




Спасибо, что скачали книгу в бесплатной электронной библиотеке BooksCafe.Net
Все книги автора
Эта же книга в других форматах

Приятного чтения!








Kris Cook



A Perfect World




Seana’s maternal clock vexed me with each tick tock. If it had been audible, it would’ve also disturbed the other passengers. The little voice in my head kept shouting that this was my last chance to help her before our hopes would be silenced forever. I knew that the long shot at the end of this trip had less of a chance of working out than a snow cone in hell.
Fuck!
I turned toward her. As always, she looked perfect. Her blonde locks hit her soft shoulders like sunlit waterfalls. Dressed to the nines in an outfit that flattered her amazing figure, she seemed ready to face anything. Yet, her hand wringing and constant sighing revealed the storm brewing beneath the untainted facade. The more she fidgeted, the more it drove me insane… and we still had forty-five minutes left until we landed, not that it really mattered anymore.
She asked me for the millionth and one time what I thought he would say.
“I don’t know,” I stated, giving my same answer and readying for the long pointless discussion to follow.
Seana glared at me with her hazel eyes, daring me to add anything further.
Knowing this signal all too well and happy not to reawaken another debate, I remained mute and rested my eyes on a warm, unspoiled beach. I scanned the holographic image and the accompanying words floating next to it about numerous vacation destinations. Our coach tickets afforded us this level of surfing, but they didn’t allow us access to sound, smell, or any other deeper simming. But for a lofty fee, even the lowly coach traveler could upgrade in transit. I wished the Caribbean or some other island was our final destination instead of Dallas. Maybe next year, I thought. But I knew better.
“Don’t give me that, Gregory Michael.” Her tone delivered a sting. I hated when she called me that, like I was the densest person in the world and it was her duty to scold me.
“Give you what?” I asked innocently.
It was the verbal dance we’d created over eight years of marriage. One. Two. Three. A shower of expletives from that beautiful mouth. One. Two. Three. A genuine apology. One. Two. Three. The waltz would finish in a final dip and a kiss, followed by wonderful make-up sex.
Seana began to mouth an answer that I suspected might make several jaws drop, but she stopped suddenly and only shook her head. She seemed like she was about to cry, and my gut clenched. I grabbed her hand, and she squeezed back.
Public tears were evaded. I was glad. She didn’t like to show any vulnerability, even to me. I was certain that I was the only one who had ever seen her shed a tear, and then only once when her employment review came in with only a Meets Expectations.
“Greg, I’m sure it seems ludicrous to you, but we just have to convince him.”
“I know, sweetheart.” And I did.
Her urgency and despair had grown well beyond my capacity to share. Yet, I had caught some of the fervor when her mother’s grandfather had died in a diving accident seven months ago. I had thought our dream might actually happen and let myself imagine what it would be like to have a baby in our house. Unfortunately, his new wife’s nephew got everything, including what we wanted.
“But you’ve seen William’s Vid; you know about his life. How are we going to do it?” The panic in her voice was heartbreaking. Rather than make any suggestions, I put my arm around her. She leaned in to me and closed her eyes.
“Request for sim,” I ordered. Instantly the beach and the article disappeared replaced by the familiar authorization prompt.
“Gregory Michael Links, seven-three-six-beta-Missouri,” I confirmed. After the ident-scan, several selections appeared.
“Waves and gulls, first level, seats thirty-seven A and thirty-seven B.” The computer complied, adding the desired birds and sounds created to relax the unseasoned traveler. I worried that the cost would be much higher since it was added to our tickets and not pre-ordered, but then let the thought go. Even if we had to break into our tiny savings account, so be it. Seana needed to be distracted. Hell, so did I.
None of our relatives had consented to help us start our family. We’d even asked our parents but got the answer we expected since they were only in their seventies, except my dad who was eighty-two. Both our mothers were very understanding as they’d gone through the same ordeal, though not to the late age limit like Seana. But neither would agree to it.
When we got married, Seana told me she didn’t want a baby. I should’ve known better. When we were dating, every chance she got to be around any child, she took it.
Seana sat up and dug in her purse, pulling out the Vid of Anthony. I pretended not to notice. She activated it, and a miniature of Rick and Shelia’s beautiful baby boy sat in her hand, smiling. The image was from his first birthday party. I remembered the crowd of fifty-two couples and seventeen singles. It was the event of the year in our neighborhood. Shelia’s great-grandmother had been struck by lightning over a year earlier. She and Rick had been so lucky.
“We’ll be landing in Dallas in fifteen minutes,” a voice announced and continued with other information and instructions. Passengers followed the mandates of the attendants and brought their seats to the upright position in the customary shuffling.
Seana visibly tensed.
William, whose late wife was a distant relative of mine, would be waiting at the baggage claim for us. I didn’t remember ever meeting him, though my mother thought he’d come to my high school graduation. Still, I had the Vid of him, so I knew what he looked like. Chasing the elusive rainbow had been hell for Seana and me. I was out of family members. William was the end of my prospects for Seana, no matter what the outcome.
The bumpy landing briefly pulled me from my thoughts, but my nerves were already shot.
I wondered how Seana would react if he didn’t agree to it? I realized this could be the end of us, too. Would she try to find someone with more potential to give her the child she desired so much, even if she only had eleven months for the attempt? As much as it pained me, I believed she would.
As we disembarked, Seana motioned that she was going to the ladies room to freshen up. I nodded. Her normally perfect hair needed a bit of attention but that was all. Everything else about her was flawless. I looked around at the crowd, and, per our DNA-corrected world, saw only attractive women. Still, Seana had a slight edge on all of them.
“We would have such a beautiful child,” I said aloud to the air.
All the forms were completed and approved. Only one thing was left to get. But would William give it to us?
Over the past three years, we’d tried to acquire what we needed from anyone we could think of. We even attempted to purchase an accidental death, but the average month only produced about thirteen hundred worldwide. And only two to three of those went on the open market. Every time we would bid, they were snatched up at prices far beyond our reach. It had to come from a family member and, though not a blood relative, William was my last hope.
From the ladies room, Seana emerged looking stunning. Her white leather pants and black silk top only added to her awesome presence. We were ready to meet him; I hoped it was enough.
I saw William before he saw us.
He was talking to a gorgeous woman, who was understandably captivated by him. I’ve been called a nine point eight-two, even a ten once or twice-but William? He busted the ten-scale wide open. He wore his dark, wavy locks long. His eyes sparkled with the deepest blue, and his shoulders were Olympian in breadth. He wore gym shorts and a tank top, I assumed to better show off his muscular physique, which was matchless. The baggage claim was his to rule as most eyes were on him. I saw why he still modeled for major advertising firms. There was no need to digital-brush him. His smile reached across the room and found us. In the world of perfection, he was the quintessence.
Yes from him? Never.
William excused himself from the female admirer and rushed to us. He put out his hand to me. I took it, and his hand swallowed mine. I had to look up to him. He had three plus inches on my six-foot-one height.
“Nice to meet you.” Seana smiled.
Ending our handshake, William turned to my wife. “My pleasure.” His stare lingered on her a little too long for my taste. They clasped hands. “Your Vids didn’t do you justice.”
“The same’s true about you, Mr. Graves.”
I felt a boulder of jealousy drop in my gut as William brought Seana’s hand up to his lips.
He released Seana’s fingers, but his gaze remained fixed on her. “ William, please. Welcome to Texas,” he said with no sign of a southern accent.
We were swept into his waiting limo. As the driver pulled onto the highway, William began asking questions about our work and family and then filled us in on the latest happenings in his life. Three photo shoots in Europe and one in Australia a month earlier had rounded out his year, plus he had just finished his doctorate in Philosophy, giving him a total of five graduate degrees. He had decided to learn Mandarin since he was thinking about relocating to China. He invited us to the opening next year of one of his clubs. His fortune reached around the globe.
Gloom coiled around me like a noose. William was good-looking, charming, intelligent, and happy. Why did he have to be so damn happy?
“Maui opens in the perfect season for great waves. Do either of you surf?”
Seana was enthralled-as was I. Who wouldn’t be? I wondered if she had forgotten why we were here, but when I looked over at her, I knew she hadn’t. She flipped her hair back many more times than necessary, a dead giveaway that she was nervous. Tick tock.
“Thanks, but it depends if Seana and I can coordinate our vacations.” I was with our city’s public works department, and she worked for a communications company with an asshole for a boss. We both got three weeks off each year. No more. How could he understand our life?
I knew asking someone’s age was the worst social blunder, but I was tempted. There had to be less than twenty people with William’s years in the entire world. The original team that cured aging would’ve been proud of their handiwork in him. I realized that William was far beyond human in our twenty-second century world; he was a god. Trepidation took hold of my entire being.
The black vehicle arrived at William’s private drive and stopped at the front of his massive estate. It was hidden from the street by heavily wooded grounds; this was no McMansion. William informed us he had had it built for his late wife, Heather.
The interior was elegant and filled with incredible paintings and sculptures. A marble staircase surrounded the circular foyer. Music and the scent of fresh flowers met us. A handsome butler took our luggage.
After going to our suite and changing clothes, we were led by a servant to the library. Books lined every square inch of the walls of a room that could’ve easily held our entire apartment. William sat in one of the four wingback chairs, reading an ancient text. There were no computers here, only visceral books. We joined him, more mesmerized by the man than the surroundings.
William asked if we would like some wine. We both answered with the affirmative.
“I must find the perfect bottle. It’s not often I see family.”
Trying to appear sophisticated, I questioned, “Do you have many to choose from?”
I immediately felt stupid at the comment. My nerves were on edge, like Seana’s, who continued to flip her locks back like a wild stallion.
“Several thousand.” He smiled and then exited the room.
Seana’s exterior of ease evaporated when he left. She put her head in her hands and began to rock back and forth.
I reached over and touched her shoulder. “Sweetheart, he might do it. We just don’t know.”
She looked up with tears welling in her eyes, her last flicker of hope dimming.
“Have you been listening to him? He won’t do it. Why should he? He’s perfect, and he has the perfect life. ” And with that she let out a long resolute sigh.
We both stared at the floor. There was nothing else to say. Tick tock.
Moments later, William appeared with a bottle of red and three crystal wine goblets. The cork was popped, and we all sipped silently.
“So, enough of the niceties.” He asked, “What are you two really here for?”
Unable to help herself, Seana burst into tears with a volume far exceeding the previous display.
“Take your time,” William coaxed.
Slowly, Seana composed herself. We told William what we wanted. Seana was eleven months away from turning thirty-eight, the last legal age for a woman to become pregnant. With the Zero Population Growth law, we needed a death to have a baby- his.
I had this urge to run from the room. What were we thinking? Were we so selfish that we could ask such a thing from him? I knew we were, but the hole in Seana’s soul was so deep, I had to press on. “So, will you do it or not?”
William stared at us. “I was wondering when you were going to ask.”
“You already knew?” When I’d spoken with him to arrange our trip to Dallas, I’d just told him we were taking a little vacation and wanted to see him while we were in town..
“It was either that or money.” I opened my mouth to protest, but he held up his hand. “I get it. You would’ve asked for money from me a long time ago if you were so inclined. Obviously, you’re not. So, I put two and two together. Your age. Seana’s age. It all added up to me about what you wanted from me.”
Seana’s body shook like a reed in the wind. “Will you help us, William?”
“I think we might be able to come to an arrangement.”
“What?” we said in unison.
He laughed, and his eyes were even brighter, if that were possible. I took a long drink from the heady liquid. It had a taste of smoke and was warm going down. Seana’s tremors ended, replaced by a stillness similar to that of Auguste Rodin’s Thinker, but her eyes sparkled with hope.
I choked out, “You said might. What do you mean?”
William pointed to the oil painting above the fireplace. “That’s my wife and your relative, Greg. You’re here because of her choice to provide a death to your mother.”
“You mean… I didn’t know.”
“Your mother told me at your high school graduation that she’d never shared it with you. I agreed to keep her secret.”
Seana leaned forward in the chair. “So, you want to make the same sacrifice for us that your wife did for Greg’s mom?”
He shrugged and kept gazing at the painting. “Did you know that we never had children of our own? We both always wanted them, but it didn’t work out.”
Realization began to dawn at what arrangement he had in mind. I curled my hands into fists. “We will name the baby after you, William.”
“It’s not good enough. Not even close. I want a child of my own.”
Seana stood up. “It’s too much to ask of Greg. Thank you, William, for your hospitality. It’s been a long day. I’m going to our room.” She turned to me. “You coming, honey?”
“I’ll be up in a minute, sweetheart.”
She smiled weakly then turned back to the man who had crushed her flat. “Goodnight, William.”
I watched as Seana’s perfect hips swayed as she walked up the stairs, When she was out of earshot, I turned back to William. “How dare you?”
“Me? You’re asking me to end my life, Greg. Don’t you think you’ve got it turned around a bit?”
I knew he was right, but what he’d asked was hard for me to swallow.
He stood up. “Let’s get some air.”
I followed him to his pool area. I could see the tennis courts off in the distance. The place was more like a resort than a home. The patio had an outdoor kitchen and several tables with chairs. He went to the refrigerator and brought out beers for us.
William was so self-assured. I guessed it came with age. Much age, I thought.
We sat down.
“So, if I agree to this, what’s to say you won’t back out?” I felt my stomach lurch into my throat.
William didn’t answer. He popped the top on one of his beers and drained half its contents. “You love Seana?”
“More than anything.”
He finished off the remainder of the beer and started on another one. “Then you’ll agree to do this for her, and I’ll give you what you came here for.” He meant it. The conviction of his tone told me so. A maid appeared, bringing us food, but William waved her away. His brow was furrowed with intent.
I opened my first beer. I brought the bottle to my lips and let the cold, gold liquid drain into my mouth and down my throat.
We didn’t say another word until we’d both finished three beers. The buzz felt good and eased my frustration back into a small corner of my mind. “Any other surprise requests you want to drop on me?”
“Just one more. Greg.” His hand trembled, which surprised me.
I wasn’t sure that I would ever consent to him being the DNA provider for our baby, but I also wasn’t sure I couldn’t. Seana needed to be a mother more than anything. If I failed to agree, I’d lose her to another man who might have some willing relative, or to remorse and misery.
A black cat jumped on the middle of the table. His coat was shiny, and the feline stole a glance at me before sauntering up to William.
“Bennie, you know better than that.” And with that he placed the black cat on the ground.
The wine and beer had softened the edges of my thoughts. “How long have you had him?”
“A very long time,” he said.
“You mean his genetic code has been corrected?”
“Yes, but it was years before it became illegal for animals,” William informed as he rubbed the purring feline’s back. “Heather loved him.”
His affection for Bennie was clear as he continued caressing the cat. A bird landed on the potted orange tree, temporarily commanding the feline’s attention.
“I want the baby to be conceived through normal biology,” William said flatly.
It took me a few minutes to absorb what he was asking. Artificial insemination was the law. Or so I thought. “That’s not allowed.”
He bent his head closer and lowered his voice. “There are loopholes for people with the right kind of connections.”
“And the right kind of bank account, I suspect.”
“That, too.”
“What about the vaccine?” My mind spun like a top. All men were sterilized at birth. Only when they were approved to provide DNA to a woman would they get the injection that allowed them to procreate. “We can’t get one until we have a legal death.”
“I can get it early, as long as the death comes no more than a couple of days later.”
“You want to fuck my wife? How do you expect me to deal with this?”
“I knew the moment I saw you two that you were different. Monogamy isn’t the norm these days, nor is it expected. But with you two, it has been, right?”
“Yes.” I knew that current society frowned on such archaic notions of commitment.
He nodded. “I know I’m asking a lot, but so are you. I wanted a child as much as Heather, sometimes more. Since your very existence is because of her sacrifice, it’ll be like Heather and I are part of this new child’s life. Listen, I’m not asking that I do this alone. I want you there when the child is conceived. I believe Seana would need you there, too.”
William’s words pierced through my resistance. He deserved a child. What difference would it make if I was or wasn’t the bio-dad? I’d get to be a part of the child’s life. “It’s Seana’s decision. Not mine.”
“I know, but she will only agree to it if you do.” William’s use of persuasion was evidence enough of how important this was to him.
“Insemination seems so much better,” I countered.
“Better, maybe? Or maybe it isn’t.”
Bennie began rubbing against my bare legs, having a hypnotic effect on me. I felt my body relax. I grinned as I imagined William having wizard powers and using his familiar to bewitch me.
I downed another beer. William got up and placed two more bottles in front of me.
“Why do you care how she gets pregnant?” What difference did it make if his only desire was to be a father? Did he have other motives?
“Heather was conceived naturally, as was I. It was only made illegal fifty years ago. Before then, few people opted for insemination. Besides, with doctors running the show, you never know who the dad might really be.”
I recalled a news expose I’d seen about a sperm bank employee intentionally switching his semen for several would-be fathers’ semen. “Well, if the baby comes out as perfect as you, what more could we ask?”

I held Seana’s trembling hand.
“Greg, this is too much to ask of you.” Her eyes darted to William’s closed bedroom door then back to me.
She and I had talked for two days about William’s offer. I knew she wanted to go through with it but kept pulling back worrying about what it would do to me. She knew that I liked our monogamous relationship, old-fashioned or not. But it didn’t matter. It was time for me to step up and be the man she deserved. Besides, William had been fantastic to her… and to me, giving us free rein of the house, but also allowing us time alone to discuss everything. No pressure. And Seana was attracted to him. That made it easier for me. In fact, I’d let myself imagine watching them fuck, and instead of jealousy filling me up, I was aroused.
I squeezed her hand. “Nothing is too much for me when it comes to your happiness, sweetheart.”
I opened the door. Wearing a white cotton robe that only our host could make look chic, William sat on one of two chairs positioned to the left of the large bed. Candles flickered throughout the room. Soft music played through hidden speakers.
Seana’s knees buckled, but I caught her in time to keep her from hitting the floor.
“I’m really going to have a baby? The doctor told the truth?”
An hour earlier, William’s personal physician had given all of us shots. Seana’s shot was to ensure her fertility, William’s was to reverse his sterility, and mine was to keep me calm. I thanked God for my shot.
“Yes, sweetheart.”
Giant tears flowed out of her eyes. “Thank you, Greg.”
I lifted her up into my arms. “William, are you ready?”
“Place Seana on the bed.”
I complied.
William stood and walked next to me. He put his arm around my shoulders. “Listen to me, I will help you both. You’ve been on this journey for so long, holding on to every little thread of hope you could find. Now, your dreams will become reality.”
Seana smiled and tears streamed from her eyes and down her cheeks to the silk pillowcase as her pent-up anxiety melted out of her. William touched her cheek. Strangely, I didn’t tense. His tenderness towards her gave me solace.
“Seana?” I said as gently as I could.
“Yes, honey?”
“Are you ready?”
“God, yes.”
I watched her squeeze her thighs together. Her feminine scent lured me closer.
“We better get her out of those clothes, Greg.”
I nodded, and we both stripped her of every bit of fabric that covered her beautiful flesh. More arousal rushed into my cock at the sight of her heaving perfect breasts and the droplets on the outside of her pussy.
“Greg, now we strip for her.” William tossed his robe to the floor.
Seana’s gaze fixed on his dick, standing at full attention. When she bit her lip, I shucked my clothes in an instant. I was committed to seeing this through, all the way. Leaning down, I kissed her. Her tongue darted over my lips, and we deepened our mouth embrace.
Ending our kiss, I traced the curves of her sides, enjoying the feel of her soft skin. “Tonight is about you, sweetheart. And about our new baby.”
Her eyes filled up once again. “I want this, but I’m nervous.”
“Seana, we’re here for you.” William threaded his fingers in her hair. He leaned in and kissed her.
The moan that left her mouth hit something deep inside me, and my own lust roared. I needed to devour all of her. When their kiss broke for a moment, Seana cast a glance at me.
“I’m fine, sweetheart. All I need is for you to be pleasured out of your mind.”
She grinned. “Let’s make a baby.”
William resumed kissing Seana. My dick got even harder, which I wouldn’t have thought possible. Their kissing intensified, and my cravings moved me forward. I dove down on her pussy with my tongue and hands. I grazed her clit with my lips and fingered her swollen, juicy folds. I could feel her little trembles whenever I touched her. William moved down her neck and sucked on one of her rosy nipples. She arched her back as we both continued our oral assault on her body.
Using my hands but keeping my mouth on her mound, I urged her to part her thighs wider for me. My blood pulsed hot in my veins. I could hear William sucking on her breasts and Seana’s moans of delight from her lips. Instead of a green-eyed monster taking hold of me, a red-hot beast urged me on.
Her pussy warmed my tongue, and I drove deeper into her. My mind swirled with desire. I felt Seana’s pulse quicken.
She whimpered, “O-Oh my God. This feels so amazing. Please, don’t stop.”
“We won’t, sweetheart,” I told her. “I can’t get enough of your tight pussy.”
“And your breasts are perfection for me,” William added. “We want you dripping with desire.”
“She already is.” Lost to the haze of lust, I decided to dive in, head first. “You should taste this hot little vixen’s pussy.”
“Fuck, yeah!” We switched positions, and I watched him lick her into a craze. God, the man had skill.
I cupped her breasts and then gently massaged her flesh. She fisted the sheets, and I knew we had her. I took her delectable taut nipples between my thumbs and forefingers and pinched. The whimper that left her luscious lips thrilled me to no end. Her half-lidded eyes told me her body buzzed with pleasure.
“I want you to fuck her first, Greg.”
“But we’re here to make a baby. Your baby.”
“What we do tonight will end in your both becoming parents. Let’s give her the ride of her life.”
Seana’s eyes popped wide and clawed at my chest. “Greg, I want your cock inside me. Please.”
“Your wish is my command, sweetheart.” I brushed her lips with mine. “Always.”
“I know, my love.”
“You still nervous?”
“Some, but not as much. With you inside me first, I think I’ll be okay.”
My insides boiled dry with want. I needed to be inside her, claiming her, pleasuring her. I tasted her mouth again and enjoyed the hint of mint. I breathed in her scent, with notes of lilies and an afternoon rain.
“She’s ready for your dick, Greg.” William moved to the other side of her, his hands wandering over her taut stomach.
My desire to pleasure her filled me to the brim. I wanted her pussy, and I wanted him to watch, to know that she was mine. I would share her with him, yes, willingly. But she was mine, and I was hers. Always.
“This is really happening.” Seana’s breathing sped up. “I–I can’t believe it.”
The caveman I carried within me wouldn’t be silenced. “It’s happening. Do you want me inside you now, wife?”
“Yes, yes, yes.” She thrashed on the bed. “Please, take me, Greg.”
I decided that I needed to take the reins from William. He’d been directing things for long enough. “I want you to suck on William’s cock first. Show him what talent you have. If you’re really good, then I will fill your pussy up with my dick. Will you make me proud, sweetheart?”
She nodded and grabbed William’s dick. I wasn’t sure if he liked that I took the wheel or not, but he did slide up the bed to get his cock so that Seana could swallow it. And boy, did she… in one gulp. William grabbed the headboard to steady himself. His eyelids fluttered from her mouth assault.
“Good girl. Make him squirm.”
“Holy fuck! How the hell? I’ve never… ever…”
“She’s perfect. A talent I’ve enjoyed for years.”
Seana mewled at my words but didn’t miss a beat of her top-notch blowjob for William.
Seana grabbed his balls while bobbing up and down his cock. I almost laughed at his next words. “O-Ohh fuck! She’s off the charts.”
“That’s my girl. Get him to the edge. Show him what you can really do.” I positioned the tip of my dick at her pussy’s opening. It took all my willpower not to plunge deep into her, but I wanted her heady with desire.
“I. Am. So. Close.” William’s words were labored and breathy. “Suck me, Seana. Fuck yeah!”
“Slow him down, sweetheart. We want all his come inside your pussy, not your hot little mouth.”
She removed her mouth from his dick with a pop as the suction ended. “Did I do good?”
“Yes, you did great.”
William closed his eyes and nodded, keeping one hand on the headboard. His dick jerked up and down, but he didn’t come.
“I’m going to drive my dick into your sweet pussy until you scream for mercy, sweetheart. Understand?”
“Yes. Please. I can’t take much more.”
“Oh, you will take more. Much more.” I pinched her taut nipples, and she let out a tiny squeal. “This is going to be one night none of us will ever forget.”
I leaned down and kissed her neck.
“Greg, you’re so good to me.” Tears rolled down her cheeks.
“And you to me, sweetheart,” I whispered in her ear and then plunged my dick into her tight, hot depths.
“O-ohh…” she moaned.
As I drove deeper into her pussy, Seana’s back arched away from the bed, and she bit her lip. Her hands shot up to my shoulders, and I felt her fingernails rake against my skin.
William fisted his dick. “You two look so fucking hot together.”
I knew we did, and his words made me pump into her like a madman. In. Out. In. Out. I felt her insides clench tight on my cock. Heat burned my skin, and my hunger for more went sky-high. Seana was my all. Gutsy. Fearless. Passionate. Everything about her made me want her more and more. All I desired was to pleasure her to a wild abandon.
“Stroke her hair, William.”
He nodded, threaded his hands in her locks. I heard a moan vibrate up from her throat.
I pounded into Seana, filling her pussy up with my cock. Tonight our baby would be made, and our future together would be sealed. I couldn’t ask for more. No, not my DNA, but why should I care? I was part of this new life from the moment of conception. I was preparing the child’s mother to receive the seed of life from its bio-dad… the man who would lay down his life so that he or she could be born. The sacrifice I was giving paled to William’s, and I felt connected to him like no other man I’d ever known before.
“G-Greg, I–I’m…” She vibrated underneath me. I knew she was close.
“Hold on, sweetheart. Make it last.” I sped my assault into her mound. Delicious dizziness took hold of me. “Now! Come for me, honey.”
Every one of my nerve endings sparked with electricity. My body tensed, and I sent my hot liquid deep into her channel.
Seana thrashed under me, and her fingers clawed at my back. Her mouth opened and closed, but she didn’t utter a single syllable.
I shifted my hips forward, filling her with every inch of my dick. She yelped, and tears of release rolled from her closed eyes. I kissed her quivering lips. She parted them, and I drove my tongue into her delicious, wet mouth.
Reluctantly, I turned loose of her lips. “Let’s make you a mother.”
Her smile undid me. I would give and give and give to see her do that again. Nothing could be more beautiful.
Still firmly holding the reins, I said, “William, it’s time.”
“Yes, but I have an idea.”
“And?”
“I think it would be best if both of us were inside her when she conceives.” William shot me a toothy grin. “You take her from behind while I give her my seed from the front.”
Everything inside me applauded the man. The more I was with William, the more I was amazed by him.
Seana’s eyes burned with desire. “William, that’s a wonderful idea. Greg, please. That’s what I want.”
Seana and I had dabbled with anal sex, but only a few times. Somehow, we’d never mastered it enough to give her more pleasure than pain. Tonight, I believed we would. We were both so open, so free… so ready.
“Yes.” I cupped my wife’s chin. “That’s a perfect plan.”
She wanted us both inside her, so that was what I wanted. Even though I’d just come, my dick hardened at the idea.
“Before I get inside her, I gotta taste her pussy again,” William groaned.
I laughed. “Can’t blame you, man. She’s delicious.” I dove down onto her swollen nipples and sucked like a madman.
I could hear William slurping up her cream, piling on more heat to my urges. Seana pinched my nipples, and her tiny punishments to my fleshy tips did feel nice.
Whatever oral stimulation William was giving her seemed to drive her to the edge of release. Seana grabbed my hair and pulled me so that our mouths were pressed together. Her lips quivered against mine.
William leaned away from Seana. He reached for the top drawer of his nightstand and pulled out a plastic container of lube.
“Sweetheart, I’m going to roll you on your side to face William.”
“Okay.”
William handed the tube to me. “I’ll keep sampling her pussy, while you get her ass ready for your dick.”
“Now that’s a plan I can succeed at.”
I watched William’s head disappear between Seana’s legs and heard his tongue partake of her slickness.
I popped the top of the bottle and squeezed its contents into my palm. Spreading her ass cheeks wide, I applied the liquid to her tight back ring. She jerked.
“Shh, sweetheart. We’ll take all the time you need. Just relax.”
“Mmm.”
I circled her back entrance, teasing, trying to bring up her desire. Coupled with William’s oral assault, it seemed to work, and her hips rocked ever so slightly back and forth. I pressed the tip of my index finger past the tightness. She moaned, and I moved the digit in deeper. When I added another finger and pumped in and out of her backside, her hands curled into a fist, a cue I knew from years of making love to her to mean she was delirious with want and pleasure.
“That feels good, sweetheart?”
“Y-Yes.”
I jackhammered her with three fingers, and she wiggled back into me, sighing. Everything about the moment threatened to overwhelm me. Never before had I felt such intensity, such profound significance. We were about to make life. Co-creators. The three of us. Together. Every second seemed new and filled to the brim with amazing sensations and thoughts. How I wished the night would go on forever, but she was nearing the edge… we all were. Time for the big crescendo.
I pulled my fingers out of her and nudged my cock between her ass cheeks. She didn’t tense.
“Good girl.” I applied a generous amount of lube to my cock, slicking up every inch of it.
I caressed every one of her curves.
“That feels nice, Greg.”
“You have such a gorgeous ass, honey.” I whispered in her ear, positioning the tip of my dick at her ring. “You ready, sweetheart?”
“Yes. Fill me up.”
“Don’t hold your breath, Seana,” William advised. “That’s it. Slow and easy. Greg, when she exhales, you push into her.”
I didn’t resent his instructions; I welcomed them. The man knew his way around the bedroom due to years of practice, no doubt.
Seana took a deep breath. Listening to her exhale like a slow leaking balloon, I placed my hands on her hips and pressed my dick past her tight ring. She tensed for a split-second and then relaxed. I moved into her fractions of an inch and then waited for her body to give me the signals I knew well. Another fraction. And another. Soon, my invasion was complete and total.
I pumped in and out of her with several strokes and enjoyed her pushing back into me. Keeping my dick securely lodged inside her incredible ass, I rolled us over until my back pressed against the mattress and her back pressed against my front.
“Good girl,” I breathed against her ear. “You’re doing amazing.”
“I am, aren’t I?”
“You both are.” William came into my view from between her thighs, his lips swollen and wet from spending so much time on her pussy. “You’ve got me so blazing hot, I think I’m going to melt.”
“Don’t do that, man. We need you. There’s a baby to give this woman.”
Seana threaded her fingers in William’s hair and urged him up to her mouth. As they kissed, I licked her earlobe and shifted my hips to drive my dick deeper into her.
William reached around and spread Seana’s ass cheeks for me to drill my cock even deeper. I grabbed her thighs to give him easy access into her pussy. But he didn’t move.
“William, it’s okay. I understand why, and I’m okay with it. Seana will make a wonderful mother for our child.”
Still he didn’t move to enter her.
The man amazed me. He’d be gone in a couple of days. His sacrifice had earned him what he wanted. In truth, even a part of me wanted it for him. I would be a father, no matter genetics, and he would be dead.
“You and Heather deserve this.” Seana cupped his chin. “I promise that Greg and I will be the best parents possible.”
Seana’s mention of his late wife’s name seemed to be the key that got him moving again. He slid his cock into her pussy.
“Oh, fuck,” Seana groaned. “So… much… pressure.”
“Breath, sweetheart. Just like before.”
“Please wait,” she pleaded. “Don’t move, either of you.”
I felt her insides quivering, clenching and unclenching on my dick. I rubbed my hands up and down her hips, trying to soothe and relax her. “Keep breathing.”
“I’m good now. Hell, more than good. Fuck me, both of you.”
Sparks shot through me at breakneck speed, heating every square inch of my body. My hands on her hips and my elbows on the bed, I rocked my hips to plunge my dick in and out of her backside. I could feel William driving his cock into her pussy. Her hands covered mine, and she squeezed my hand with hers and my dick with her insides.
“That’s it, sweetheart. Clench our dicks.” I bit her earlobe.
“Yes.”
Where she’d tightened her inner hold on my cock before, now she felt like a pleasure vise. That sent me up and over. Even though it’d been such a short time since I came before, I wondered if I would be able to hold back much longer.
“Greg, this is amazing. You and William are filling me up, so deep. Deeper and deeper. All for me. It’s incredible.” She squeezed my hands again as I slid them to her thighs.
The moment thrilled me. I’d never shared Seana with anyone before, but now, I couldn’t imagine not sharing her with William. We possessed her front and back, reaching down into her very soul, together.
“Do you like our cocks inside you, sweetheart?”
“Y-Yes.”
An unimagined appetite overtook me. “Tell me what you want?”
“I want you both to come inside me. I want a baby. I want you both, not just for tonight, but for always.”
God help me, so did I.
When Seana used her body to clamp down on me again, I burned like lava. I couldn’t hold back one second more. I felt my balls load up.
“I’m going to come.”
“So am I,” William choked out.
“O-Oh, God!”
I plunged deeper than ever before, and my body went rigid as I shot my load into her back entrance. Seana’s fingernails cut into my hands as her orgasm consumed her.
William shouted, “I’m coming!”
Bliss rolled through me, and I silently blessed the doctor for his injections that ensured we were going to have a baby.
As our climaxes moved into afterglow, William and I sandwiched Seana in a mutual hug.
“This may sound nuts, but I have to say it.” William sounded intense.
“What?” I asked, fearing the worst.
“I love you, both, very much.” His voice faltered a bit, but he continued, “You’re going to be great parents.”
The bliss evaporated as I remembered that this man I’d only met a few days ago but had come to love and respect-was going to die.
He pulled out some medical-looking device from his nightstand. “Doc gave me this. It’ll take some readings and let us know if you’ve conceived.”
He punched something into the device and placed its two suction cups on Seana’s belly. He nodded then smiled.
“Perfect. Just like Doc promised. I’m so pleased.”
“What does it say?” Seana asked, her voice trembling.
“You’re pregnant.” And with that William ushered us to our room saying all questions and concerns would be taken up in the morning.
“Greg?” Seana whispered when the door closed behind us.
I knew she was thinking about William’s death. My mind spun. Surely they could find another way. He had lots of money and influence. But I didn’t want to think about that now.
“We’ll figure it all out, sweetheart. I promise. Right now, all I want to concentrate on is the new life that’s growing inside you.”
I didn’t wait for another word as the rapture of the moment took us both. I planted my mouth on hers and placed her onto the bed. We made love until the early morning hours. She fell asleep before I did, allowing me to scan her exposed body that housed new life, our dream come true.

I awoke to the sound of Seana in the shower. Was last night a dream? Yes, a perfect dream and very real.
The communications panel lit. I answered it. William’s face appeared on screen.
“Good morning, Greg”
“Good morning. Seana is just now in the shower, and she takes about an hour to get ready. Do you want me to have her call you when she’s finished?”
“No, that’s okay. Do you mind coming down now? I’d like to talk with you.” I agreed and clicked off the panel.
I thought that like Seana and me, William must’ve wanted what we’d discovered between the three of us to go on. With all his connections, there had to be a way.
I found him at a table filled with breakfast fare by the pool. He poured me a glass of orange juice.
“Enough of the niceties, man. What’s up?”
William laughed. “A quick study. I like that.”
“Very quick.”
He hadn’t shaved, but the shadow made him look even better, if that was possible.
A dreadful thought occurred to me. If there wasn’t a way to save him and he didn’t want to die, the government would require Seana to end the pregnancy.
“Are you backing out?” I felt my stomach lurch into my throat.
William studied me before he answered.
“No, I’m not backing out.” And I was sure he meant it. The conviction of his tone told me so. One of the maids appeared bringing more food, but William waved her away. His brow was furrowed with intent.
“Then what’s this about?” I inquired hesitantly.
“I have a favor to ask.”
“Okay.” I was willing to do anything that was within my means, no matter what he wanted.
Like the first night I arrived at William’s home, Bennie jumped in the middle of the table, disturbing some of our meal. The arrogant prick began nibbling on some crumbs that had fallen from William’s plate. Unlike before, William let the cat stay.
“Will you name the baby Heather, if it’s a girl?”
I smiled. “And William, if it’s a boy.”
“Thank you.”
“But surely there’s another way. Neither of us wants you to…”
“Die? I know that, Greg. Who would’ve thought I could find love again after all these years? Not me. That’s for sure.”
“Seana loves you. Hell, I love you. Let’s do something about this craziness. We can’t have you die. Not now. We want you to be part of this baby’s life and our lives, too.”
“It’s not possible. People with a lot more money and pull than me haven’t been able to figure out a loophole around that.”
“Then another death. Surely you can afford one accidental death.”
“There isn’t time to get another one. The die is cast. Doc will be here in an hour to get things underway.”
My mind screamed. This wasn’t right. We needed him. I sipped my juice to allow myself a moment. He was not an eccentric millionaire wishing to play some kind of game with us. “Please, William. Try? Call in favors. Whatever. You can’t leave us.”
“I’ve been alive for centuries. It’s time for me to go.” He laughed and it made me smile. “Who knows? Maybe Heather is waiting for me on some other plane, tapping her foot because I’m so late. I’m not normally a believer in such things, but I won’t know unless I follow her.”
Seana walked over to us in regal splendor with the midmorning light only adding to her beauty. Bennie noticed her and jumped to her feet. He was lord of the patio and would greet all who dared enter his court.
She reached down and paid him his homage with a few pats. “Am I interrupting?”
“No, Babe. But I do think I should go shower,” I said, rising. I pulled out a chair for her.
“Sit and eat,” William urged Seana.
“Okay,” Seana conceded. “It’s a beautiful day. Did you talk to him, Greg?”
“I did, but my convincing skills aren’t nearly as good as yours. Take your turn at bat.”
She nodded.
I left knowing she would try but fail. I hated what lay ahead for us.

The poison had a difficult task against a body with supercharged antibodies, but William’s physician assured us it was working. Seana, Bennie, and I were by William’s bed all day. He seemed peaceful most of the day, but into the night, he began to become agitated. The doctor increased his dosage at eleven-thirty.
The next morning, William looked at us and smiled. Then he closed his eyes and fifteen minutes later, the doctor checked his pulse. Nothing.
With tears falling freely from our eyes, Seana and I clutched each other.
William was dead.

Everyone is asleep upstairs except the cat and me.
I can’t believe it’s been more than a year and a half since we lost William.
A few hours after his death, his attorney told us what he’d done. We got everything, including his five homes around the globe and more money than we could’ve ever dreamed of. Seana never had to face her asshole boss again.
That wasn’t the big reveal, though. Not by a long shot.
I still miss him and sometimes even cry, realizing how wonderful William was to us, and especially to me.


Devious bastard had worked it all out with his doctor and attorney. They’d been able to purchase one accidental death, but unfortunately not two. I’d been led to believe that my injection that night was to keep me calm. It wasn’t. Like William’s, it had allowed me to procreate, just liked he’d planned. The test William had run with the strange medical device confirmed Seana had conceived not just with his baby-but mine, too.
Nine months after William’s death, Seana’s pregnancy ended in the perfect delivery of our son and daughter.
We’re celebrating their first birthday in a few weeks in Hawaii.
Bennie sits in my lap.
I pet the arrogant cat that I’ve come to adore. “Bennie, can you believe that three thousand people have already sent in their RSVPs to attend the big bash for William and Heather?”
His purring tells me he’s not surprised at all.
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