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  Description





Ever since my Ex called me “broken” I’ve wanted a baby. 

I never believed my doctor would be the accidental daddy!

It was just supposed to be an innocent fling. 

One amazing night. No strings. 

Now he wants to make my biggest wish come true.

 And my Ex is getting insanely jealous in the process…




David:

I couldn’t help but grin when Kimberley strolled in my clinic.

She wasn’t expecting to see this handsome face again.

 Now she wants me to put a baby inside her.

 Her eyes give it away. 

 She wants a special treatment.

One that doesn’t require a special lab.

 Just Physiology 101.

 Me taking control.

Her moaning my name…

Doctor’s orders.

I’m going to fulfill her wildest dreams. 

And that crazy Ex of hers will regret everything he ever said to her…




  






  
  CHAPTER ONE

  




Kimberly

I’d like to start with a bit of a preface: 




I liked to think that I’d learned my lesson when it came to dating. After my last boyfriend turned out to be a scumbag, I had been much more careful. My heart was guarded — I’d built an ivory tower around it that not even the bravest of knights could hope to scale. I was untouchable, and never again would I allow my emotions to be so carelessly tossed around by men who cared nothing for me.




“Miss Anderson!”




Ah, yes. My weakness — the class of kindergarteners I taught. Of course, who could blame me? Who wasn’t weak for young children and their cherubic little faces? Even if they tended to be a bit emotional at times—




“Miss Anderson!!!” Billy Barker screamed, waving his hands frantically to get my attention. I smiled to myself, all thoughts of my ex-boyfriend dismissed as I strode across the room to help Billy with his daily writing assignment.




“What’s wrong, Billy?” I inquired soothingly, smiling as he seemed to calm down somewhat. His face was still beet red from screaming, however, and I hoped he hadn’t been trying to get my attention all that long.




“These dang B’s, ma’am. I can’t ever remember how to do them right, and there’s two in my name! Two!” he said urgently, thrusting a paper in my face. The B’s were backwards, with the loops curling up in a way that made them vaguely resemble the number nine. I chuckled a bit, ruffling the boy’s hair affectionately. 




“That’s a wonderful try. B’s are the ones I have trouble with too, sometimes. Do you want to come to the chalkboard and practice with me?” I kept my voice soft and gentle. It really was a good effort, especially considering what little time we’d spent on writing the ABC’s so far. 




Billy was an excellent student, even if he tended to be a bit temperamental at times. When things didn’t come naturally to him, he more often than not wanted to abandon the task altogether. It took a bit of pushing, but I had managed to get him to come out of his shell a bit — at least, academically. Among his classmates, he was a social butterfly, so there was no problem there. The cheerful tales he regaled about his father “whooping his butt” were a bit disconcerting, but overall, he was a good student.




“Can Bailey help me? She’s really good at making B’s,” Billy asked with a toothy smile, glancing to the corner where the Grady twins sat hunched over their joined desks. At that moment, Bailey herself looked up and waved cheerfully at Billy. He stared pleadingly at me, and in spite of how jaded I was about the idea of young love, these kids didn’t even understand the concept of romantic love yet. It was just play time for the two of them.




“Alright, you can go ask her. If she says no, though, respect her boundaries, okay?” The idea of boundaries was probably lost on a child his age, but he nodded excitedly and bolted from his desk. I stood upright, watching as the two spoke animatedly. As usual, Bailey asked if Lily could join them, and Billy was quick to agree. Apparently, he could use some help on his L’s as well. I resisted the desire to laugh as the three of them rushed to the chalkboard, the girls’ pale blue dresses ruffling around their ankles. I took a moment to scope out the rest of the class, stopping next at Penny Roma’s desk. Her eyes were focused on the top corner of her paper, and as usual, there were no letters scrawled on the assignment.




“I feel sick.” 




The usual excuse, though she didn’t even look up at me as she used it. Sucker that it may have made me, I always believed her. I took her by the hand, helping her up from her chair and guiding her to my desk. I always kept a pack of peanut butter crackers in my desk for such emergencies. She smiled thankfully, nibbling on the corner of a cracker as she watched the children at the blackboard. This was relatively normal for my classroom, and truth be told, I wouldn’t trade it for anything.




The only thing that could have made my life better was having a child of my own. That was just a distant fantasy, however. My ex seemed to think I was barren, which was the whole reason he’d broken up with me. We’d been trying to conceive for months to no avail, and truthfully, I couldn’t blame him for wanting to find someone else. I just wish he had broken up with me before fucking some other woman. 




That was in the past, though. Nothing worth fretting over now. I had a fulfilling life, although my social life was certainly lacking. I was supposed to be meeting up with a coworker that night — Tiffany Rodriguez, a fifth grade math teacher who failed to understand how dearly I loved children. During work hours, I usually found an email from her in our usual message thread. Our work emails were meant for just work, but try telling the sassy blonde that. It was a relief at times to read through her messages while the children were working or off enjoying recess for the day. She was my only friend, really, which probably said a lot about me as a person. 




As the children were busying themselves with their writing assignments, I clicked on the latest email I’d received from Tiff and scanned over it with a faint smile. Yet another failed date on her end, though I had to give it to her — at least she went on dates. Although I had never known Tiffany to be in a serious relationship, she was off dating some new guy every other day. She liked to have fun, and I guess I was just boring by comparison.




Scanning over the final line of the message, I swallowed a laugh as she mentioned a night out at the Red Room, the most chic nightclub in town. Yeah, that’s how I wanted to spend my evening: getting hit on by drunk idiots and having my eardrums blasted out by the sound system. I’d been to the Red Room once or twice before, and while I could see the appeal for a younger crowd, it just wasn’t for me. I couldn’t imagine dating any of the men who frequented the place. Granted, I couldn’t imagine dating much of anyone in my current state. 




I clicked the reply button, watching the children doodle on the blackboard out of the corner of my eye. I expressed some sympathy for her failed date, keeping my amusement regarding the situation to myself. I promised to consider going out with her that night, which I had already considered and decided against. It wasn’t a lie, per se. 




I clicked send just as a shrill scream erupted in the back of the classroom. I jolted to my feet, my expression panicked as I sought out the problem. Jenny Pilsner was a solid five feet away from her desk, pointing at it with a horrified expression. I approached warily, relieved to see that it was just a small lizard that had managed to sneak into the classroom. I placed my hand in front of it, allowing it to crawl on me and considering it with a faint smile.




“Miss Anderson, it’ll bite you!” Penny exclaimed, her expression aghast. I chuckled warmly, keeping the small reptile on my hand as its beady eyes examined the room around it. 




“Oh, Penny, it’s nothing to be afraid of. He’s a sweet little guy, aren’t you?” I cooed, tracing a finger along his back. His tail twitched, and it was obvious that he was nervous to be trapped in such a full room. “Alright, time out, kids! Put away your pencils, and place your writing assignment in your folders. We’re going to take this little guy out to the courtyard and let him loose. How does that sound?” I said cheerfully, careful to keep my voice low so as not to spook the creature. 




Its tail continued to twitch in agitation, and it flicked its tongue out as if to taste the air. I knew very little about reptiles, but I knew enough to realize that our classroom wasn’t an ideal home for him. I had considered getting a class pet, but considering the petrified looks on the faces of half of my class, this guy seemed to be a no go. 




Just the same, the children seemed eager to get out of the classroom — not that I could blame them. It was an extremely nice day.




“Does this count as our recess?”




“Can we go to the playground?”




“I’m hungry! Can we have lunch outside?”




It was normal to receive a plethora of such questions any time some new opportunity presented itself. Though there were some school rules to abide by, I saw little harm in letting them bring their lunch bags along for a picnic of sorts. I gestured toward their locker wall, and the group cheered as they gathered their lunch bags — ranging from Billy’s usual brown paper bag to Penny’s unicorn lunch box. 




“Now, we’ll need to stay in the courtyard, so that means don’t run where I can’t see you — especially not to go chasing this little guy when he skitters off,” I announced, waiting for them to form a single-file line before leading them out the door. The trip to the courtyard wound from the back of the school, where the kindergarten classrooms were located, around to where the upper grades studied. As I led the students, I kept a constant watch to make sure there weren’t any stragglers. 




We passed Tiffany’s classroom; it appeared to be the fifth grader’s lunch hour. There was a lunch monitor in the cafeteria at all times, so lunch was when she took her break. I waved through the window, and her eyes lit with excitement upon seeing me. She lurched from her seat and rushed to the door of her classroom, though I thought little of it. At least, I thought little of it until I heard her shout.




“Wait up! I’ll join you!”




That could either spell fun or trouble. Possibly a combination of both. All the same, my students obligingly came to a halt when I paused. The lizard was beginning to get adventurous, crawling up my wrist toward my arm. I made a face, trying not to get too creeped out by the idea of it crawling into my shirt. 




“Miss Anderson,” Tiffany said in faux professional tones as she approached me, falling into step beside me. Before I could answer, the lizard on my wrist leaped the distance between the two of us, landing on the side of the other teacher’s shirt. 




Of course, she immediately panicked, screaming and thrashing in an attempt to get the lizard off of her. The children in my classroom were torn between amusement and terror at about a fifty/fifty ratio. All hell broke loose as Tiffany flung the lizard. It hit the ground with a soft thud before skittering in the direction of my students. Of course, they shrieked, bolting in all directions while I tried to maintain some sense of order.




“Wait! Wait! Come back! Miss Rodriguez, help me!” I started in a shout before lowering my voice to a hiss and receiving a chagrined look from Tiffany herself. 




Thankfully, we managed to gather the children in one place. To make up for the fright, I made the executive decision to let them take an early recess. Tiffany looked apologetic as she walked alongside me, but I couldn’t stay mad at her for terribly long. At least the children hadn’t been in danger.




“So…about the Red Room tonight,” she began, her expression shifting to one of excitement. 




“I don’t think it’s such a good idea, Tiff,” I said quietly, watching the kids as they bolted across the various playground equipment. She chuckled, giving me a slight nudge.




“You never have any fun, girl. You need to get out more — put yourself out there. What’s it going to hurt?” she pressed, glancing at her watch before shouting abruptly. “Shit, my class is probably waiting for me! I’ll see you later!”




I watched her go somewhat pensively, considering her words.




Maybe it wasn’t such a bad idea.





  
  CHAPTER TWO

  




David

Let me make one thing clear: 




When you were as rich as me, the world was your oyster. More specifically, the female population was yours for the taking. Putting it simply, David Strowman was a name that women heard and immediately dropped their panties. It had a certain sort of appeal that I was pleased to hold, as cocky as it may sound. Granted, cockiness carried the implication that I was putting up a front; believe me, I was never wanting for female attention by any means. I had a lot going for me, even discounting my wealth. 




Name one of the sexiest jobs you can think of — you’d think of a doctor, right? Not the sort of old doctor who was around when it was still common practice for a woman’s period to be mistaken as some sort of a mental derangement — although that’s still questionable at best. But no. Think of your average television doctor, the type you’d see on a soap opera. Handsome and rugged, with a strong jawline and… well, I guess a heart of gold. After all, being in the profession called for a certain kind of kindness.




Well, I was a locum tenens physician in the prime of my life, currently working at a fertility clinic to see that happy couples could expand into a proper happy family. It could be disconcerting at times, seeing these smiling men come in with their wives, a hopeful glint in their eyes. I couldn’t imagine ever settling down with one woman, let alone spawning a child with this hypothetical wonder woman. Yet these men seemed so happy — like having a family could actually be more fulfilling than a life where fun was your only priority. 




Don’t get me wrong, I wasn’t a monster by any means. I enjoyed seeing the look of delight on a young woman’s face when she found out she was going to finally, after months of trying, be a mother. I’d gotten to know a few of my clients rather intimately — though not in the same manner of intimacy I shared with the hot receptionist at the ritzy joint. 




I knew everything from what these couples wanted to have (more often than not, they hoped for their own respective gender, though there were always the blowhards who insisted they’d be happy as long as the baby was healthy) to how many times a week they were fucking — pardon, trying to conceive. I knew the exact dates when every female patient ovulated. Hell, I knew more about the virility of the men who came to the clinic than I knew about my own — not that my mojo was ever in question. 




I came to know and care about my patients, but there was a lingering feeling that there was something extremely wrong with the fact that these men were willing to settle. The women were beautiful, God love them, but no woman was beautiful enough to give up the life for. 




I should tell you that the bachelor life does get boring at times. Not boring enough to consider settling down with some old broad, but boring enough that I strive to spice things up whenever I can. After so many hours of bending the receptionist over my table, I wanted something else. I wanted a woman who was unlike the bimbos I spent so much time with — the ones who would drop their panties at the drop of a hat. I wanted a woman who would give me a bit of a run for my money, someone I would have to fight for. I know it sounded unusual to want to fight for a woman, but hooking up was like fishing out of a barrel at this point — fishing with the stink bait that trout loved so much.




As the door of my office was pushed open, I knew in short order that it was the receptionist I’ve spent the most time with entering the room. I could never quite place her name, but she didn’t seem terribly troubled by the fact that I didn’t care enough about her to remember her name. I doubt she cared all that much about me either. Except that I had a big dick, a big ego, and could fuck a girl’s brains out just how she liked. That’s all any girl ever saw in me, and honestly, that’s how I liked it. It would be outright tragic if some nice girl developed feelings for me. Fortunately, this particular receptionist — Angela, if I remembered correctly — wasn’t a nice girl by any means.




“Oh, Davey,” she cooed, sauntering toward my desk with her breasts nearly popping the buttons of her blouse. Our relationship wasn’t professional by any means – in fact, I’d go as far as saying it was the exact opposite of professional. She never seemed to care about putting up any sort of front, however, not even for our clients. It might have been refreshing if I didn’t need this job so badly. 




“Hello,” I answered mildly, not wanting to give too much away. Honestly, I was a bit annoyed by her presence in my office. I had work to do, and we were booked solid at the clinic. If she wanted to get off, she could go diddle herself in the bathroom as far as I was concerned. I didn’t plan to do anything to jeopardize my position as lead physician at the clinic, at least not today. She rested her hip against the side of my desk just the same, her too-short skirt hiking up on her thighs. She offered me a sultry smile, but I simply rolled my eyes and turned my attention to my schedule.




“You always stay so busy. I’m starting to think you don’t have enough time for me.”




I ignored her, sorting through my files. I was a doctor; of course I was busy. It wasn’t as if I had a job where I could sit behind a desk and check people into the clinic all day. Even on my lunch break, I had work to take care of. It was rare that I even got a break, and I didn’t plan to waste the little downtime I did get with Angela.




“It’s the nature of the beast, ‘ela,” I mused casually, ignoring the scrutinous look she turned upon me. I paused in spite of myself, closing my file as she seemed to grow more agitated. “What is it that you need?” 




“After all of this time, you still don’t know my name? After all of the times you’ve bent me over your desk, you can’t even remember my name?!”




“It’s Angela, isn’t it?” 




“Angel! It’s Angel!”




I lowered my eyes to my desk, not horribly affected by her outburst. She was lucky I had even remembered the first syllable of her name, but she didn’t seem to appreciate how many women I’d spent my time with.




“Angel, then. What can I help you with?” I asked coolly, checking on when my next appointment was scheduled and praying it was in the next twenty minutes or so. Unfortunately, I had around an hour before the next patient would be coming in, which meant I had to deal with Angela — shit, Angel — for the next forty-five minutes or so.




“I want you to fuck me. I’ve been trying to send you signals all day, but you’re too dense,” she hissed out. That wasn’t exactly the whole truth. I wasn’t dense. I had picked up on the signals. After all, the receptionist wasn’t subtle by any means. I just hadn’t been interested. She was too common, too usual. I was tired of dealing with the usual fuck toys I played around with, at least for the next few days. 




I wanted more. I wanted more excitement than Angel could offer me. As exhilarating as it was to fuck her against the door of my office while it nearly bounced off its hinges, it wasn’t enough right now. It hadn’t been enough for some time.




“The clinic is booked solid today. I don’t exactly have the time to waste getting you off.” That was cold, but I couldn’t afford to be particularly warm with her today. She would get the wrong idea, like she always did. She even seemed to have the wrong idea now. Did she think she was in charge of our relationship? Did she think she got to choose when I wanted to fuck?




“It’s not exactly a waste of time if you’re getting off too, is it?” she pressed. I hesitated for a moment before smiling politely.




“I need to conserve energy. Like I said, it’s going to be a long day. I don’t have time to bust a nut in every woman who steps into my office. I’m sure you understand,” I said mildly. Her expression twisted into one of rage, and I expected her to go off on me. I was prepared for her nonsense, though I would have liked to avoid dealing with it.




“Alright. Well, maybe if you’d take the time to ask me on a date instead of just fucking around with me in the office…” she trailed off, her expression hopeful. As partial as I was to the sound of her desperate mewls when I plunged into her just right, I would never consider dating Angel. She was too easy. I know, I know, it’s a bit hypocritical for me to comment on someone being easy, but I had my own priorities.




“You know I’m not interested in a relationship, Angel,” I said simply, staring at her for a moment before returning my attention to the file in front of me. I jotted some notes regarding the patient, making my best effort to ignore the other individual in my office as I worked.




“You won’t even give me a chance,” she whined, stomping her foot much like a child throwing a tantrum.




“Nope.”




I watched as she seemed to grow increasingly agitated, as if she were going to explode at any given moment. It might have been entertaining to watch, that is, if she would actually blast into thousands of pieces. It wasn’t a kind thought, but I’d been dealing with this receptionist longer than I liked to consider.




“Fine!”




With that indignant shout, she turned her back on me and stalked out of my office. Of course, she slammed the door shut behind her, but I’d expected as much. I frowned to myself, shaking my head in disbelief. It seemed that I would have to find someone else to occupy my time, considering how clingy the receptionist was getting. Perhaps I’d been calling on her services too often, for too long. It wouldn’t do for her to form an attachment to me, though it seemed like too little, too late at this point. There was only one solution to my problem.




Flipping through my day book, I blocked out my plans for that night. A trip to the Red Room was in order, of that I had no doubt. It was the hippest nightclub in town, and there were a plethora women who frequented the place — women who would love to get plowed by a handsome doctor with a huge cock. It was just the place I needed to escape to. I wouldn’t be playing any games that night. I knew what I wanted from my trip to the Red Room, and I planned to get it.




Look out, ladies.





  
  CHAPTER THREE

  




Kimberly

“I could kill you for your little stunt at work today.”




Tiffany paid me little mind as she sorted through my closet, which seemed to be her favorite activity any time she stopped in my apartment. She often suggested that I get some sort of makeover and allow her to take me shopping for some sexier clothes, but that seemed impractical. I wasn’t exactly the type to go out clubbing, and most of my off time was spent in my apartment, searching the internet for interesting assignments for my students. It wasn’t as if I was going to attract some sort of stud while I was hunched in front of my desk, my glasses slipping down the bridge of my nose at every inopportune moment.




“The kids were fine; I don’t know what you’re so worried about,” she answered belatedly, and I resisted the desire to roll my eyes. It didn’t take much for the other teacher to become preoccupied, especially when it came to preparing an outfit for the rare opportunity when she could drag me out of my apartment. Spending an evening at the Red Room was the last thing I wanted to devote my spare time to, but I had been something of a homebody lately.




“They bolted. They could have gotten hurt. You know they’re not old enough to navigate the school on their own. If they’d gotten lost, I could have gotten fired—” I paused as my voice cracked a bit. “I don’t know what I would do without this job, Tiff. Work is everything to me. Ever since Chad broke up with me…” I trailed off, falling silent as she turned an angry look on me.




“Your ex was a dick, Kim. You need to forget about him. It’s not like he’s the only fish in the sea. He’s like a fucking fish stick in a classy seafood buffet. You deserve lobster tail, honey. Don’t let anyone make you think otherwise,” she said, her voice a mix of firm yet somehow comforting. I nodded quietly, fidgeting with the bottom edge of my towel as she continued to search through my wardrobe. 




I’d only managed to get a short shower before the other teacher had started pounding on my door, but that was pretty normal for our outings. Tiffany was nothing if not excitable, and honestly, I was past the point of caring if she saw my bare ass or tits when my towel slipped. It had been awkward at first, becoming friends with another teacher. When she’d first invaded my after-shower routine, I’d been humiliated to the point of wanting to sink into the floor. She had never seemed to care about personal boundaries, dismissing me with the reassurance that mine weren’t the first breasts she’d seen. I could only wonder if she was referring to her own or someone else’s, but after a while, I’d learned to live with her eccentricities. 




“Seems like we’re having a lobster shortage in these parts,” I remarked belatedly, striding to my vanity and beginning to apply my makeup. I wore makeup when teaching at school, but that makeup was a stark difference from what I apply for a night out. On the schoolyard, I strove for a natural look — not that any of the children would notice either way. It was more of a self-care sort of thing. When it came to clubbing, however, I looked just short of a personal escort in what I could only hope was a good way. I’d never been particularly good at makeup, but Chad had insisted I learn if I was going to be seen with him. “And you’re right. Fuck Chad.”




“Amen, sister,” Tiffany agreed, emerging from the wardrobe with the little black dress I saved for special occasions. I raised a brow as she held it up to me in a rather appraising manner, meanwhile continuing to work on my lip liner. “This will be perfect. Jaws will hit the floor, Kim; I’m sure of it,” she announced, pressing the dress into my hands as I finished up my makeup. I considered the dress somewhat reluctantly, having internally dubbed it my ‘getting laid’ dress. I hadn’t worn it in some time, and it would be no small wonder if it even still fit me.




“I’m not sure. Don’t you think I should go a bit tamer?” I replied, shuffling into the dress nonetheless. I expected it to snag on my hips or my gut, but surprisingly, it fit me like a glove. Thank God for small miracles.




“Tame doesn’t get dick, Kimmy,” Tiffany grinned, touching up her eyeliner in my mirror. I couldn’t help but laugh at how crude she was being, but she had a point. I needed to get out of my shell a bit, take my mind off of the douchebag and realize that maybe, just maybe, there were actual decent guys in the world. 




I wasn’t getting my hopes up too high, though.




“I take it you’re driving tonight? I’ll need to loosen up a bit if I’m going to do any flirting. God knows I’m rusty,” I sighed, looking myself over in the mirror. Not half bad, even by my own standards.




“Have you ever been good at flirting?” 




Ouch. 




“Of course I’m driving. Assuming, of course, you don’t find your own way home,” she continued, glancing at me with a rather sly expression. I reddened, flattening my dress and refusing to meet her gaze. I didn’t think I’d be that lucky on my first outing in months, but I supposed one could hope.




“We’ll see then,” I said noncommittally, trying to sound even the slightest bit confident. Tiffany knew me too well to believe my farce, however.




“You’ll be fine, girl. Just work that charm of yours, and shake your ass a bit on the dance floor. You’ll have plenty of studs drooling over you. I’m sure of it,” she assured me, giving my shoulder a gentle squeeze. 




I could only hope she was right. I had no misconceptions that this outing would change my life, but I hoped it would be fun at least.




“Alright, then. I guess, let’s get a move on — get the whole embarrassing myself part of the evening out of the way,” I said with a faint grin, casting a final glance into the mirror to consider my outfit. For once, my makeup was on point, and my hair had been meticulously curled into a fancy up-do. The little black dress hugged all of my curves in all the right places, and truth be told, I was a bit startled by how good I looked. Maybe a bit of confidence was all I needed, after all.




My attention was drawn away from the mirror by Tiffany, who gripped my wrist tightly in her hand. Apparently, she had gotten bored of simply watching me observe my own reflection. Not that I could blame her. She only released my hand when she was certain I was trailing along behind her, and when she did, she rubbed her hands together almost maniacally. I could only wonder what was going on in that strange mind of hers. She led me to her car, which was nearly too small for the two of us to comfortably fit in, and turned the ignition with a small smile. She seemed to have relaxed somewhat once she was free of my apartment and, by association, free of the evidence of my depressing life. She hadn’t said as much, but that was only because I’d not pressed her.




“We’re both getting a good fuck tonight; I can feel it,” she murmured excitedly, shifting the car into gear and tearing out of the parking lot. I clutched either side of the seat, not entirely sure I wouldn’t be launched through the windshield, seatbelt or not. The steady bass of the radio playing through the busted speakers of her sound system was somewhat soothing, and like every other time I’d been driven somewhere by Tiffany, I prayed for my life to be spared. She seemed well aware of my discomfort, grinning as she took her hand off of the wheel and gave my shoulder a shake. “Come on, kid. Get a little bit excited,” she teased. 




“You’re hardly old enough to be calling me kid, you know,” I muttered, relaxing into the seat and watching as the scenery of the concrete jungle passed outside of my window. The Red Room was located deep in the downtown district, which made it an interesting ride, regardless of how the experience at the club itself went. That wasn’t to say the club lacked its charms. The wealthiest and most handsome men in the entirety of the city made a habit of visiting the ritzy nightclub, usually looking for a quick lay. In most circumstances, I would have considered myself above indulging them.




But it had just been so long.




“You act like a kid, Kim. Maybe that explains your fascination with children,” Tiffany said idly, and although I leveled her with a glare, I knew she was simply having a bit of fun at my expense. 




“I like to see the best in people, Tiff. The best in situations. It’s difficult sometimes, but every date doesn’t have to end with a dick in your mouth,” I replied calmly, hoping to get her goat. She only laughed, smacking her lips together as she pulled into a parking spot outside of the club. She rummaged in her purse and removed a tube of cherry lip gloss, applying it to her lips with a cheeky little grin. 




“No, not every date. Only the best ones,” she replied, unfastening her seatbelt and lurching out of the car. I hesitated a moment before following her path, fidgeting with my dress as we made our way to the entrance. There was a line as usual, and I expected to be waiting for some odd hours while Tiffany made an attempt to flirt with the bouncer. That was always the worst part of coming to these clubs — the wait to get in. However, the bouncer seemed to recognize Tiffany as she approached, and come to think of it … I recognized him! It was one of the younger janitors at our school! 




“Jim? What are you doing here?” I demanded, as if he had no right to witness my slutty night out. He smiled, seemingly at ease with the entire situation.




“Needed another job to put a bit of extra dough on the table. Janitorial work isn’t the best paying job in the world, you know,” he said casually, opening the door for us. “Tiffany called ahead of time and told me you guys would be showing up. What sort of gentleman would I be if I didn’t make room for you on the guest list?” He grinned, his eyes lingering on Tiffany’s ass as we passed. She seemed a bit entertained by the attention, but I could only hope the young man wasn’t checking me out as well.




You never really realize until you frequent a nightclub like the Red Room, but arousal certainly has a scent — not a good one by any means, but a distinct one. It was all I could do to stomach it as I trudged over to the bar, beginning to doubt the whole trip. I wasn’t really cut out for this kind of outing, was I? Tiffany seemed to care very little about my immediate trip to the bar, which only knocked my confidence down a few more pegs. I ordered a mimosa in short order, resting my chin in my hand as I stared at the bartender. 




I sensed more than saw someone sitting on the stool beside me, and I stiffened a bit as I tried to covertly glance at the newcomer from the corner of my eye. Oh … oh, holy shit. 




He was a modern day Adonis; that much I could say with confidence. With dark hair and brilliant green eyes, his lips were quirked in a decidedly panty-dropping smile. There was no way I’d have a chance with him, but….




“H-hi.”





  
  CHAPTER FOUR

  




David

I wasn’t new to the atmosphere of the Red Room by any means, especially not to the wave of heat that washed over me every time I stepped into the club. Most people came to the Red for one reason — they were horny and looking for a good time. I had yet to figure out any other reason for wanting to come to the gaudy establishment, but the dance floor was nothing to sneeze at. What kind of man would complain about a bunch of feisty young women grinding against him as if their lives depended on it? I certainly wasn’t going to complain about the feminine attention I received, not by any means. I made a habit of coming to the Red Room as often as possible, although I wasn’t exactly wanting for female attention. There was something about seeing those pretty faces flush as soon as I stepped into the building that appealed to me.




I could have found a woman at any corner. The Red Room just made it easier .You didn’t go to the club unless you wanted to get fucked. I usually spent most of my time on the dance floor, enjoying the sensation of other bodies against my own. It wasn’t a sensation I lacked for — I could always find someone to roll in the hay with. There was something about the hot musk, the pure sensuality of the dance floor, that kept dragging me back. You couldn’t ignore the stink of arousal when you slipped into the Red Room, the acrid scent of a pretty girl wanting to get fucked properly — or in other cases, a smarmy bloke wanting to get his dick wet. Either way, you knew what you were signing up for. 




Tonight, I wasn’t particularly enchanted by the idea of the dance floor, although I did consider the bodies twisting in ecstasy before deciding I had better things to do. I wasn’t sure what I was looking for, which wasn’t exactly the norm for my trips to the Red Room. I usually came in with a game plan of some sort, even if it was just a vague mental outline of what kind of woman I wanted to take home and fuck around with. This time, I had no idea what I wanted, nor any idea of how I would get it. 




The bar was as empty as usual, save for a single woman who sat hunched over the bar top with an expression that could only be described as hopeful. She was drinking a cheaply made mimosa, though truthfully, I was sure she had no idea what a quality drink tasted like. I might have considered her entirely pathetic in other circumstances, and I was tempted to do just that now. However, with every breath she inhaled, her breasts heaved just so, and her ass jutted out even though she was seated on a usual bar stool. It was difficult to make one’s self look sexy while slumped in front of the bar, but somehow, she managed.




In short, it was a rather easy decision to decide to make my way toward her. She seemed oblivious to me as I approached, and though a typical man might have seated themselves two or three stools away, I wasn’t going to put either of us through any pretenses. I sat casually on the stool just beside her, waving two fingers at the bartender. The staff had learned my preferences in short order, and while I liked to fuck a plethora of exotic women, I tended to prefer the same drink every time I came to the Red Room: a rum and cola. When the bartender caught my eye and caught my panty-dropping smile, he even blushed. I couldn’t help but grin as the woman at my side belatedly seemed to catch on to my presence. 




Stiffening in her seat, it was obvious that she wasn’t used to having such prestigious company beside her. Not to honk my own horn, but I had a way of making the atmosphere bend to my will even when it wasn’t exactly my intent. Her eyes widened marginally, and she considered me from the corner of her eye, her grip tightening on her drink to such an extent that I thought it might shatter in her hand. But I kept my expression casual, offering the bartender a wink as he brought over my drink. He all but melted, and as flattering as that was, he wasn’t my target tonight. I knew what I wanted.




I wanted the woman at my side.




I didn’t expect her to actually say anything to me; I mused on how to start a bit of conversation to put her at ease. An ice breaker, as it were. She had now given up all farcical attempts to pretend she wasn’t staring at me, and as my eyes met hers, a jolt that I was unfamiliar with shot through my body. Arousal, no doubt, was a sensation I was used to. However, this time, the feeling was tempered with some other emotion that I could not quite give a name to. As much as this bothered me, I tried not to give it much thought. She was beautiful, sure, but no more worthy of my affection than any other woman. For God’s sake, I hadn’t even begun to exchange words with her yet. 




That problem was going to need to be dealt with in short order if I planned to work my charms on her. Small talk wasn’t exactly my forte, but I could work through it in a pinch. Before I could begin to get any words out, however, she shifted to look at me with a nervous smile.




“H-hi.”




Her voice was melodic, nothing short of an angel’s chorus paired with an innocent smile and eyes that seemed to look into my soul. Believe me, I wasn’t one to typically wax poetic about a woman, but there was something very charming about her. I couldn’t put my finger on it quite yet, but I expected it to reveal itself when I placed my finger directly on her. 




She was nervous; there was no doubt about that. I could only wonder what had her feeling so uncertain of herself, especially considering that slinky black number that clung to each of her curves. She had to know she was gorgeous — absolutely striking — didn’t she?




“Hello, gorgeous,” I murmured, forcing myself to leave off the inquiry as to where she had been all my life. Her cheeks flushed bright red just the same, and an awkward giggle spilled past her lips as if she’d never had a handsome man flirt with her before. Then again, men of my caliber were few and far between in this city. “Mind if I buy you another drink? You look absolutely parched,” I grinned, sipping from my own drink in turn.




“Oh, you don’t have to.”




I was immediately stricken by how nervous she seemed. She didn’t seem particularly used to kindness, which was a shame. In spite of my careless nature with the women I fucked, I at least made an effort to make them feel appreciated. Was the idea of being bought one drink so far-fetched?




“I don’t mind. Someone as beautiful as you shouldn’t have to buy her own drinks,” I smiled, waving the bartender over and gesturing vaguely toward the woman. She sputtered a bit, her expression shifting to one of barely restrained delight as she seemed to realize that I wasn’t simply pulling her chain.




“Oh, you’re too kind. I’m flattered, honestly,” she smiled, and for a moment I was stricken by how sincere that smile was. I felt my heart give a solid thump, but I pointedly ignored it as I sipped from my drink.




“Allow me to be a bit cliché for a moment — what is a girl like you doing in a place like this?” I pressed, giving the bartender a slight smile as he brought the woman’s mimosa. She chuckled breathily, turning to give me her full attention.




“I suppose I’m here for the same reason as anyone else,” she mused aloud, her expression slightly mischievous. I felt my cock give a slight twitch but made a point to play it cool. I hummed my acknowledgement, shifting a bit to obscure my crotch. I felt like some school boy popping a stiffy for his hot teacher, and while the feeling wasn’t altogether unpleasant, I was a bit taken aback. It was unusual for a woman to have such a sudden and undeniable effect on me, regardless of how beautiful she may be. Beautiful though this woman was, she wasn’t the sort you would see in one of those beauty magazines. There was something a bit restrained about her, like a lioness pretending to be little more than a kitten.




“You don’t seem like the type to come to a gaudy nightclub for a cheap fuck,” I said a bit callously, immediately regretting the words. She smirked, quirking a well-manicured brow. I was sure she would find a reason to slip away from me now, and I cursed myself for my inability to hold my tongue. However, she simply turned to face me, tilting her head slightly. It was adorable, enchanting, and all sorts of things I would never expect from a woman I was having a bit of fun with. She wasn’t outright drooling, but it was rather obvious that she was interested in what I was offering. Then again — did she quite realize what I wanted?




“Not a cheap fuck, no,” she said slyly, licking her lips sensually. I followed the path of her tongue with my eyes, my heart giving yet another solid thump. I nodded slowly, reassessing the situation. It was quite obvious that she realized what sort of offer I was pitching, though perhaps I was getting ahead of myself. I hadn’t exactly asked anything of her yet; I’d simply engaged her in casual conversation. Perhaps it was time to kick things up a notch.




“I can assure you that I’m anything but cheap, Miss—”




“My name’s not really important, is it? Are you willing to share your own?” 




“I suppose not. I must say, it’s rare to meet a woman of your caliber in a club like this.” She seemed amused by my tone, which could only be described as filled with awe. I wasn’t the type to get a fluttery heart over a woman at a bar — I wasn’t the type to get butterflies at all…not since my preteen years. I tapped my fingers on the bar top, wondering if propositioning her would be the right way to go about things. It wasn’t as if I would be losing much if she turned me down — at least, that’s what I tried to tell myself. The truth was, I wanted her. I wanted to make her mine, even if just for a night.




“Well, handsome, it’s unusual to meet a man of your charms in the Red Room, as well,” she hummed, sipping the last bit of her second drink. The buzz was beginning to hit me from my own exceedingly strong mix, and she had a rather dreamy look in her eyes that spoke of utter inebriation. There would be no better time to make my move, and while hesitation wasn’t normally part of my game, I felt myself giving a slight pause. This wasn’t just the usual club fuck. This was the sort of woman a lesser man could find himself falling for.




Good thing I was stronger than most men.




“This may seem a bit bold, but if you would like to get out of here, find someplace a bit more private…” I trailed off, raising a brow slyly. Her cheeks reddened, and she nodded fervently.




“Of course. We can go to my apartment. I just need to tell my friend that I’m leaving,” she said in a rush, standing and taking a step away from the bar. I smiled, a sensation of warmth brewing deep within me. 




“No problem. Of course.”




Score.





  
  CHAPTER FIVE

  




Kimberly

To be frank, I wasn’t sure how I had pulled it off. I had managed to flirt with one of the most handsome men I’d ever met, and now I had asked him to come home with me. It was unlike me to be so bold, and I was sure Tiffany would be rather startled by the fact that I’d already found someone to go home with. I could only hope she didn’t think I was desperate for going with the first man to speak kind words to me, but once she got a good look at the gorgeous stranger, I was sure she would understand my decision. 




I squeezed through the writhing bodies on the dance floor, grimacing at the sensation of sweat soaking my bare skin — sweat that was decidedly not my own. The lust that permeated the crowd was hard to ignore, and I was somewhat worried I’d be unable to find Tiffany among the horny crowd.




When I laid eyes on her, I was unsurprised to see her grinding against a young man who had to be at least five years her junior. I fought the desire to snicker, approaching the pair and waiting until the other teacher noticed me. It didn’t take long before she stumbled away from the handsome young man, her face flushed.




“What, you aren’t ready to go already, are you?” she asked in a bit of a whiney voice. I decided to have a bit of fun with her.




“It’s just…this isn’t really my scene, Tiff. I hate to ruin your good time, but since you drove me…” I trailed off, entirely expecting her to blow me off. However, she straightened up and brushed her hair away from her eyes before fumbling in her purse.




“I shouldn’t have dragged you out of your comfort zone to begin with. Of course I’ll take you back to your apartment, Kim,” she said with a faint smile, producing her keys. I’ll admit, I was taken aback by her willingness to take me home, even as she cast a longing stare at the young man behind her. I chuckled a bit, giving her a nudge back in his direction.




“I’m fucking with you, Tiff. I… uhm… sorta found another way home,” I began, gesturing vaguely at the bar. The other teacher’s eyes widened almost comically, and she reached out to pull me close, speaking in hushed tones. I tilted my head, but I was unable to make out her quiet words as the music hit a particularly loud part. She repeated herself, and I made an effort to read her lips to no avail. Suddenly, just as the music hit a lull, she shouted out what she’d been trying to express.




“That’s a hell of a way to end your dry spell, girl!”




I felt my cheeks get hot as the people in our immediate area began to chuckle. She looked chagrined, patting me on the shoulder and pushing me back in the direction of the bar. I could barely make out her muttered apologies as the music began to thrum again, but I dared not ask her to speak up again. I couldn’t deal with any more embarrassment on that level. However, a brief sensation of doubt washed over me, and when we reached the outer edge of the dance floor, I pulled the other teacher closer to whisper into her ear.




“I don’t know if I can do this, Tiff. He’s so gorgeous. What on Earth would he want with a plain Jane like me?” I hissed, drawing away to look her in the eyes. She fought a smile, as if I’d said the most hilarious thing in the world. I felt my ire rising and was tempted to give her a piece of my mind before she drew me back in.




“Plain is the last word I would use to describe you, girlfriend. I told you that you deserved lobster tail, and there he sits, in all his delicious, buttery goodness,” she murmured. I smiled in spite of myself. “No more generic brand fish sticks, alright? Go for it. I know you have a sexual deviant inside of you… deep, deep inside. Give this guy what he wants, and have a bit of fun in the meantime. You have my number if you need me,” she assured me, her expression glowing with delight. It was almost as if she were the one going home with the stud of a man, but I realized that she was simply thrilled to see me flourishing.




“You’re a good friend, Tiff. Don’t let anyone tell you otherwise,” I said quickly, pecking her on the cheek before sauntering back to the handsome stranger I’d left at the bar. His eyes twinkled with mirth, and before I could ask what was so funny, he swiftly filled in the blanks.




“Dry spell, huh? A gorgeous woman like you? I can scarcely believe it,” he hummed, looking me up and down in a manner that could only be described as appraising. I was humiliated that he had heard the exchange — at least, part of it. I could only pray he hadn’t heard us comparing him to a fresh seafood dish. “Well, it is an honor to be the one to put an end to that. Assuming, of course, that is what you want,” he said smoothly, wrapping an arm around my waist as he placed a wad of bills on the bar top. My eyes widened, and the bartender seemed equally stunned, swiftly working to get the proper change. Before the young man could get the cash gathered, the man at my side smiled broadly, waving him off. “Keep it. I’m in a good mood.”




God, he was gorgeous, charming, and generous to boot? Not to mention he had to have his fair share of money to throw around if he was willing to part with such a sizeable wad of cash. I tried not to let the situation intimidate me, allowing the man to lead me to the door of the club. He withdrew his key from his pocket, guiding me toward a bright red sports car that looked like it belonged in one of those car chase movies. He pulled the passenger door open without a second thought and gestured for me to get in. I paused slightly, wondering what exactly I was getting myself into. Before I could doubt myself too terribly, I slipped into the car and fastened the seatbelt, my heart hammering against my ribs as he eased the door shut.




“Just as a bit of reassurance, my alcohol tolerance is rather high. Driving to your place shouldn’t be an issue. We can get a cab if you’d rather—” he began as he opened his door and slid into the driver’s seat.




“Oh, no! It’s fine. I trust you,” I assured him, though I couldn’t really assess how true that statement was. I trusted him to get me home in one piece at least… especially considering what he was driving. The car itself probably had a heftier price than my entire net worth, and I was sure that the handsome stranger wouldn’t be driving if there was any chance we could get hurt — let alone his fancy car. 




He seemed satisfied with my assurance, shifting into gear and pulling out of the parking lot. I sat awkwardly in the passenger seat for a moment, not sure how to play it smooth. Drawing my lip between my teeth, my hand tensed at my side as I realized how easily I could embarrass myself.




“Is something bothering you, sweetheart?” 




My heart felt as if it stopped for a solid beat, and I struggled to come up with an appropriate response. Deciding to take a bold approach that was truly at odds with my nature, I offered him a coy smile.




“It’s just… I’m already so hot and wet for you,” I purred, the words sounding a bit awkward and foreign on my tongue. I could only pray they had come out as smoothly as I hoped. His cheeks flushed slightly, and I felt the warmth of satisfaction settling in my gut. Pressing my luck a bit, I continued, “I don’t know if I can wait until we get to my apartment. It’s all I can do to keep my hands to myself.” I spoke sensually, feeling more confidence than I’d ever felt before.




“Well, don’t restrain yourself on my account,” he replied in short order, laughing a bit breathlessly. My eyes widened, but I tried to keep it subtle, not having expected that sort of a response. I should have known he would call my bluff — not that it was entirely a lie. My pussy was throbbing at the idea of his thick cock working between my velvety folds, making my cunt his own personal territory. The mere thought was enough to launch me into action, although I wasn’t entirely sure what I was doing. 




Sliding my hand along the length of his thigh, the only part I could reach of him from my seat, I smirked as he inhaled a quaking breath. I slipped my hand higher, dangerously close to the crotch of his jeans, before sliding back down, my nails digging into the fabric of his pants. His expression was schooled into careful neutrality, but the way he worried his lip between his teeth told me all I needed to know about his feelings on the sensation. I hesitated for a moment, taking a calming breath before unfastening my seatbelt. He watched me from the corner of his eye, looking almost alarmed as I leaned across the center console.




“Well, if you insist on being so accommodating,” I said, my voice hushed as my hand settled firmly between his thighs. I could feel the car accelerating as I fiddled with his zipper, popping his button open. I half expected him to stop me, idly considering how easy it would be for us to careen off the road and flip into a ditch. Somehow, the danger of the situation only served to arouse me further. He seemed to be having much the same feelings, his hands white-knuckled on the steering wheel as he parted his legs a bit. Smirking at the none-too-subtle indication, I slid his zipper down and slipped my hand into his tight pants. 




“Fuck,” he gasped breathily, his voice strained as he quite obviously struggled to keep his eyes on the road. I licked my lips, reaching into his boxer briefs and pulling his length through the slight gap in his pants. He was bigger than I could have even imagined, and I was only getting a good look at about half of his length. I couldn’t see the entirety of his throbbing cock from my position in the passenger seat, but I knew there would be plenty of time for that. In the meantime, I was going to milk the situation for all it was worth — or more appropriately, milk the man in the driver’s seat.




Wrapping my hand around him, I gave him an experimental squeeze. I could feel the blood pulsing in his cock, and when I glanced up at his expression, it was clear he was just short of losing it. Slowly working my hand up and down, I moaned like a fucking bitch in heat as I pleasured him, the space between my own thighs growing hotter with each passing moment.




“I want you to fuck me so hard, baby,” I gasped, working my hand a bit more quickly. His hips jerked slightly, and the car swerved a bit as I ghosted the pad of my thumb over the tip of his cock. Suddenly, his arm lashed out to push me back into my seat as the car came to a sudden stop. Yanked from my reverie, I realized we had somehow made it to the parking lot of my apartment. We were both gasping for air, and his erection told me everything I needed to know about the effect the ride had had on him. Before I could draw away altogether, he gripped the collar of my shirt and forced me to look him in the eye.




“Your apartment. Now, sweetheart.”




His tone offered no room for argument. 




Not that I was complaining.





  
  CHAPTER SIX

  




David

My command had been a simple one, but she seemed vaguely hesitant. She looked deep into my eyes, as if searching for something, though I couldn’t quite define what. Her own eyes were swimming with arousal, and it was all I could do to resist pinning her against the car and taking her right then — not that I thought she would complain if I did. There was something else in her expression: a sense of wonder that I doubted she would be able to explain if I asked. She was a mix of primed and ready-to-go, as well as vague hints of innocence.




In a word, she was perfect.




“Your apartment,” I repeated, releasing my hold on her and taking a step back. Her expression shifted from vaguely timid to determined as she gripped me by the wrist and pulled me along behind her. We didn’t really speak, but I preferred it that way in most situations. We didn’t need to exchange words to know what we wanted from each other. The heated flush of her skin on mine as she drew me into her apartment told me all I needed to know about how badly she wanted me. 




The apartment was smaller than I was used to, not that I often put much thought into where I’d be spending my night. There was a cozy and almost familiar sensation to walking into the bedroom, where her blanket lay askew as if she’d just risen out of bed. Her cheeks were red, and she was hesitant to meet my gaze. I gripped her by the chin, forcing her to look at me.




“I wasn’t really expecting guests,” she apologized weakly, and I swear my heart almost flip-flopped at the absurdity of it. This beautiful young woman was self-conscious because her apartment looked vaguely lived in? 




“I actually rather like it. Better than some of the more… sterile environments I’ve been in,” I said with a coy smile. She chuckled, brushing her hair behind her ear and glancing at the bed. Wordlessly, she pulled me to her, bringing her lips to my strong jawline, where she then pressed eager kiss after kiss. I couldn’t contain the rumble of pleasure that escaped the depths of my chest, giving her a gentle shove until her ass hit the sheets of her bed. She looked up at me with an almost innocent expression, her lip drawn between her teeth as she stared at me through captivatingly wide eyes.




“I do live to please,” she said breathlessly, lowering her eyes to the crux of my thighs. I was all too aware that my cock continued to strain against the fabric of my slacks, but I pointedly ignored my own arousal to slip off my jacket. She seemed fixated by my every move, too nervous to reach out and touch me. It was almost like she thought I would disappear if she got too close. I watched her for a moment longer before taking her firmly by the hand and pressing her palm to my aching bulge. She gasped, a small and soft sound, but didn’t seem upset by the action.




“Then… please away, dear woman.”




Her hand tightened on my pulsing erection, and the sensation of being trapped in my clothes was almost painful. I fought to keep a straight face, unwavering even as she popped the button on my pants and slid the zipper down slowly. She licked her lips sensually, and it struck me all at once that she had no idea how goddamn sexy she was. I determined in that moment that I was going to make her feel like a goddess, even if it was just for a night.




Looking up at me as if for permission, she slid her hand into my boxers and gripped me firmly. I shivered at the feeling of her warm skin against my own, the pulse of my own cock feeling all the more undeniable against her palm. I grunted under my breath, nodding encouragingly and shifting my boxers lower on my hips. I expected her to at least give me a moment to properly disrobe, but before I got the chance, she swept me forward. 




Moist heat enveloped me, and I nearly doubled over as I saw her nose brushing the downy hairs above my prick. It was a lewd sight that I had not expected when I’d come home with the woman, at least, not so soon. Giving in to the feeling, I moaned as I tangled my hands in her hair, slowly rocking my hips back and forth in time with her greedy, sucking motions. She looked almost serene, as if this were where she belonged — with a strange man’s cock in her mouth. With my cock in her mouth.




“God, I’m gonna blow my wad if you don’t slow it down, babe,” I said huskily, pushing her back and crouching down to get on her level. Her lipstick was smudged; her makeup was a wreck in general. The sight sent a jolt straight to the head of my cock. I wanted nothing more than to paint her insides white, smashing our lips together as I reached around to find the zipper of her dress.




“Sorry. It’s been a while,” she gasped out. As if she had anything in the world to be sincerely sorry for. I simply nodded, tugging her to her feet and allowing her dress to pool around her ankles. She stepped out of her dress, and I was pleased to see that it wasn’t just her face that flushed a pretty shade of pink. Her chest heaved with every gasp she inhaled, and with little further preamble, I shoved her back onto the bed. She landed with a squeak, and I draped myself across her with a small smile.




“You’re fucking gorgeous, you know that? I bet you have the prettiest little pussy, too.”




My hands worked the clasp on her bra, and it fell away with practiced ease. I nearly salivated at the sight of her perfect tits, just aching for an expert’s touch. I scarcely hesitated, lowering my head to one breast and swiping the broad plane of my tongue across one of her straining little peaks. She shivered beneath my tongue, and I could feel her thighs rubbing together as her arousal grew — desperate for some kind of friction. Taking her nipple into my mouth, I suckled greedily while steadily tweaking the other to a stiffness that must have been almost painful. 




“Please… please, fuck me. I want you so much,” she whispered, arching into my touch and pressing a hand to the back of my head. I ignored her request — for the time being at least — but decided on a compromise, slipping my free hand between her thighs. A keening wail escaped her lips as I pushed her panties aside and circled her dripping entrance. Her clit was aching for attention, if the way it peeked out of its hood was any indication, and I was swift to brush my thumb over the little nub to soothe her agony a little.




“And rush this chance encounter? Perish the thought.” 




Pressing my lips to her pulse point, I brushed my index finger through her soft, soaked, and silky folds. It was obvious how badly she wanted me, and to an extent, I was almost flattered. Sure, women tended to throw themselves at my feet, but something about this woman was different. She fascinated me in a way that none of my other fucks had. She bucked her hips, whining softly as she tensed her hands on my shoulders.  




Teasing her a bit, I kissed my way down her stomach, stopping just above her smooth and bare cunt, where my fingers continued to tease her. Her toes were curling every so often, a clear sign that she was fighting the desire to cum then and there. I wasn’t sure what had her holding back, but I focused my attention on her clit, rolling it between my fingers as I listened to her desperate gasps and squeals.




“Hah… inside… please! Please, I want you inside,” she cried out, edging away from me when it seemed to become too much to bear. Her eyes were watery and her breathing was ragged, but I was quite sure I’d never seen anything so beautiful in my life. I tilted my head at her, considering her words.




“So, you’re saying you want to be properly fucked? None of this foreplay stuff?” I teased, shifting between her thighs. She spread them readily, and her cunt glistened in the low light of her bedroom. God, it was all I could do not to bury my face between her thighs and have the feast of my life. 




“Foreplay has a place,” she murmured quietly, hooking a leg around my hip and drawing me closer. “Right now, I’ve had enough of it. Fuck me, and fuck me hard. Until I’m screaming for mercy,” she purred, her body tensing as I obligingly pressed the head of my cock to her sopping wet hole. “Fuck me!” she shouted, pulling me in with her legs until I was buried balls deep inside of her. Her expression was one of bliss, and I’m sure mine was much the same as I felt her insides flexing around my hot and stiff rod. As ridiculous as it may have sounded, it felt almost like a perfect fit — her inner muscles squeezed rhythmically in just the right places, and as I slowly began to set the pace, I could tell I was going to receive a hell of a milking.




“Christ, you’re so fucking tight. I’m already so close,” I gritted out. I wasn’t usually one to admit my weaknesses, but I was unable to keep my mouth shut as I began to pound her in earnest. Her bed bounced beneath us, the headboard slamming against the wall with every thrust inside of her wet and hot cunt. She threw her head back in ecstasy, dragging her nails down my back in a way that I was sure would leave marks. I buried my face in the crook of her neck, inhaling her scent before sinking my teeth into her. She yowled, and we moved together like two beasts unleashed. I’d never felt such a primal need, but as she tugged my hair and clawed up every bit of my bare skin she could reach, I felt like some kind of animal.




“I’m gonna… I’m gonna…” she gasped out, wrapping her legs around me in a vice tight grip and pulling me into her depths, where I felt my own resolve fade.




“Me too, baby. Fuck,” I gasped, shifting to hit her at just the right angle that would make her see stars. I knew I’d done my job correctly when she outright screamed, arching against me and tensing around my cock until I saw stars myself. I all but roared, much like the beast I felt possessed by, shooting my thick load deep into her womb. I belatedly realized that I’d not worn a condom, but upon seeing the fear in my eyes, she smiled a bit.




“Fill me up. It’s not an issue. Just fill me — ah!”




I took her word for it, allowing the entirety of my load to spill inside of her. In spite of the stereotype about men falling asleep after sex, I was startled to see her drifting off almost immediately. Her grip on me slackened, and I drew away to look her up and down. Beautifully and thoroughly fucked. 




My job was done.





  
  CHAPTER SEVEN

  




Kimberly

The birds were chirping, the sun was shining, and my body was pulsing with a feeling that was nearly so unfamiliar that I almost could not place it. I felt… somehow full, in a way that was difficult to give a name to. When I moved to sweep the blanket off of myself, memories from the night before came flooding back. Well, it was hard to forget being fucked just right when you were still covered with the evidence from the night before. I groaned, still feeling the lingering afterglow deep in my bones. God, he had been good. Better than good — he had been fantastic! I’d have to call him up again sometime… wait.




“Shit.” 




I’d forgotten to get his number. I wracked my brain for anything that might give me some clue of who the man was, but it was the first time I’d ever seen someone of his caliber at the Red Room. I hadn’t even gotten the man’s name. I felt a bit bitter that he’d not left a note of some sort to at least bid me a good day, but I knew that was the sort of thing that only happened in fairy tales. Adult fairy tales.




As it stood, all I had to remember him by was the memory of his eyes gazing deeply into my own and the sensation of his firm hands on my skin. It was almost more romantic that way, if one could consider a one night stand romantic by any means. 




Maybe the morning had me fantasizing a bit more than was healthy. I was sure a quick shower would get my brain back in working order. I would definitely need to wash my sheets as well after the mess we had made together. In retrospect, allowing him to fuck me without a rubber hadn’t been one of my most brilliant decisions. There was still a chance I could get pregnant, even if the chance was as microscopic as Chad had made it out to be. Ugh. I didn’t want thoughts of my ex-boyfriend to ruin my good vibe.




My phone jingled, as it had been obnoxiously doing all night, notifying me that I had a missed call if I remembered the tone correctly. I determined that I would deal with it after I got out of the shower and grabbed a big, fluffy towel and washcloth before slipping into my tiny bathroom. As corny as it sounded, I had something of a song in my heart that morning – I’d forgotten what effect a good fuck could have on you. 




Turning the water as hot as I could stand, I rinsed off thoroughly, praying that I didn’t get a UTI or something worse. The guy hadn’t seemed too dangerous, but a prick didn’t usually look you in the eye and scream that he’s got the clap. He had been such a nice one, though… wait, wait, no. I wasn’t going to waste all morning touching myself in the shower.




Maybe a little touch….




No, shit. I had that missed phone call to deal with, and if I allowed myself a little indulgence, I likely wouldn’t come out of the shower until I was a literal prune. Grumbling a bit, I made short work of cleaning myself properly. I took a moment to maintain my womanly ‘upkeep’ as it were — well, more than a moment, really. When you were a woman with any sense of decency, shaving took what felt an eternity of contorting into odd positions to reach every piece of yourself.




My body was sore after the night I’d had, but a woman had duties to take care of. My body ached by the time I got out of the shower, but I felt vaguely refreshed at least. I slipped on my pink bathrobe and rummaged through my discarded clothes for my phone before realizing it was still in my bag from the night before. The notification light blinked almost tauntingly at me as I ripped it out of my purse, seeing who had called.




Well, the call from Tiffany was no surprise. No message, but again, that wasn’t any sort of surprise. She avoided leaving messages like the plague, which made it exceedingly for her to arrange parent-teacher conferences when it came that time of year. No matter. I’d call her once I’d had my morning coffee. I was about to place my phone back in my purse when the notification tone jingled again. Had I missed something? Tiffany was pretty much the only one who kept touch with me on a regular basis. Maybe the handsome stranger had gotten my number?




Frantically fumbling with my phone, a pit of dread settled in my stomach when I realized that I recognized the phone number. It wasn’t a pleasant sort of recognition; it was the sort of grim realization that felt like finding out that the light at the end of your metaphorical tunnel was just a train on its way to plow you down. 




Fucking Chad.




There was nothing saying I necessarily had to call him back. He’d left a message, and while I had my doubts that I actually wanted to hear what he had to say, I decided to bite the bullet and press play on my voicemail app. I listened for several moments to what was essentially Chad groveling and apologizing, explaining that he had seen the error of his ways. My heart gave a tentative leap at the words, but the key word there was tentative. This wasn’t the first time Chad had pulled such a stunt. Every so often, when his girlfriend broke up with him, he would ring me up for a good time.




Granted, he generally wasn’t so apologetic when he called. The normal cry for attention was a simple, ‘hey u down 2 fukk?’ via text message. In spite of everything Chad had put me through, I wanted to give him the benefit of the doubt — though I was fully aware he didn’t deserve it. Swallowing the lump forming in my throat, I sent him a text telling him to meet me at our usual cafe downtown. If he fucked up, this was his last chance. I couldn’t deal with the push and pull any longer.




I hoped being in the public of the cafe would keep things from getting too out of hand, at least. I’d made the mistake of inviting him to my apartment one time… believe me, that was never going to happen again. I had cleaned the wine stains out of my carpet and curtains for what had felt like months. Nothing like a man scorned, especially a drunken man scorned.




As I got dressed, my thoughts lingered with the stranger I’d shared the night before with. I knew I should be spending my time trying to find out more about him instead of crawling back to my dirt bag ex. A part of me still loved Chad, as loathe as I was to admit it. Some stupid part of my brain was convinced he would see the error of his ways and realize what he had lost when he’d lost me.




That part of my brain nearly exploded when I parked in front of the cafe and saw Chad lingering outside, near our usual table. It’s where we had shared our first date, and a series of anniversary lunches after that. My heart hammered against my ribcage, and it was all I could do to keep from screaming as I touched up my makeup. He seemed oblivious to my presence, his attention focused on his cell phone as usual. God, he was as handsome as he’d always been.




Getting out of the car, I felt like a deer in the headlights when I eased my door shut and his head shot up to look me over. He smiled crookedly, that smile I had fallen head over heels with what seemed a dozen times now. Flattening my dress, I approached him with a coy smile, taking a seat at our table. He sat across from me, steepling his fingers on top of the table and seeming to consider his words. This was a marked change of pace. Maybe he really had seen the error of his ways; maybe we truly were meant to be together. I’d always known he was my prince, my happily ever after—




“I’ve really missed that pussy, girl.”




His expression was still some half-hearted attempt at being charming. The words were like a blow to the gut, and I exhaled sharply as it felt like the wind was literally knocked out of me. He tilted his head curiously, reaching out to touch my hand. I was too startled to immediately draw away, so he managed to get a grip on me. He was fortunate that I wasn’t quite prepared to cause a scene. 




“Such a way with words, as always,” I said calmly, trying to pull my hand out of his grip. He only tightened his hold, yanking my hand toward his lips and kissing the back of my knuckles. I grimaced, torn between delight and disgust. God, the mixed signals were going to make me lose my goddamn mind at this rate.




“Don’t be like that, baby girl. You know I miss the rest of you too. There was just always something about riding that thing bareback, if you catch my drift,” he said, his voice a touch too loud for comfort. I could hear the snickering of the patrons at the other outdoor table and could feel their stares. I was nothing short of humiliated, and the worst part was that I had walked myself right into his trap. I should have known better.




“God, Chad. You never change, do you? I actually thought you wanted to apologize,” I hissed, yanking my hand away and rising from my seat. His expression shifted to slightly chagrined, and he rose to trail after me as I made my way to my car. 




“I do want to apologize, baby! I didn’t realize how good I had it. Having kids ain’t everything, and broken or not, you were great for a roll in the hay. I’ve really learned to prioritize, you know.” 




I paused, turning to look at him in clear disbelief. Before I could stop him, he smacked my ass firmly, as if trying to show the world I belonged to him. Heat flared in the tips of my ears, and as much as I wanted to be the bigger person and simply walk away from the situation, it simply wasn’t going to play out that way. 




Wheeling around, the palm of my hand collided with his cheek with more of a thump than a satisfying smack. I could tell it was still painful, but I didn’t enjoy it quite as much as I might have otherwise. He staggered back, disbelief in his gaze, as if he hadn’t just humiliated me in front of half of the city.




“You know what, Chad? Go fuck yourself. I’m so tired of this song and dance, thinking you’ll change… people like you never change. Do me a favor and lose my number, you shit stain,” I shouted, the idea of not making a scene flying clear out of the window. 




“Well, fuck you too, bitch. Good luck finding a good man with that kind of an attitude! Like anyone would want you! I bet you haven’t even gotten fucked since we were last together,” he shouted after me, and I swear, something inside of me simply snapped. There was no stopping it.




“Last night, I got fucked better than you could ever dream to achieve. You think you’re God’s gift to woman? Ha! I faked it every time!”




The words were out before I could take them back, and Chad looked more than faintly taken aback by my statement. A group of women at the cafe cheered, and I heard a few “You go girl”s before turning my back on the man I’d loved and hustling back to my car. 




In the past, I might have been brokenhearted. Not now. Not ever again. I was determined.




I would know what it was like to be truly loved.





  
  CHAPTER EIGHT

  




David

The days following should have gone as usual. It wasn’t as if the night I’d shared with the strange woman was any different than any other one night stand… at least, that’s what I tried to tell myself. I couldn’t ignore the feeling that sleeping with that repressed goddess of a woman was nothing short of transcendent. I almost regretted not leaving her my number, or even telling her my name, but that was against my personal policy. I couldn’t give her the idea that she had a chance of a relationship with me.




Regardless of how perfect those lips had looked wrapped around my cock.




Thoughts of her were becoming too much to stand — to the point that I couldn’t even focus on my job. Even worse, I couldn’t focus on any of my other fuckbuddies. It had to be achingly obvious that I had mentally checked out. I had a reputation to maintain, however, and if I couldn’t get my act together soon, I would have to take serious action. 




As a matter of fact, perhaps serious action was just what I needed. Especially when serious action consisted of hitting the Bahamas for a nice, exotic vacation. It was one of my yearly allowances, taking a trip to the sunny beaches of the Caribbean. The beautiful women there were always a treat compared the usual women I flounced around with in the States. They threw themselves at me just like any other women, but it was like… getting a sip of a screwdriver after a month of drinking plain orange juice. It was exceptional.




I expected this trip to be nothing short of perfect, just what I needed to get that beautiful and captivating woman out of my mind. The woman, for what short time we spent together, had awakened a beast inside of me — a beast that craved her more than I’d ever wanted anything. It would have been easy to find her, sweep her into my arms and make her my own. Fuck her properly every night and treat her like the goddess she was….




What bothered me the most was just how appealing that thought was. I’d never been the type to get attached to the women I spent my nights with. They were just a means to an end, essentially. Once I’d spent my load, I didn’t need them anymore — I certainly didn’t spend days thinking about and pining over them. In spite of how I may have entertained the thought from time to time, I just wasn’t cut out for a relationship. There were too many beautiful women to limit myself to only one, no matter how enchanting she may have been.




“Davie…”




The familiar sing-song voice interrupted my thoughts, and I grudgingly turned my attention to the current bane of my existence — Angel. She couldn’t seem to get it through her head that I simply wasn’t interested in her — no, not even for a quick fuck. Not anymore. She was too clingy and a constant reminder of why one should never mix work and pleasure.




“Yes, Angel? Can you make it quick? I’m only checking a few files before I head out,” I said sourly, all too eager to board the plane that would take me to the sunny beaches I so longed for.




“I was just curious as to whether you’d like a bit of company on your trip… after all, you must get terribly lonely. I can’t imagine going on vacation all alone; I’d get so lonely,” she crooned, draping herself over my shoulder and meeting my gaze. Her voice grated on me like nails on a chalkboard, but she seemed to misinterpret the shudder that went through my body. “We could have so much fun together. I asked the managers if I could take the time off, and they agreed, so—” 




Wait.




“You asked the managers if you could go on vacation with me?! Are you serious? Are you being serious right now, Angel?” I demanded, looming over her with barely restrained rage. This woman was more of an idiot than I had even begun to comprehend — which was saying a lot.




“Well, yeah. They wanted to know why we would need the time off together, so I told them about our relationship…” she trailed off, seeming to notice the fury in my gaze. She had the nerve to pout, as if that would soothe my anger, and reached out to touch my cheek. “Oh, don’t be mad. They would have found out eventually, wouldn’t they?” she pressed. It was all I could do to keep from simply grabbing and shaking the ignorant young woman.




“First and foremost, we’re not in a relationship. There is nothing between us, besides a couple of quick fucks, but that’s all they were, Angel. I don’t want to be in a relationship with you. I can barely stand to look at you right now. Do you realize how unprofessional I’m going to seem to the higher-ups? Next thing I know, you’ll be telling me that you told the boss how hard I rammed you in my office last week,” I said with a bitter scowl, crossing my arms over my chest. Her expression faltered, and my heart dropped into my stomach.




“Well, the staff manager is a notorious gossip, and she knew anyway! So I just thought… I just thought I’d fill in the blanks for her, is all. Let everyone know that you’re mine. You should be happy. I did all of the hard work for you.”




Yes, I definitely needed this vacation — more than I had even realized. I would have a talk with the managers before catching my flight, but for the time being, I would settle for getting away from this prattling bitch. 




“I need to speak to the higher-ups,” I said firmly, trying to edge away from her.




“You won’t have to worry about the boss,” she said dismissively, keeping her hand on my hip as we moved. I opted to ignore the sour feeling in my gut, allowing her to enjoy herself for the time being. I wasn’t exactly thrilled over the idea of crushing her feelings, but I wasn’t particularly devastated either.




“Since when have I ever needed to worry about the boss? I just wanted to check in before catching my flight.”




She blanched, tapping her fingertips together.




“I’m just saying it might be wise to give it some… time, is all,” she murmured quietly, her head down. Narrowing my eyes, I gripped her firmly by the shoulders, forcing her to look me in the eye.




“Angel…” I gritted out, and she threw her hands up in an attempt to placate me.




“I’m sure they won’t do anything as extreme as firing you, but… uhm… I got chewed out. Just a tiny bit,” she explained weakly. I rolled my eyes, decidedly finished with the conversation. I turned my back on her, taking long strides to the manager’s office. Stopping just short of the room, I decided to hell with it; I could deal with the situation when I got back from my trip. I had a plane to catch and some worries to drink (and fuck) away. I paid little mind to Angel as she lagged behind me in the hall.




“So, I guess I’m not coming, then?”




I outright laughed at her audacity, shaking my head in disbelief.




“No, Angel. I don’t think so,” I chuckled, waving sayonara as I made my way out of the building. My car, my baby, was waiting for me as always, parked in my reserved spot. I frowned as I noticed a slight smudge on the hood, licking my thumb and rubbing at it for a moment. That seemed to do the trick well enough. I cast a lingering glance at the fertility clinic, wondering if it would be worthwhile to return. From the implications Angel had made, I would likely be in some sort of trouble for my somewhat unprofessional behavior. I wasn’t terribly frightened by the prospect, but it did dampen my interest in returning. 




It was of little consequence at this point, though. It was something to think over when I wasn’t heading out for a relaxing vacation. 




The ride back to my home was a short one, and I’d packed before going to tie up loose ends at work. It was just a matter of tossing my luggage in my car and heading out to the airport. First class or bust, baby. I was, admittedly, a bit anxious as I allowed my mind to wander back to the night I’d shared with… Goddamn, I really wish I had gotten her name. It was driving me insane, even as I tried to push her out of my mind.




I struggled to think of ways to make her seem unappealing to me, and a struggle it was. I entertained the idea that she was seeing someone but had needed a night of passion. I usually wasn’t one to impose myself into a happy relationship, but I felt certain that even if she were seeing someone, I could convince her to be with me instead. It was a near-crazed thought, as far as I was concerned.




Never before had I cared so much.




It was agony, but I was sure the sultry women at the resort would know just how to clear my mind. At least, that’s what I told myself. I had the suspicion that as soon as I entered one of the women, I would be making mental comparisons. It was a bad habit to have, but in most cases, I had a series of women that made up my ‘perfect fuck’ list. I guess I just hadn’t known what perfection truly was until it had been thrust into my hands. Well, onto my cock, more appropriately. Even the thought of her was causing a familiar stirring in my pants, and I gritted my teeth to try to ignore just how badly I wanted to touch myself. I was above it. I could have any woman I wanted, practically, so touching myself would almost be a crime. Yet as my mind’s eye pictured those thick, glossy lips wrapped around my dick, I realized that I was fighting a losing battle.




I pulled to the side of the road, glancing around to ensure there was no one in the vicinity. Not that it would have mattered — they’d have enjoyed the show. I tried forcing myself to simply focus on the task at hand and not let my mind wander to dangerous places. As I unzipped my jeans and reached into my boxers, a sudden jolt of pleasure shot through me. I didn’t want to stoop as low as masturbating to a woman I’d slept with — the fact that I was fucking myself in the first place was bad enough. Yet as I established a steady rhythm, I found myself matching the tempo she had set while she was blowing me. A squeeze there, a little brush to the head.




God. I was so into this strange woman that I was going to risk ruining the interior of my car. It wouldn’t take me long at the rate I was going, and I was suddenly stricken by an entirely unwelcome thought. I wished I knew whose name to scream as I sullied my dignity, as well as the floor mat I was aiming for. At least that could be easily cleaned or, better yet, replaced. I hated myself in that moment, despised how weak that siren had made me — what I’d been reduced to! I hardly ever bothered to learn their names.




I guess hindsight is 20/20.





  
  CHAPTER NINE

  




Kimberly

“Why so glum, chum?” Tiffany asked mildly, sipping the usual swill provided by the school. I sighed, not bothering to look up from my day planner. She took a seat opposite me, observing me with a raised brow. “Still hung up on that guy from the club?” she pressed, and I glanced up with an embarrassed expression.




“I know, I know. I’m being ridiculous,” I admitted, resting my chin in my palm. Tiffany smiled sympathetically, reaching out to comfortingly pat my arm.




“I don’t think it’s all that ridiculous. I just think you should try moving on. Come back to the club with me. We’ll have a blast,” she grinned, and in spite of how tempting the offer might have been, I shook my head.




“Maybe it’s better if I focus on myself for a little while. Learn a bit of independence,” I chuckled, knowing full well that being alone was the last thing I wanted. I didn’t want to seem like some needy woman who couldn’t make decisions for herself if her life depended on it. I wanted to seem strong, though I was sure my best friend saw right through my facade. Nonetheless, she smiled, drawing her hand back to herself.




“Well, if you ever need to talk about it…” she trailed off, her smile turning a bit awkward. As wild and uproarious as Tiff could be, she was a good friend. I just didn’t want to burden her with my life problems, especially considering that I could barely handle them myself. As much as I wanted to get all of my feelings out in the open, it just seemed a bit pointless. Nothing was going to fix my past with Chad, and nothing was going to fix my pointless crush on the man I’d had a one night stand with. It was so typical for me to do something like catch feelings after a bit of good sex.




“Thanks, Tiff. I appreciate that,” I murmured, glancing at the clock and nearly spitting out my coffee as I saw the time. “Shit! It’s late. I didn’t mean to keep you here all day. I know you probably had a date planned—” I began to ramble, but Tiffany only waved a hand and tossed her cup in the garbage.




“I should have made some lesson plans. At least you did something remotely productive,” she laughed. “There have to be better places for us to relax than the teacher’s lounge after hours. It’s just so convenient, though.”




I managed a laugh in response, gathering my things and tucking them into my bag. The other teacher gathered her things as well, but she didn’t seem terribly hurried.




“No date tonight, then?” I asked as she threw her bag over her shoulder.




“Oh, yeah. I have time, though. You never want to show up to these things on time, hon,” she smiled, winking before slipping out the door with a flourish. “Take care of yourself, alright? If you need anything, you have my number,” she called back. I smiled and nodded gratefully, trailing behind her a bit as we left the building. I waved as she walked to her pristine car, wistfully sighing before slipping into my own beat-up ride. I examined my reflection in the mirror, none too pleased about the exhausted bags under my eyes. 




Every time I went to sleep, the handsome stranger’s image was projected onto the back of my eyelids. I could feel him inside me, rutting me like we were wild animals. It was getting to the point that I couldn’t go longer than a few moments without thinking of him. It was pathetic, in a way. It wasn’t as if anyone in my shoes would have been able to do much else, though. At least, I comforted myself with that theory. The man was a modern-day Adonis, looking like he had been meticulously carved out of marble by a Renaissance artist. 




Not that a man like that would have any genuine interest in someone like me… I was shy and was usually found with my nose buried in a book or pressing gold stars to the top corner of my students’ papers. To put it simply, I just wasn’t all that interesting. 




Pulling into a parking spot, I reflected that I had more or less driven home on autopilot. Probably not the wisest or safest choice, but at least I could go collapse in my comfy bed… a bed that still smelled vaguely of cologne because I couldn’t bear to wash a pillow that was saturated with his scent. I figured he would probably think I was just some kind of psycho if I ever saw him again.




“Ugh.”




Throwing open the door to my apartment, I felt a sense of crippling loneliness come over me. Maybe I would have been better served to go with Tiffany to the Red Room. In that moment, I vaguely wondered if it was worth looking into my apartment’s policy regarding pets. If nothing else, I was sure I’d thrive as a crazy cat lady. 




I had to get over this silly crush. I didn’t quite know how to manage that, but I knew how to accomplish just the opposite. Thoughts of him raced through my mind as I retreated to my bedroom, intending to take a short nap — what else was there to do? However, as I began to undress, it occurred to me that there was something else to do that could be more fun than sleeping the hours away. Standing near the edge of my bed, I inhaled a shuddering breath as I experimentally touched one of my breasts.




“Fuck!” 




Okay, maybe that was a bit dramatic, but I was so goddamn sensitive in that moment that I was sure I could cum from rubbing my breasts alone. Not that I would deprive myself of a proper good time… I stared at my bed for a moment before slipping under the sheets and bringing that damned pillow closer to me. I pressed my face into it, inhaling deeply as I slipped my hand into my panties. I was already pretty wet; I hadn’t realized how worked up I had gotten. 




My body shook with desire as I curled around the pillow with a soft whimper. I didn’t want my own musk to cover up his delightful scent, so I maneuvered carefully to keep my face pressed into it while rising up on my knees to get a better angle. My ass was high in the air, and I probably looked like a bitch in heat, but no one was here to see me. It was just me and my fantasy, my dream man. I imagined it was his larger hand working between my thighs, stroking firmly along my soaked slit before sliding a finger into me. I cried out, my legs shaking as I struggled to hold my position. I thought my tits had been sensitive before, but that was nothing.




I guess that’s what happens when you sleep with a literal sex god. It was as if my own touch was electric, burning a trail of desire along my body. I finger fucked myself relentlessly, salivating and essentially humping my own hand. In my mind, I was pressing to meet his touches, and God, I needed more. 




I ripped myself from my fantasy long enough to scoot off of the bed and grab the shoebox that was stashed underneath it. I tossed the top to the side, grinning as I pulled out my favorite plaything. It was a bright pink vibrator with plenty of girth, and long enough to reach every nook and cranny of my aching insides.




Exhilaration surged through me as I hopped back on the bed, switching the vibrator on to its highest setting. It purred like a kitten, and I made a sound that was remarkably close to that as well. I traced the tip of the vibrator between my breasts, drawing my lip between my teeth as it began to work in earnest. I spread my thighs, reaching between my legs to spread my labia as I pressed the vibrator along my moist folds. A shudder rocked through my body, and my lower half nearly lurched off of the bed as I worked myself at a slow and sensual pace. As I pushed it inside me, not hesitating to take nearly the full girth in one thrust, my free hand tensed in the sheets beside me. 




My eyes fluttered shut as I imagined it was that sinfully gorgeous stranger working me into such a frenzy. Soft, breathless gasps escaped my parted lips, escalating to near shouts as I began to fuck myself at a steady pace. My toes curled, and I knew I was close—so close. One final huff of his scent was enough to throw me over the edge. I buried my face in the pillow, nearly sobbing from pure pleasure. It hadn’t been as good as the real thing, not by any means, but it was close enough.




I quickly shut off the vibrations, content to let the length of the sex toy remain nestled inside of my tight cunt. It helped with the aftershocks, and I just loved the sensation of being filled up. After sex, however, I had a habit of getting a bit emotional. The same went for masturbation, which was why I so rarely indulged in it. A whirlwind of feelings, both good and bad, washed over me, and I pressed the heels of my hands to my eyes. No, no. I wasn’t going to do this. I wasn’t going to cry.




There was something so pathetic about the situation, though. The mind was a beautiful thing, but the images I’d conjured in my mind had only served to fill me with sorrow. Here I was, fucking myself to thoughts of some hot guy I’d spent a matter of hours with and would likely never meet again. The thought was not a pleasant one, but it seemed almost invariable. 




To make matters worse, in the process of getting laid by a stranger, I’d forgotten about my actual dream: to have a child. As nice as the idea of a handsome husband was, I realized it just wasn’t in the cards for me. At least the memory of that night was good, but I was sure if I had gotten to know the man, he’d be just a usual guy. Rude and so far up his own ass that he couldn’t possibly make time to worry about silly woman problems.




I wasn’t sure I was willing to wait until I found the supposedly perfect man to have a child with, especially with how quickly the years seemed to pass. Before long, I’d have no chance of producing a healthy baby — if I even could in the first place. I had to look into my options; I absolutely had to. I grabbed my phone from the nightstand, doing a quick search on local fertility clinics. There was apparently a really classy one in the middle of town, and they boasted some of the highest success rates in the country. It would deplete my savings almost entirely, but that was alright. Money could only bring so much happiness, and if I were to conceive… I’d be the happiest woman alive.




Dialing the number for the clinic, I made an attempt to keep my voice steady as I spoke to the friendly receptionist.




“The doctor is out for the next two weeks, but we can block you in immediately upon his arrival.”




Of course, there always had to be some kind of obstacle. I wanted to ask if there were any other doctors available to see me. However, this guy seemed to be the real deal when it came to getting women pregnant. When I said as much to the receptionist, she laughed a bit airily.




“You have no idea.”




I didn’t know what she meant by that, but I awkwardly laughed and thanked her before hanging up. I stared at the screen of my phone for a long moment, where my calendar app had placed a reminder for the appointment. I had done it. I’d taken the crucial first step.




Now what?





  
  CHAPTER TEN

  




David

“How was your vacation, Davie?” Angel grinned, looking a little too smarmy for my liking. It was almost as if she somehow knew what a bust it had been. Knowing the brat, she probably thought it was because I had left her behind. 




“It was fine, Angel,” I said dismissively, sorting through some papers on my desk. Angel laughed that nasally laugh of hers, stepped up behind my chair, and placed her hands on my shoulders.




“Only fine? Goodness, you seem so tense. You know, you can relax with me,” she purred, likely thinking herself the queen of seduction. She began to awkwardly rub my shoulders, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes at how dense she was.




“No, Angel. I’m not quite sure of that. After all, you told the whole office about our stupid little fling,” I said calmly, sipping from my bottle of citrus-flavored green tea. Her eyes widened a bit, and I managed to swallow my laughter. Looking her up and down, I raised a brow quizzically. “Don’t you have work you should be doing? It is your shift to work the front desk, unless there’s been a schedule change.”




She beamed, and I couldn’t begin to guess what had her so pleased.




“You know my schedule…” she murmured, answering the question I hadn’t cared to ask. It took me a moment to realize why my knowledge of her schedule was of any consequence, but when it struck me, I fought not to groan aloud. 




“Don’t make it into something it’s not,” I ordered, shaking my head and busying myself with arranging the papers on my desk. She laughed, resting her hip on said desk before smiling seductively.




“But it’s a bit telling that you went through the trouble of memorizing my schedule,” she purred. I scoffed, unable to believe how audacious she was being.




“The schedule is sent to everyone’s work email, every week, Angel. If you bothered to check in, you’d understand that I haven’t memorized anything,” I said sourly, looking over the genetic testing we’d had performed on the first couple who was supposed to arrive that day. Everything seemed to be in order, although the father was at mild risk for heart disease. I could only hope the couple wouldn’t take that tidbit too hard.




“That seems a little stupid. It’s no one’s business what my schedule is,” Angel muttered, her tone a stark difference from mere moments ago. I snorted. The reason I liked to know her schedule was so that I would know whether a day was going to be agonizingly long. I continued to ignore her, but she didn’t seem to quite take the hint that I wasn’t interested in speaking to her. “Well, either way, it’s kind of romantic for you to care.”




I glanced up, resisting the desire to throttle her.




“I assure you, it’s anything but romantic. I’ve decided that it would be best if I left my work life and my sex life completely separate. As such, I won’t be needing you to drop into my office any time you’re bored and want a quick fuck,” I said as civilly as I could manage. I’d be the first to admit how obvious my scorn was, but as usual, the young receptionist didn’t seem to pick up on the cue.




“Oh, please. Like you can go all day without a blowjob or something. Come on, David, I’ll even blow you under your desk right now. Just throw a girl a bone, here,” she grinned, giggling as if she had made some brilliant joke. I frowned, steepling my fingers on top of my desk.




“I’m not quite the sex fiend you’re trying to make me out to be. I appreciate the effort on your part, at least. Unfortunately, I’ve made my decision, and that decision is final. I will no longer be sleeping with coworkers. Now, go see if my first patients of the day are here. They’re probably wondering what the hell is taking so long,” I said firmly, waving toward the door in an attempt to dismiss her.




“Uh-huh. Well, I’ll be back later… when you’ve changed your mind. You’re hilarious, Davie, just hilarious,” she said with a soft laugh, shaking her head as she walked out the door. I watched her go, resisting the desire to fling my empty tea bottle at the back of her head. It was difficult, but I managed to refrain. Instead, I tossed it into the bin beside my desk and closed my eyes in an attempt to calm myself down. I knew women could be needy, or clingy, or any number of horrible descriptors you could use — I just hadn’t realized how needy. I was sure that the woman I’d met at the Red Room was nothing like that.




The more terrible thought was that I would mind her clinginess a hell of a lot less than I did when Angel got too pushy. If I got to see the stranger’s beautiful eyes every morning, waking up together after a long night of fucking, I would probably put up with just about anything. 




I was shaken from my thoughts when the first couple of the day stepped through the door, looking equal parts confused and cheerful. I could only wonder how rude Angel had likely been to them, but I tried to ignore the thought, gesturing for them to take a seat. The father-to-be could barely contain his anticipation, not that I could blame him. I’d always expected the men at the clinic to be miserable, hoping for me to offer them some sort of an out. 




However, with more and more smiling faces coming to the clinic every day, I had begun to realize it wasn’t just an out. They genuinely loved their wives and girlfriends… wanted them to be happy. It wasn’t just that, either. These men wanted to bring new life into this world, which I’d been somewhat dubious of in the past. I couldn’t understand wanting to spend your day with a screaming, pissing, shitting lump of human flesh. It wasn’t that kids couldn’t be cute; I just couldn’t imagine…




“So, I suppose you remember taking our genetic testing profile, as is required for our services,” I began, determined to remain professional in spite of how much I wanted to ask how they did it. Instead, I remained quiet as the two nodded, taking each other by the hand. The husband squeezed his wife’s hand firmly, and she looked up at him with nothing but pure affection in her eyes. I’d always thought situations like this were… well, borderline disgusting. I couldn’t imagine being in love. Not in a million years.




Yet as I saw the way these two interacted, it made me feel almost as if I were missing something: a key piece to the twenty-million-piece puzzle of happiness. Could I be as happy as these two were? Something told me that if I found the proper woman to spend my time with, happiness would just fall into place. I was determined that I had already met the perfect woman, but I wasn’t a fool by any means. My chances of seeing her again were slim to none, especially since I’d been avoiding the Red Room. It wasn’t that I was avoiding the club because we met there, and therefore, by proxy, trying to avoid her. It was nothing as serious as that.




I just had begun to feel a surge of guilt any time I was with a woman who wasn’t my dream woman.




“Excuse me, doctor? I… uhm… sorry, but I asked if you had the results from the testing,” the mother-to-be inquired softly. I blinked my thoughts away, brushing a hand through my hair.




“Sorry, I lost my train of thought. Part of getting old,” I teased. The two laughed, and I grabbed their file to show them the scribbly notes I’d jotted down. “As you see, there are no genetic conditions that you’re predisposed to. You’re as fit as a fiddle, Mrs. Baker. The one issue I saw that could cause potential complications is your history with heart disease, Mr. Baker. You do have a higher chance of developing heart problems than many others, but—” I paused, noting the tears in the man’s eyes. “Are you alright?” I asked as gently as I could manage.




“It’s just that… is this going to keep us from being able to have a child? If I can’t give my wife a child, it’s only fair that I let her find someone who can,” the man stammered out, staring at his feet all the while. The woman slapped his arm, speaking in hushed tones. Just as well. I could clearly make out her disdain regarding how quickly the man had given up. I cleared my throat in a last ditch attempt to get their attention, and they both looked solemnly at me.




“It’s something I’m required to report to you, Mr. Baker. Regarding your ability to conceive a healthy child, I’m not sure the minimal chance of disease is worth throwing away everything you and your wife have worked so hard for. From a professional standpoint, we’d need to take some precautions, but I see no reason you shouldn’t have a child,” I said calmly, tapping my fingertips on the desktop. The two exchanged a look, and their expressions of dismay shifted to delight almost immediately.




“W-wow, thank you! I appreciate that, doc,” the man said with a grin.




“Just doing my job. Now, if you would like to resume your fertility treatments on the usual day, just let the receptionist know. Alright, Mrs. Baker? Did either of you have any additional questions?” I smiled, picturing the woman before me with a small baby bump.




“How are you still single, Doctor Strowman? I simply can’t wrap my head around it,” the woman teased liltingly, and her husband looked briefly taken aback before laughing as well. 




“It’s one of life’s greatest mysteries. Now—” I paused, jotting down a time frame on my notes. “Your fertility treatments will resume as soon as you’re ready. We’ve also run some tests to eliminate the possibility of one of you… well, both of you… we ensured that there are no real biological reasons for your pregnancy to be a struggle. Neither of you are barren, to put it simply.”




Their eyes widened, and it was clear that they hadn’t even considered that possibility. I couldn’t quite blame them; it wasn’t something one often thought about. I only thought to mention it because my following patient would have said testing completed as well — mostly because it was protocol, but partly because she had so fervently requested it.




“So… that’s it? Keep up the fertility treatments, keep fooling around with my beautiful wife, and wait for the results?” Mr. Baker quietly implored.




“That should do the trick, yes. Unless you two need my services for anything else, I’m running a bit behind on my appointments today. I have a new client coming in, and new clients always require the most paperwork,” I chuckled, rubbing the back of my neck.




“Of course, Doctor Strowman. I believe your next patient was already in the waiting area,” Ms. Baker said thoughtfully. I raised a brow, not used to such early arrivals. 




“Thank you, then. You two have a good day, alright?” I said with a faint smile. They bid me the same sentiment before leaving, and after wrapping up some loose ends, I paged the nurse to bring in the next patient. 




I was looking at her file when she stepped in, and I was startled to hear a shocked little gasp from the door of my office. Unsure what to make of it, I looked up with as friendly an expression as I could manage.




“Holy shit.”




It was her. It was her!




What a small, small world.





  
  CHAPTER ELEVEN

  




Kimberly

I was positive that my heart completely ceased beating as I stepped into my new doctor’s office. It was too convenient, too contrived, yet there he sat — the man of my dreams. He was looking at me with an expression that wavered between curiosity and what I could almost mistake as hunger. I felt paralyzed, unable to step toward him or even utter some sort of greeting. In short, I looked entirely foolish, but I wasn’t holding it against myself too terribly. I’m sure any woman would be shocked, were she in my position. Granted, I couldn’t deny that there was a surge of pleasure jolting through my body at the idea of getting to know him more personally. I wasn’t sure he would allow that, but as his expression shifted to one of friendliness, I managed a smile in turn. 




“So… Kimberly Anderson,” he murmured, sounding as if he were savoring every syllable of my name. He rose from his seat, and if possible, I became even stiffer. His looked vaguely amused by my discomfort, holding my file in his hands as he stepped toward me. I could only wonder what was contained within the pages of said document, hoping it wasn’t anything too terribly embarrassing. I managed to force a smile, hoping I looked more sensual than I felt in that moment. He seemed entertained by my attempts, opening my file directly in front of me and scanning over it. I shifted awkwardly from one foot to the other as he seemed to take stock of a lifetime’s worth of medical records, from the time I got chicken pox to the time I got mono in tenth grade. It wasn’t something I liked to talk about, yet there it was, presented to the man I’d been dreaming of for the last few weeks. 




“I never caught your name,” I stammered out a bit nervously, trying to appear coy in spite of the awkwardness of the situation. 




“I never threw it,” he replied casually, snapping my file shut and turning his back on me to walk back to his desk. Resting his hip there, he considered me with a secretive little smile, as if he knew every dirty thought I’d had about him since we last met. “It’s David. David Strowman. I must say, it’s a surprise to see you here, although not an unpleasant one. Why don’t you give me a rundown of what I can do for you, what exactly brings you here—” he paused, hopping up on the desk and observing me with a small smile.




“Oh. Uhm. I guess what brings every woman to a fertility clinic,” I said carefully, fidgeting with the hem of my shirt. He hummed under his breath, seeming to accept that answer as he jotted down some notes on the pad he was carrying with him.




“So… you’re here for fertility treatments, then. Where’s your husband? Boyfriend? Partner?” he pressed, seeming a little more reserved than when I’d first stepped into the office. I realized how the situation must seem and laughed a bit breathlessly.




“Oh no, no. I don’t have any of those. I’m not the type to fool around with men in clubs when I’m seeing someone. I just… Well, I was looking into the options, should that time come. I also considered in vitro fertilization, but it’s probably beyond my price range. I actually,” I paused, looking at my feet. “I had actually planned to come here back when I was seeing my ex. It didn’t really work out in my favor, though, as you can probably tell,” I trailed off, taking a seat at one of the chairs in front of his desk. He kept his gaze focused on me, intently absorbing every word that came out of my mouth.




“I can’t imagine why anyone would leave someone as beautiful as you. That is, if I may be so bold as to say as much. You’re quite the catch, Miss Anderson,” he smiled, the expression remarkably kind and surprisingly sincere. I chuckled under my breath, feeling my cheeks redden beneath his gaze.




“Well, not exactly. My boyfriend and I tried for a baby what must have been hundreds of times, all to no avail. I can’t exactly blame him for leaving me, though he could have been much kinder about it,” I laughed nervously, tapping my fingers on my thigh. David seemed to be growing increasingly annoyed, the more I talked about my ex-boyfriend, and I couldn’t help idly wondering what I had done wrong.




“He left you because you couldn’t get pregnant? And you two didn’t even try some form of fertility treatment before calling it quits?” he asked bluntly, his arms crossed over his broad chest. I stammered for a moment, looking from him, to his desk, to the floor, and back again. I couldn’t help but fidget beneath the intensity of his stare, startling a bit when he reached out to take me by the hand. His expression was tense, but his touch was gentle as he stroked his thumb along the back of my knuckles.




“Well, he didn’t tell me in so many words. I just put two and two together when I caught him with another woman in our apartment,” I chuckled a bit airily, gasping as his grip on my hand tightened and he looked me in the eyes with all the ferocity of a mama bear protecting her cubs.




“He cheated on you! That dirty son of a bitch,” he swore. I felt my eyes widen in shock, taken aback by the clearly unprofessional behavior from the doctor. It didn’t exactly bother me; it wasn’t like I was still carrying a torch for the man who had dragged me through the dirt.




“W-well, yeah. I’m mostly over it at this point, though,” I managed, offering him a weak smile. He continued to frown intently, stroking his fingers steadily across the back of my knuckles.




“You deserve so much better than that, Kimberly. I hope you know that. I also hope one bad experience with a douchebag won’t tarnish your view of males as a whole,” he muttered, drawing away and flipping through my file once more. 




“Is that your professional opinion on the matter, Doctor Strowman?” I asked teasingly, enjoying the soft shade of red that set his cheeks alight. He shrugged noncommittally, slipping off of his desk and circling around to his office chair. Once seated there, he looked like a proper professional again, and I found myself feeling rather intimidated.




“Well, we could always meet to discuss my professional opinion over lunch sometime. Or, if you’d rather, we could skip the meal and go straight to dessert,” he teased, winking in a manner that was too charming to be acceptable. I felt my heart begin to pound, my cheeks lighting up a familiar shade of red as I averted my eyes.




“Uhm… I don’t see any problem with that,” I said meekly, unable to believe this handsome doctor was asking me out for dinner. The fact that I’d already slept with said doctor didn’t stifle my feelings whatsoever, especially considering I’d never expected to see him again. He smiled, jotting something down on a slip of paper and pressing it into my hands. I unfolded the paper with a curious expression, delighted to see a series of digits written across the page. His phone number — he liked me enough to give me his phone number. I felt like jumping up and dancing, but common sense dictated I at least pretend to be a proper lady.




“You can reach me at this number any time, alright, sweetheart? Don’t be shy; feel free to text or call any time,” he said gently, glancing at the clock and making a face. “Shit. My next appointment will be here soon,” he hissed out, slapping his forehead into his hand. I chuckled softly, standing up from my chair and edging toward the door.




“Sorry for wasting your time for what seemed more like a psychological evaluation. I’ll make another appointment as soon as I can,” I said hurriedly, not wanting to take up any more of his time. He rolled his eyes, waving me off casually.




“Don’t worry about it, babe. This visit is on my dime,” he said with a quirk of his lips. I stammered for several moments, unsure how to respond. 




“Y-you don’t have to do that. I have the money to cover it,” I argued. He stared pointedly at me, steepling his fingers atop his desk.




“I didn’t ask if you had the money to cover it. I simply told you I would cover it. Be a good girl and accept the treatment,” he said firmly, although his grin betrayed his tone. I smiled in spite of myself, shrugging my shoulders and accepting defeat. What could I say? These doctor types could be very convincing when they wanted to be.




“I’ll make it up to you somehow, Doctor Strowman,” I grinned, hoping my tone didn’t betray the dirty thoughts circling inside my brain. He only smiled, gesturing for me to slip out of his office. I obliged, pausing in the waiting room to enter his number into my contact list. I couldn’t help but add a little heart beside his name, feeling entirely enamored with the man I’d only met two times thus far. I knew him feeling the same way was a long shot of all long shots, but I had to at least give it a try. I had to see if I could win his heart with as much ease as he’d won my own.




“Hello, Miss… Anderson?” the friendly receptionist asked, her hair pinned back immaculately. I smiled and stepped up to the sign-out counter, which was really just an offset of where you signed in. “Did Doctor Strowman give you some kind of indication about your future plans at the clinic?” she pressed. Although I knew I couldn’t tell her the truth, I could at least come close.




“Oh, yes. The doctor is very friendly, and I’d like to make another appointment for next week,” I said with ease, sending a cursory text to the doctor to ensure he had my number as well. I wanted to be sure he could touch base with me in case of any emergencies. In his field of work, who knew when something could come up that would interfere with a potential date? The receptionist seemed to pick up on the fact that I was paying her very little mind, and her expression soured a bit, although I couldn’t bring myself to care too terribly. 




“Would you like a morning or afternoon appointment?” she asked in saccharine sweet tones. I considered for a moment, weighing my options. If I came in the morning, there was less of a chance of interruption, and who knew what the doctor and I could get caught up in? However, the afternoon gave me plenty of time to get nice and peppy before the appointment. I didn’t want to come in looking like a mopey slob, after all. Either way, I was certain the doctor had locks on his office door, so if I decided I was feeling a little frisky, I got the feeling that he wouldn’t make any real effort to stop me. 




“Afternoon,” I said after a few quick moments of thought, accepting my appointment card with a smile that was surprisingly sincere. The receptionist seemed a bit suspicious of my excited attitude, but thankfully said nothing about it. As I stepped out the door to leave the clinic, I kissed the appointment card before slipping it into my wallet. The next few days spoke of big adventure, and I would be lying if I said I wasn’t thrilled at the idea of spending time with the handsome doctor.




It was the first day of the rest of my life.





  
  CHAPTER TWELVE

  




David

If I tried to say I hadn’t enjoyed the surprise visit from my last one night stand, no one would have believed me. I was too thrilled, too obviously excited from the moment she stepped into my office until the moment she stepped out. I felt like I was in something of a daze when she left, and a small part of my brain shouted that this was what lovesickness felt like. I tried to dismiss the thought – after all, it wasn’t as though I could love someone I didn’t even know. I wasn’t even sure I was capable of love in the first place. If I were, shouldn’t I have felt something for Angel after all of the time we’d spent together? Granted, time with the snooty receptionist was purely sexual and couldn’t be construed as having any deeper meaning. It was strange enough that I had attributed some sort of meaning to my meeting with the strange woman—Kimberly. I wasn’t the type to look beyond the skin. Yet somehow, I’d sensed an impossibly vast sadness inside of her, especially when she’d brought up her ex. I didn’t even know the guy, but I was one hundred percent sure I would deck him if I got the chance.




“Well, wasn’t that last patient a cutie patootie?” Angel said snidely as she stepped into my office. A sick feeling immediately began to settle in my gut. 




“You could say that,” I replied in a tone that I could only hope was casual, knowing better than to reveal any facet of myself to the needy woman. Angel seemed only somewhat satisfied with my answer, closing the door behind her and leaning back against the surface. She stood with a look in her eye that could only be described as predatory, so it seemed I was going to have to reteach her the pecking order of things. “Is there something you need? I’m terribly busy setting up for my next patient, and unless it’s something important, I can’t really afford to be wasting any time right now,” I said carelessly, shuffling through some papers on my desk that I couldn’t guarantee weren’t blank sheets. Angel scoffed, striding to my desk and spreading herself across the surface in as sensuous a gesture as she could manage. I fought the desire to roll my eyes, although I couldn’t keep the disdain out of my expression as I watched her.




“Well, I think it’s time we both took a little moment to unwind,” she murmured huskily, shifting onto her side and staring at me with a coy grin.




“I unwind best by working through some of the work I usually have to take home with me,” I lied blatantly, and she considered me with a raised brow. I smiled as innocent a smile as I could manage, and like anyone without a brain, she ate it all up.




“Come on, Davie. There are more interesting things we could be spending our time on. Getting to know each other a little better, first and foremost,” she purred, resting on her elbows and staring at me like a cat sizing up a hefty rat.




“I’m afraid I know more than I’ll ever need to know about your winning personality, Angel,” I said bluntly. She looked vaguely wounded, and I almost felt bad… almost. However, this woman simply didn’t know when to stop pushing, Eventually, I would get it through her skull, even if I had to shake it into her. For the time being, however, I adopted her flirty attitude and brushed a hand along her side. She shivered beneath my touch, and I reflected on a time that I might’ve been enraptured by those little shivers and mewls. “I’m seriously busy today, baby. When my schedule opens up a bit, I’ll be sure to call you in so that we can have some one-on-one time,” I lied, smiling through her ditzy behavior. She giggled excitedly, clapping her hands together as she sat up and slid off of my desk. Her smile was filled with something that I could only identify as adoration, and my heart ached slightly at the sight. Not because I felt anything for her — just the opposite really. I felt terrible because I had never felt anything for Angel. She was a quick lay, and that was about it. The fact that we kept running into each other couldn’t really be avoided — we worked together. She made a point of visiting me at every opportunity. I’d almost think she had a bigger libido than even myself, but honestly, it was just getting a bit sad.




“I’ll be at the front desk when you’re ready for me, doctor. Just page me,” she grinned, reaching out to caress my jaw before drawing away with a self-satisfied little giggle.




“Of course. I’ll ring you up the moment I have some free time,” I lied again. It seemed I was doing a lot of that lately, and in most cases, lying didn’t bother me. It wasn’t that I didn’t care about women’s feelings; it’s just that the woman needed to be relevant to me in some matter. Someone I fucked around with from time to time didn’t really count as relevant. That was simply desperation. Just the same, ever oblivious to my true thoughts about her, Angel all but danced out of the room. I watched her with a grimace before returning my attention to the files for my next patient — only to realize I was more or less free for the rest of the day. I grinned, kicking my feet up on my desk and reclining in my chair, fully prepared to take a much deserved nap. 




That lasted no longer than thirty minutes before that damn receptionist snuck her way back into my office. I should have locked the door before my nap, but as they say, hindsight is twenty/twenty. I peeked an eye open, fully prepared to give her a verbal lashing if she pressed me too hard. She simply stared at me for a long moment, her arms crossed over her voluptuous chest. 




“I thought you were busy today, Davie,” she pouted, the whine in her voice like nails on a chalkboard to me. I rolled my eyes, pushing away from my desk and giving my chair a good old-fashioned spin. It was immature, I know, but it occasionally helped clear my mind, and I was ready to try anything at that point. Angel watched me, the pout on her face only growing more and more exaggerated as I continued to spin. “Are you even going to answer me?” she demanded loudly after several complete twists.




“I thought I was busy. So sue me,” I said blandly as the chair came to a stop. She scowled, tapping her foot as if she were growing impatient with me. Well, that made two of us who were about to lose our cool at any given moment. Suddenly, I felt my phone vibrate in my pocket. It was unusual for me to receive text messages at work, but that’s what the vibration seemed to signify. I held up a hand to silence Angel as I swiped my phone, smiling a bit at the cute little emoticons that had been sent along with the usual boring text of a real message. She was simply explaining that she had gotten home safely and hoped I enjoyed the rest of my day. If I could get the receptionist out of my hair, I was sure I could have a good day. A grand day, as a matter of fact.




“So are you going to fuck me or not? From the way you’re looking at your phone, I wouldn’t want to be interrupting anything,” she hissed sourly, stepping toward me and giving me the dourest face her soft features could form.




“I’m actually a bit busy. I’m messaging a new client who came in for her first appointment today, and I want to see if she’s still doing well,” I smiled, feeling no need to lie. It was none of her concern who I was texting anyway. 




“God, Davie. If I didn’t know any better, I’d think you were some love-struck kid,” she muttered, crossing her arms and walking away from me. It was almost as if she expected me to beg her to stay, but I had no plans to do so. I simply watched as she left, smiling to myself before returning my attention to the phone. According to Kimberly, she was doing well, which was my only real concern in that very moment. Angel could be as angry as she wanted — she had already put my job at risk by telling the flagrant lie around the office that we were in a relationship. It wasn’t as if she could do much else to harm me, besides ignore me entirely — and, of course, I perished the thought.




My mind flickered to dating protocol, and I realized abruptly that it had been years since I’d been on an actual date. I never asked girls out; I asked girls to come in — more specifically, to let me in. In spite of all of this, I found myself wondering if it was too soon to ask Kimberly if she would like to hang out for lunch one day. Maybe catch a movie — that seemed like your typical dating fare. Still, as ridiculous as it may have been, I didn’t want to appear desperate. I idly wondered if I should wait for her to text me once more, or if I should just bite the bullet and send the inquiry myself. As if the gods were watching my dilemma, my phone chose that very moment to vibrate. I swiped the screen and smiled upon seeing a message from Kim. It was simple, asking if my job was anywhere as tiring and boring as she suspected. I chuckled under my breath for a moment before deciding to be being honest. I replied that it was overall a thankless job, but I was glad that it was me instead of some crackpot just trying to get a look at people’s genitals. I wrote as much in my text, only to receive a laughing face in reply. I smirked, leaning back in my chair and deciding it was now or never.




After I asked her to join me for lunch one day, it took several minutes for her to reply. I felt anxiety crawling up the back of my throat like bile and shook my head to try to calm myself. It wasn’t as if I were in love with the girl. I was being ridiculous. I just wanted to have lunch, and if she turned me down… well, her loss. At least, that’s what I tried to tell myself. When I finally felt the telltale vibration, I yanked my phone out of my pocket and swiped the screen at a speed bordering on desperation. 




She’d agreed. Of course she’d agreed. From what I could tell, she was totally enamored with me. Or perhaps that was just me viewing the world from rose-tinted glasses. Regardless, I resisted the desire to send her numerous thanks for accepting my proposal, instead sending a simple response: Cool.




It was cool, even if I felt anything but in that very moment. I felt like a nerd going out on his first date, and I was positive I reeked of desperation. Just the same, I took a moment to congratulate myself for working up the nerve to ask her out in the first place. Phase one of my plan was complete, although I wasn’t quite sure what the end goal was yet. Did I actually have feelings for this woman? Was I going to have to acknowledge that somewhere along the line, that just sex had stopped being enough?




No… of course not…




Right?





  
  CHAPTER THIRTEEN

  




Kimberly

Never in my entire lifetime would I have expected someone as handsome and charming as David Strowman to be interested in me. If someone had suggested that, I would have laughed them off or cursed them for their sick little joke. Yet there the proof lay in my read text messages, a simple request to meet him for lunch. It wasn’t much, but part of me felt like David wasn’t the type to ask girls out. That hadn’t been his vibe at the club, at the very least. The first thing I did when the day of the date arrived was call Tiffany in a panic. She had ten times more experience than I did with dating, so I was hoping she’d have some sort of tips or advice or… wisdom to impart upon me. 




“Tiff here. What’s up, girl?” she asked casually over the phone, and I tried to swallow the squeal that burbled up in my throat. I had so much to tell my best friend, but I wanted to do at least the majority of it in person.




“I have a date, and I was hoping you could come help me pick out an outfit… give me some tips… you know, the usual girl stuff,” I stammered out, curling my hair around my fingers as I spoke. Tiffany paused for a moment before loudly gasping, and I fought the desire to smile.




“A date?! You have a date? About time, girlfriend. You’ve been moping over that jackass, Chad, for far too long. I’ll be there in about thirty, alright? Is it casual or more of a formal date?” she asked hurriedly, and I could hear her fumbling around to get ready. I chuckled, shaking my head. In spite of how silly she could be, I was sure I would never be able to find another friend as sweet and caring as Tiffany Rodriguez.




“I think casual. Do you have some cute earrings or something I could borrow? I don’t really have any jewelry, and I want to make a really good impression. Not exactly a first impression, but still important,” I rambled, and she cleared her throat curiously. I could almost envision her tilting her head, looking much like a confused little puppy.




“If this isn’t a first impression, then who is this guy? Do I know him? I swear to God, if you tell me you’re actually going out with Chad—” she ranted, and I was swift to cut her off.




“No, no. Actually… it’s the really hot guy I went home with from the Red Room. Would you believe the luck that I actually met him again? And good news — he’s a doctor,” I said, realizing I was gushing but not caring enough to stop myself.




“A doctor, huh? Then this requires the big guns. I’ll bring my pearl earring and necklace set. They’re pink pearls, so they’re not necessarily as formal as wearing your fancy schmancy white pearls,” Tiffany said in a rush. I could hear her opening and closing her front door. I swallowed a squeal of glee, unable to believe my good fortune. It was still sinking in that I had actually met the strange man—David–again. It was almost as if we were fated to come together again. I had stopped believing in fate some time ago, when Chad had ruined the idea of love, romance, and even soulmates for me. I knew I might be moving a bit fast, but something about David was different. Something about him made my heart ache, but in a good way. 




I didn’t realize Tiffany was hanging up until she stopped speaking, and I felt embarrassed to have tuned her out for the previous five minutes. Hopefully, she didn’t blame me too terribly — I was excited, after all. I sat on my sofa, patting my hands on my thighs in a random rhythm to pass the time until Tiffany made it here. I was sure I’d lose my mind waiting, but the woman must have gone at least thirty over the speed limit, because five minutes later, I heard a knock at my door. I rushed to answer it, grinning at the blonde as she hurried inside my apartment.




“Okay, girl. We have got to make you look good — not just good, fan-fucking-tastic,” she grinned, following me to my bedroom where I had a few potential outfits laid out. She considered them for several moments, tapping her finger to her chin with a soft sigh. “Do you have a sundress? Maybe in some kind of pastel?” she asked, moving to rummage through my closet. I hesitated, not really sure what kinds of dresses were contained within. I had a bad habit of buying clothes and then never wearing them, never even taking the tags off.




“Maybe…?” I answered, and Tiffany giggled in response.




“You don’t know? Girl, I know every article of clothing in my closet, even if I haven’t worn it in over a year. I still have my bridesmaid’s dress from Veronica Bauer’s wedding—remember?” she hummed, sorting through my clothes. I grimaced, remembering the tacky green dresses we’d been forced to wear for our fellow teacher’s wedding. Veronica Bauer did very little beyond working, so when she’d needed to find a set of bridesmaids, she’d turned to us.




“God, I wish I could forget,” I muttered, leaning back on my elbows as she continued to rummage through my closet. 




“Aha! I knew you’d have something that fit the bill,” she announced, pulling a mint green sundress out of the closet with a cheeky grin. Truth be told, I couldn’t even remember buying it, but I did have a bit of a shopping problem.




“Will the green go alright with the pink pearls?” I asked nervously, moving to put the dress on.




“They’re both pale colors, and pink and green is like… a classic combo. It’ll be fine, girl. Don’t worry.”




I considered myself in the mirror for a long moment, twisting the pearls around my fingers as I tried to decide if I looked suitable for my date. I looked… acceptable. Perhaps even better than acceptable. I actually looked pretty good — aside from the whole desaturated watermelon look. I glanced at Tiffany, who clapped her hands eagerly together as she eyed my outfit with a precision that I could only expect from her.




“You’re gonna knock his socks off, honey,” she crooned, absolutely beaming at me. “Hell, you’ll knock the socks off of every man in the place. Maybe some women, too,” she continued, adjusting my dress straps a bit before taking a step back.




“Don’t be silly, Tiff. I’m only out to impress one guy, tonight,” I giggled, feeling a bit self-conscious. I could only pray David would find me as attractive as my friend seemed to, but there was nothing to do but bite the bullet and make my way to the cafe. I walked alongside Tiff to the door of my apartment, allowing her to step out before turning to lock the door behind me. I inhaled a steadying breath, allowing myself a final hopeful stare at my friend. “You really think I look that good?” I asked with a faint grin. She chuckled, fanning herself as if dealing with a sudden gust of heat.




“You’re absolutely smoking, babe. Now, go knock him dead,” she grinned, reaching out to adjust my hair a bit before walking me to my car. “Call me with all of the dirty details, alright? I expect to hear that my girl got some, with as much effort as we put into this outfit,” she grinned, waving a bit as I shifted into the driver’s seat of my car. I gripped the steering wheel tightly, whispering a quiet prayer that things went as well as planned — or maybe even better. Then, shifting into gear, I began the tortuous trip to the cafe where David and I were planning to meet. I was going to be early, of course, but that was nothing new. It would give me time to touch up my makeup and make sure I was poised just so in the dining chair. As I drove, I continued to self-consciously check my reflection out of fear that a renegade pimple might mysteriously pop up. Upon finally pulling into the parking lot, I glanced at the mirror a final time before getting out of the car and brushing myself off. I’d expected the cafe to be busy, but not as busy as it actually was. Fortunately, there was an outdoor table available, and it was a lovely day, so I was swift to snatch it up.




Settling into the cool metal chair, I crossed my legs primly as I waited for the waiter or waitress to appear with a menu. Of course, it would be more prudent to wait for David before ordering anything, but I thought I could get us started with some beers at least. I looked at the drink menu that was already placed on the table, humming under my breath as I looked over my options. When someone approached the table in my peripheral vision, I was startled, but I figured it was just David arriving early. I was much less pleased to see my ex looming over the table, his hands shoved into his pockets. He smiled at me when I noticed him, and I felt my good mood begin to diminish almost immediately.




“Kimmy, baby! It’s been too long,” he announced, leaning in to embrace me. I stiffened, leaning as far away from him as I could without falling out of my seat. He tilted his head, chuckling under his breath as he took a step back. “Come on, baby. Don’t be that way. I’ve been meaning to call you, you know. I’ve evaluated my life, and you know, maybe kids aren’t the best choice for me. And when I realized that, I knew I had to find you. I mean, what better than a broke pussy to call home when you’re not looking for a family life?” he crooned, reaching down to grip my chin in his hand. I couldn’t help but stare at him with how outlandishly rude he was being. Tears pricked my eyes as I began to notice other people in the area watching the exchange.




“I’m done with you, Chad. I’m not broken, and I don’t need you to convince me of such ever again,” I said coolly. He raised a brow, looking as if he didn’t quite believe me. After a moment, he chuckled, throwing his head back as if I’d told the most hilarious joke in the world.




“You think anyone besides me is going to want you? Come on, baby. I knew you were delusional, but this brings it to a whole new level,” he said with a toothy grin. I felt my eyes begin to water more, hating myself over the effect he still had on me. I wasn’t some wimp for him to just throw around, was I? I mean, there was a chance David would be interested. “Come on, baby. Come fuck around for a while,” he leered. Before I could answer, I was vaguely aware of another figure in my peripheral vision. I didn’t even have time to process that thought before a fist collided with the side of Chad’s face, sending him sprawling across the floor. I looked up, my heart pounding at the sight of David with bloody knuckles and a bouquet of a dozen red roses. I was vaguely aware that there was a bit of a fuss going on all around us, but I couldn’t think beyond how handsome David looked in the smart suit he was wearing.




“Hey. You want to get out of here? It’s a bit… noisy,” David said quietly, looking a bit chagrined at the attention we were receiving. I smiled, taking him by the hand and rising from my seat.




“Sure. Why not?”





  
  CHAPTER FOURTEEN

  




David

As we walked away from the restaurant, I pressed the flowers into her hands with as much gentleness as I could muster. It wasn’t really in my nature, but she looked as if she could use softness for the time being. Tears flowed freely down her cheeks, and I cursed myself for not punching that fucking idiot even harder. 




“You didn’t have to do that,” she muttered, her hands nervously twisting around the plastic of the bouquet. I raised a brow, not quite sure what she was referring to.




“I thought flowers would be a nice gesture for our first date,” I managed, wondering if I’d already made a mistake. She laughed a bit breathlessly, shaking her head and reaching out to rest her palm across my bloodied and bruised knuckles. Realization dawned on me, and I chuckled a bit at the reverence in her eyes. “Oh, you mean… yeah, well. He deserved it, and it didn’t look like anyone else in the cafe was going to get off of their fat asses and do anything. I am sorry for causing a scene on our first date, for what it’s worth,” I explained, feeling a bit meek for perhaps one of the first times in my entire life.




“It was worth it, I’d say,” she grinned, taking a moment to inhale the scent of the roses I’d purchased for her. I felt rather proud of myself, or at least grateful that she didn’t have some sort of an allergy.




“Well worth it,” I agreed, my arms swinging freely at my sides as we walked in the direction of the park. She hummed under her breath — a tune I didn’t quite recognize but was soothed by just the same. The beautiful woman seemed a bit distracted, and I considered pressing her for answers. However, after walking for a while, she came to a stop and stared down at the roses in her hands.




“No one has ever stood up for me like that before,” she said quietly. I almost couldn’t believe my ears. Who in their right mind would allow such an angelic woman to endure any sort of pain on their watch? I grabbed her by the elbow, pulling her along with a stern expression.




“Well, you’ll never have to worry about that again. As long as I’m by your side, no one had better try any funny business,” I said firmly. “No one deserves to be treated that way by some douchebag of an ex, but especially not you. I may be a bit biased, though,” I teased. Her cheeks flushed almost as red as the roses in her hands, and a soft little giggle spilled past her lips. I felt proud for having caused that reaction, as modest as it may have been.




“I take it you don’t just say that to all of the girls,” she grinned.




“Oh, of course not. Only the prettiest, and you’ve claimed that title by far,” I replied with a sly wink. She laughed, a melodic sound, and I realized in that moment that I wanted nothing more in the world than to kiss her. I also realized that it was far from the best time to try to lock lips with her, especially considering how upset she had been over her ex. So I managed to swallow my feelings as we strode through the park, making our way to the small pond in the middle.




“You know, I feel like I owe you something for your heroism,” she pointed out as we reached the old, crumbling fencing that kept people from jumping in the pond. It only worked a small percentage of the time, but it was better than no safety measures at all, I supposed. She gingerly leaned on the fence, staring out onto the pond with an intense expression. I remained silent, allowing her a bit of time to process her thoughts. “But what do I give a man who could have anything in the world? A gold medal? A key to the city?” she rambled a bit, and I smiled, drawing her in close and resting my chin on top of her head. She stiffened initially but began to loosen up after a moment and return the gesture in full force. Having her pressed flush to my chest felt… right, somehow. I couldn’t tell her as much, though, because I didn’t want to make her uncomfortable, and I wasn’t entirely comfortable with the feeling myself.




“A hug is plenty enough for me,” I murmured, trying to keep my expression from turning awkward as she beamed up at me.




“Well, I’m sure I’ll think of something else eventually. I know this sounds really immature, but… do you want to maybe hang out on the swing set? Feel free to say no; I just thought it might be fun for the two of us to loosen up a bit,” she suggested shyly. I hesitated for a moment, wondering what my stuffy father would think if he could see me stuffed into a child’s swing with a financially unstable woman at my side. Then, deciding I didn’t really care, I took her by the hand and led her deeper into the park. She skipped, actually skipped, alongside me with a vibrant smile on her face. Fortunately, there were no children in the so-called ‘big kid’ swings, so we plopped side-by-side into two swings and began to sway back and forth slowly. Her expression was serene, and it sent a pang of… something… deep into my chest.




“You really like this park, don’t you?” I asked curiously, and she giggled a little breathlessly, offering me a wry grin. 




“I’ve always thought about bringing my kids here someday. I know it’s a silly fantasy, but… I’ve always wanted to be a mother, first and foremost. Things just rarely have a way of working out the way you’d like, you know?” she explained, and I found myself quietly nodding along. Though I’d never wanted kids of my own, and had never really thought about it, it seemed like just as valid a dream as anything else. 




“Well, it’s a bit soon to toss that dream in the can, don’t you think? I mean, you just started coming to the fertility clinic, and—”




“I want to give this a chance. You. Me. Us. Maybe it’s a bit presumptuous, but if the time we spend together is anything like the mind-blowing sex we had and your charming efforts today, I can’t imagine it would be a bad experience for either of us,” she said somewhat nervously.




“You… want to be with me? As in a relationship?” I asked mildly, somewhat tickled by how red her face got.




“Well, I mean, it was a thought. You obviously don’t have to agree. After all, what would a guy like you see in a woman like me…” she trailed off, laughing a bit sadly.




“Your wit? Your kindness? Your brilliance? The fact that you’re drop dead fucking gorgeous? I can think of plenty of reasons a so-called ‘guy like me’ would want to be with you. As far as that goes,” I paused, reaching out to take her by the hand, “I’d be thrilled it give it a whirl. What could it harm, after all?” I said, trying to offer my most charming smile. It seemed to do the trick, as she looked absolutely starry-eyed about the whole thing.




“Wow. Really? I wasn’t expecting it to be so easy,” she muttered, drawing her hand away from mine and beginning to tap her fingertips together. I found myself smiling at how inadvertently adorable she was being — not that I wanted her to be nervous, but it was so damn precious.




“Well, I guess I’m full of surprises,” I chuckled, hopping up from the swing as I checked my watch. Still plenty of time to figure out some sort of fun activity for the two of us. I didn’t want her first date with me to be a disappointment by any means, but I also worried that I might be trying too hard. I could only hope that she didn’t notice how nervous I was. I never got nervous. Never. 




“We could go to the sandbox,” she suggested idly, continuing to slowly swing back and forth. I raised a brow, looking at the bustling inner section of the park where it seemed like dozens of children were having the time of their lives. I wasn’t quite sure I was ready to deal with a bunch of screaming children, but she looked so hopeful that I was reluctant to say no.




“I’ve never been much of a sand person. It tends to get in uncomfortable places when you’re at the beach,” I explained, offering my hand just the same. “But I’m willing to make an exception for you, Miss Anderson,” I added with a sly look. She nearly squealed in excitement, gripping my hand and all but dragging me toward the center of the park. Perhaps the most difficult part was avoiding the many children it seemed we would smack into at any given moment. However, we soon emerged victorious, treading to the abandoned sandbox and climbing in. Obviously, it was rather small compared to us, but Kim seemed happy to busy herself with digging little holes in the sand, making paths for the ants that would invariably make their way into the little kiddie attraction. I pressed my palm to a particularly smooth spot of sand, drawing it away carefully and smiling at the picture perfect indentation that was left. Kim looked pleased that I was playing along, grabbing a handful of sand and placing it on my shoe.




“I bet those were expensive. Do you think the sand will ruin them?” she inquired, obviously concerned. I shrugged, pretty positive that the answer was yes but not particularly caring about losing one pair of shoes.




“I’m sure they’ll be fine,” I said a bit dismissively, piling another handful of sand on top of the one she’d left. She giggled, pressing her shoulder against mine and breathing a happy little sigh. I watched her from the corner of my eye, warmth blooming in my cheeks when it struck me, once again, how absolutely beautiful she was. She looked up at me, her expression innocent at first but turning briefly thoughtful. She shifted a bit at my side, tilting her head up in an attempt to meet my lips. The position was awkward, but God, did her lips look so kissable. I leaned in to close the distance, just barely brushing our lips together before a sudden squeal sounded just to our side. Kimberly jerked back as if shocked, touching her fingertips to her lips with a silly little smile.




“Miss Anderson! Miss Anderson! I haven’t seen you at the park in so long. I missed playing with you,” a young child rambled, grabbing Kim by the arm and staring up at her with big, sad eyes. However, the boy seemed to notice me a moment later and pressed close to Kim’s side. I wasn’t sure if he’d witnessed the kiss… well, the pseudo kiss, but I felt remarkably like I was being appraised by the kid in some way. He looked me up and down, seeming nervous for a moment before his eyes lit up with delight. “Oh! Is this your husband?” the child asked abruptly. Kimberly turned as red as a tomato. I grinned a bit, ruffling the boy’s hair and leaning in to speak in a conspiratorial stage whisper. 




“Not yet. But we’ll see, okay, kid? You’ll be the first invited to the wedding. The best man, I’d go as far as saying,” I said teasingly, resisting the urge to laugh as Kim buried her face in her hands. The boy squealed with delight once more, clapping his hands together before running off to presumably find his mother, all the while screaming about his future position as best man.





  
  CHAPTER FIFTEEN

  




Kimberly

I couldn’t believe what a shameless flirt David was being, especially in front of one of my students, but I suppose it wasn’t entirely all that surprising. He seemed the type to get a laugh out of making a woman blush like a schoolgirl. It wasn’t a bad thing, per se, but I wasn’t sure how long I’d be able to keep from throwing him to the ground and kissing him all over. Maybe that would be a bit soon; it wasn’t like I was in love. It was undeniable that I felt something for the handsome doctor, however. Something deep and nearly all encompassing.




“Nice kid,” he said after we’d sat for a few moments in silence. I giggled, slapping his arm and using my free hand to try to rub the blush off of my face.




“You’re too much. He’s going to tell the whole class, you know,” I gently chastised, but he only continued to grin, much like the cat that caught the canary.




“Let him. It’ll be kind of funny, don’t you think? Maybe I can even pay a visit to your class sometime. The kids would really go batshit, then,” he teased, reaching out to poke my side. I rolled my eyes, standing up and brushing the sand off of myself. He watched me curiously, arching a curious brow as I offered him my hand. “You actually think you can help me up without getting pulled back down?” he deadpanned. I scoffed, but just the same, I took a step back and simply watched him rise to his feet. He was much more covered in sand than I was, which was a bit funny considering I’d been the one to suggest the sandbox. Truthfully, I didn’t expect he’d go for something so childish, but David Strowman was full of surprises. 




“You want to go for a walk? I need to stretch my legs after being squeezed in there for so long,” I murmured, giving my leg a little shake as if to demonstrate. He smiled, nodding and holding his arm out. I stared at him in confusion for a moment before realizing he wanted to link arms. He was adorable, sexy, and smart — what more could a woman want? I took his arm, allowing him to take the lead and guide me through the park. There were several beautiful, winding paths stretching across the entirety of the park, although he seemed to just pick one at random. The sidewalk was a welcome change from getting my heels all caked in dirt and grass—not to mention sand—and I could only hope he didn’t notice the sad shape of my footwear. Not that he was doing much better on that front himself.




“I used to jog these paths every morning. I always felt so free. Like nothing could stop me; no one could contain me. I was sure that no matter what happened, I would always be a loner,” he began a bit awkwardly, reaching out to squeeze my hand. “Honestly, I’ve… never really dated anyone. I mean, don’t get me wrong. I’m sure my experience in the bedroom was pretty obvious—” he paused, and I couldn’t help but roll my eyes a little.




“Yes, you were a total sex god,” I grinned, gesturing for him to continue.




“Of course… anyway, I never expected to go on a date with, well, anyone. I didn’t even date when I was a teenager — I was too absorbed in my studies. Then it was off to college, and then to med school, and there was never any time for a serious relationship. Most women didn’t really expect that much from me, anyway. I thought I was happy, you know?” He chuckled a bit, glancing down at me to meet my eyes. I was vaguely aware that it had begun to lightly drizzle, and my makeup would likely be ruined in little more than seconds. Just the same, no one had ever looked at me like David was looking at me in that moment. It was as if I were a work of art, the most beautiful woman on the planet. 




“So, did something change your mind?” I asked gingerly, reaching out to brush a wet lock of hair behind his ear. He smiled a bit, tilting his head as if he were considering his answer.




“Not something. Someone,” he winked, drawing me in close and moving to close the distance like we’d tried in the sandbox. My heart hammered against my ribcage, and I could feel his hot breath dancing across my lips. I parted them, closing my eyes in anticipation. All at once, however, a loud clap of thunder echoed all around us, followed immediately by a flash of lightning. We jolted apart as rain began to pour from the sky — no longer a light drizzle but turning out to be an outright storm. Our eyes met, and his expression was briefly mischievous before he leaned in for a quick peck on the lips and then darted away.




“Wait! Where are you going!?” I called out in something of a stupor as I chased after him.




“We need to catch a cab, or you’re going to get washed away. Come on, lovely,” he called back, pausing at the roadside and trying to flag down a nearby taxi. I was outright shivering as I stepped up beside him, and he wrapped an arm around me to draw me in closer. It was damp and cold, and it should have been the opposite of romantic, but I had a realization in that moment that was more terrifying than anything I could ever imagine. I was pretty sure I was falling in love this this man – with the man who was just supposed to be a one night stand, the man I’d told Tiffany that I definitely had no feelings for. In spite of the fact that I’d given up on the idea of soulmates long ago, I felt myself internally thanking the fates.




“Get in, get in,” he said hurriedly, throwing the door open and nudging me toward the cab. I leaped into the back seat, quickly followed by David, who was laughing his head off. I raised a brow, wondering if I had missed out on some cosmic joke he had planned. He did seem to almost be a god at times. “We…. we…” he wheezed, doubling over and nearly sobbing with laughter.




“What? We what? Are you alright?” I asked hurriedly. He held up a hand while he tried to catch his breath.




“No offense, Kimberly. But we look like a couple of wet rats,” he smiled, looking far too delighted about the statement he’d just made. I frowned, glancing in the rearview mirror. The cab driver was watching us with a vaguely disgruntled expression, but I managed to catch a look at myself. I couldn’t help but snicker a bit, realizing that David had a point — we looked like a couple of drowned animals. I glanced at him from the corner of my eye, my lips curling in a smile.




“I’m a much more attractive wet rat than you,” I teased. He raised a brow, perfecting an expression of mock affront. At least, I hoped it was mock offense.




“I’ll have you know that this rodent has all of his suits tailored by the most talented hands in the country — his hair is coiffed by a barber with a golden comb. Why, I even survive on a diet of pure leafy greens to maintain this magnificent physique!” he harrumphed, his eyes twinkling with amusement. I snorted, crossing my arms over my chest and considering him with a raised brow.




“A golden comb? Really? And I’m pretty sure vodka doesn’t count as a leafy green,” I smirked, reaching out to give him a teasing little shove.




“It’s made out of potatoes. It’s close enough to a vegetable,” he argued.




“Potatoes are actually starches, aren’t they?” I mused aloud.




“Close enough!!”




By the time we’d finished our little play argument, the cab driver had stopped in front of my apartment complex and was watching us rather impatiently.




“Oh, I’m so sorry. We’ll be leaving now,” I said hurriedly, fumbling in my purse for cash for the fare.




“No rush, lady. The meter’s still running,” he said drolly. I startled a bit upon seeing the fare, but David rested a hand on my shoulder and quickly pulled out his wallet to pay off the taxi driver. He tugged me out of the car, hurrying to lead me into the complex. 




“Not to be presumptuous, but I was hoping I could come into your apartment and let the rain slack off a bit. Maybe dry off a little,” David said with an almost meek smile, and I couldn’t help but smile. I took him by the arm, leading him back to the very apartment where this whole thing had started. I couldn’t help but think about the night we’d shared together as I opened the door to my apartment and guided him inside with a small smile. He seemed to be of a like mind, his cheeks flushed slightly and his eyes a bit mischievous as he seemed to scope the place out. 




“So…” I crooned, dragging out the word. He tilted his head curiously, raising a brow to silently urge me to continue. “We could skip the towels and just get out of these wet clothes altogether,” I continued, stepping toward him and reaching out to caress his jaw. There was a bit of stubble there, making his soft skin somewhat prickly. He tilted his head back at my touch as if to allow me better access, so I trailed my fingertips down the column of his throat. I could feel the rumble building in his chest, travelling up his throat and slipping past his lips in a positively panty-soaking growl. “I take it you like that idea, then,” I pressed, leaning in to brush my lips across his pulse point. 




“Only if I’m allowed to rip your clothes off of you,” he murmured, tangling a hand in my hair. He gave it a slight tug, and a breathless gasp escaped my lips. He grinned, looking like a lion prepared to chomp down on an antelope. I could feel shivers going down my spine, sending a surge of heat between my thighs. I was absolutely throbbing for him, and I wasn’t sure I could take much more of his teasing. 




“I think that can be arranged,” I murmured, squeaking as he ducked his head to press a kiss to my neck. 




“You think,” he repeated, drawing away with slightly narrowed eyes. “I’m going to need a little more commitment, Kimmy. You wouldn’t want your guest to feel unwanted, would you?” he murmured against my skin, sending shockwaves through my body. I shuddered, willing myself to utter the words he wanted to hear. Shame had gone out of the window; I was willing to do just about anything if it meant I’d feel that massive spear sheathed in me once more.




“I… I… tell me what you want to hear. I’ll say anything. I’ll do anything. Please, David. I’ve dreamed of this moment since I woke up in an empty bed the day after,” I said pleadingly, tangling my hands in his hair. He peered up at me, baring his teeth in an almost animalistic snarl. 




“Tell me how you want me to fuck you,” he hissed. I hesitated only a brief moment longer, looking him in the eye with all of the desperation that had been brewing inside of me for what felt like an eternity at this point. I swallowed the lump that had formed in my throat.




“Hard, David. I want you to fuck me hard,” I managed to get out, feeling the slightest inkling of shame for how vulgar I sounded in that moment. He stood upright, looking down at me with an easy smile.




“Why, Miss Anderson. I do think that can be arranged.”





  
  CHAPTER SIXTEEN

  




David

I cupped her cheeks in my hands, feeling her soft skin, which was a sharp contrast to my own calloused fingers. Her eyes were wide, watching my every move with what could only be described as trepidation. I knew the path to her bedroom from pure muscle memory, guiding her in the direction we both longed to traverse with little resistance — if any at all. I couldn’t wait to feel her sweet lips upon my own again, couldn’t wait to mark every bit of her as mine. Stepping into her bedroom was like stepping into my own private domain, more than it felt like stepping into hers. I knew every whim that crossed my mind would be satisfied, and I planned to see that her every desire was met. Leading her to the bed in what felt a well-choreographed dance, I pulled her close to me and kissed her with a tenderness I didn’t even know I possessed. She hummed against me, wrapping her arms around my neck, and I realized we’d yet to even shed our soaked clothes. I took a step back, disentangling myself from her grip — much to her visible dismay.




“Wouldn’t want you to catch a cold, would we?” I said with a sly smile, moving to tug my shirt off over my head. She watched quietly, her mouth forming a perfect ‘o’ shape. It was as if she’d never seen my bare chest before, which I knew couldn’t be further from the truth. Just the same, it seemed as if she were in no hurry to give in to her desires, wringing her hands a bit as she simply stood and looked at me. Well, that wouldn’t do. “You do know you’re permitted to touch me, don’t you?” I prompted, smiling when she seemed a bit startled by my forwardness. A bit strange to choose that very moment to be shy, but I couldn’t say I minded too terribly. I gently took her by the wrist, guiding her hand to my toned chest. She allowed me to take charge, taking my guidance as permission to caress me freely. I smiled encouragingly as she took a moment to explore the expanse of my bare torso, pressing her palm just above my heart. She remained still for a moment, her lips curling into a smile.




“Your heart is pounding,” she observed, and I felt my cheeks grow warm in spite of myself. Admittedly, I was more affected than I would usually be in such situations, but I didn’t expect her to notice. I managed a crooked smile, resting my hand atop hers.




“Can you blame me for being excited? I’m in the bedroom of the most beautiful woman, one that I never thought I’d see again,” I teased, taking comfort in the fact that I wasn’t the only one who was a little flustered. It seemed a sharp contrast to when we’d first stepped into the apartment, all hands and lust. Now that we were alone in the relative silence of her bedroom, the sound of a gentle rain the only thing we could hear, I couldn’t help but feel somehow… softer. Being soft had never been in my nature, but it seemed that Kimberly was setting free a plethora of emotions I’d never allowed myself to feel before. I didn’t want to think too deeply about the implications of that feeling, but it was difficult to think too deeply about much of anything with the woman of my dreams so close to me.




“Well, I could certainly understand me being excited, but you…? You could have your choice of any woman in town,” she said a bit self-deprecatingly. I frowned, brushing her hair behind her ear. 




“As it stands, I’ve made my choice. I can’t think of anyone I would rather share this night with,” I said assertively. She smiled shyly, guiding my hands to the hem of her blouse.




“What do you say we get this party started, then?” she grinned, her expression only turning ever more mischievous as I began to lift her dress over her head. Tossing the soaked garment over my shoulder, I took a moment to consider the treasure that had been bestowed upon me. Of course, she had chosen some of the sexiest lingerie I’d ever seen in my life— which was saying a lot, given my wealth of experience. Her bra was a lacy black number with a tiny red bow between the two cups, and as much as I wanted to appreciate it, I was more interested in what lay beneath. For each step forward I took, she matched me with a step back until she bumped into the foot of her bed. Her smile was coy as she reached behind herself and unclasped the garment, allowing the bra to fall to the ground and leaving her sumptuous breasts exposed.




“Wow,” I managed. It was all I could get out in the moment. She smiled, giggling a bit as she grabbed me by the belt loops and pulled me forward. We fell onto the bed in one smooth motion, and in spite of how uncomfortable the wet clothes were, I was confident that there was no place I would rather be. 




“Wow, huh? That’s the first time I’ve gotten that one,” she laughed, tangling a hand in my hair and pulling me in for a kiss. Realizing that it probably seemed as if I was only concerned with my own needs, I pulled away slightly, leaving just a breath’s distance between us. She tried to lean up, but I kept her in place, smiling fondly down at her.




“If I have my way, you’ll never doubt how amazing you are, ever again,” I assured her, leaning in to kiss along her jawline. She quivered beneath me, whimpering in a way that I was sure would feature in my dreams for years to come. She seemed so sensitive, like clay begging to be molded in my hands. I was all too eager to be the sculptor she wanted — no, needed. My hands found her breasts in short order, just as I fixed my lips to her pulse point. I could feel the pounding of her heartbeat beneath my lips, and I flicked my tongue out to taste her skin. Her hands tensed on my shoulders, and I made it my personal goal to have her cover my back in scratches before the night was over. As I grazed my teeth to that sensitive point on her neck, I could feel the first prick of her nails in my skin, and as my hands slowly caressed her breasts, she only grew more frantic. 




“I don’t know how long I can take this teasing,” she mumbled, and I could only chuckle breathily against her skin. Giving in to at least one of her demands, I allowed her the slight relief of having her nipples stroked to attention. Although it may not have been as much relief as it was an even sweeter agony. She groaned, throwing her head back in sheer ecstasy as I worked my way down her body, peppering kisses across every perfect bit of skin. I wanted to worship her, to treat her the way she had always deserved to be treated. She would never feel unworthy again. At least, not if I had anything to say about it. As my lips wrapped around a pert nipple, her mouth fell open in a silent scream, and her nails dug even deeper into my back. I couldn’t help but smile against her breast, sucking voraciously at the little nub. She squealed, bucking her hips up against my own. I could feel my erection straining against the fabric of my underwear, and I’d yet to even get her pants off.




“You’re so beautiful, you know that?” I breathed, glancing up to meet her gaze before switching to the other breast. A loud whine was all I received in reply. I continued to kiss a path down her body, this time down her perfectly soft stomach, nipping at her navel for a brief moment before continuing southward. She shifted to rest her hands on the back of my head, tangling her fingers into my hair as I slowly kissed along the waistband of her panties. They were just as sexy as the bra she wore, but they were made all the more intoxicating by the scent of her arousal soaking the front. I smiled at her, reaching up to press my fingers against the damp fabric, pressing against her heat. She tried to roll her hips, obviously eager for some sort of friction. I wanted to tease her for a while longer, but tonight was about her desires, not my own. With a final kiss just beneath the red bow in the center of her waistband, I slid her panties down at a tortuous pace. As each inch of her shaven cunt was revealed, I could feel the saliva pooling in my mouth. She was flushed pink, and once her panties were out of the way, I spread her wide to see her eager little clit peeking out of its hood. “You’re already this excited? Just from me touching your breasts?” I teased, and she rolled her eyes a bit, although her cheeks were red.




“You’re very skilled with your hands… and your mouth, of course. I’d like to see what else you can do with that tongue of yours,” she said slyly, though it was clear she didn’t expect me to take the bait. When I leaned in, dragging my tongue along her slit with little further preamble, a surprised little mewl spilled past her lips. Her hands tensed in my hair, her well-manicured nails pressing into my scalp. I took that as invitation to continue, lapping at her as if she were the only oasis in a vast desert. Her breath hitched, and her chest rose and fell unsteadily as I continued to please her with my mouth. When it seemed like she was growing close to her peak, I fully intended to continue. However, she yanked my hair to get my attention. Her eyes were dilated, and her breath came in shallow gasps.




“Inside. I want you inside of me,” she demanded, leaving no room for argument. I nodded quietly, shifting on the bed and sliding my pants and underwear off in one fluid motion. I was already painfully erect, and I hesitated before entering her, looking up for permission. “Now!” she hissed, wrapping a leg around my waist and pulling me forward. My cock slid into her damp heat with little resistance, though she was tight enough to almost be painful. It was just short of pain, fortunately, bringing me to the height of pleasure as I slowly began to rock in and out of her. 




“Christ, you feel so good,” I gasped, moving more frantically as I felt her clenching around me. “I’m gonna—-” I began, starting to pull out. However, she locked me into place with her legs, and I could do little but oblige her as I came, filling her up until she simply couldn’t take any more. When she finally released me, her expression was one of utter contentedness. I drew her into my arms, resting my chin atop her head as she curled closer. “I love cumming inside you,” I murmured, grinning cheekily. She hummed quietly, laughing a bit derisively.




“That’s one good thing about being broken, I suppose,” she muttered. I tightened my grip on her, tilting her chin up until she was forced to look me in the eye. Her expression was impossible to decipher, but I gave it little thought as I captured her lips with my own. She moaned against me, and as I pulled away, I gazed deep into those piercing eyes.




“You’re not broken. You’re perfect, Kimberly. I’m not ready to be a father by any means, but I plan to do anything it takes to make sure you have the family you dream of. And I’ll be by your side, in whatever capacity you need, all along the way,” I assured her quietly, brushing her tears away before she buried her face against my shoulder.




“Stay…?” she implored quietly. 




How was I supposed to say no to that?





  
  CHAPTER SEVENTEEN

  




Kimberly

“The last few months have been the sort of things dreams were made of,” I said dreamily, talking on the cellphone with Tiff when I should have been grading papers. With the grade I taught, little was required beyond slapping gold stars on each sheet. That could wait a little while. “I never expected David Strowman to consider courting me, even after the night of passion we shared. He treats me like a princess… no, a queen.” I continued with a sigh. His queen, I suppose, as I had no doubt that he was a king in his own right.




“He sounds like the kind of guy you’ve been waiting for, doll. The kind you deserve, not like that scumbag Chad…” Tiff trailed off for a moment, giggling under her breath. “I’m still tickled pink that Dave clocked him in the face. I would have paid to see that. You think he’d mind a repeat performance?” she pressed, and I could hear the grin in her voice.




“Oh, I’m sure he’d be all for it,” I chuckled. Dave had a way of knowing all of the right things to say and do when I was in a self-deprecating mood. He knew how to pull me away from the edge of despair. “He’s been trying to convince me to go ahead with the fertility treatments, and as much as I want to have a child, I want to try our relationship first. I want to give it the chance it deserves,” I murmured, idly looking over some of my students’ papers. Dave had even been a saint on the rare occasion that we ran into one of my students on our dates at the park. He seemed like the perfect man.




“Well, I can understand that, hon. But you know… you’ve wanted to be a mommy for such a long time. I hope you know better than to throw that dream away for a guy, even for Mr. Wonderful,” Tiff said carefully, and I couldn’t help but sigh. I knew that there would come a time when even fertility treatments could only do so much — if they could even help to begin with. I was still convinced I was broken, but David did everything in his power to ensure I felt that way as little as possible.




“I just want to see if this works. David… he’s said he’ll be there for me, even though he’s not ready to be a father. I couldn’t ask that of him anyway. Hell, it’d be crazy for me to even ask him to stick around at all,” I chuckled a bit.




“He’d be crazy for leaving, honey. Now, I’ve got some papers to grade, and unlike you, I have to actually think about the process. Call me and let me know how your next date with Mr. Wonderful goes, alright? I’m eager to meet him,” Tiff exclaimed, and I rolled my eyes good-naturedly as we exchanged goodbyes. I knew I could trust Tiff to look out for me, but from now on, it wasn’t a task she had to take on single-handedly. I had David to lift me up when I was feeling down. Speaking of… We had planned a date at Club Red that night to celebrate our six-month anniversary, and I saw no reason Tiff couldn’t come by and meet the man who had brightened my life so significantly. I shot off a quick text to tell her to meet us there that night, and then I carried on grading papers until it was time for David and me to meet at Club Red. We’d spent nearly every waking moment together, to the point that he had even given me the key to his house and vice versa… though all I’d had to offer was a pathetic little apartment key. He had seemed delighted by the gesture just the same.




Grading papers took a little more time than I expected, mostly because I decided to write positive notes on each of my students’ papers, praising the things they had particularly excelled at. The parents would surely appreciate knowing how their children were doing in my class, and I wanted to make sure each of my little angels got the credit they deserved. Just as I finished the last note, my cell phone vibrated from its spot on my desk. I glanced at the clock, inhaling sharply when I realized just how much time I had wasted — well, not wasted. Time was never wasted on my students. Just the same, I had spent a bit more time on grading than I’d planned, and Tiff had messaged me to let me know she was already at the club. I’d expected her to get there early, and I fully expected her to be at least vaguely tipsy when David and I arrived. In spite of herself, I think she was a little nervous to meet the man who had captured my heart. 




Although I hadn’t used the ‘L’ word with David yet, I’d been dishing with Tiffany for months. It was no wonder she was so eager to meet him, I suppose. I had put him on a bit of a pedestal, though it was one he was completely entitled to. I still wanted to be there to serve as a buffer if my lover needed it, so I hurried into my bedroom to get dressed. I wore the very dress I’d worn the night I’d met David, hoping he would appreciate the sentiment. We had agreed not to exchange gifts, but I’d still gotten him a small bottle of his favorite cologne. With my budget, I could only afford the smallest bottle they offered, but I hoped he would appreciate it just the same. As a matter of fact, I was confident he would appreciate it. I grabbed the bag and was hurrying out the door when a sudden wave of nausea washed over me. I braced myself against the doorframe, breathing heavily as I waited for the moment to pass. It took its sweet time, but eventually, I felt well enough to make the drive to Club Red at least. I placed the gift bag in the passenger seat and fastened my seatbelt before making the short drive to the club. I parked in my usual spot toward the back of the lot, slipping out of my car just as David pulled in as well. He smiled upon seeing me, though he did raise a brow at the gift bag clutched in my hand. He rolled his window down, leaning out before he cut the engine.




“I thought we weren’t doing gifts, honey,” he hummed, though he didn’t seem displeased. That was good, at least. “At least I’m not the only rule breaker in this relationship, then,” he chuckled, rolling the window up and cutting the engine. I lingered near my car, waiting patiently as he approached me with a bag of his own. We exchanged bags, thankful for the bit of privacy the back lot offered us. I opened my bag hesitantly, peeking inside. My eyes widened as I realized what was inside. I reverently pulled out a first edition copy of my favorite book, To Kill a Mockingbird. I stared at him through wide eyes, opening the book just to confirm it was what I thought. Inside the front cover, much to my shock, was a signature from the author. Also tucked into the book was a gift certificate to the most expensive baby boutique in town for… 




“Ten thousand dollars!? Are you serious, Dave? You didn’t have to. I mean, my gift is so…” I trailed off, tearing up a bit.




“I’ve been needing some new cologne, so I really appreciate it. It’s always such a bother to make the trip to buy it, and this bottle will last a good little while. It’s a good gift, honey! Anyway, I didn’t get you that to make you feel guilty. I remember you mentioned that being your favorite book on one of our dates, and… well, I’m still prepared to be at your side when you decide to take the plunge. I just wanted to show that, and… well, I didn’t know what to pick out, honestly. So I thought a gift certificate was the next best thing,” he said with a somewhat awkward smile, pulling me into his arms. I kissed him soundly on the lips, drawing away with a giggle. 




“You really know how to treat a girl, don’t you? Is this how you are with all of your girlfriends?” I teased, and we walked side-by-side to deposit my gifts into my car. He chuckled a bit, seeming embarrassed by the question.




“Truth be told… you’re the only girlfriend I’ve ever really had. It’s not really my thing, in most cases. You—well, you were an exception,” he said carefully, resting a hand on the small of my back as I closed and locked my doors. I wasn’t quite sure how to feel about the admission, though I couldn’t help being flattered by it. He seemed a bit embarrassed, so I didn’t press the issue any further, simply taking him by the hand and dragging him toward the club.




“My best friend Tiff is here; she really wanted to meet you. She thought you were the best thing since sliced bread after you punched Chad out,” I grinned, giving his hand a comforting squeeze when he looked faintly nervous.




“She’s not one of those backstabbing friends who would try to… how do I say this… steal your man?” he asked a bit awkwardly. I laughed loudly, managing to stifle myself as we walked through the entrance.




“Tiff would never do that to me. And would you let her if she tried?” I pressed, smiling cheekily. He shook his head fervently. I was going to continue before I was very nearly bowled over. David looked startled, and I was a bit at first, but then I recognized the blonde bombshell clinging to my arm. “Speak of the devil. David, this is my best friend, Tiffany. Tiffany, this is—” I began, only for Tiff to cut me off.




“This is Mr. Wonderful, huh? I knew he was pretty good looking, but wow, you really didn’t do him justice,” she teased, offering her hand for him to shake. He looked a bit befuddled, taking her hand. His eyes widened marginally, and I knew it was because Tiffany had a grip that seemed almost superhuman. “I’ve heard a lot about you, Davie. You’re good people. You keep being good to our girl, alright? I don’t want to have to hurt your pretty little head,” she grinned. I expected him to be taken aback, but before I could admonish my friend, David simply laughed and shook his head.




“I would never dream of hurting Kim. I… I’ve never felt like this for anyone in my life, and I’m not prepared to lose her over something as stupid as flirting with another woman or… whatever it is you think I’ll do,” he chuckled, and the three of us walked to the bar. We ordered our drinks, which arrived rather swiftly. I moved to sip my strawberry daiquiri, but then nausea washed over me again, but tenfold what it was earlier. I covered my mouth with my hand, hurrying to the women’s room. Tiff and David hurried along behind me, but I couldn’t be bothered to explain as I lurched into a stall and spilled my guts into the toilet. David held my hair back as Tiff got into a shouting match with another woman about the fact that there was a man in the ladies’ room.




“Yeah, well, you wouldn’t understand having a loving boyfriend, skank. Get the hell out of here before I slap that tacky lipstick off of your face,” I heard her yell. In short order, it was just the three of us in the bathroom. I sagged away from the toilet, glancing up at David with a miserable expression. “You okay, hon?” Tiff called from outside the stall. 




“Yeah. I’ve just been feeling kinda queasy lately… usually in the mornings, but I guess my body has decided that’s not enough. It’s probably because of all of the weird things I’ve been eating lately. I’ve been craving hot sauce something fierce; I put it on literally everything,” I murmured, not really noticing the shocked looked on their faces. 




“Honey… you do realize what sort of symptoms it sounds like you’re having… right?” Dave asked a bit hesitantly. I stared at him for a long moment with my face contorted in confusion, until it hit me all at once.




“Oh.. oh God. You don’t think…” I trailed off, feeling tears prick at my eyes.




“Only one way to find out. Come on. Let’s get out of here and go to the drug store. We can… get a test there,” he murmured.




My heart dropped into my stomach, and I was barely able to process assuring Tiffany I’d call her later. David guided me to his car, and we drove to the nearest drug store to pick up the ironically dreaded item — a pregnancy test. 




This couldn’t be happening. 





  
  CHAPTER EIGHTEEN

  




David

“Don’t panic, honey. I can see it in your eyes. You’re freaking out. It could be nothing,” I assured Kim quietly, glancing at her from the corner of my eye as we drove to her apartment. I considered taking her to my home, but her apartment was closer, and I was sure she’d feel more comfortable in her own home — at least, for this particular moment. She didn’t reply to my comment, seemingly too lost in her own head to even realize I’d said anything. I could understand the shock, but she seemed irrationally dismayed by the idea of being pregnant. I could understand my own trepidation — I wasn’t sure I was ready to be a father, and there was no doubt that the child would be mine. Kimberly would never even consider cheating on me, so I knew better than to go down that path. Just the same, it seemed as if she were more concerned about the potential outcome than I was.




“I… I don’t know how this happened,” she said quietly, and I couldn’t help but chuckle, as inappropriate as it might have been. 




“Well… maybe all of this time, Chad was the one who was, in his words, broken. Either way, you should be excited. You’ve wanted to be a mom for a long time, according to what you’ve told me. I know this is stressful either way, so just try to relax until we get to your apartment, okay? We’ll know one way or another soon enough,” I said in what I hoped was a comforting tone. She didn’t seem particularly soothed.




“I just…” she trailed off, looking out of the window and refusing to meet my gaze as I came to a stop in her parking lot. I could hear her sniffling softly, and my heart felt as if it stopped. I reached out to touch her shoulder, hoping she would at least look at me.




“Honey, tell me what’s wrong. Why aren’t you happy? It might not even be what we think it is. Maybe you’ve just got a stomach bug. Aside from that, I expected you to be happy the day you found out you were pregnant, not entirely miserable. Talk to me, please,” I urged, smiling gently when she turned her teary eyes upon me. She rubbed the tears away furiously, though there seemed to be more and more with each swipe of her hands.




“I never meant to put you in this kind of a situation, David. That’s the whole reason I haven’t been having the fertility treatments — I wanted our relationship to have time to grow. I wanted you to have a choice in whether or not you fathered my child, regardless of what role you would take in their life. I don’t… I don’t want to lose you,” she wept openly, burying her face in her hands. Her shoulders shook from the ferocity of her sobs, and for a moment, all I could do was stare at her. Then I lurched out of the car, circling around to gather her in my arms. She was outright sobbing at that point, though I tried to shush and comfort her. I mean, it would have been nice to have been more aware that conceiving was a possibility every time we made love, but I couldn’t blame her for the entire situation. It takes two to tango, and I worked at a fertility clinic, for God’s sake. Of all people, I should have been more careful, or at least more prepared in case this happened.




The thing is, I wasn’t even sure I regretted the whole thing. If given the chance to do things over, I probably would have done everything the same — at least, I would if it didn’t make the love of my life so miserable. The thought struck me so suddenly, I was nearly bowled over by it. The… love of my life? I wanted to dispute it with myself, argue that I wasn’t in love, that I wasn’t capable of love. Yet…




I wanted nothing more than to spend the rest of my life with this woman. As the father of her child. As her lover. And maybe even someday as her husband. Ultimately, it didn’t matter in what capacity we were together, as long as she was mine. But there wasn’t really time to wonder at what point in our relationship I had fallen so completely and irrevocably head over heels, at least, not right then. I needed to get Kim inside, and we needed to take this test. I helped her regain her balance, smiling down at her as we walked arm-in-arm to her apartment. She staggered a bit, seeming disoriented by the events that had transpired, but I remained at her side to keep her upright. The woman I now knew I loved looked up at me with immeasurable sadness in her gaze, and although I would give anything to wash those terrible feelings away, I knew there would be time once I got her settled in her apartment. In an attempt to offer some slight comfort, I leaned in and kissed her on the forehead, my lips lingering on her skin for a long moment before I drew away. She shivered, clutching my hand in her own. Fumbling for her apartment key with her free hand, she unlocked the door and pushed inside, dragging me along behind her — not that I put up much of a fight.




“Do you want to sit down for a moment? Give yourself a bit of time to pull yourself together?” I offered carefully, but she only laughed, shaking her head a bit.




“You deserve to know the results of this test as soon as possible… after all, it’s not just my own life in the balance anymore,” she muttered, slipping off her heels and striding to the bathroom. I trailed behind her, having a rare moment where I wasn’t sure how to proceed. She left the door open a sliver, and I paused outside the bathroom, giving her a moment to… prepare the test, as it were. I tapped my fingers against my legs, waiting for her permission to enter. I had never been one to wait for permission, but I suppose these could have been considered extenuating circumstances. After a brief pause, she pushed the door open and offered me a weak smile. I stepped into the cramped bathroom, sitting on the edge of the bathtub and pointedly looking at anything but the test that sat on the sink. She settled at my side, leaning into me with a resigned sigh.




“You know, you have every right to be happy,” I informed her gently, although it was obvious she didn’t quite believe me. She closed her eyes, inhaling a deep breath and letting it escape as a sigh.




“I want you to know that I won’t allow this to get in the way of… us,” she said quietly, and I glanced at her with a raised brow. “Even if it means..” she trailed off, and I felt my heart catch as I captured her lips with my own. I could taste the salt of her tears, setting fire to a candle that had gone untouched my whole life. 




“Don’t even finish that thought,” I said in hushed tones, brushing a hand through her hair. She looked up at me with a hesitant expression, and I could not deny myself the desire to kiss her once more. She clung to me like I was a life preserver in a tumultuous sea, and I couldn’t deny that my adoration for her grew with every quaking breath. We parted for scarce seconds, just long enough to inhale a short breath, before tangling ourselves in each other’s embrace again. Her tears seemed to abate, if only slightly, and for that, I was grateful. I wasn’t sure how much longer I could bear to see her in such utter misery — all wrought by my hands. I drew away, cupping her cheek in my hand and tracing my thumb along her jawline. She shivered slightly, seeming to revel in my touch.




“I wouldn’t force fatherhood on you,” she muttered against my lips, and I couldn’t help but chuckle softly.




“You’re not forcing anything on me, you darling woman. It isn’t as if I’m completely faultless in this whole scenario. It takes two to tango, as they say,” I smiled, relief washing over me when she seemed to relax. “We’re not even sure we have anything to worry about. At any rate, no matter what happens, there is no one I would rather be with. I can’t honestly say whether or not I’m ready to be a father, but if that’s what it comes to, then it is a responsibility I will readily accept,” I continued, glancing toward the counter where the pregnancy test sat. It was relatively innocuous for all intents and purposes, but the small, urine-soaked stick held my future in its figurative hands. I glanced at Kim, who seemed focused intently upon the pregnancy test as well.




“Well… I suppose we should see what it says,” she muttered, though she made no effort to move away from my side. I gave her a moment before lurching to my feet and offering her my hand. She took it, her face hard-set and determined as I pulled her to her feet. She was making a desperate attempt to look in any direction except where that illogically dreaded test lay, and I couldn’t help but smile as I grabbed the wand-like device off of the counter and considered it for a long moment. Kim stared at me through wide eyes, almost frantic but unable to voice her desire to know the truth. I inhaled a deep breath, my expression turning serious as I pressed the test into her shaking hands. She held my gaze, refusing to break away to see the results for herself. 




“Well, Miss Anderson. I would say congratulations are in order. You’re going to be a mother,” I said as seriously as I could manage, startled when the tears in her eyes began to spill anew. “Oh, dear. Hush, hush. It’s alright. I’m not going anywhere,” I murmured, pulling her flush to my chest. She hiccupped softly, her smile radiant as she finally looked at the test herself — as if to confirm what I’d told her.




“I’m… I’m going to be a mom?” she whispered, awe reflected in her gaze.




“The best mom this world has ever seen.”





  
  CHAPTER NINETEEN

  




Kimberly

Resting a hand on the swell of my stomach, I examined my reflection in the full-length mirror in David’s master bathroom. I suppose it could have been considered our master bath at this point, but I wasn’t one hundred percent convinced that my presence in his home would last. My lovely boyfriend had allowed me to move in, at least for the duration of my pregnancy, on the grounds that it would be much more comfortable than my cramped apartment. I couldn’t really argue with his logic, although an admittedly large part of me was hoping there was more to his invitation than convenience alone. There was nary a sliver of me that doubted my blossoming feelings — not even blossoming anymore; my feelings for David were in full bloom. I could easily see myself spending the rest of my days at his side, raising our child together, and spending every moment captured in the throes of love. I was fairly certain that this was just a fantasy of mine, a sad delusion wrought from my own enamored state. Still, from time to time, there was a certain way David would look at me, and I’d feel as if I were the only woman in the world. 




Sometimes, I felt like that was the only instance in which I would deserve a man like David Strowman — if I were the only woman on the planet. It might be the hormones making me feel so poorly about myself, but in all honesty, I had no idea what he saw in me. I was just a frumpy kindergarten teacher that he’d had a one night stand with. Granted, things had evolved far beyond that initial night together, beyond what I could have ever anticipated. Gazing into the eyes of my own reflection, I couldn’t help wondering if things might, for once, work out in my favor. By no means did I expect David to stay with me just because I was carrying his child, but he had yet to kick me to the curb at that point. 




He claimed that he wasn’t ready to be a father, but on the other hand, he had made the promise that he would never leave me. It just wasn’t terribly clear which side would emerge dominant — at least, not to me. He seemed to have no doubt that he would hold true to his vow, lavishing me with tender affections that seemed pulled from a dream. Every morning, he would wake me with gentle kisses to each of my eyelids, brushing the fringe of my hair back to properly catch my weary gaze. Every morning, he would offer me a smile filled with such adoration that my silly heart would catch and, for the briefest of moments, forget to beat. Just after sunrise, before he slipped out of bed and his day began in earnest, I could almost make myself believe he cared about me. Maybe it was a fool’s notion, but I could almost believe that David Strowman, a god among men, actually loved me.




Unfortunately, spending my entire day reflecting, both literally and figuratively, wasn’t the most productive activity in the world. It was Saturday, fortunately, which granted me a brief reprieve from the hustle and bustle of planning activities for a room full of rowdy children. Don’t get me wrong, I still adored my young students, but with a nearly fully formed infant in my womb, it was becoming increasingly difficult to get through class each day. The weekends had become a welcome pause, a time to come to terms with the reality of the new situation. It was a bit overwhelming, especially considering the years I’d been consumed with the certainty of my shortcomings. It was stranger still to think that I was actually achieving what had been my dream for what seemed like a lifetime. Smiling at the mirror, I reached a hand out to touch the cool glass. In spite of how impossible it all seemed, it was actually happening. It was only a matter of time before I would be holding my child in my arms. Things with David may not be certain, but I was confident that I could move forward — that we could move forward together, if given the chance.




Shaking off the thoughts that had created a vortex in my mind, I pulled my shirt down and strode to the kitchen. Although David usually ordered take out, insisting that he didn’t expect me to cook in my current state, I thought a home-cooked meal would be a pleasant surprise for him to return home to. I did have to brush up on my cooking skills, after all. I couldn’t very well raise my child on chicken nuggets and french fries alone. It had been some years since I’d made anything besides the occasional grilled cheese or frozen dinner. My mother had always tittered on about learning to provide for a man’s needs, and while I certainly appreciated the effort now, I had been less enthused as a snide teenager. 




Just the same, I didn’t expect it to be horribly difficult to put together a decent meal for the man I loved. The pantries were always well-stocked, something that David made sure of, even if he never seemed inclined to use any of the ingredients. It was one of those unexplained mysteries about the man, mysteries that I could spend the rest of my life uncovering, if he were to allow it. For the time being, I settled for grabbing several boxes and jars out of the cabinets, scrutinizing each item before depositing it on the counter. If I could only describe myself using one word, determined would be well up there. Though I wasn’t exactly experienced, I was going to make the most delicious spaghetti to grace David’s refined palate. I know what you’re thinking. Spaghetti? Really, Kim? Rome wasn’t built in a day, though I planned to make a valiant effort on forming the aqueducts. 




The problem with packaged spaghetti, as a rule, is that it does not include heating directions. I was not dense by any means, and it wasn’t as if spaghetti were the most complex of culinary creations. I knew the preparation involved bringing water to a boil, although I wasn’t quite sure how to approach the length of the noodles. If broken in half, they would fit properly in the pot, but was it a major faux pas to go around snapping pasta left and right? I wasn’t dense, but I wasn’t exactly experienced either. Either way, regardless of the social repercussions of snapping the group of noodles in half, I did as much and tossed the remains into the warming pot of water. 




I’d read somewhere that you were supposed to salt the water when preparing pasta, so I shuffled away from the stove to scour the counters for David’s salt shaker, which in all seriousness had probably cost more than a year’s worth of rent at my apartment. That may have been an exaggeration, but if it was, it was only by a slight margin. The doctor knew how to enjoy the finer things in life, and while I couldn’t see spending more than a dollar on something like a salt shaker, far be it from me to tell the man how to spend his money. It was something of a blessing, in any case, that the crystal of the shaker reflected the gleam of sunlight peeking through the blinds. I was fairly certain I’d have been unable to locate it otherwise. A strange sense of satisfaction washed over me as I added several dashes of salt to the boiling pot, pausing for a moment before shaking once or twice more, just for good measure. What was intended as a good measure had potentially gone well above the call of duty, however, as the silver top of the shaker popped off and plopped into the water, which was now boiling and thoroughly saturated with salt. I made a face but resolved to deal with it once the pasta had finished cooking. I wasn’t particularly bothered by the glimmer of metal in the midst of my starchy design — it would be easily taken care of in the grand scheme of things. 




It occurred to me somewhat belatedly that spaghetti would be rather unappetizing without any sort of sauce, so I grabbed the blessedly premixed marinara that had been stashed in the pantry. It would need to be heated as well, but mixing the hot pasta with the room temperature sauce would work out somewhere in an acceptable range, as far as I was concerned. I was so entranced in my work that I didn’t hear the door open. I didn’t even notice the other presence in the home until a pair of large hands rested on the swell of my hips. I smiled to myself, glancing over my shoulder with a knowing expression. David looked utterly entertained by the scenario he had walked in on, though I could only hope he had overlooked the glimmer of steel in the midst of the noodles that were just beginning to soften. 




“Looks tasty,” he said warmly, pressing a kiss to my cheek. I hummed in acknowledgement. I could hear the slap of his expensive shoes as he strode across the kitchen to deposit his things on the dining room table. If someone had told me that my idea of bliss would be cooking spaghetti while barefoot and pregnant in a gorgeous man’s home… well, I wouldn’t have been terribly surprised. Just as well, I was still a bit startled by just how much pleasure I gained from what should have been a menial task. “I actually wanted to talk to you about something, Kim,” David said calmly from his place at the table, and though my heart caught for a moment, I managed a smile in his direction.




“Well, I’m all ears,” I teased, busying myself with fishing the foreign object out of my fine cuisine. He cleared his throat, and immediately, I could sense that something was wrong. I paused in my efforts, looking at my lover with trepidation. He had a look that could only be identified as uncertainty. There was only one circumstance under which I could understand his trepidation, and the thought of it sent a wave of dizziness through me. I gripped the counter, steadying myself as I tried to force a somewhat believable grin. 




“Well… I’m not really sure how to say this, but…” he trailed off, staring at me with a mixture of horror and fascination. I grunted in response, unable to do much beyond that visceral reaction. The fear of being abandoned once again gripped me like a vice, clutching me in icy cold tendrils and spreading between my thighs in an unpleasantly damp sensation. Briefly confused, I glanced down between my legs, my eyes widening at the puddle that had formed there. “Oh… oh God. Kim, your water just broke,” David gasped, rushing forward to gather me in his arms. I felt dazed, trying to focus on his face as I sputtered out what haunted my thoughts.




“What… what did you need to talk about?” I asked, ashamed of the pleading tone in my voice. He looked briefly confused, shaking his head and guiding me toward the door. 




“Later, honey, later. We need to get you to the hospital. You’re going to be a mom, Kimmy. Can you believe it?” he said cheerfully, entirely oblivious to my morose outlook on the situation. Well, not on the situation in and of itself. I was thrilled at the idea of having a child, and that feeling was made even better by the fact that my baby had been fathered by a man I was head over heels for. No, my dismay came from the staunch realization that he had made no mention of his own venture into parenthood, as if he were entirely detached from the situation. The implications seemed obvious, and in spite of the sudden pain in my abdomen, it was devastation that pushed the tears from my eyes. “Oh, hold on. It won’t take long. You’ll be fine, baby. I promise,” he murmured, kissing my forehead before fastening me into the passenger seat. I sagged against the window, having no doubt that he was right — at least, as far as the physical sense went. I was less sure of how okay I would be once he realized it was time to cut the cord and move on to someone with less baggage. It was inevitable, had been invariable in every relationship I’d been in.




Which was why I could only wonder why, in this instance, it hurt so damn much.





  
  CHAPTER TWENTY

  




David

In spite of the active role I’d played in so many pregnancies, especially in the few years prior to now, I was still shocked by how paradoxically chaotic and well-rehearsed giving birth was. Apparently, Kimberly was further along than either of us had even realized. The doctor chuckled that he was surprised the baby hadn’t just popped out on the car ride over. I was considerably less amused by the situation but allowed the other physician to take the reins. I was certain that the sound of my lover’s agonized screams would haunt my dreams until the day I died, and I was equally sure that she was putting forth her best effort at breaking every single bone in the hand she gripped. Of course, it was hardly my place to complain about pain at the time, so I simply comforted her as much as I could while the doctors and nurses did what came natural in these situations. 




“One more push, Miss Anderson. You’re almost there,” the doctor cajoled, and her grip tightened impossibly on my already cramping hand. Her eyes were squeezed shut, her beautiful face contorted in pain, and it was all I could to do to keep my composure as she gave a final heave. All was silent for a moment, and just as I began to panic, the sounds of shrill crying could be heard near the foot of the bed. “Congratulations! It’s a bouncing baby boy,” the doctor announced, smiling as if it were the first time he had witnessed the miracle of birth. I supposed if any job could retain long-term enjoyment value, it would be helping women through the process of bringing a new life into the world. I glanced down at the child — Kim’s son… no, our son. A nurse pressed a pair of sterilized scissors into my hand, tying off the umbilical cord so that I could cut it. A sense of wonder washed over me as I stared at the child—our child. I was startled when the doctor pressed the bundle of joy into my unprepared arms.




“W-wait, shouldn’t he be—” I paused, glancing at Kimberly. The last thing I wanted to do was ruin the joy of the situation, and I would never forgive myself for stealing my lover’s well-earned thunder. However, as I saw her peaceful face, her lips parted for breath, I realized that glory was not the only thing Kim had earned. Among the things she deserved in that moment, I definitely considered a nice rest one of them. The doctors and nurses began to disperse from the room, and as much as I knew I needed to take control of the situation, it was all I could do to collapse into the chair at the bedside. 




The boy in my arms stared curiously up at me, blinking bright blue eyes as he took in the world around him. We had decided on names months ago, but it was still a bit of a shock to identify the vaguely squirmy bundle in my arms. “Oh… oh, welcome to the world, Evan,” I murmured, pressing a kiss to his forehead. His skin wrinkled, but I could do little but laugh and nuzzle affectionately into the soft skin of my newborn son. He seemed to tire of that rather quickly, so I obligingly drew away to simply consider the child I had never known I would want. His eyes were so much like my own; it was like looking into a tiny mirror of sorts. If there had ever been any doubt about paternity, it was absolved in that very moment. 




A bit overwhelmed with the events that had passed in what seemed a blur, I settled back in the recliner and cradled Evan comfortingly in my arms. He still seemed a bit awestruck by his surroundings, though I couldn’t blame him terribly. I don’t imagine living inside another person’s body for nine months could be all that exciting. His eyes fell upon me once more, and a warmth that I hadn’t even known I was capable of washed over me. I brushed a hand through his short, dark sprigs of hair, whispering so as not to wake his exhausted mother.




“I love you, Evan. I love you so much. I never thought I would be a father… I never thought I’d want to be a father, for that matter. But I’ve never been so sure of something in my life. You’re my little boy, and I’m going to take care of you for as long as I live,” I murmured, tears pricking at the corners of my eyes. He was nonplussed by my declaration, and granted, I hadn’t expected much else. It would have been far stranger for him to be drastically affected by my vow. 




A cough from the hospital bed drew my attention back to Kimberly, and I was nearly blinded by the radiance of her smile. Her eyes gleamed with unshed tears, and I swiftly rose to my feet, shuffling closer to place our son on her chest. I knew it was important for mother and child to have those moments of closeness, not that I would have kept our son away from her in any case. She had done all of the work, after all. It was only fair that she get up close and personal with the miracle that we had brought into this world.




“Does that go for me as well?” she asked softly, glancing up at me with a tired expression. I hesitated, not immediately sure what she was referring to. After a moment, however, I could only laugh as I leaned in to capture her lips in a brief kiss.




“Of course, Kim. You two are my life now. I wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world,” I assured her, though she didn’t look entirely convinced. Before I could ask what troubled her, she spoke.




“What… what did you want to discuss before my water broke? Before we hurried here?” she asked gingerly, as if she were afraid of the answer. I couldn’t help feeling a bit taken aback before it hit me like a freight train. She’d thought I was going to leave her. After all that we’d been through, as deeply as I had fallen for her, she’d honestly thought I was going to up and leave. The thought made me queasy, and I couldn’t even begin to fathom how it must have made her feel. Had she spent this whole time worrying about how she would take care of our child?




“Oh, Kimmy, my sweet. I’m so sorry,” I began, frowning when she began to sniffle.




“I understand, David. I didn’t expect… I mean, I don’t expect you to…” she trailed off, closing her eyes and brushing a hand through our son’s hair.




“Stay. You didn’t expect me to stay. I told you, Kim. You two are my life now. I never knew how beautiful life could be before I met you. I never thought that I’d wanted for anything, but now… here with you, I know that I was missing so much. Now that I’ve had a taste of joy… of love… you won’t be getting rid of me so easily,” I assured her, smiling gently as she blinked her eyes open to gaze up at me. Her head was tilted adorably in confusion, and I resisted the desire to laugh at the display.




“Then… if you weren’t going to leave, then what were you going to say?” she asked, sounding more than vaguely bewildered by the turn of events. I chuckled, rocking back on my heels as I considered the two of them — the two most important people in my life, my entire reason for living from this point onward. Was it really so unbelievable for her? Did she truly think she was unworthy of love, or more specifically, unworthy of my love? If there was one thing I was certain of in that moment, it was that I would willingly spend every day of the rest of my life showing her how wonderful she was. She would never again have to wonder if she was loved— there would be no question. I could picture my future at no one else’s side, could think of no one I would rather be with and no place that I would rather be.

 

“Well, I didn’t expect our little champ here to show me up so completely, but I can’t say I blame him for crashing the party,” I murmured, rummaging in my pocket for a moment. Kimberly watched in a state of dazed confusion, and I was almost positive I could have told her anything in that moment and she wouldn’t have remembered it five minutes later. Nonetheless, I couldn’t make her wait any longer. I couldn’t wait any longer. Dropping to one knee as my fingers brushed the velvet box in my pocket, I withdrew the ring box and smiled at the wide-eyed visage of my lover. 




“You… oh my God, David, you can’t be serious,” she whispered, gathering our son in her arms and sitting a bit more upright. I chuckled, knowing that tact was rightfully her absolute last concern at the moment. Popping open the ring box, my heart hammered out of my chest. For the first time, I felt tendrils of doubt. Had I entirely misread her feelings for me? Was this moving too fast? Either way, there was no turning back at this point. Pushing forward, I took her gently by the hand, careful not to jostle our newborn child. Her hand trembled in my own as her skin erupted in goosebumps that I was sure my own flesh was mirroring.




“I, uh, I’m completely serious, actually. I know I’ve not been the best at showing it, or even saying it… but I love you, Kimberly. A part of me has loved you ever since the first night we met, and I know this is probably moving rather quickly, but considering you’re holding my son in your arms…” I trailed off, laughing a bit awkwardly. She continued to stare at me in disbelief, and it took all I had not to close the box and brush off the entire encounter. I had never been one to doubt myself, and I had certainly never been one to give up on what I wanted. Regardless of what her answer would be, I knew I would never be able to sleep peacefully again until I voiced the question that loomed over both of our heads. “I will say it a thousand times over if that’s what it takes for you to believe me. I love you, and there is no one I would rather be with in this entire universe. Would you make me the happiest man in the world, not just by being the mother of my child, but… Kimberly, will you marry me?” I implored, taking the ring from the box and praying she would allow me to place it on her finger. After a moment, she laughed, a beautiful and melodic sound that would have soothed the most savage of beasts.




“You idiot,” she murmured, her gentle tone betraying the harshness of her words. “You wonderful, wonderful idiot. Of course I’ll marry you.”




Slipping the ring on her finger, I knew that from that moment forward, things would never be the same. David Strowman, rich playboy, was no more. 




Yet somehow, I was okay with that.




  A NOTE FROM THE AUTHOR


Thank you for Reading Her Baby Daddy. I hope you enjoyed it. If you did, it would mean the world to me if you could write a review by clicking HERE.




Also if you really liked this book you can read the Prequel by clicking HERE.




You can also connect with me on my official Facebook Page. I love to hear from readers like you and interact with you.
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