.” I moved deeper into the humid space, Priya following. “But I think she just likes having something that’s hers. Something beautiful she can nurture.”

“Like you nurture her.”

I turned. Priya stood among the orchids, her dark skin glowing in the soft light, her loose black hair tangled around her shoulders. Without her corporate armor, without her analytical defenses, she looked young. Vulnerable. Beautiful.

“I care about her,” I said simply. “She’s carrying my child. Of course I nurture her.”

“Is that what it is? Just biology?”

“No.” I took a step toward her. “It’s not just biology. But the biology matters. Creating life with someone—it creates a connection whether you plan for it or not.”

“And if I did this—” She swallowed. “If I went through with the consultation. Would there be a connection? With me?”

“There already is.”

Her eyes widened. “We haven’t even—”

“Connection isn’t just sex, Priya. It’s standing on a porch at dawn listening to someone spill their fears. It’s walking through a foggy garden while they process their chaos. It’s watching their analytical brain try to categorize something that doesn’t fit in any category.”

“I don’t—”

I took her hand. She didn’t pull away.

“You came here with a plan. The plan fell apart. Now you’re standing in a greenhouse at six AM with a man who breeds women for a living, and you don’t know what to do next.”

“I really don’t.” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“What does your body want?”

“I—”

“Not your brain. Your body. Right now, in this moment, what does it want?”

Her dark eyes searched mine. I watched the war play out across her features—the analytical mind trying to optimize, the buried instincts fighting to be heard.

Then she kissed me.

It wasn’t calculated. It wasn’t efficient. It was desperate, clumsy, her small hands fisting in my shirt as she pressed herself against me. All the tension of the past days—the watching, the wanting, the fighting with herself—poured out in the press of her lips.

I kissed her back. Gently at first, letting her set the pace. Then more firmly when her tongue slid against mine and her moan vibrated between us.

Her body was soft against mine. Those surprisingly large breasts crushed against my chest. Her hips pressed forward, seeking friction. She was trembling—not from cold, not from fear. From pure want.

I could have taken her right there. Bent her over the potting bench. Hiked up those silk pajamas and buried myself inside her. She was ready—I could feel the heat between her legs even through our clothes.

But that wasn’t what she needed.

I broke the kiss.

Priya made a sound of protest, her hands clutching at my shirt. “Don’t stop—”

“Not here.” I cupped her face, made her look at me. “Not like this.”

“Why?” Her voice was ragged. “I want—”

“I know what you want. But if I take you now, your brain is going to rationalize it as impulse. Bad decision-making. A moment of weakness you can analyze and dismiss.”

Understanding flickered in her dark eyes.

“When you come to me—” I pressed my forehead to hers. “It needs to be a choice. A real choice, not a reaction to chaos. You need to decide, formally and completely, that this is what you want. That you’re choosing it. Not because you watched something that turned you on, not because the fog was pretty, not because I kissed you in a greenhouse.”

“Because I want it.”

“Because you want it.”

She was quiet for a long moment. Her breathing slowly steadied. The analytical mind reasserted itself, but I could see something new in her expression—respect for the instincts she’d been ignoring.

“You could have had me right now.”

“I know.”

“Any other man would have.”

“I’m not any other man.” I stepped back, releasing her face but keeping her hand. “I’ll walk you back to the inn. When you’re ready—really ready—I’ll be here.”

We walked back through the garden in silence. The fog had lifted fully now, morning sun warming the damp grass. Priya’s hand stayed in mine the whole way.

At the inn’s back door, she paused.

“I’m going to book my consultation.”

“Take your time.”

“No.” Her voice was steadier now. Certain. “I’ve been taking my time my whole life. Planning and optimizing and eliminating variables. But some things can’t be optimized. Some things you just have to choose.” She met my eyes. “I’m choosing. Day Eight. Tomorrow.”

“You’re sure?”

“I’m terrified.” She smiled—the first real smile I’d seen from her. “But I’m also sure. For maybe the first time in my life, I’m going to want something without planning it to death first.”

She squeezed my hand once, then disappeared into the inn.

I stood in the morning sunshine, watching her go. Tomorrow would be interesting.



I found Linda in the study an hour later, updating the schedule book.

“Priya Sharma wants to book for Day Eight.”

Linda didn’t look up. “I assumed she would. The greenhouse isn’t as private as you think.”

“You watched?”

“I observe. It’s different.” She made a notation with her efficient pen. “She’s ready. The transformation has begun.”

“She’s scared.”

“So was I.” Linda finally met my eyes. Something passed between us—acknowledgment of what she’d surrendered in this same room, what it had cost her, what she’d gained. “Fear isn’t a reason not to proceed. Sometimes it’s a reason to.”

“Is that wisdom or fortune cookie philosophy?”

“It’s experience.” She returned to her scheduling. “Day Eight is open. Astrid’s window closes by evening, and the twins have their final sessions in the morning. Priya can have the afternoon.”

“And your consultation?”

Linda’s pen paused. Her silver-streaked hair caught the morning light, and for a moment I saw the woman beneath the manager—the one who’d watched and wanted for fifteen years.

“Day Nine. As scheduled.” She resumed writing. “I’ve waited this long. I can wait one more day.”

I left her to her logistics and headed upstairs to sleep. My body was exhausted, but my mind was already running through the days ahead.

Astrid’s window opened tomorrow. She’d been tracking her cycle with Scandinavian precision, and she wouldn’t accept anything less than complete dedication.

The twins had their final consultations—Isabelle demanding, Victoria tender, both hoping for the pregnancies that would make this trip worthwhile.

Priya was booking her breakthrough. The analytical woman choosing chaos.

And Linda waited, ever patient, ever watching, for the moment when she’d finally get her turn.

Four days. Four women with immediate needs. Plus Sofia, pregnant and jealous and requiring constant reassurance.

I fell into bed and was asleep before my head hit the pillow.

But not before I caught a glimpse through my cracked door.

Priya was in the hallway, still clutching the consultation paperwork she’d signed with Linda. Her hand trembled slightly, but her face held that new certainty—the choice finally made.

Astrid passed her, heading toward her own room. The Swedish masseuse barely glanced at Priya, but I caught the slight narrowing of those ice-blue eyes when she noticed the consultation paperwork in Priya’s hand. Her window opened tomorrow, and that Scandinavian gaze made one thing clear: she wasn’t sharing that day with anyone.

Tomorrow was going to be a very long day.


Chapter 8: Astrid’s Day

Astrid appeared at my door at 6 AM.

She wore nothing but a silk robe, champagne-colored and thin enough to show every line of her athletic body. Her white-blonde hair was loose for once, cascading over her shoulders like pale silk. Her ice-blue eyes held the focused intensity of someone who’d been planning this moment for months.

“It’s time.”

No greeting. No pleasantries. Just two words and the certainty of a woman who’d tracked her cycle with scientific precision.

She held up her phone, showing me the fertility app. Peak ovulation: next 24 hours. Temperature elevated. All systems optimal.

“I’ve prepared the massage room,” she continued, stepping past me into the hallway. “You’ll follow me.”

It wasn’t a request.



The massage room had been transformed.

Candles lined every surface, casting warm light across the hardwood floors. Premium oils were arranged in neat rows—some for massage, some for other purposes. The table had been heated to exactly the right temperature. Fresh towels were stacked with military precision.

Astrid’s domain. Her rules.

She closed the door behind us and let the robe fall.

Her body was everything I’d been denied during that torturous edging session. Athletic, lean, impossibly proportioned. Her endless legs seemed even longer in the candlelight. Her natural C-cups sat perfectly on her toned chest, pale pink nipples already hardening. Her tiny waist flared into subtle hips, and the neat strip of white-blonde hair above her pussy confirmed she was a natural blonde.

“Strip,” she said.

I undressed while she watched. Her ice-blue eyes tracked each piece of clothing as it hit the floor—my shirt, my belt, my jeans. When I stepped out of my boxers, her gaze dropped to my cock and stayed there.

“Good.” She nodded with clinical approval. “You’ve been saving yourself. The volume should be optimal.”

“You’re welcome.”

“Don’t be smug.” But her lips curved slightly. “On the table. Face up.”

I settled onto the heated surface. The warmth seeped into my muscles immediately—she’d calibrated it perfectly. The ceiling was lost in shadows above the candlelight, and for a moment I felt suspended, waiting.

Then Astrid climbed onto the table with me.

She straddled my hips without taking me inside her, settling her wet heat against my shaft. Her athletic thighs gripped my sides as she reached for the oil.

“This is a reverse massage,” she explained, pouring warm oil into her palms. “Traditional Swedish technique, modified for our purposes. The goal is full-body stimulation followed by optimal positioning for conception.”

“Clinical.”

“Effective.” She began spreading oil across my chest. “The female orgasm creates contractions that draw sperm toward the cervix. Multiple orgasms are even better. I intend to come at least three times before I accept your deposit.”

“Ambitious.”

“Efficient.” She leaned forward, sliding her oiled breasts across my chest. The sensation was slick, warm, electric. “The male orgasm is enhanced by prolonged arousal. I’ll be bringing you close multiple times before allowing release. This maximizes volume and motility.”

“You’ve done research.”

“I’ve done extensive research.” She ground her pussy against my cock, coating it with her arousal mixed with the oil. “I’ve been planning this for three months. Tracking my cycles. Optimizing my diet. Preparing my body for conception.”

She rose up on her knees and repositioned, her wet pussy hovering over my straining cock. When she sank down onto me, she took me inch by inch, her tight cunt stretching to accept my thickness, her ice-blue eyes rolling back at the stretch.

“Optimal depth,” she gasped, her pussy gripping my shaft like a wet fist. “This angle allows for—”

“Astrid.”

She looked down at me, my cock buried to the hilt inside her.

“Stop narrating and start fucking.”

Her pale cheeks flushed pink. Then she smiled—a real smile, not her clinical mask—and began to move.



What followed was unlike anything I’d experienced at the inn.

Astrid fucked like an athlete. Every movement was precise, purposeful, designed for maximum effect. Her dancer’s muscles flexed beneath pale, sweat-sheened skin as she rolled her hips, lifting until only my cockhead remained inside her grasping cunt before dropping back down with a wet slap.

“This position allows for the deepest penetration,” she said, breathless now, her pussy making obscene squelching sounds with each stroke. “The angle of entry—”

I grabbed her hips and thrust up hard, burying myself to the balls.

Her clinical commentary dissolved into a moan of pure pleasure. Her head fell back, white-blonde hair cascading down her spine, and her pussy clenched around me involuntarily, rippling along my shaft.

“Better,” I said.

“Shut up.” But she was grinning as she picked up the pace, her soaked cunt gripping and releasing my cock with each bounce.

She rode me with sustained intensity, her athletic body moving in ways that showcased every hour of yoga and dance training. Her endless pale legs flexed with each movement, her thighs gripping my hips. Her C-cups bounced hypnotically, small but perfectly firm, her pink nipples hard points in the candlelight. The oil made everything slick—her body gliding against mine, our joining wet and obscene, the sound of her cunt slurping around my cock filling the room.

“I’m close,” she gasped, her pussy starting to flutter around my shaft. “First one coming—don’t you dare finish before me—I need to come on your cock—”

I grabbed her hips harder and changed the angle, grinding her swollen clit against my pelvis with each thrust, feeling the slick bud pulse against me.

Astrid came with a sharp cry.

Her whole body shuddered, every athletic muscle tensing. Her pussy clamped down on my cock in rhythmic waves, milking me with Scandinavian efficiency, her cunt spasming and squeezing as if trying to pull my cum out by force. Her ice-blue eyes rolled back and her mouth fell open in a silent scream, and for one perfect moment, all that clinical precision dissolved into pure animal release. I felt her gush around my cock—a flood of hot arousal that soaked my shaft and ran down to pool beneath us.

She collapsed forward onto my chest, panting, her pussy still twitching around my buried cock. I could feel her heartbeat racing against my skin.

“One,” she breathed against my neck, her cunt giving one more rippling squeeze. “Two more. Then you fill me up.”

Before I could respond, she was moving again, her well-fucked pussy already starting to clench toward her next orgasm.



The second position was ambitious.

Astrid dismounted with a wet squelch, my cock slipping from her flooded cunt trailing strings of her arousal. She turned around and settled back onto me in reverse cowgirl, taking my slick shaft back into her pussy with a satisfied moan. But that wasn’t enough for her. She leaned back, bracing her hands on my chest, and slowly—impossibly—lifted both legs until they pointed straight at the ceiling.

Full split. While impaled on my cock. Her pussy stretched even tighter at this angle, gripping me like a vise.

“Flexibility demonstration,” she said, her voice only slightly strained, her cunt pulsing around my shaft. “This position allows for—”

I thrust up hard, my cockhead slamming against her cervix.

Her demonstration turned into a desperate moan. The angle was insane—she was completely spread, completely vulnerable, her pussy stretched wide around my cock, and I was buried so deep I could feel her cervix kissing my tip with each stroke.

“Oh god—” She abandoned the split, planting her feet on the table, and started bouncing on my cock with desperate intensity. “Right there—don’t move—let me—fuck—”

I grabbed her hips and let her use me, let her ride my cock like she was trying to break herself on it. Her small, tight athletic ass slapped against my pelvis as she took what she needed, her blonde hair swinging with each movement, her moans echoing off the walls, her pussy making wet, obscene sounds as it swallowed my cock again and again.

Her second orgasm hit harder than the first.

She screamed this time—actually screamed, the sound raw and primal—her whole body going rigid before convulsing around me. Her pussy milked my cock in brutal waves that lasted longer than before, her cunt spasming and clenching so hard I could barely move inside her. I felt her squirt this time—a hot flood that soaked my cock and ran down my balls, pooling on the table beneath us.

“Two,” she gasped when she could finally speak, her pussy still twitching around my shaft. “Almost there. One more and then I drain you.”



For the third position, she needed me on top.

She arranged herself on the massage table with her legs spread wide, her pink, swollen pussy gaping and dripping from two orgasms, her hips elevated on a folded towel. Classic missionary, but her flexibility turned it into something else entirely—she grabbed her ankles and pulled them toward her shoulders, folding herself in half, presenting her cunt completely.

“This angle provides optimal cervical access,” she said. The clinical tone was back, but her voice shook, and her pussy clenched visibly on nothing, desperate to be filled again. “When you finish, the position will facilitate—”

I entered her in one hard thrust, burying my cock to the balls in her well-fucked cunt.

Her explanation died in her throat. Her eyes went wide, her lips parted, and she made a sound that was pure primal need—half moan, half sob.

I took my time now. Long, deep strokes that pulled almost all the way out—until just my cockhead remained gripped by her pussy lips—before driving home again. I could feel every inch of her around me—tight, wet, hot, her walls clenching with each withdrawal like she was desperately trying to keep my cock inside her.

“You’ve been waiting for this,” I said, grinding against her clit at the deepest point, my cockhead pressed against her cervix. “Months of tracking. Weeks of edging. All for this moment. All to feel me pump my cum into your fertile little cunt.”

“Yes—” She could barely form words, her pussy fluttering around my shaft. “Please—”

“Please what?”

“Please breed me.” The clinical mask was gone entirely, replaced by raw, primal need. “I need it. I’ve needed it for so long. Since the audition—since you passed—I’ve been waiting and wanting and now I need you to fill me with your cum—”

I thrust harder, my cock slamming into her cervix. Her words dissolved into desperate moans.

“Need me to what, Astrid?”

“Fill me up.” Her hips bucked up to meet each thrust, her pussy squelching obscenely. “Come inside me. Give me your baby. I’ve planned everything—tracked everything—please—I need to feel your cock pumping me full—”

I grabbed her ankles, spreading her even wider, her flexibility allowing me to fold her nearly in half as I started fucking her with the intensity she’d been craving. Hard, fast, deep strokes that made the massage table creak beneath us, my balls slapping against her ass, my cock driving into her depths again and again.

Astrid’s third orgasm built like a wave.

I felt it coming—the way her pussy started fluttering around my shaft in quickening pulses, the way her breathing went ragged, the way her ice-blue eyes lost focus. I angled for her g-spot and ground my pelvis against her swollen clit simultaneously.

“Now,” I ordered. “Come for me now. Come on my cock while I breed you.”

She shattered.

Her scream echoed off the walls, raw and primal. Her legs locked around my hips, pulling me impossibly deep, her ankles crossed behind my back. Her pussy clenched in waves so strong I couldn’t have pulled out if I wanted to—her cunt milking my cock with desperate, spasming contractions, trying to pull the cum from my balls by force.

I let go.

The orgasm ripped through me with three days of saved intensity. The first pulse erupted from my cock with almost painful force, painting her cervix white with thick, hot cum. Then another spurt, and another—each one flooding her clenching cunt with more seed than I’d ever produced. I groaned against her neck, my hips jerking involuntarily with each rope of cum, flooding her with everything I had.

Astrid moaned with each pulse, her pussy milking me, drawing every drop deep into her body. “I feel it—oh god—you’re pumping so much into me—I can feel every spurt—you’re so deep—”

I kept coming. The edging, the saving, the anticipation—it all poured out now, my cock throbbing and pulsing inside her, spurting rope after rope of cum into her fertile pussy until I had absolutely nothing left. My balls clenched and emptied completely, flooding her cunt until I could feel my own seed squishing around my shaft.

When the last pulse finally faded, I stayed buried inside her, my cock plugging her cum-flooded pussy. Her legs remained locked around my hips, her kegel muscles still clenching rhythmically, milking my softening cock for every last drop, her cunt working to pull my seed deeper.

“Don’t move,” she whispered, her voice wrecked. “Stay inside me. Keep your cum in me. The position facilitates—”

“I know.” I kissed her forehead, my cock still twitching weakly inside her flooded pussy. “I’m not going anywhere. Every drop stays where I put it.”

We stayed connected for ten minutes. Her pussy would clench occasionally, pulling at my softening cock, keeping my massive load trapped inside her. I could feel how full she was—my cum warm and thick inside her, her cunt overflowing but her muscles working to hold it in. Her ice-blue eyes were soft now, warm in a way I’d never seen from her.

“That was optimal,” she said finally, her pussy giving one more squeeze around my spent cock.

“That was amazing.”

“Also optimal.” She smiled—genuine, unguarded. “How long until you’re ready again? I need more. I need you to fill me again.”

“Give me twenty minutes.”

“I’ll give you fifteen.”



She gave me twenty, but only because she spent the time arranging pillows beneath her hips—keeping my cum pooled against her cervix—and tracking her temperature on the app.

The second round happened on the massage table again, but this time she wanted it from behind. She positioned herself on all fours, presenting her small athletic ass, her swollen, well-fucked pussy still dripping with my first load. She looked over her shoulder with challenge in her ice-blue eyes.

“This position allows for deep penetration and—”

I entered her without waiting for the rest, my cock sliding into her cum-slick cunt with an obscene squelch.

The clinical descriptions stopped coming after that. She was too busy moaning, her face pressed against the table, too busy pushing her ass back against my thrusts to take me deeper, too busy begging me to breed her again.

“Harder—fuck—harder—” She slammed back against me, her athletic ass slapping against my pelvis. “I can feel your cum from before—it’s so deep—give me more—”

I grabbed her hips and pounded into her, my cock driving through the cum I’d already deposited, pushing it deeper into her with each thrust. The wet, obscene sounds of fucking filled the room—the squelch of her cum-flooded cunt, the slap of flesh on flesh, her desperate moans.

I came inside her while she was in the middle of her fourth orgasm—or maybe fifth, they’d started blending together. My cock pulsed and spurted, adding a fresh load to the cum already filling her. She screamed into the table as she felt more seed flooding her already-stuffed pussy.

“I can feel it—oh god—there’s so much—my pussy is overflowing—”

She collapsed forward onto the table, my cock still buried inside her, both of us gasping. Cum leaked out around my shaft, running down her thighs.

“Again,” she demanded when she caught her breath, her pussy clenching weakly around my softening cock. “I need more.”

“I need longer than fifteen minutes this time.”

“Fine. I’ll massage you while you recover. That’s what the oils are for.”



The third round happened around noon.

She’d given me a legitimate massage—actually therapeutic, working out the tension in my shoulders and back. The problem was that she kept brushing her naked body against mine, her firm tits dragging across my skin, her wet pussy leaving trails of arousal and leaked cum on my thighs. By the time she finished, I was rock hard again, my cock standing at attention.

She climbed onto my lap facing away from me, her back against my chest, and slowly lowered her well-fucked pussy onto my cock. Her cunt was loose and sloppy now, flooded with two loads of my cum, but her kegel muscles worked to grip me as she sank down with a satisfied moan. Then she leaned back, her head resting on my shoulder, her white-blonde hair tickling my neck, and started to move.

“Optimal angle for sperm retention,” she murmured against my ear, her hips rolling lazily, my cock stirring through the cum already inside her. “The gravity assists with—”

I reached around to palm her firm breasts, her pink nipples hardening against my palms. She gasped and lost her train of thought completely.

This one was slower. Less frantic. She rode me with languid rolls of her hips, her tight ass grinding against my pelvis, while I explored her body with oiled hands—her firm C-cups, her toned stomach, her swollen, sensitive clit. I rubbed her bud in slow circles while she fucked herself on my cock, and she whimpered with each stroke.

When she came this time, it was gentler—a long sustained wave that had her trembling in my arms, her pussy fluttering around my shaft in rippling contractions, her whole body shaking as pleasure washed through her.

I came soon after, my cock pulsing inside her, adding a third load to her cum-stuffed pussy. The sensation of cumming into her already-flooded cunt was incredible—I could feel my fresh seed mixing with the cum already inside her, filling her completely.

She stayed in my lap afterward, my softening cock still plugged inside her, keeping everything in. Both of us watched the candles burn low, her pussy occasionally clenching to remind me she was still full of my cum.

“That should be sufficient,” she said eventually. Her voice was hoarse from hours of moaning, and there was a deep, satisfied quality to it that I’d never heard before. “Three deposits during peak fertility. My pussy is so full I can feel it. The probability of conception is excellent.”

“Glad I could help.”

She laughed—actually laughed, bright and surprised. “You’re not what I expected, Nathan. When the staff voted you in, I was… skeptical. Your credentials were minimal. Your experience was nonexistent.”

“And now?”

“Now I understand why Margot left you this place.” She turned her head to kiss my jaw. “You see what people need. Not just what they want—what they need. The twins needed different things. Sofia needs reassurance. Priya needs permission. And I—”

“Needed someone to match your intensity.”

“Yes.” She shifted, finally letting me slip out of her. Cum immediately began leaking down her thighs, and she pressed her hand against her pussy to keep more inside. “I needed someone who wouldn’t let me turn this into a clinical exercise. Someone who’d make me feel it.”

“Did you feel it?”

Her ice-blue eyes met mine. Soft. Warm. Almost vulnerable.

“I felt everything.”



Evening found me in the study, barely conscious.

Three rounds with Astrid. Each more intense than the last. My body was running on empty, and I still had days to go before the twins left, before Priya’s consultation, before Linda’s long-awaited turn.

Sofia appeared in the doorway.

She was still in her kitchen clothes—thin blouse straining over her breasts, flowing skirt, bare feet. Her hand rested on her belly in that unconscious gesture that had become constant.

“Long day?” Her voice was casual, but her eyes weren’t.

“You could say that.”

She crossed the room and settled into my lap. I gathered her curves against me automatically, my arms wrapping around her despite my exhaustion.

“I heard,” she said quietly. “The massage room isn’t soundproofed.”

“Sofia—”

“I’m not angry.” She sounded surprised by this. “I thought I would be. All day, I was preparing to be angry. Jealous. Possessive. But then I heard her—screaming your name, begging you to breed her—and I just felt…”

“What?”

“Proud.” She looked up at me with those warm brown eyes. “Proud that you’re mine. That I was first. That I’m carrying your baby while you give these other women what they need.”

“That’s… unexpected.”

“I know.” She laughed softly. “The hormones are doing strange things to my brain. Yesterday I wanted to claw Astrid’s eyes out. Today I want to hear all about it.”

“All about it?”

“How did she feel?” Sofia shifted in my lap, her thick thighs pressing against mine. “Different from me?”

“Very different. Athletic where you’re soft. Clinical where you’re passionate. She tracked her ovulation with apps and announced optimal angles for conception.”

Sofia snorted. “That sounds like Astrid.”

“But when she let go—” I traced my hand down Sofia’s side, feeling her curves. “When she stopped trying to optimize and just felt—she was beautiful. Desperate. Needy in a way she never lets herself be.”

“And did you fill her up? Like you filled me?”

The question wasn’t jealous. It was curious. Maybe even aroused.

“Three times.”

Sofia’s breath caught. Her hand, still resting on her belly, pressed harder.

“Good.” Her voice had dropped to that husky register I knew well. “She deserves it. She’s waited long enough.”

“Are you sure you’re okay with this?”

She looked at me for a long moment. Then she kissed me—soft, sweet, claiming in a different way than usual.

“I’m the first,” she said against my lips. “I’m carrying your baby. Whatever you give the others, I have something they don’t. That’s enough.”

I held her until she fell asleep in my lap, her curves warm against me, her black curls tickling my chin.

Outside the study window, the sun was setting on Day Seven.

Tomorrow, Priya would make her choice.

The day after, Linda would finally get her turn.

And somewhere in the inn, Astrid was probably tracking her temperature and calculating conception probability.

The week wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 9: Priya’s Choice

Priya arrived at the Wellness Wing at four in the afternoon.

I barely recognized her.

Gone was the corporate armor—the structured blazers, the silk blouses buttoned to the throat, the designer glasses that formed a barrier between her and the world. In their place: a simple sundress in soft yellow that clung to curves her professional clothes had hidden. Her long black hair was loose for the first time since she’d arrived, cascading past her shoulders to her mid-back. Her feet were bare, delicate toes painted a bold red that seemed completely out of character.

She looked young. Soft. Terrified.

She stood in the doorway of the consultation suite, hands clutching the fabric of her dress like she might bolt at any moment.

“I came.” Her voice was barely a whisper.

“I see that.”

“I wasn’t sure I would. I walked back and forth in the hallway four times. I almost went back to my room twice.” She laughed nervously. “My brain kept trying to find reasons not to. Risk assessment. Outcome optimization. Variable analysis.”

“What made you stay?”

“The greenhouse.” Her dark eyes met mine. “When you kissed me, I felt something I haven’t felt in—” She shook her head. “Maybe ever. Something that didn’t require analysis. Something that just was.”

I crossed to her slowly, giving her time to retreat if she needed to. She didn’t.

“You dressed differently,” I observed.

“I thought—” She gestured at herself. “This isn’t me. This is me trying to be someone who does things like this. Someone spontaneous. Someone who doesn’t overthink everything.”

“Priya.”

She looked up.

“Stop trying to be someone else.”

Her brow furrowed. “But you said—”

“I said when you were ready, I’d be here.” I reached out and took her hand. “The woman who made Stanford’s dean list while working two jobs is ready. The tech executive who built algorithms worth billions is ready. The person who scheduled her own virginity because she didn’t know any other way to approach intimacy—she’s ready.”

“But that person is—”

“Remarkable.” I pulled her closer. “Your brain isn’t a bug, Priya. It’s a feature. You analyze because that’s how you process the world. You optimize because you’re terrified of wasting potential. You plan because spontaneity means vulnerability.”

Her eyes glistened. “No one’s ever said—”

“That your authentic self is the desirable one? That the woman behind all those defenses is worth wanting?” I cupped her face, feeling her tremble beneath my hands. “She is. You are. Not despite the analysis—because of it. Because of everything you’ve accomplished with that brilliant, exhausting, beautiful brain.”

The tears she’d been holding back spilled down her cheeks.

“I don’t know how to do this,” she whispered. “Everyone else here knows what they want. The twins, Sofia, Astrid—they know their needs. They articulate them. I’ve spent my whole life not knowing what I want because wanting things is inefficient.”

“Then let me show you.”

I kissed her. Soft at first, giving her time to adjust. Then deeper when she melted against me, her small hands fisting in my shirt, her curves pressing into my body.

Those curves. The sundress had revealed what the corporate armor had hidden—Priya Sharma, brilliant analyst, secretly had a body that defied her petite frame. Her D-cups pressed against my chest, heavy and warm. Her hips, modest but perfectly proportioned, fit into my hands like they belonged there.

When I pulled back, her eyes were dark with need.

“Bed,” I said. “We’re going to take this slow.”



I undressed her like unwrapping a gift.

The sundress had buttons down the front. I worked them one by one, revealing rich brown skin that glowed in the afternoon light. Her bra was simple cotton—no corporate lace beneath the casual armor—and when I unhooked it, her breasts spilled free with a weight that made her gasp.

“You’ve been hiding these.” I traced my hands over her curves, feeling her shiver. “Under all those blazers and structured clothes.”

“They’re too big for my frame.” Her voice was self-conscious. “Makes professional attire difficult.”

“They’re perfect.” I lowered my mouth to her nipple—dark brown and already hardening—and sucked gently.

Priya’s knees buckled.

I caught her, guiding her to the bed, never releasing her breast from my mouth. Her nipples were sensitive, responding to every flick of my tongue with a full-body shudder. By the time I’d worshipped both, she was panting, her eyes glazed.

“I’ve never—” She swallowed. “No one’s ever paid that much attention to—”

“To you?”

She nodded.

“That changes tonight.”

I hooked my fingers in her cotton panties and pulled them down her legs. The simple white fabric was soaked—evidence of her arousal that made her flush with embarrassment and something else.

“You’re wet.”

“I know. I’ve been—” She covered her face with her hands. “Since the greenhouse. Since watching you with the twins. Since deciding to come here. My body has been doing things without consulting my brain.”

“That’s a good sign.” I spread her thighs, revealing her pussy—dark lips swollen with need, glistening with arousal. “It means your instincts know what they want even when your analysis doesn’t.”

“What do my instincts want?”

“Let me find out.”

I lowered my mouth to her pussy.

Her cunt was glistening, swollen and wet, her arousal coating her dark lips. The scent of her hit me—musky and sweet—and I breathed her in before dragging my tongue through her folds.

The first touch of my tongue made her cry out. Not a small sound—a full-throated moan that surprised both of us. Her hands flew to my hair, fingers tangling, uncertain whether to push me away or pull me closer.

I solved the dilemma by closing my lips around her clit and sucking gently, feeling the swollen bud pulse against my tongue.

“Oh god—” Her hips bucked off the bed, grinding her pussy against my face. “That’s—I don’t usually—”

“Don’t usually what?”

“Feel that much.” She was gasping now, her analytical mind short-circuiting. “During… activities. I usually maintain cognitive function. I can usually think about—ah—”

I thrust my tongue inside her cunt, tasting the flood of her arousal.

Her thoughts dissolved into sensation. I ate her slowly, thoroughly, learning what made her gasp and what made her moan and what made her thick thighs clench around my head. I explored every fold of her pussy, fucked her with my tongue, sucked on her clit until she was babbling incoherently. She was responsive in ways that suggested no one had ever taken the time to explore her properly—every touch a revelation, every sensation overwhelming her carefully controlled self. Her cunt flooded with wetness, soaking my chin, dripping down toward the sheets.

“Nathan—” Her voice was unrecognizable, wrecked with pleasure. “I’m going to—I think I’m—oh fuck—”

I focused on her clit, drawing it between my lips. Firm strokes of my tongue, steady suction. Her whole body tensed, her pussy clenching on nothing, her thighs trembling against my ears.

When she came, it caught her completely off guard.

Her back arched off the bed. Her hands fisted in my hair hard enough to hurt. And she screamed—actually screamed—as the orgasm ripped through her body with a force that seemed to shock her as much as it satisfied her. Her pussy pulsed against my mouth, her clit throbbing, and I felt her gush—a flood of hot arousal that soaked my face, ran down my chin, dripped onto the bed beneath her.

I worked her through it, gentling my tongue as the waves subsided, lapping gently at her trembling cunt until she collapsed back against the sheets, chest heaving, her massive D-cups rising and falling, her dark eyes wide with shock.

“That was—” She struggled to form words, her pussy still twitching. “I didn’t know—”

“We’re just getting started.”

Her eyes widened further. “There’s more?”

I climbed up her body, settling my weight between her thighs. My cock pressed against her entrance—not entering yet, just letting her feel me there.

“Much more. If you want it.”

“I want—” She took a shaky breath. “I want everything. All of it. Whatever you’ll give me.”

“Even—”

“Yes.” The word came out desperate. “Even that. I came here for a baby, Nathan. A baby. Which means I want you to—to—”

“Breed you?”

Her pupils dilated. Her pussy clenched against my shaft even though I wasn’t inside her yet.

“Yes.” It came out as a whisper. “I want you to breed me.”

I pushed inside.

The stretch drew a gasp from both of us. She was tight—gloriously tight, almost virginally so—her wet heat gripping my cock like she’d been made for this exact moment. I sank in slowly, feeling her cunt stretch around my thickness, watching her face transform from discomfort to wonder to desperate need.

“You’re so—” She couldn’t finish the sentence, her eyes wide as she felt herself being filled. “I feel so—”

“Full?”

“Present.” Her eyes locked onto mine, her pussy clenching around my shaft. “I’m here. In my body. I’m not analyzing, I’m not optimizing, I’m just—here. Feeling your cock inside me.”

I started to move.

Long, slow strokes that let her feel every inch of my cock sliding in and out of her tight cunt. She gasped with each thrust, her hands clutching my shoulders, her legs wrapping around my waist to pull me deeper. The sensation was overwhelming—not just physically, but emotionally. I was watching someone discover their own body for the first time, and her pussy responded to each stroke with eager clenching.

“This is what it’s supposed to feel like.” Her voice was full of wonder, her cunt gripping me with each withdrawal. “I didn’t know. All those times before—scheduled, optimized, efficient—they never felt like this. They never felt like your cock stretching me, filling me—”

“This is what happens when you stop thinking.”

“I can’t stop—” She moaned as I hit a particular angle, my cockhead dragging across her g-spot. “I’ve never been able to stop—oh fuck—”

“You’re stopping now.” I thrust deeper, burying myself to the balls. “Right now, in this moment, you’re not Dr. Priya Sharma, tech executive. You’re not optimizing anything. You’re just a woman, being fucked, feeling my cock inside you.”

“Yes—” The word was almost a sob. “God, yes, I feel it—I feel everything—”

“Tell me what you feel.”

“Your cock—” The word seemed to shock her, but she kept going. “Inside me. Stretching my pussy. So deep I can feel it in my stomach. So thick I feel like I’m being split open. And I want—”

“What do you want?”

“More.” Her hips started moving to meet my thrusts, grinding against me. “Harder. I want it harder. I want to feel you fucking me.”

I obliged. The pace increased, the bed creaking beneath us, our bodies slapping together with increasing urgency—the wet smack of my hips against her ass, the squelch of her soaked cunt taking my cock. Priya’s analytical facade shattered completely—she was moaning, gasping, making sounds she’d probably never made in her carefully controlled life.

Then she started talking.

“Fuck me—” The words tumbled out like they’d been waiting years to escape. “Harder—yes—right there—don’t stop—” Her nails raked down my back hard enough to draw blood. “I need it—I need you to fill me up—”

“To what?”

“Breed me.” Her voice was raw, primal, nothing like the corporate executive who’d arrived clutching paperwork. “I need you to come inside me. Fill my pussy with your cum. Put a baby in me. I want to feel you pumping into me—I want—”

“What do you want, Priya?”

“You.” The word cracked. “I want you. Not a service. Not a consultation. Your cock. Your cum. You.”

I kissed her hard, swallowing her moans as I pounded into her tight cunt. Her pussy was clenching rhythmically now, signaling the approaching orgasm, and I angled for her g-spot while grinding my pelvis against her swollen clit.

“Come for me.” I growled against her lips. “Come on my cock while I breed you.”

She shattered.

This orgasm was different from the first—bigger, deeper, consuming her completely. Her whole body convulsed around me, her pussy clamping down on my cock so hard it almost hurt, milking my shaft with desperate, spasming force. Her scream was muffled against my shoulder as her cunt tried to pull the cum from my balls.

I let go.

The orgasm crashed through me, pulse after pulse of cum flooding into her clenching pussy. I groaned her name, buried to the hilt, my cock throbbing and spurting as I emptied everything I had into her willing body. Each spurt painted her walls white, filling her tight cunt with thick, hot seed.

“I feel it—” Her voice was wrecked, her pussy still milking me. “Oh god, I can feel you cumming—each pulse—you’re pumping so much into me—you’re so deep—”

“Hold me inside.” I pressed deeper, grinding my cockhead against her cervix. “Don’t let any escape. Keep every drop in your pussy.”

Her legs tightened around my waist, locking me inside her. Her internal muscles clenched rhythmically, milking the last drops of cum from my shaft, her kegel muscles working to pull my seed deeper into her body.

And then—impossibly—she came again.

A third orgasm, triggered by the sensation of being filled with my cum, rippling through her body with enough force to make her sob. Her pussy spasmed around my buried cock, her cunt clenching and releasing as waves of pleasure washed over her. She clung to me through it, shaking, crying, completely overwhelmed by sensations she’d never allowed herself to feel.

When it finally subsided, we lay tangled together, both of us breathing hard, my cock still buried inside her cum-flooded pussy.

I stayed inside her. She didn’t ask me to pull out—her pussy was still clenching weakly around me, keeping my seed where she wanted it.



The laughter came five minutes later.

Priya started giggling—actually giggling, like a teenager—and couldn’t seem to stop. The sound was so incongruous with everything I knew about her that I lifted my head to stare.

“I can’t believe that was me.” She wiped tears from her eyes—happy tears, overwhelmed tears. “The things I said. The sounds I made. I’ve never—I don’t—”

“You don’t what?”

“I don’t do that.” She gestured vaguely at herself, at the bed, at our still-joined bodies. “I don’t scream during sex. I don’t beg. I don’t say things like ‘breed me.’ That’s not—that’s not in my vocabulary.”

“It seemed pretty fluent.”

“Apparently I’m multilingual.” She laughed again, the sound light and free. “Where did that even come from? I’ve spent thirty-four years being controlled and strategic and now suddenly I’m—”

“Human?”

She considered this. “Human.” She tested the word. “I think I forgot I was that, underneath all the optimization. I forgot that bodies want things. That instincts exist. That some things can’t be put in a spreadsheet.”

“Is that bad?”

“No.” Her dark eyes met mine, soft and wondering. “It’s terrifying. But not bad.” She shifted beneath me, feeling my cock still inside her. “When can we do it again?”

“Soon.”

“How soon?”

“Priya.”

“I know, I know—I’m already trying to optimize.” She rolled her eyes at herself. “Old habits. But seriously—there’s a schedule, right? Can I book another consultation? Tonight? Tomorrow?”

I laughed despite myself. “You just discovered spontaneity and now you want to schedule more of it?”

“I’m a work in progress.”

I kissed her forehead. “Tomorrow is complicated. The twins have their final sessions. Astrid’s window is still open. And Linda—”

I stopped.

Linda was standing in the doorway.

She’d changed from her usual professional attire into something I’d never seen her wear—a silk blouse in deep red, paired with a black pencil skirt that seemed tighter than her usual choices. Her silver-streaked hair was slightly looser in its bun. Her dark eyes held the schedule book and something else entirely.

“The twins’ final consultations are moved to morning,” she said calmly. “Astrid’s window closes by afternoon. Which frees the evening for—” Her gaze flicked to where Priya and I were still connected. “Other priorities.”

“Linda—”

“I’ve waited fifteen years.” Her voice was steady, but I caught the slight tremor underneath. “I’ve rescheduled my own consultation four times to accommodate guests and staff. But tonight—” She met my eyes directly. “Tonight I’m done waiting.”

Priya stirred beneath me. “Should I—”

“Stay,” Linda said. “Or go. It doesn’t matter to me.” She set the schedule book on a side table. “I’ll be in the study. When you’re finished here, Nathan, you know where to find me.”

She turned and walked out, her heels clicking on the hardwood with that controlled rhythm I knew so well.

Priya stared after her. “Was she—”

“Yes.”

“While we were—”

“Probably.”

“That’s—” Priya considered. “Surprisingly arousing.”

I laughed, finally easing out of her. Cum immediately began to leak from her swollen pussy. She pressed her hand between her legs, keeping it inside.

“Pillow under your hips,” I said. “Twenty minutes. Optimal positioning for—”

“Now you’re narrating like Astrid.”

“It works.”

She arranged herself as instructed, elevated and satisfied, a smile playing at her lips.

“Thank you,” she said quietly.

“For?”

“For seeing me. The real me. And wanting her anyway.”

I kissed her one more time before gathering my clothes.

The study waited.

And in it, fifteen years of control was finally ready to surrender.


Chapter 10: Control Surrendered

Linda was waiting in the study.

She sat behind the mahogany desk where she’d managed Margot’s empire for fifteen years—the same desk where I’d first bent her over and claimed her, the same desk that held the leather-bound ledgers with their coded entries and encrypted secrets.

The red silk blouse was new. So was the way her silver-streaked hair had come slightly loose from its bun, tendrils framing her elegant face. And when she stood to greet me, I caught the flash of black lace beneath her collar—the same lace I’d discovered last time we were here.

“You came.”

“You summoned.”

Her lips curved. “I informed you of my availability. There’s a difference.”

“Is there?”

She circled the desk, her heels clicking on the hardwood in that controlled rhythm I’d come to know. Her dark eyes assessed me—tired from Priya, underdressed, still smelling like sex.

“The Sharma woman,” Linda said. “She’s transformed.”

“She’s processing.”

“She’ll stay.” Linda stopped in front of me, close enough to touch. “I saw her face when I interrupted. She’s found something here she didn’t know she was missing.”

“Is that what you’ve found?”

Her composure flickered. Just for a moment. “I’ve found many things here over fifteen years. Most of them I’ve only watched.”

“But now you want to participate.”

“I’ve been participating.” Her hand came up to rest on my chest. “Just not in the way I needed to.”

I covered her hand with mine. “Linda—”

“I’ve managed this inn since I was thirty years old.” Her voice was steady, but I felt her fingers tremble beneath mine. “I watched three consultants before you. I screened clients. I handled the finances. I knew every secret this place held while pretending to be nothing more than the housekeeper.”

“You were everything to Margot.”

“I was a guardian.” Her dark eyes met mine. “Guardians don’t get to want things for themselves. They protect. They manage. They control.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m tired of controlling.” The admission cost her something. “That night in this study—when you took me over this desk—I felt things I’d forgotten existed. But it was one night. One breach in walls I’d spent decades building.”

“What do you want tonight?”

She reached up and pulled the pins from her hair.

The silver-streaked black cascaded down her shoulders, longer than I’d realized. It transformed her face, softening the severe elegance into something younger, more vulnerable.

“Tonight I want you to take them all down.” Her voice dropped. “Every wall. Every layer. Everything I’ve built to protect myself from wanting things I couldn’t have.”

“That’s a big ask.”

“I know.” She stepped back, her hands moving to the buttons of her silk blouse. “I’ve been preparing for fifteen years.”

She undressed herself with efficient grace. The blouse fell to reveal a black lace bra that made her small B-cups look elegant rather than modest. The pencil skirt slid down her yoga-toned legs—those endless legs she’d hidden for so long under modest fabrics.

When she stood before me in nothing but black lace—bra and matching panties, simple pearl earrings still in place—she looked like a different woman. The head housekeeper had vanished. In her place stood someone I was only beginning to know.

“The consultation suite is available,” she said. “But I wanted to do this here. In the study. Where I’ve spent fifteen years watching.”

“Linda—”

“The desk.” Her voice cracked. “Please. I need—”

I kissed her.

Not gentle. Not questioning. The kiss of someone who’d already decided—who was claiming rather than asking.

She melted into it immediately. Her carefully maintained composure dissolved against my lips. Her hands came up to grip my shirt, pulling me closer, and the sound she made when my tongue found hers was nothing like the controlled housekeeper I’d known.

“More,” she gasped against my mouth. “I need more.”

I spun her around and pushed her toward the desk.

She went willingly, bracing her hands against the mahogany surface, presenting her ass in those black lace panties. I stepped up behind her, pressing my hardness against her curves.

“Is this what you wanted?” I gripped her hips. “Bent over your own desk?”

“Yes—”

“All those years of watching.” I ground against her. “All those consultants you screened. Did you imagine yourself in their place?”

“Every time.” The words came out broken. “Every single time. I’d watch them breed the clients and go back to my room and—”

“Touch yourself?”

“Yes.” She was trembling now. “I’d imagine it was me. That someone wanted me enough to—”

I ripped her panties down her thighs, the lace tearing under my grip.

She gasped at the sudden exposure. Her pussy was already wet—glistening in the lamplight, swollen with need that had been building for fifteen years. I could see her arousal coating her inner thighs, could smell the musky scent of her desperate need.

“You’re soaked. Your pussy is fucking dripping.”

“I know.” She pressed back against me, grinding her bare ass against my hard cock. “I’ve been wet since I walked into the Wellness Wing and saw you with Priya. Since I heard her scream your name while you pumped her full of cum.”

“You watched.”

“I always watch.” Her voice cracked. “That’s all I’ve ever done. Watched and wanted and never had.”

I undid my belt. Let my jeans drop. My cock sprang free, hard and throbbing, and I positioned myself at her dripping entrance, feeling her wet heat kiss my tip.

“Not anymore.”

I drove into her in one hard thrust, burying myself to the balls in her starving cunt.

Linda screamed.

The sound echoed off the study walls, bouncing off the bookshelves and the leather-bound ledgers and the fifteen years of carefully maintained control. Her pussy clenched around my cock like a vise—tight, desperate, her walls gripping me like she never wanted to let go.

I didn’t give her time to adjust. She’d told me what she needed: walls torn down, layers stripped away. Gentle wasn’t going to get us there.

I fucked her hard.

Each thrust drove her against the desk, rattling the ledgers, scattering papers she’d organized with meticulous care. The wet slap of my hips against her ass echoed off the walls, mixing with the squelch of her soaked cunt taking my cock. Her moans came in rhythm with my strokes—short, sharp, completely unlike her controlled personality.

“Is this what you wanted?” I gripped her silver-streaked hair, pulling her head back. “Fifteen years of watching, and now you’re the one being fucked?”

“Yes—god—yes—”

“The other staff can probably hear you.” I thrust deeper, my cock slamming against her cervix. “Sofia in her kitchen. Astrid in her room. They’re hearing the head housekeeper get fucked like she’s been waiting for it her whole life.”

“Let them hear.” Her voice was wrecked, her pussy clenching around me. “Let everyone hear. I don’t—I can’t—”

“Can’t what?”

“Can’t control it anymore.” She was sobbing now—not from pain but from release. “I’ve held everything together for so long and now I can’t—your cock feels so good—”

I spun her around, lifting her onto the desk. Her legs wrapped around me immediately, pulling me back inside her cum-hungry cunt. Face to face now, I could see what I’d done—her composure shattered, her dark eyes wet with tears, her carefully controlled world crumbling around her.

“Let go,” I said, driving into her, my cock spreading her wide. “Stop controlling. Stop managing. Let me take care of you for once.”

“I don’t know how—”

“Yes you do.” I gripped her face, made her look at me while I fucked her pussy. “This is how. Right here. Right now. Surrender.”

The orgasm that ripped through her was violent.

She screamed again—louder this time—her whole body convulsing around mine. Her pussy clamped down on my cock so hard I couldn’t move, her cunt milking me with desperate spasms. I could only hold on while she shattered into a million pieces, her pussy flooding with hot arousal that soaked my cock and ran down to the desk beneath her.

And she cried.

Real tears, streaming down her elegant face, fifteen years of repression releasing in waves of pleasure. She clung to me through it, her nails in my back, her legs locked around my waist, sobbing and coming and finally—finally—letting herself feel. Her pussy pulsed around my cock, each spasm drawing me deeper.

I kept moving through her orgasm. She was too sensitive now, gasping with each thrust, her oversensitive cunt clenching around my shaft, but she didn’t ask me to stop. If anything, she pulled me deeper with her heels against my ass.

“More,” she begged, her voice wrecked. “I need more. I need you to—”

“To what?”

“Breed me.” The word came out broken, desperate. “I want what Sofia has. What Astrid might have. I want to carry your baby and know that I wasn’t just the guardian. I want to feel your cum flooding my pussy. I want to be chosen too.”

I buried myself to the hilt, my cockhead pressed against her cervix, and let go.

The orgasm crashed through me—the first pulse of cum erupting into her cunt with enough force to make her gasp. Then another spurt, and another, pulse after pulse of thick seed flooding into her while she moaned with each one.

“I feel it,” she whispered against my ear, her pussy milking me. “God, I can feel you pumping into me. Each spurt—you’re so deep—you’re filling me up—”

Her pussy clenched rhythmically around my spurting cock, her internal muscles working to draw every drop of cum from my shaft. I kept cumming, flooding her cunt with seed, my balls emptying completely inside her.

“Is it always like this?”

“It’s always different. But always intense.”

“I should have done this years ago.” She laughed through her tears—a surprised sound, vulnerable and real—her cum-flooded pussy still clenching around my softening cock. “I wasted so much time watching when I could have been feeling your cock inside me.”

“You weren’t ready then.”

“No.” She pulled back to look at me, her face wet, her composure destroyed, her dark eyes soft in a way I’d never seen. “I wasn’t. But I am now.”

I stayed inside her while her breathing steadied, keeping my cum plugged inside her well-fucked cunt. The study around us was chaos—papers scattered, ledgers displaced, the evidence of fifteen years of control thoroughly destroyed.

She didn’t seem to mind. Her pussy gave a weak clench around my softening cock, keeping every drop where she wanted it.

“Stay with me.” Her voice was small. “Tonight. Don’t go to anyone else. Just—stay.”

“I’ll stay.”

She smiled—genuine, unguarded, beautiful in a way that had nothing to do with her elegant features. Just pure, honest relief at finally being known.

Then the screaming started.

Not from us—from downstairs. Two voices, raised in fury, the words indistinct but the emotion clear.

The Crawford twins were fighting.

Linda stiffened in my arms. “That’s—”

“Isabelle. And Victoria.” I eased out of her, reaching for my clothes. “They’re supposed to check out tomorrow.”

“Not if they murder each other tonight.”

I helped her dress—or tried to. The ripped panties were beyond salvaging, and the silk blouse was torn at the seam where I’d ripped it open in my urgency. She gathered her hair into a messy approximation of its usual bun, her composure sliding back into place like armor.

“I’ll handle the schedule for tomorrow,” she said, already moving toward the door. “The twins will need mediation before their final consultations. You’ll have to separate them.”

“Linda.”

She paused, hand on the doorframe.

“What we just did—”

“I know.” Her dark eyes held mine. “Fifteen years, Nathan. Fifteen years of wanting. Don’t think I’m going to forget this just because the guests are making a scene.”

She walked out, heels clicking on hardwood, the head housekeeper once again in control of everything except the cum leaking down her thighs.

I followed her toward the sound of screaming.



The twins were in the parlor.

Isabelle stood by the fireplace, her sleek ponytail disheveled, her face flushed with fury. Victoria sat on the settee, crying, her wavy red hair tangled around her shoulders.

“You always do this!” Isabelle’s voice was shrill. “You always find a way to make me feel like I’m failing!”

“I didn’t do anything!” Victoria sobbed. “I don’t know if it worked or not—neither of us does—”

“But you’re so calm about it! So accepting! While I’m here going crazy wondering if—” Isabelle’s voice cracked. “I haven’t gotten my period yet. I know it’s too early—I know it doesn’t mean anything—but what if it never comes for you and it does for me? What if I’m not pregnant? What if you are and I’m not? What if for once you beat me at something?”

The words hung in the air.

Victoria stopped crying. Looked at her sister with something like wonder. “Is that what this is about? You’re scared I’ll succeed?”

“I’m always scared.” The admission seemed to tear itself from Isabelle’s throat. “Every day of my life. Scared I’m not good enough, not first enough, not winning enough. And now—” She gestured helplessly. “This isn’t something I can control. I can’t optimize conception. I can’t strategize my way to a positive test. I just have to wait and hope and I don’t know how to do that.”

“Isabelle.” Victoria stood, crossed to her sister. “We came here together. Whatever happens, we’re in this together.”

“But what if—”

“Then we try again.” Victoria took her sister’s hands. “Together. Like we’ve done everything else.”

I watched from the doorway as the twins embraced. The competitive fire that had driven Isabelle for thirty-seven years was still there—but Victoria had found a way to transform it. To remind her sister that some things weren’t about winning.

Linda appeared beside me, her composure restored. “They’ll be fine,” she murmured. “The conflict is natural. Fear of failure manifesting as aggression.”

“Do you think either of them conceived?”

“Too early to know. But the consultations have been thorough.” Her lips curved slightly. “I’ve been keeping track.”

“Of course you have.”

“Final sessions tomorrow morning.” She consulted her mental schedule. “Isabelle first—she’ll want another round to feel like she’s done everything possible. Victoria after—she’ll want tenderness and reassurance.”

“And then?”

“Then we wait.” Linda’s dark eyes met mine. “For results. For whatever comes next.” Her hand brushed my arm, so brief it might have been accidental. “For all the things we’ve put in motion.”

In the parlor, the twins had separated. Isabelle was wiping her eyes, her competitive mask sliding back into place. Victoria was straightening her sister’s ponytail, the small gesture carrying years of complex sisterhood.

Tomorrow would bring final consultations.

And somewhere in this inn, multiple futures were already being decided—cells dividing, lives beginning, destinies taking shape in the quiet darkness of four different wombs.

Five, if Linda’s consultation had taken.

The week wasn’t over yet.


Chapter 11: Competition

Day Nine. Final consultations for the Crawford twins.

I found Isabelle in the Wellness Wing at dawn. She hadn’t slept—I could tell by the shadows under her eyes, the way her perfect ponytail had loosened overnight. She sat on the edge of the four-poster bed, knees drawn to her chest, looking more vulnerable than I’d ever seen her.

“I can’t stop thinking about it,” she said without preamble. “What if it didn’t work? What if Victoria’s pregnant and I’m not?”

I closed the door behind me. “Isabelle—”

“I know it’s irrational.” She laughed bitterly. “I know biology doesn’t care about birth order or competition. But I’ve spent my entire life being first. First born, first to achieve, first at everything. If Victoria conceives before me—”

“Then she’ll be pregnant. And you might be too. Or neither of you. There’s no race here.”

“Everything is a race.” Her green eyes were red-rimmed. “That’s how I survive. That’s how I’ve always survived. By winning.”

I sat beside her on the bed. She tensed at first, then slowly relaxed when I didn’t touch her.

“What happens if you don’t win?”

“I don’t know.” The admission cost her something. “I’ve never not won. Not at anything that mattered.”

“Pregnancy isn’t winning. It’s creating. Building something new with someone else.”

“Victoria would be building it with the same someone.” Her voice cracked. “That’s the problem. We came here together—same goal, same method, same man. It’s impossible for it not to be a competition.”

“Only if you make it one.”

She turned to look at me. The alpha facade was gone, stripped away by sleeplessness and fear. Underneath was a woman terrified of being replaceable.

“I need you to promise me something.”

“What?”

“Whatever happens with Victoria—whether she’s pregnant or not—I need to know you tried as hard with me. That I wasn’t an afterthought. That I got—”

“Equal treatment.”

“Yes.” She grabbed my hand. “Fair. Equal. I know I’m demanding and aggressive and probably terrible to deal with. But I need to know this wasn’t rigged against me.”

“Isabelle.” I pulled her closer. “I’m going to tell you the same thing I told your sister. There’s enough for both of you. Whatever I give her doesn’t take away from what I give you.”

“Prove it.”

The words came out fierce, desperate. Her competitive nature channeled into a different kind of challenge.

“One more time. Right now. Harder than before. Deeper. More guaranteed.”

“That’s not how biology works.”

“I don’t care about biology.” Her hands found my belt. “I care about knowing I did everything possible. That I left nothing on the table.”

She kissed me.

It wasn’t gentle. Isabelle Crawford didn’t do gentle. It was fierce and demanding and exactly what she needed—a physical outlet for emotional chaos.

I gave her what she asked for.



The consultation was brutal by design.

Isabelle wanted to be conquered, and she wanted it harder than she’d ever had before. I threw her onto the bed, pinned her wrists above her head, and drove into her with force that made her scream—one brutal thrust that buried my cock to the balls in her already-soaked cunt.

“This is what you need.” I pounded into her athletic body, each thrust making her small tits bounce and her pussy squelch around my cock. Her endless freckled legs wrapped around me, pulling me deeper. “To know you’re wanted. To know you’re chosen.”

“Yes—” She was already close, her cunt clenching rhythmically around my shaft. “Harder—please—fuck me harder—”

I flipped her onto her stomach, yanked her hips up, and took her from behind. My hand fisted in her ponytail, pulling hard enough to make her gasp and arch her back. The other gripped her hip, fingers digging in hard enough to leave bruises that would last for days. I slammed into her wet pussy with brutal force, the sound of flesh slapping flesh echoing off the walls.

“You’re going to be pregnant.” I drove the words into her with each thrust, my cock hammering against her cervix. “You’re going to carry my baby. Not because you competed for it—because I chose to pump my cum into your pussy.”

“Promise me—” She was sobbing now, pleasure and desperation mixing, her cunt clenching around my cock. “Promise—”

“I promise.” I buried myself deep and ground against her cervix, feeling her pussy spasm around my shaft. “This cum is going to take. You’re going to feel my baby growing inside you. You’re going to call Victoria in six weeks and tell her you’re pregnant with my child.”

“And if she’s—”

“Then you’ll both be pregnant with my cum. And your children will grow up together. Not as rivals—as family.”

She came screaming.

The orgasm tore through her with violent intensity. Her pussy clamped down on my cock so hard I couldn’t move, her cunt milking my shaft with desperate, spasming waves. I could only hold on while she shattered, feeling her gush around my cock, her arousal flooding our connection.

I waited until the worst of her convulsions subsided, then thrust twice more and erupted inside her.

The climax was intense—everything she’d demanded. I pumped into her spasming pussy again and again, thick ropes of cum flooding her cunt while she moaned beneath me. “I feel it—oh fuck—you’re filling me up—”

I kept cumming, my cock pulsing and spurting, emptying my balls completely into her greedy pussy. By the time I finished, her cunt was overflowing, cum leaking out around my shaft and running down her thighs.

I stayed inside her, keeping her hips elevated, my cock plugging her flooded pussy, letting gravity pull my seed deeper into her.

“That was—” Isabelle’s voice was wrecked, her cunt still weakly clenching around me. “I don’t—”

“Don’t analyze it.” I kissed her shoulder, my softening cock twitching inside her cum-stuffed pussy. “Just feel it. Feel my cum inside you.”

For once, she obeyed.



Victoria’s consultation was scheduled for noon.

I found her in her suite, already changed into a soft cotton robe, her wavy red hair loose around her shoulders. She’d heard about the fight with her sister—probably heard some of this morning’s session through the walls—and her green eyes were worried.

“Is she okay?”

“She will be.” I sat beside her on the window seat. “She needed to feel like she’d done everything possible.”

“That’s Isabelle.” Victoria’s smile was sad. “Always fighting. Even when there’s no one to fight against.”

“And you?”

“I just want—” She stopped. Started again. “I don’t want to beat her. I don’t want to win. I just want—”

“What do you want, Victoria?”

Her eyes glistened. “I want to be chosen. For me. Not as competition for her, not as the backup option. Just… chosen because you want me.”

She paused, then added quietly: “I’d give it up, you know. The pregnancy. If it meant she’d stop hurting. If it meant she’d be happy.”

“That’s not how this works.” I cupped her face, making her look at me. “You don’t sacrifice your future to manage her feelings. That’s not love—that’s self-destruction.”

Fresh tears spilled down her cheeks. “But she’s my sister—”

“And she loves you. Which means she doesn’t want you to give up something this important for her sake. You deserve this, Victoria. For yourself.”

“I do want you.”

“Even though she’s—”

“Victoria.” I cupped her face, made her look at me. “Your sister is one kind of beautiful. You’re another. Her intensity, your tenderness. Her competition, your acceptance. Neither is better. Both are wanted.”

A tear slipped down her cheek. “No one’s ever—”

“I know.” I kissed her gently. “But I’m telling you now. You’re wanted. You’re chosen. Whatever happens with conception—you matter to me.”

“Nathan—”

“Lie back.”

She obeyed. I opened her robe slowly, revealing her softer body—the fuller C-cups that swayed as she breathed, the rounder hips that flared from her waist, curves where her sister had angles. Her pussy was already glistening, her arousal evident. I took my time appreciating each inch of her, watching her nipples harden under my gaze.

“Beautiful.” I kissed her collarbone. “These freckles.” I kissed between her breasts, feeling her shudder. “This body.” I kissed her soft stomach. “All of you.”

“Please—” She was already trembling, her thighs parting instinctively. “I need—”

“I know what you need.”

I positioned my cock at her entrance, feeling her wet heat, and slid in slowly—inch by inch, letting her feel the stretch, watching her eyes flutter. Her gasp was soft, grateful, nothing like her sister’s demanding cries. Her pussy welcomed me, slick and warm, clenching gently around my shaft.

“You’re so beautiful like this.” Long, slow strokes that let her feel every inch of my cock. “So responsive. So open. Your pussy is so wet for me.”

“Nathan—”

“I’m going to fill you up.” I thrust deeper, bottoming out inside her. “Going to give you everything I gave her—not because she got it first, but because you deserve it too. Your pussy deserves to be full of my cum.”

“I want—” Her voice cracked, her cunt clenching around me. “I want your baby. Not because Isabelle wants one—because I want one. For me. I want to feel you pumping into me.”

“Then take it.” I drove deeper, my cockhead pressing against her cervix. “Take what’s yours.”

Her orgasm built slowly, tenderly. I watched it happen in her eyes—the widening pupils, the losing focus, the moment when pleasure overtook thought. Her pussy started fluttering around my cock, her walls rippling. When she came, it was with a soft cry and tears streaming down her temples, her cunt milking my shaft in gentle waves.

I followed her over the edge, my cock pulsing inside her, pumping rope after rope of cum into her clenching pussy. “Feel that—feel me filling you—”

“I feel it—” she gasped, her pussy squeezing around my spurting cock. “Every pulse—you’re so deep—”

I kept cumming, filling her with the same intensity I’d given her sister. Different in execution—tender instead of rough—but equal in everything that mattered. My cum flooded her pussy, warm and thick, mixing with her own arousal.

Afterward, I stayed inside her, my softening cock plugging her cum-filled cunt, and held her while she cried.

“Thank you,” she whispered against my chest, her pussy giving one last clench around me. “For seeing me. For filling me up.”

“Always.”



Priya was waiting in the hallway when I left Victoria’s suite.

She stood in the dim corridor, wearing a sundress I’d never seen—green cotton that clung to her curves, revealing the transformation she’d undergone. Her long black hair was loose and wild. Her glasses were gone. And in her dark eyes, I saw something new: certainty.

“I’ve been watching,” she said.

“Watching?”

“The twins. The competition. The way Isabelle needs to win and Victoria needs to be chosen and both of them are so tangled up in each other that they can’t see clearly.” She took a step toward me. “I used to be like that. Comparing myself to everyone. Measuring my worth against Catherine, against my colleagues, against some imaginary optimal version of myself.”

“And now?”

“Now I’m done comparing.” Another step. “I know what I want. And I’m going to take it.”

She grabbed my shirt and pulled me toward the linen closet.

The door barely closed before her mouth was on mine. She kissed me with desperate intensity, her small hands pulling at my clothes, her petite body pressing against me with urgent need, her massive D-cups crushed against my chest.

“Priya—”

“Don’t talk.” She yanked my belt open, her fingers finding my cock. “No analysis. No scheduling. Just—”

She pushed me against the shelving, towels tumbling around us, and hiked her sundress to her waist. No panties—she’d come prepared. I could see her pussy glistening in the dim light, already wet with anticipation.

“I need you inside me.” Her voice was raw, desperate. “Right now. No preparation. No optimization. Just your cock.”

I grabbed her hips and lifted her against me, her weight nothing in my arms. She wrapped her legs around my waist, and I entered her in one smooth thrust—her soaked cunt swallowing my cock eagerly, her walls clenching around me.

She moaned into my neck, biting down to muffle the sound. The closet was small, dark, intimate, filled with the scent of her arousal and the wet sounds of my cock sliding into her. Her back pressed against shelves of linens while I held her suspended, my cock buried deep inside her tight pussy.

“This is me being spontaneous,” she gasped, her cunt gripping my shaft. “This is me—ah—taking what I want—”

I thrust harder, driving into her depths. She cried out, the sound muffled against my shoulder, her pussy clenching.

“Five days ago you were clutching paperwork.” I drove into her again, my cock slamming home. “Now you’re ambushing me in closets, begging for my cock.”

“I’m a fast learner.” She grabbed my hair, pulled my face to hers. “Now breed me like you bred them. Fill my pussy with your cum.”

The words hit something primal. I fucked her against the shelving with everything I had left—and after this morning’s session with Isabelle and the noon consultation with Victoria, that wasn’t as much as usual. But it was enough. My cock hammered into her tight cunt, the shelves rattling with each thrust, towels falling around us.

Priya came hard, her pussy spasming around my cock in violent waves, her cry muffled against my mouth. Her cunt milked me desperately, her walls rippling around my shaft.

I followed seconds later, my cock pulsing inside her, pumping what cum I had left into her greedy pussy. “Feel that—” I groaned. “Feel me adding to what’s already inside you—”

“I feel it—” She gasped, her pussy clenching around my spurting cock. “Every drop—fill me up—”

I came until I had nothing left, my balls completely drained, my cock twitching weakly inside her cum-flooded cunt.

When we finished, both gasping, she stayed wrapped around me, my softening cock still plugged inside her.

“That was—” She laughed breathlessly, her pussy giving a weak squeeze. “That was the least analytical thing I’ve ever done.”

“How does it feel?”

“Terrifying.” She kissed me softly. “And perfect. I can feel your cum inside me.”

I lowered her carefully to the floor, my cock slipping from her well-fucked pussy. Cum immediately began dripping down her inner thighs. Her sundress fell back into place, hiding the evidence—though a wet spot was already forming. Towels lay scattered around us, displaced by our urgency.

“I’m extending my stay,” she said.

“I heard.”

“Not just for more consultations.” Her dark eyes met mine in the dim closet light. “I’m considering… more permanent arrangements.”

“That’s a big decision.”

“I know.” She smiled—the easy smile she’d discovered here, so different from her corporate mask. “But for the first time in my life, I’m not going to analyze it to death. I’m just going to feel it.”

She slipped out of the closet first, checking the hallway before disappearing toward her room. I waited a moment, then followed.

The evening stretched ahead. Tomorrow the twins would check out. Astrid would be counting down hours until she could take a test. Sofia would be managing her jealousy and her pregnancy symptoms. Linda would be scheduling the next round of guests.

And somewhere in the middle of it all, I’d have to find the energy to survive.



The house was quiet that night.

The twins had retired to their separate suites, the confrontation of the previous evening replaced by exhausted peace. Priya was in her room, probably staring at the ceiling and trying not to analyze her linen closet decision. Astrid was tracking her temperature obsessively. Sofia was sleeping—the pregnancy was making her tired earlier and earlier.

I found Linda in the study, updating ledgers by lamplight.

“Long day,” she observed without looking up.

“That’s an understatement.”

“I’ve scheduled the twins’ checkout for ten AM. The Porsche will be ready, their bags will be packed, and I’ve arranged a discreet lunch reservation in the city for them to decompress.”

“Always thinking ahead.”

“Someone has to.” She finally looked up. Her silver-streaked hair was back in its severe bun, her professional armor restored. But I caught the slight softness around her eyes—the aftereffect of what we’d done the night before. “How are they? The twins?”

“Better. Isabelle needed to feel like she’d done everything possible. Victoria needed to feel chosen. I gave them both what they needed.”

“And Priya?”

I hesitated.

“I heard the closet door.” Linda’s lips curved slightly. “The walls in this inn aren’t as thick as people assume.”

“She’s transforming.”

“She’s transformed.” Linda set down her pen. “The woman who arrived four days ago would never have dragged you into a storage closet for spontaneous sex. This Priya is someone entirely new.”

“Is that a problem?”

“It’s a development.” Her dark eyes assessed me. “Guests are supposed to come and go. They pay for a service, receive it, and leave. Priya is showing signs of wanting to stay.”

“Would that be bad?”

“It would be unprecedented.” Linda leaned back in her chair. “Margot never allowed guests to become permanent. The boundary was essential—clients and staff, never mixing.”

“Things are changing.”

“Everything is changing.” Something flickered across her face—not quite fear, but awareness. “You’ve been here barely a month, Nathan. In that time, you’ve impregnated a client who’s asking questions about returning. You’ve bred two staff members—three, if my own consultation took. You’ve transformed a corporate executive into someone willing to abandon her career. And tomorrow, twin heiresses will leave with your potential children growing inside them.”

“Sounds busy.”

“It’s more than busy.” She stood, crossing to where I sat. “It’s the beginning of something. An empire, maybe. Or a catastrophe. I’m not sure which yet.”

“Are you worried?”

Her hand came to rest on my shoulder. The gesture was intimate—not sexual, just connected.

“I’m fifteen years past worried.” Her voice was soft. “I’ve been watching this business evolve my entire adult life. Margot built something extraordinary here. Discreet, contained, manageable. What you’re building—” She shook her head. “It’s bigger. Messier. More human.”

“Is that bad?”

“It’s different.” She squeezed my shoulder once, then released. “Get some sleep. Tomorrow will be chaotic, and the day after that, we need to discuss the wait-list. Forty-seven women are still hoping for appointments.”

“Forty-seven.”

“Give or take. Some have probably conceived elsewhere by now. Others have moved up in priority.” She returned to her desk, picking up her pen. “I’ll have a categorized list ready by noon day after tomorrow. Until then—rest. You’ll need it.”

I left her to her ledgers and climbed the stairs to my room.

Through Victoria’s door, I heard soft crying—not sad tears, just release. Through Isabelle’s door, silence—she was probably already unconscious, competition finally quieted.

Through Astrid’s door, the faint beep of her fertility app.

Through Sofia’s door, gentle snoring.

My household. My responsibility. My family—though I wasn’t sure any of us were ready to use that word yet.

I fell into bed and was asleep before my head hit the pillow.

Tomorrow, the twins would leave.

And everything would change again.


Chapter 12: Results

Day Ten. Checkout morning.

I woke to the smell of Sofia’s cooking.

Bacon sizzling. Bread baking. Coffee brewing strong enough to cut through any fog. The aromas drifted up from the kitchen, carrying with them the promise of a breakfast designed to send the twins off properly.

Through my window, I watched the morning light spread across the gardens. The roses were coming back—I’d spent part of last week trimming the worst of the overgrowth, and the plants had responded with new growth. Spring was asserting itself everywhere.

Downstairs, Linda’s voice carried from the parlor, coordinating something with her characteristic efficiency. Astrid’s footsteps moved through her morning yoga routine in the converted carriage house. The inn had developed rhythms over the past ten days, patterns that felt almost like home.

I dressed and headed down to face what promised to be a complicated day.



Breakfast was a production.

Sofia had outdone herself. The dining table groaned under the weight of eggs cooked three ways, fresh pastries still warm from the oven, fruit from the garden, and her signature chilaquiles. The pregnancy was affecting her cooking—she’d become more nurturing, more invested in feeding everyone around her.

The Crawford twins sat at one end of the table, their vintage Porsche already packed and waiting in the drive. The tension of the previous days had mellowed into something almost peaceful. Isabelle ate with unusual silence, her competitive fire banked for once. Victoria smiled more easily, her soft features relaxed.

Priya had settled at the other end, a book open beside her plate. She’d formally extended her stay through the weekend—“between jobs,” she’d claimed, though her severance package would last six months and she’d already asked Linda about real estate agents in the area. The sundress she wore was new, purchased during a trip to town I hadn’t known about. She looked comfortable. At home.

Astrid joined us midway through, her athletic body still gleaming from her morning routine. She picked at fruit and Greek yogurt, her ice-blue eyes tracking to her phone every few minutes—her fertility app, checking and rechecking the timeline that would make testing accurate.

Linda supervised from the doorway, clipboard in hand, schedule running in her head.

“The car will be ready at ten,” she announced to the twins. “I’ve arranged lunch reservations at the bistro in town—the one with the garden seating. It’s a nice decompression before the drive back to the city.”

“Thank you.” Isabelle’s voice was softer than I’d ever heard it. “For everything.”

“That’s unusually gracious,” Victoria murmured.

“I’m practicing.” Isabelle shot her sister a look that was almost playful. “Apparently I’m going to need grace if I’m going to be a mother.”

“When you’re going to be a mother.”

“We don’t know yet—”

“Isabelle.” Victoria covered her sister’s hand with her own. “We don’t know yet. But whatever happens, we’re in this together.”

The moment hung in the morning air. Then Isabelle nodded once, squeezed her sister’s hand, and returned to her breakfast.

Progress, I thought. Slow, but progress.



The pharmacy delivery arrived with the breakfast dishes.

Linda accepted the box from the delivery driver, her dark eyes cataloging the contents. When she returned to the kitchen, she set the box on the counter and began unpacking—vitamins, first aid supplies, the usual sundries.

At the bottom: pregnancy tests. Three of them.

Astrid noticed immediately. Her ice-blue eyes tracked the slim boxes as Linda set them aside.

“It’s early,” Astrid said. “For me. Two more days would be more accurate.”

“But not inaccurate now,” Linda replied. “The tests are quite sensitive.”

“I know.” Astrid’s hand went to her stomach—a gesture I’d seen from Sofia a hundred times. “I’ve been tracking my HCG symptoms. The breast tenderness started yesterday. Slight nausea this morning, though that could be nerves.”

“Take one after the twins leave.” Linda’s voice was matter-of-fact, but I caught something underneath—hope, maybe. Or investment. “No need to add more drama to their departure.”

“Agreed.”

Sofia appeared from the kitchen, wiping her hands on her apron. Her eyes found the pregnancy tests immediately, and something complex crossed her face—jealousy and anticipation warring with each other.

“If she’s pregnant—” Sofia began.

“Then she’s pregnant.” Linda’s voice was firm. “And we’ll adjust accordingly. We discussed this.”

“I know what we discussed.” Sofia’s hand went to her own belly. “But knowing and feeling are different things.”

I crossed to her, wrapping an arm around her waist. She leaned into me, her wild black curls tickling my chin, her massive breasts pressing against my side.

“You were first,” I reminded her quietly.

“I know.”

“Nothing changes that.”

“I know.” She looked up at me with those warm brown eyes. “But it’s still hard. Watching other women get what I have. Even when I know it’s the business. Even when I voted for this.”

“We can stop anytime. If it’s too much—”

“No.” Her voice was firm. “I’m not weak. I’m not going to fall apart because you’re doing what the inn requires. I just—” She took a breath. “I need you to keep reminding me. That I was first. That I matter.”

“Always.”

She kissed me quickly, then pulled away to return to her kitchen. But I caught her hand before she went.

“Tonight,” I said. “After everything settles. Just us.”

Her smile was worth everything.



The twins departed at ten sharp.

Linda had organized everything with military precision—bags loaded, car brought around, final bills settled. The vintage Porsche gleamed in the morning sun as Isabelle slid behind the wheel and Victoria took her usual place in the passenger seat.

I walked them to the car, feeling the weight of the past ten days. These women had arrived as competitive strangers and were leaving as something closer to family—my potential children growing inside both of them, our connections established in ways that transcended the transactional.

“We’ll text with the results,” Isabelle said, her green eyes softer than I’d ever seen them. “As soon as we know.”

“Take your time. Early testing isn’t always accurate.”

“That’s what Victoria keeps telling me.” She glanced at her sister. “I’m trying to be patient.”

“New experiences for everyone.”

Victoria leaned across from the passenger side. “Thank you, Nathan. For seeing us. For treating us as individuals rather than a matched set.”

“You are individuals. You always were.”

“Not everyone notices.” She smiled, that sweet expression that had won me over. “We’ll be back. For results, or for—”

“For whatever comes next,” Isabelle finished. She started the engine, the Porsche purring to life. “Take care of yourself, Nathan. You’re not replaceable.”

They pulled away down the gravel drive, Isabelle’s hand lifting in a wave, Victoria blowing a kiss through the window. I watched until the racing green disappeared around the bend, then turned back to the inn.

Priya stood on the porch, book in hand, watching me.

“They’re different,” she observed. “From when they arrived.”

“They needed different things than they thought they did.”

“Don’t we all.” She set her book aside. “What happens now?”

“Now we wait. For test results, for new guests, for whatever comes next.”

“And today?”

I glanced at the windows, where I could see Astrid moving through the house, the pregnancy test box in her hand.

“Today we find out if our household is growing.”



The celebratory gathering happened midmorning.

It wasn’t planned—not exactly. But Sofia’s voice carried through the house, summoning us to the primary suite with an authority that came from being first. By the time I arrived, she’d arranged the space with a combination of practicality and ceremony that was entirely her own.

“The twins are gone,” she announced to the room. “Priya has extended her stay. And we—” She gestured at herself, at Astrid, at Linda hovering in the doorway. “We have unfinished business.”

“Unfinished?” Astrid raised an eyebrow.

“We’ve been sharing him piece by piece. Separate encounters. Individual consultations.” Sofia’s hand went to her belly. “But we’re not individuals anymore. We’re a household. We should act like one.”

Linda stepped into the room, closing the door behind her. “What exactly are you proposing?”

“I’m proposing that we stop pretending this is just business.” Sofia began unbuttoning her blouse. “I’m carrying his baby. Astrid might be. We’ve all been with him. Why are we still sneaking around like it’s something shameful?”

“It’s not shameful,” Linda said carefully.

“Then prove it.” Sofia’s blouse fell away, revealing her legendary breasts—those massive G-cups that still made my mouth water despite how often I’d worshipped them. “Together. Right now. All of us.”

Astrid was already stripping off her yoga clothes. Her athletic body emerged in stages—the endless pale legs, the toned stomach, the natural C-cups with their pink nipples. She caught my eye and smiled.

“She’s right. We’ve been careful. Polite. Pretending that hierarchy matters more than connection.” She crossed to the bed, stretching out with a display of flexibility that made my cock twitch. “I’m tired of pretending.”

Linda was the last to move. She stood in her professional attire—white blouse, pencil skirt, hair in its severe bun—watching the other two women with an expression I couldn’t read.

“Fifteen years,” she said quietly. “Fifteen years of watching from doorways. Managing schedules. Keeping everyone else’s secrets while hiding my own.”

“You don’t have to hide anymore.” I crossed to her, taking her hands. “That’s what Sofia is saying. That’s what this household means.”

Her dark eyes searched mine. Then, slowly, she began to unbutton her blouse.

“Together, then.” Her voice was barely a whisper. “All of us.”



What followed wasn’t like any encounter I’d had before.

It wasn’t competitive, like the twins. Wasn’t clinical, like Astrid’s fertility-focused sessions. Wasn’t desperate, like Priya’s linen closet ambush. It was something new—collaborative, intimate, a household claiming its patriarch together.

Sofia took charge, as was her right. She positioned Astrid on the bed first, spreading those endless pale legs wide, revealing her pink pussy already glistening with need. Sofia guided me between Astrid’s thighs.

“Show me,” Sofia commanded, her voice thick with arousal. “Show me how you breed her. Let me watch your cock disappear into her pussy.”

I entered Astrid slowly, feeling her athletic body welcome me, her tight cunt stretching around my shaft. She gasped, her ice-blue eyes rolling back, her kegel muscles already working to pull me deeper into her wet heat.

“Good.” Sofia’s voice was husky as she watched my cock sink into Astrid’s pussy. “Now—” She climbed onto the bed, straddling Astrid’s face, her swollen, pregnant pussy hovering over the masseuse’s mouth. “Share.”

Astrid’s tongue found Sofia’s cunt without hesitation, lapping at her swollen folds. The pregnant chef moaned, grinding her dripping pussy down on the masseuse’s face while I thrust into Astrid from below, my cock sliding in and out of her tight cunt.

Linda watched from the corner—her voyeur tendencies never fully abandoned. I could see her hand pressed between her thighs, her dark eyes fixed on where my cock pumped in and out of Astrid’s pussy. But when Sofia’s eyes found her, beckoning, she approached the bed with measured steps.

“Touch me.” Sofia reached for Linda’s hand, guiding it to her sensitive, swollen breasts. “Be part of this.”

Linda’s elegant fingers found Sofia’s dark nipples, rolling and pinching while Astrid licked Sofia’s pregnant pussy and I fucked Astrid’s cunt. The three women moved together around me—Sofia directing and moaning, Astrid serving with her tongue and her tight pussy, Linda participating on her own careful terms.

When Astrid came—her pussy clamping down hard around my cock, her muffled cry vibrating against Sofia’s cunt—Sofia pulled away and repositioned.

“My turn.” She pushed me onto my back and straddled me, her dripping pussy hovering over my slick cock. “Gentle. The baby.”

I let her set the pace. She sank down onto my shaft slowly, her pregnant cunt swallowing me inch by inch. She rode me with careful rolls of her hips, her massive tits swaying hypnotically, her belly—still flat but sacred now—rolling with each movement. Her eyes stayed locked on mine.

“I was first,” she whispered, her pussy gripping my cock. “Remember that. Whatever comes next—I was first. You bred me first.”

“Always.”

Linda moved behind Sofia, her hands supporting her, steadying her movements. Astrid recovered enough to kiss along Sofia’s neck, her fingers finding the pregnant woman’s clit, adding sensation without competing for attention.

When Sofia came—moaning my name, her pussy milking my cock with the intensity of her pregnancy hormones, her cunt clenching in rhythmic waves—she collapsed forward onto my chest, breathing hard.

“Now Linda.” Sofia’s voice was commanding even in exhaustion. “She’s waited longest. Fill her up.”

I rolled Sofia gently aside and rose to face Linda.

She stood by the bed, still half-dressed—her blouse open, her skirt bunched at her waist, her pussy visibly wet. Her silver-streaked hair had come loose from its bun, framing her elegant face. Her dark eyes held something I’d rarely seen from her: vulnerability.

“You don’t have to—” she began.

“Lie down.” I guided her to the bed. “It’s your turn.”

When I entered her, she gasped—the same sound she’d made in the study, the same surrender she’d fought so hard to achieve. Her pussy welcomed me, wet and tight, her walls clenching around my shaft. I took her slowly, reverently, while Sofia and Astrid watched.

“Fifteen years,” I murmured against her ear, my cock sliding in and out of her cunt. “Over now. You’re not watching anymore. You’re ours.”

“Yours,” she corrected breathlessly, her pussy pulsing around me. “All of you—yours.”

Her orgasm was quiet but intense—waves rolling through her body, her pussy clenching around my cock in rhythmic milking waves, tears leaking from her dark eyes as pleasure overwhelmed her.

Before I could finish, Astrid’s hand found my shoulder.

“One more.” Her ice-blue eyes held mine with that Scandinavian directness. “Inside me. To be certain. I need one more load.”

Sofia nodded, understanding passing between the two pregnant women—one confirmed, one hopeful. Linda rolled aside, her composure softened by satisfaction, her pussy well-fucked and content.

I turned to Astrid.

She was already positioning herself, those endless legs spreading wide, her pink pussy glistening, her athletic body welcoming me back. When I entered her again, she gasped—still sensitive from earlier, still wanting, her cunt tight and warm around my cock.

“This is for both of us,” she whispered. “For what we both already know.”

I thrust deep, feeling her kegel muscles work to pull me closer, her pussy clenching around my shaft. Her ice-blue eyes never left mine as I built toward release—Sofia watching with approval, Linda with quiet satisfaction.

When I came, it was with everything I had left. I buried myself to the hilt and erupted inside her, pulse after pulse of cum flooding her fertile pussy, cementing what both of us already sensed. Her cunt clenched around my spurting cock, milking every drop with desperate squeezes, her back arching off the bed.

“I felt it,” she breathed, her pussy still clenching around me. “I felt all of it. Every drop. You’re so deep inside me.”

Afterward, we lay tangled together—four people, multiple connections, a household finally acknowledging what it had become.

Sofia curled against my side, her pregnant belly warm against my hip, her massive tits pressed against my arm.

Astrid stretched along my other side, my fresh load of cum still warm inside her well-bred pussy, her ice-blue eyes peaceful for the first time since I’d known her.

Linda lay half-across my chest, her silver-streaked hair spread across the pillow, her composure finally, completely abandoned, her pussy still leaking the cum I’d pumped into her.

“This is good,” Sofia murmured. “This is what we should have been doing all along.”

“We weren’t ready,” Linda said. “Any of us. But now—”

“Now we are.”



Astrid took the pregnancy test an hour later.

She disappeared into the bathroom with Scandinavian pragmatism, leaving the rest of us to wait in the primary suite. Sofia fidgeted with nervous energy. Linda straightened the displaced bedding. I watched the bathroom door and tried not to hope too much.

When Astrid emerged, she was holding the test strip.

Her ice-blue eyes found mine. Her lips curved into a small smile.

“Two pink lines.” She held up the test. “I’m pregnant.”

Sofia burst into tears.

Not jealous tears—not the possessive crying I’d feared. Happy tears. She pulled Astrid into an embrace, those two very different bodies pressing together, two futures now intertwined.

“We’re pregnant,” Sofia sobbed. “Both of us. Together.”

“Together,” Astrid agreed, her clinical composure cracking into genuine emotion. “Our children will grow up together.”

Linda adjusted her clipboard—ever practical—but I caught the shine in her dark eyes. “Two pregnant staff members. We’ll need to adjust the schedule. Perhaps hire help.”

“Perhaps delay some of the wait-list,” I suggested.

“The European princess can certainly wait. Several others as well.” Linda made notations with her efficient pen. “This changes the operational model considerably.”

But she was smiling as she wrote.



Priya found me on the porch that afternoon.

She’d changed into another new sundress—blue this time, the color bringing out the warmth in her dark skin. Her black hair was loose and wild, her glasses permanently abandoned. She looked like a different woman than the corporate executive who’d arrived clutching paperwork.

“I heard,” she said, settling into the chair beside me. “About Astrid. Congratulations.”

“Thank you.”

“That’s two now. Plus Catherine, from before I arrived.” She paused. “Plus whoever else might be pregnant from this week.”

“The twins won’t know for another week or so. Their windows just closed.”

“And me?” Her dark eyes met mine. “My window closed yesterday. I could be—”

“You could be.”

She looked out at the garden, where the roses were making their comeback. “Three days ago, the idea of being pregnant terrified me. Now—” She laughed softly. “Now I almost hope for it. Isn’t that strange?”

“Is it?”

“For me, yes. I’ve spent my entire life avoiding unpredictability. Children are the ultimate unpredictable variable.” She turned back to me. “But watching Sofia and Astrid just now—the way they held each other, the way they’re already planning to raise their children together—I understood something.”

“What?”

“Some variables aren’t meant to be eliminated. Some chaos is the good kind.” She reached for my hand. “I’m staying, Nathan. Not just through the weekend. I’m staying.”

“That’s a big decision.”

“It’s the biggest decision I’ve ever made without a spreadsheet.” She smiled. “And it feels right.”



The black town car appeared at four o’clock.

I was on the porch, watching the afternoon light turn golden across the garden, when I heard the crunch of expensive tires on gravel. The car was familiar—I’d seen it before, six weeks ago, when a Fortune 500 CEO had stepped out of it looking for something she couldn’t buy in a boardroom.

Catherine Whitmore emerged from the backseat.

She wasn’t in her power suit. Instead, she wore a flowing dress in soft cream, the fabric moving with the spring breeze. Her chestnut hair was softer than I remembered, less rigidly styled, curling gently around her shoulders. Her makeup was lighter—almost natural—and I could see the freckles scattered across her nose. The freckles she’d hidden from the world. The freckles only I had seen.

Her hand rested on her stomach.

There was no visible bump—not yet, not at six weeks. But the gesture was instinctive, protective, the unconscious acknowledgment of what grew inside her.

She saw me on the porch and stopped.

Her gray-green eyes—usually so controlled, so boardroom-intimidating—shimmered with something I’d never seen from her. Uncertainty. Vulnerability. Hope.

“Nathan.”

I walked down the porch steps to meet her.

Behind me, through the windows, I felt my household watching. Sofia and Astrid, their shared pregnancies binding them together. Linda, her clipboard forgotten, her dark eyes tracking this new development. Priya, the guest who’d become something more, observing what she was committing herself to.

“Catherine.” I stopped an arm’s length from her. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

“I wasn’t expecting to come back.” Her voice was rough. “I tried not to. I told myself it was a business transaction. A service rendered. But—”

“But?”

“But I couldn’t stop thinking about you.” The admission cost her something—I could see the CEO pride fighting with the vulnerable woman underneath. “About this place. About what happened between us.”

“What happened?”

“I don’t know.” Her eyes glistened. “That’s why I’m here. Because I don’t know, and not knowing is driving me insane. I run a Fortune 500 company. I make decisions that affect thousands of people. But this—” Her hand pressed harder against her stomach. “This feeling. I can’t optimize it. I can’t delegate it. I can’t put it in a quarterly report.”

“What does it feel like?”

“Like wanting something I didn’t know I could want.” A tear slipped down her cheek. “Like needing to see you. Like the baby inside me is already connecting me to you in ways I can’t understand.”

“Catherine—”

“I’m not here as a client.” She stepped closer. “I’m not here for another consultation. I’m here because—” She took a shaky breath. “Because I need to know if what I’m feeling is real. If there’s something here beyond biology. Beyond the service you provide.”

The question hung in the spring air. Behind me, the inn waited. My pregnant staff members, my transformed guest, my growing household.

And now Catherine Whitmore, standing on my gravel drive, six weeks pregnant with my child, asking if I felt something too.

I reached for her hand.

“Come inside,” I said. “We have a lot to talk about.”

Her fingers intertwined with mine. She let me lead her up the porch steps, past the watching women, into the inn that was becoming something more than a business.

Something like a family.



The sun set over Willow Creek Inn, painting the sky in shades of gold and rose. In the kitchen, Sofia began preparing dinner for seven. In the massage room, Astrid updated her fertility app with results that confirmed her calculations. In the study, Linda reorganized the schedule to accommodate a household that had doubled in the past ten days.

In the parlor, Priya sat with a book she wasn’t reading, watching the dynamics shift around her.

And in the Wellness Wing, Catherine Whitmore—CEO, ice queen, my first real client—sat on the edge of the four-poster bed, her hand on her belly, her walls finally down.

“I don’t know what I want,” she admitted. “Not exactly. But I know I don’t want to do this alone. The pregnancy. The baby. Whatever comes next.”

“You won’t have to.”

“And the other women? Sofia, Astrid, the ones who live here?”

“They’re part of this household. So are you, if you want to be.”

She stared at me for a long moment. Then she laughed—surprised, almost giddy, entirely unlike her boardroom persona.

“My board of directors would have a collective heart attack if they could see me now.”

“Is that a problem?”

“No.” She reached for my hand. “It’s the most honest thing that’s happened to me in years.”

Outside, the evening deepened. The inn settled into its nighttime rhythms—Sofia’s cooking, Astrid’s stretches, Linda’s schedules, Priya’s contemplation.

I had two pregnant staff members, a pregnant guest who might become something more, twin heiresses awaiting results, and a wait-list of forty-seven women who wanted what this place offered.

The inheritance that had seemed like a burden four weeks ago had become something else entirely. A purpose. A family. A future.

Catherine leaned against my shoulder, her pregnant body warm against mine, her breath evening out as exhaustion from the drive caught up with her.

“Welcome to Willow Creek,” I murmured.

“Thank you.” Her voice was sleepy. “For letting me come back.”

“The door is always open.”

And it was. For her. For all of them. For whatever came next.

The week was over. But everything was just beginning.


Thank you for reading!
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