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M T STRAKER

Prologue

Danny and Maria are prepared for their new arrival. She smiles at him over dinner. They have not dined in the dining room for weeks, since Maria has been off her food, but for the past few days her appetite has improved significantly. That Danny’s pleased to see. Maria fancied chicken breasts cooked in olive oil with steamed vegetables. The olive oil part of the menu surprised him because she doesn’t normally like olive oil, but Danny requested Carmen, their cook and housekeeper, to prepare the dish for his wife. After helping Maria onto her chair, he takes his place sitting opposite, as they enjoy melting chicken breasts in the mouth, garnished with tender green vegetables, delicious. Danny gazes passionately at his wife as he reflects on his love for the woman sitting opposite him. 

He knew from the day he set eyes on the stunning Magic gyms manager that he would have a battle in his hands to keep other men’s eyes off her. Maria is gorgeous, with breasts to die for. He finds her irresistible. He has often wondered why she had not had a string of lovers, but he was happy that she’d respected her body. Danny had never imagined that the man he would be protecting his wife from was once his best friend; they were like brothers. He expected North to have been happy for him, not continuously persecuting him, attacking his staff and business to get his wife directly. Furthermore, North’s wife, a woman he’d never touched, accusing him of being her son’s father. It had been a nightmare. 

After dinner they sit on the chairs by the pool, beneath the glistening Andalusian sky, with his arms secure over her shoulders. She sinks her head into his chest, both lost in the dazzling night. It’s cool and pleasant for early December; just being outdoors is a luxury for Maria, surrounded by lush green vegetation and breathing the inviting sea air. She has not been able to enjoy this for a while; she has been far too unsettled with the pregnancy. Danny nuzzles her hair then kisses her lips and caresses her breasts, his hand drifting onto her belly with excitement in his eyes, engulfed by the awareness that it isn’t long now, she’s fast approaching the end of her journey. She’s due in a couple of months.

So much has happened with a massive burden on his shoulders to keep Maria safe. Danny feels a little more relaxed now that the evil dusty clouds blowing over Magic gyms have settled with minimum casualties. It’s getting cooler. He carefully assists Maria onto her feet and back indoors to rest on the leather sofa in the lounge. He sits next to her while he replies to some important emails. Maria lies down with her head on her husband’s lap, straightening her legs on the sofa as she flicks through a celeb magazine. She realises that she has not felt that chill for a while, however in the back of her mind she still holds concerns about the tasks awaiting her. She feels a wave of nervousness shoot through her belly as the kick puts an abrupt end to her relaxed mood. The magazine goes flying into the air, landing on the marble floor next to Danny’s feet, as her hands drop onto her stomach.

“Ouch!” she exclaims.

Danny speedily places his iPad on the table to address her. “Are you okay my darling?”

“I’ve just been kicked, that’s all.”

“Well, that was some kick to have caused your magazine to leap into the air without much effort. My love is you sure you’re all right?”

“Yes, I’m fine, it’s just the price you pay for carrying but for some reason the kicks are becoming more forceful. Any idea as to the cause my darling?”

“Well, the significant explanation is that you’re fast approaching the treasurable moment, you’re only a couple of months away before our exciting day,” he says, admiring her face with great delight.

“I see.”

Danny hands Maria the magazine and kisses her cheek as he picks his iPad up off the table again, completing his task of sending emails. She’s lost interest in the glossy gossip magazine. 

One

My heart is hammering against my ribcage in a panic. I look at Danny, but I’m determined not to distract his attention. I recognise that something isn’t quite right. I’m nervous and uncomfortable, trying my hardest to remain calm as I fight the thickness in my throat, my vision blurring.

It’s 6:45 pm. Danny couldn’t have imagined such undivided happiness presented all at once. He’s overjoyed and shocked at the same time as he attempts to assist me to my feet. I shake her head: NO.’ I can’t stand up; I’m engulfed with an alarmed look on my face that sends a wave of volcanic eruption into Danny’s spine. His eyes are wide, darting into me. I need him. He immediately recognises that drastic action is required, but the question of going through his doctor’s mind is what the best course of action is. Maria’s going through the stage of early labour, experiencing regular contractions. Danny is aware that his wife’s body is signalling that she is preparing for the birth. Although she is only seven months into her pregnancy. He’s not taking any chances. Danny reaches into his pocket, grabs his iPhone, and rings Marco, who answers on the first ring.

“Yes, sir.” 

“Marco, can you prepare the helicopter immediately please? My wife is in labour,” he informs him. 

“Certainly sir, I’m on my way.” Marco replies.

Danny then rings the hospital and requests his staff to prepare delivery suite number one and be on standby; he’s on his way. Mrs Rock’s experiencing progressive pains of early labour. Marco, Rea, Morgan, and Carlos appear. Danny peeks at the staff with a concerned look on his face as he scoops his wife into his arms and demands that they follow him. He secures Maria into the seat, belting up and fussing over her as their helicopter takes into the air. Danny’s hospital for the occasion is only a short ride from their Spanish villa, but it seems miles away as his wife keeps experiencing painful contractions. He’s monitoring their frequency. They are getting faster and stronger and from the discomforted look on Maria’s face they are lasting more than 30 seconds, which indicates progressing labour. 

Danny reassures me while he keeps measuring the increasing pressure in my abdomen. By gently placing his hand on my tummy he can feel it gets harder than relax before the next contraction arises. As a surgeon he understands what I am going through. It’s extremely painful and uncomfortable, but it isn’t his area of expertise. He’s unable to settle until I’m safely in hospital and in the hands of his chosen expert. He explains to me that in the events leading up to birth a contraction is when the muscles in the womb contract and the pain progressively increases from 30 to 60 seconds respectively and then the muscles relax. The pain fades and he can feel the hardness in my stomach at ease. The intense experience assists the mom in engaging the baby in preparation for the birth.

It’s like having a lecture in giving birth through every stage and what’s going to happen next. I can’t help laughing even in that amount of discomfort, listening to my husband sharing such intimate moments with me in a whispering fashion. I scream as the pain shoots through me like daggers, as Marco touches down gracefully on the roof of the hospital. Danny’s struggling to suppress his emotions, watching his beautiful wife in such agony, but also reminding himself that his dream was to have kids. Unless they chose the adoption route, which was not what he wanted, giving birth is a painful event but the rewards are worth it.

The emergency staff are on hand waiting to whisk me to the delivery suite. I’m at the end stage of labour, which is particularly agonising. The paediatrician takes over, undressing me and transferring me onto the birth couch while my husband’s attempts to console me are failing him. Now the midwife is on hand. All hands are on me, making sure I’m as comfortable as possible while I present my husband with his dream.

Danny watches closely as his staff get to work on his most treasured possession, Maria Rock. Staff quickly checked my entrance, stating that the baby’s head is visibly engaged. Sweat is pouring down my face. Danny smoothly wipes it away with a towel. I feel completely exhausted and inconsolable.

I am overwhelmed and in agony. I can hear Danny talking to me, but I don’t recognise what he’s saying to me. Staff are under pressure to make sure everything goes as smoothly as possible, conscious that I’m not just another pregnant patient about to give birth, I’m the CEO’s wife and he’s watching how they deal with it. One reckless decision to alter the course and if anything happens to his wife or their newborn he will have no mercy. The staff are aware of that. He always demands proficiency, even more so when it’s someone close to his heart. All their medical skills come into play so that they will be overjoyed with their actions and praise them for a job well done.

It takes ten minutes before our little one presents himself, but then a second head quickly engages behind followed closely by a third. Danny and his team watched with delight as I completed my journey, delivering our two sons and a daughter. The midwife announces to the entire medical team that they have more than one surprise to contend with. Danny kisses me passionately for a moment, then quickly moves to high alert, watching nervously as the paediatrician whisks our daughter to the room next door. She has not made a sound yet, though the boys’ lungs are functioning perfectly. Danny has a panicked look on his face as he watches his daughter being whizzed away before we have had a chance to welcome her. The gynaecologist who has been assisting with the birth reassures the bosses that she’ll need a few days in an incubator, bearing in mind the babies are premature, but she’s much smaller than the boys. The boys each weigh 3 pounds 5 ounces whereas the little girl weighs just 2 pounds 4 ounces. After weighing them, the midwife hands our little bundles wrapped in flannel into Danny’s arms. He presents our sons to me, and I cuddle each one in my arms, kissing their cheeks. They’re so tiny and valuable. Both cries, signifying that their lungs are in working order. It is a magical moment. As we welcome our boys into the world and to mom and dad, Danny gazes into my eyes flooded with tears of happiness. 

“Well, done my darling. Are you okay?” he asks.

“I’m exhausted my love but overjoyed. I was not expecting three treasures all at once, they’re beautiful. Can you please check on our daughter?”

“Yes, I’ll be right back,” he replies.

Danny leaves me holding our boys as he goes to find out what is going on with our little girl. I hand the babies back to the midwife as she finishes tidying around me, getting ready to move us into our chosen room. I’m extremely concerned for our little princess. Why does she need extra medical assistance? I understand they’ve been born far too early but surely, they should all be healthy, although it’s an enormous surprise to have all three together like this. Danny reappears with a smile on his face, holding our baby girl in his arms. I can’t help the tears from flowing as he hands her into my arms. 

“Wow, she’s so precious and beautiful my darling. Is anything wrong with her?” I asked, overwhelmed as I kissed her little cheek.

“She’s underweight, otherwise she’s in perfect health. I’m having her moved to our room to be with her parents and brothers,” he announces proudly with the biggest beam on his face. 

Danny and I with our three children are being escorted by the medical team, Carlos, Marco, Rea, and Morgan, all with dazzling smiles on the faces as they say, “Congratulations sir, Mrs Rock.”

“Thank you,” says Danny with pride.

I smile, nodding as he keeps a close eye on what is going on around us on arriving in our room. The staff carefully place our daughter into her incubator, asking Danny as their boss how he and Mrs Rock would like the care of their daughter to be facilitated. Danny peeps at me, my eyes open wide at him, indicating that he should give the appropriate advice as he understands medical care. She’s breathing on her own, therefore she doesn’t require any medical assistance. The gynaecologist and the pediatricians’ advice are to keep her in the incubator overnight, with a thin nasal cannula assisting the flow of oxygen into her lungs. Danny’s not too keen on giving oxygen, but they both explain that it is only a temporary measure, at which we both agree. 

After securing her nappy she is ready for her little bed. Danny and I thank the staff for their work well done. They all have sunny smiles on their faces. “Call us whenever you need us to check on the baby’s sir, Mrs Rock. Congratulations,” they say before exiting. 

The medical staff leave the room. Danny asks Marco and Rea to fly the helicopter back to the villa and pack a few outfits for the babies and clothing items for us for an overnight stay and bring two bottles of his favourite champagne, Louis Roederer Cristal Rosé, and flutes. Morgan and Carlos are staying behind to guard the door and ensure their bosses’ privacy. They go outside, leaving us alone with our triplets for the first time since they’ve been born. Danny’s hands find my face, his jaw locking onto mine, kissing me intimately.

“My diamond, thank you so much for bringing our kids into the world. It’s more than I ever dreamed to be blessed with, a stunning wife and three beautiful children. They are perfect, our little girl just needs temporarily monitoring, she’ll be fine.” There is pride in his voice but then he should be proud, he has gotten exactly what he wanted, an adoring wife and three fabulous kids, even if they are premature.

“I don’t know about you my love, but I’m satisfied with our three. I’m not sure I could go through that again. It’s the most arduous journey I’ve ever undertaken,” I remind him.

He shrugs. “Well, I can’t say that we won’t have any more, but right now I’m a happy man. Shall we inform the families of our surprising news?”

“Yes, that’s a clever idea. Your mom and my folks will be over the moon, but I desperately need a shower first, while you think about names!

“Okay, shall I run you a bath?”

“No, a shower will do, otherwise I’m at risk of falling asleep if I start relaxing in a warm bath. Remember we have responsibilities now. It will be a while before we could play around freely again,” I say slowly.

He laughs, glancing into the cots and incubator. “Well, done my love, they are exceptionally special.”

I leave him to fuss over our kids while I have a well-deserved shower on my own without him fussing over me. Danny handed me a white toweling robe to wear. By the time I get back into the room our sons are demanding our attention, they need feeding. With a towel wrapped in my hair I sit on one of the black leather sofas in the room, Danny sitting next to me, as I cuddle our sons one to each breast, feeding them. They have an extremely healthy appetite. I’ll need to express milk for our little girl who is sleeping peacefully in her incubator. The boys have their dad’s traits, demanding my attention even at this tender age, whereas our daughter is more like her mom, who will obey her husband for a peaceful life I’m thinking, as he takes one of the boys, winding him over his shoulder. 

“They’ve definitely got your personality my love,” I say.

“How did you come to that conclusion?” he asks with a cheeky smile.

“They demand their mom’s attention just like their daddy.”

He laughs. “They’re dependent on their parents for survival. That’s not demanding, it’s our duty to cater for their every need.”

We both laugh as we wind our little people then carefully rest them back into their cots. Danny and I peep at our little girl. He’s monitoring her to make sure everything is as it should be. She’s fast asleep. There is a knock on the door. Danny opens it to find Marco and Rea with our weekend bag and our two bottles of champagne. He takes them both, then says to Carlos and Morgan, “You can go back to the villa and share a couple of bottles of Cristal champagne with the rest of the staff to celebrate our special occasion. There are enough security staff around to take care of us. My wife and I would like to thank you all for your diligence and hard work,” adds Danny.

“Are you sure sir?” asks Marco.

“Yes, go home, enjoy yourselves but don’t overdo it. I’ll call you in the morning.”

Celebratory beams light up their faces as they all say, “Thank you sir, Mrs Rock, they are beautiful babies.”

“Yes, they are absolutely perfect,” Danny replies with pride.

He closes the door, glancing at his gold Patek Phillipe watch. “My treasure, it is 8 pm. What do you fancy for dinner to mark our extraordinary gifts?”

“Fillet steak, medium, with a large green salad and a glass of this champagne please,” I reply.

“Your wish is my command Mrs Rock, I’ll see what I can do,” he says flirtatiously.

I thought he was about to ring the hospital kitchen, but no he rings Lopez’s iPhone. He is at his restaurant. Danny first announces the birth of our triplets, at which Lopez says, “I can’t wait to meet them. Have they got their mother’s good looks?”

To which Danny replies, “They’re far too young for me to decide if they’ve got my wife’s or my looks. I promised my wife fillet steak and salad for dinner. Do you think you can cater for us?”

“Without a doubt my friend, I’ll prepare Mrs Rock’s dinner and what do you fancy?”

“Beef fillet sounds appetising with a combination of vegetables. Come and share a glass of champagne with us while I introduce you to my kids, they’re an ultimate treasure,” he declares.

After his chat with Lopez, he pops the champagne cork and checks on our little army, who are sleeping soundly. We seized the moment to call the family, with me sitting on his lap sipping champagne while he calls his mom first. It takes a little while before she answers.

“Hey son, sorry, Marta and I were taking care of Christmas shopping. Is everything okay with you and Maria, poor girl, I hope she’s bearing up. It’s only four weeks before we see you two,” she announces.

“Mom, Maria has experienced early labour, she has given birth,” Danny explains.

“Good lord how is she and my grandchild?” asks Ellian.

“Mom, you have gotten more than one grandchild to contend with. My wife and I have two sons and a daughter. Our little girl needs an incubator due to being born last and underweight, otherwise mom and babies are doing fantastically,” he declares.

“Oh son, that’s excellent news. Is Maria resting after her hard work?”

“No, no, she’s sitting next to me. I’ll put her on.”

Danny passes the iPhone to me. “Hey Ellian, as Danny mentioned we have had a big surprise.”

“Darling how are you, it must have been a magical event,” she says poshly.

“I’m feeling fine, a little sleepy but I’m glad it’s over and the kids are healthy, which is a blessing. We’ll speak again soon, bye for now.”

“Bye darling, give my son and grandkids a hug from me.”

“I will.” 

He then calls my folks. Dad answers on the first ring.

“Danny what a surprise, are you two okay?” asks my dad.

“Yes, we’re exceedingly well. I’ll pass you on to Maria, she can’t wait to share our magical news.” 

“Oh, magical news,” Dad repeats.

Danny handed me the phone. “Hey dad, are you and mom, okay?”

“Yes baby, we’re both well. What’s the magical news you must share?”

“Well, I have the pleasure to announce that you have three more grandkids to contend with.”

“That’s outstanding news Maria! Triplets, that will keep you busy. You all okay, any complications?”

“They are premature, we’ve two sons and a daughter. Our little girl needs extra medical assistance, she’s in an incubator, Danny’s keeping an eye on her. But otherwise, everything is perfect. Is mom around?”

“No darling, she and your sister have gone shopping. I’m looking after the boys.”

“Okay, I’ll pass you back to Danny. I’ll let you share our fantastic news with mom and Portia. Bye for now dad, I’m looking forward to seeing you all for Christmas.”

“Me too baby, my love to you all.”

I hand the iPhone back to Danny and leave him to have a chat with dad while I admire the results of my traumatic effort, the extension to the Rock family. It’s amazing how small they are. The boys are dressed in their leopard bodysuits; the little girl has only got her nappy on. I can’t wait to dress her, I’m thinking as I kneel next to her incubator observing her breathing. All a sudden I’m trapped in a wave of emotion, tears swimming down my cheeks, my heart expanding in my chest. I just want to hug her in my arms. Danny notices that I’m distressed, he ends the call with my dad as he rushes to my side, dropping on to his knees.

“What is the matter my darling?” he demands.

I’m unable to respond as floods of tears engulf my soul, mind, and body. Danny rises onto his feet, gently picking me up into his arms and carries me to rest on the bed. Kneeling over me he asks again, “Maria do you care to share what the tears are about?”

“I don’t know,” I reply between sobbing my heart out.

“You can’t sob for nothing. One minute you were happily chatting to your dad, then all a sudden you’re distressed. What has prompted the anxiety suddenly?”

My stomach is rumbling with hunger as a flash of lightning and crash of thunder booms through the window, announcing a Spanish storm is under way. Danny’s iPhone demands his attention, but he totally ignores it as he continues to ask what the matter with me is. I know he won’t give in until I answer him.

“I’m not sure what caused the distress. I was just looking at our kids, especially our tiny girl. I wish she didn’t have to be in the incubator. She didn’t have any milk. She must be hungry, why is she not waking to feed?” I say without stopping for air.

“I understand your concern my love, but the kids are fine. She’ll let us know when she needs feeding, believe me. I don’t want you to worry and distress yourself. From the hunger sounds of your tummy, you need some food. It might be Lopez on the phone, let me check.” Danny kisses my lips before answering his call.

“Lopez I’ll be with you in a minute.” Danny turns his attention back to me and says, “Lopez is at the door. I don’t want you wearing a toweling robe in his presence.”

I roll my eyes as he takes one of his tracksuits from the wardrobe and hands it to me. “Your clothes are far too big for me,” I protest.

“It’s only to wear while he’s here. You don’t need anything fancy.”

Lopez comes in with a bottle of Cristal Rosé champagne and a large box containing our dinner, that he carefully places on the table while peeping into the cots. He kisses me on the cheek as Danny watches him with wide eyes. Lopez whispers, “Well done, they certainly look beautiful.”

“Thank you,” I whisper back.

Danny says impatiently, “Maria and I are starving, shall we eat?”

He reaches into the fridge, takes out the open bottle of champagne, and pours Lopez a glass. Lopez sets the table then retrieves the dishes from the box. It’s still steaming hot as we sit down for dinner and Danny peeks at his kids, sound asleep, with glittering eyes.

The steak is delicious, accompanied by a freshly chopped salad, a combination of green leaves, tomato, cucumber and mixed peppers, washed down with champagne. After dinner Lopez informs us that he’s planning to ask Lexi’s hand in marriage, to which Danny says, “It’s about time you asked her, you have been after her for years.”

We laugh. Lopez excuses himself, saying that he must call Lexi, who is back home in LA, getting ready to fly our jet back for Christmas with the families on board. Danny and I freshen up, then he calls the medical staff to check on our daughter. After conducting their medical checks, the paediatrician states that she’s doing exceedingly well and if there are no issues overnight it’s up to Dr Rock and his wife if they would like to take their babies home in the morning. Danny and I are pleased to hear that. We thank her, she exists, we get undressed before relaxing against the headboards and pillows that Danny has carefully arranged while we decide on names for our newborn. He’ll need to register the births in the morning.

Danny and I agree with Alex Kiera for our daughter, Reece Dustin, and Easton Brad for the boys. I’m exhausted and quickly sink into a deep sleep while he keeps an eye on the kids, setting baby monitors and checking to make sure that they are all breathing normally.

Two

I’m awake, resting my head against the pillow, wrapped in beautifully smooth, crisp Egyptian cotton sheets, snuggled under a blissfully soft white quilted cover, watching my husband. He has not noticed that I’m awake. It’s madness to think that a man who demands staff wait on him on hand and foot can be so caring and loving. Danny’s totally lost attending to his children’s every need. I’m surprised to see our daughter in his arms as he gazes into their cots with excitement in his eyes. She was in her incubator when we went to bed. I smile, shifting myself, and he turns quite suddenly, presenting me with the biggest grin. I slide out of bed naked; the silky drapes dressing the floor to ceiling windows are still closed. Danny towers over me as he kisses my cheek and hands our little girl into my arms. I kiss and cuddle her then hand her back to her dad, peeping into the cots on my way to use the bathroom.

Jeez, they are beautiful, all three of them. The throbbing within my thighs as I pee reminds me of the ten stitches crocheted into my flesh. The stitching I had because of my efforts to bring my triplets into the world. It stings, but we’re happy. In time the wound will heal, however the experience will remain with me forever. I have the three of them to remind me of what I have been through. I’ve slept soundly and feel refreshed. I’m genuinely amazed that I’ve just given birth and not had to wake up once during the night to feed, change or care for my children in any way. Danny has been fantastic I’m thinking of a wave of butterflies swirling in my belly. It’s insane to think that it hasn’t even been forty-eight hours since they came into the world, so vulnerable, so precious, depending on their parents for their every need.

There’s excitement in his eyes as he cares for the babies willingly and attentively. Danny’s dream has been accomplished. It’s what he has always wanted, to hold his children in his arms in the knowledge that his wife, their mom, is the woman he’s besotted with, and he’d battled evil to keep her in his arms. I reappear after using the bathroom to find Danny cuddling our daughter in his arms, attempting to settle her to sleep.

“Good night my love?” he asks.

“Yes, well rested, how about you?”

“What can I say? I had an eventful night,” Danny replies.

“Eventful? Oh, what do you mean?”

“Well, Miss Rock decided that she had had enough of the incubator and demanded her daddy’s attention.”

“Did you manage to get any sleep? Why didn’t you wake me to feed her my love?”

“You needed your sleep and she’s been fed. I expressed milk from your breasts while you slept. I had the paediatrician over to check on her, and we took the decision that she’s perfectly fine and didn’t require to be confined in the incubator any further. I’ve slept in between feeding them. They’ve all been washed, dressed and ready to go home when you are,” he announces.

“Oh, I better get washed then.”

“No need to hurry my darling, you can have something to eat here or wait till we’re home. Our babies have been fed. It’s after midday; the helicopter is here. I would prefer it if we dined back home. Alex has been awake since ten this morning and is refusing to go back to sleep. I guess she doesn’t want to miss anything. The boys are fast asleep,” Danny whispers.

“I’m not that hungry yet, we’ll dine back home.”

“Okay.” 

I peep at him, our eyes meet, he smiles then kisses his little girl’s cheek before kissing my lips. There I was thinking that our daughter Alex would be more like her mom, laid back. It was an insane thought; she’s her father’s daughter, even at this early age you can see that she’s got her dad’s controlling and demanding traits. It looks like she will be keeping him on his toes as I say, “It sounds like our little Miss Perfect here is fighting fit, showing her daddy who is boss with her stubbornness, would not settle down to sleep like her brothers but prefers to stay in daddy’s arms. I wonder who she’s taken after my darling?”

Danny laughs. Cuddling Alex closer into his chest he murmurs excitedly, “She knows that her daddy loves her unconditionally.”

“Is that so? Where does that leave me and the boys? It looks like we’ll be left fighting for what’s left of your affection,” I say suggestively as I close the bathroom door, leaving him with an enchanted beam on his face.

Standing under the shower, warm water caressing my body, with a touch of fruity shower gel, delicately scented to refresh my mind, body and soul, thinking back to the day before, I can’t help but become enveloped with the birth event. From the outset Danny warned the medical staff that he didn't want pictures of his kids leaked to the press before he and his wife were ready to announce their arrival. They all agreed no phones of any sort were allowed in the delivery suite. Marco, Carlos, Morgan, and Rea plus hospital security made sure of that by confiscating all phones from staff who were involved with the birth, plus checking the suite before we arrived.

I rub my eyes with the palms of my hands and take a deep breath. I understand that they’ve arrived earlier than planned and I’m a little concerned about their health and long-term development. I’ve not talked to Danny about my concerns but no doubt he’ll be keeping an eye on their progress. Although Danny would have preferred me to carry our children full-term, from my point of view after months of waiting, between violent morning sickness and an oversized belly, it was truly a magical event to hold such precious gifts in your arms. I knew Danny would be on hand, but in a million years never dreamt that we’d be blessed with triplets. Without a doubt they’re the most enchanting tiny treasures. I’m still immersed in the fairytale of the birth when a tap vibrates the bathroom door, demanding my attention. I quickly wrap myself in a towel and open the door to find Danny standing on the other side with a grin on his face.

“I was concerned that you’d passed out. Why did you lock the door?” he demands.

“Oh, I’m sorry, I didn’t realise that I’d locked the door. Is everything okay?” I ask as I try to compose myself.

“Yes, I’ve managed to settle them all to sleep. I thought I’d steal the opportunity to have a quick shower with my wife, if there is any hot water left.”

I glanced apologetically. I’ve been so engrossed in my little world that I’ve not given any thought to his needs and my responsibility as a mom to our children. “Sorry my love I was under the impression that you had a shower already, forgetting that you’ve been preoccupied with our babies. Why don’t I take over while you have a shower in peace?”

Danny rolls his eyes, smiles, kisses my lips and whispers, “I’ve been waiting to have a shower together, but it looks like you’re only thinking about yourself and abandoning me and our kids.”

I don’t reply, shrugging as I attempt to negotiate my way between him and the door frame. Danny makes no effort to move, maintaining his place in the doorway. His hand reaches forward, grabs the towel that I’ve secured around me, releasing the towel it drops to the floor. I’m now under his control naked. I press my lips, suppressing a smile, as he locks his lips onto mine, kissing me intimately, his hands find my breasts, milk dripping from them. He quickly seals his mouth onto my nipple, sucking gently before locking his mouth full of breast milk back onto mine, forcing me to taste my own milk. It tastes sweet; we both laugh.

“I think it’s a good idea to know what our children are feeding on, don’t you, my darling?” he says with a twinkle in his eyes.

“Well, you obviously couldn’t wait to taste it my love. May I remind you that’s all you’re tasting right now. I’ll need weeks if not months to recover after my harrowing experience of bringing not one but three little ones into the world so you could have the pleasure of being a daddy. I deserve a medal, nothing less,” I say seductively. 

He shrugs, stepping to one side, grabbing my wrist gently, he murmurs huskily, “I’ll wait a few days. I’m not sure I can promise weeks - months are out of the question. You’re beautiful my love.”

I choose not to react to his comment as I walk into the room. My jaw flies open as my eyes travel from the coast to the bed. Damn, he’s taken control of me again, he needs to stop doing this. Danny has chosen what he wants me to wear. Holy crap, it’s fabulously carefully laid out. On top of the clothing collection is a large envelope with his handwriting which reads: -

To my stunning wife, please read what’s inside before you get dressed.

I remain standing as I open the envelope. Inside is a beautiful card with three white roses on the front. My darling wife Maria, thank you for my adorable children. I hope you’ll agree with my choice that I’ve specially selected and ordered for you to wear today.

Yours and always will be.

Danny xxxx

I rest the card next to the pile and pick the first item. He has chosen it with seduction in mind. When did he find the time to select such romantic pieces ready for me to wear? He must have ordered it online and sent Marco to fetch them this morning, that’s why he was in no hurry to wake me up and chose to care for his newborn alone. But then again, he has staff waiting for his instruction if he requires assistance. Gosh this is exciting; it’s black silk and lace lingerie with red ribbons on the front. The bra fits gracefully exposing my cleavage, followed by the underwear that sits prettily on my hips. To complete the job a loosely fitted red and white striped Dolce & Gabbana dress and Kurt Geiger low heel leather and crystal sandals. After I finish dressing in my new outfit I approach the mirror. It’s figure-hugging, low-cut neckline, sleeveless, nothing too exposed, given that I’ve just given birth. I look and feel sensational. You would be hard pushed to think that I’ve produced triplets the night before.

I peep into the cots thinking yes, they’re adorable, then realise that he’s got the baby carrier ready for transportation. Danny bounces into the room naked after his shower, kisses my cheek, running his palms over the dress, “You look hot my diamond. What do you think?”

“Thank you, my love, without a doubt you’ve catered for my fuller breasts and the rest. Did you stay up all night searching the online store for inspiration, between keeping our little treasures quiet while mommy slept peacefully? Darling, I didn’t need new clothes, you have already spent a fortune on me, why more?”

“No, no, I didn’t need inspiration. I know you’ve got clothes. These are from me and my kids to my glorious wife and their mom. I ordered everything this morning and had it delivered to the hospital by express service. I didn’t need to disturb your sleep. I wanted you to wake up when you were ready. I had everything that my children needed,” he assures me.

My heart beats faster as I zip my eyes from his lips to his torso, reminding myself of his invigorating body as he gets dressed. Danny Rock, my husband, dazzling olive skin, hazelnut eyes, lush deep brown silky hair that he lets dry naturally then runs his fingers through to achieve his perfect looks. Whoa, tall, muscular, and bloody handsome, his behind perfectly formed, his lips teasing me, so tempting to kiss him and he knows it. He looks like a male model that has just stepped off the catwalk for a breeze in the park, fit beyond belief.

But unlike a male model Dr Rock’s a married man, dad to newly born triplets, CEO to DR establishments. He’s got the most demanding and controlling traits known to man and fucking obsessive over his wife Maria Rock. I watch as Danny secure the babies into their travelling carrier, then kisses my cheek before calling the nursing staff to change the bed and tidy the room while we both sit on the leather sofa watching over our precious little diamonds. Once he is happy with the room, he calls Marco and Carlos to demand their assistance to carry the baby’s carrier onto the rooftop of the hospital to the awaiting helicopter. He locks the room, carrying our little girl in one arm, his free hand draped over my waist. I’m not allowed to carry any items, not even my own babies, his excuse is that I have done my job, his task is to make sure that I heal properly. It’s far too early for me to carry anything, I need to rest and preserve my energy.

How thoughtful I’m thinking as we settle on board. Carlos produces an extra seat belt. Marco and Carlos watch their bosses with smiles as I sit in my seat, Danny fussing over me making sure the seat belt is secure then adding an extra belt on to mine. He carefully places one of our sons onto my lap, fastening the belt before repeating the process on himself with both his daughter and son on his lap before Marco takes to the air.

~~~~
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Back at the villa Carmen and the rest of the staff are waiting to greet us and welcome the new additions to the Rock family to their home. Danny takes charge, making sure that all our three settles into their cots. I am surprised to see a third cot has arrived, they’re all fast asleep. Danny leaves his most trusted man Marco in charge of his children with Morgan while we have a spot of lunch. He leads me down the marble stairs and into the lounge, sits me on the leather sofa and nods to Carmen and Carlos who are looking lost, standing at the far corner waiting for their boss’s instructions. Danny smiles, cocking his head to the right. I notice both Carmen and Carlos nod then disappear without exchanging a word. 

Danny sits next to me on the sofa with an enticing look in his eyes. I know he’s up to something but what? I’m starving, I’ve not had anything to eat since last night and having to nurse three hungry babies that depend on me for their next feed. I am about to ask him how he is expecting me to provide nutrients for our babies on an empty stomach when Carmen and Carlos re-emerge. Danny stands and helps me onto my feet. I’m speechless as my eyes travel from Carlos to Carmen then back to him. Jeez, Danny presents me with two massive bouquets of red roses, kissing my cheek. The roses smell beautiful. I handed them to Carmen, asking her to put them in vases and display them around the villa. Carlos hands Danny a box, then both he and Carmen file. We sat back down on the sofa. Turning me to face him, taking my hands into his and darting into my eyes he whispers, “I understand you are longing for something to eat but before we do my children, and I have a special gift for you.”

“Oh, darling you’ve already given me new lingerie and dress, I don’t need any more gifts,” I explain.

“My love I’ll decide if you deserve to be indulged or not. Right now, I can’t describe my happiness. Truly Maria, I’ve dreamt of holding my child in my arms and feeling overwhelmed with joy. You have given me more than I ever imagined happening in one.”

I look at him with wide eyes as he reaches and grabs the box from the table. It is a beautifully engraved wooden box with our children’s names on it. He opens the box revealing its contents. My heart bangs against my teeth as my eyes zip from the box to him. It’s a platinum and diamond heart-shaped locket pendant engraved with the children’s names inside and the date of birth. My hand flies to my lips; this is too much, far too much. He smiles, murmuring sweetly into my ear, “This is a token of my love and happiness from me and my children to you.” Danny secures the pendant around my neck.

Leaving the box on the table, he takes my hand leading me into the garden where we sit on the chairs by the pool. Carmen presents us with an enticing dish of lemongrass prawn salad to start, Carlos following behind with a silver bucket holding bottles of Perrier and Cristal Rosé champagne surrounded by ice, with two glasses and two flutes. He pops the cork, filling our flutes and glasses of water before departing. Danny and I pick up our flutes and toast our little treasures. The sun is warm but not hot, it’s lovely, a little Andalusian breeze wafting through my curly locks. I’m thinking what a fabulous way to enjoy a December afternoon in the company of my fetching husband and devoted dad to our children.

The next course is saag walla chicken cooked in a creamy, spiced spinach sauce with a little rice, to finish fruit salad without cream, delicious and healthy. Afterwards Danny calls the store to order a pram to cater for triplets.

Baby Dior store is happy to cater for our needs. Danny informs me that he will register the birth as we go back upstairs to the nursery, releasing Marco and Morgan. Once we are sitting in the rocking chair playing dutiful parents, with all three babies sound asleep, I seize the moment to have a chat with him.

“Darling, were you aware that we were expecting more than one child?”

“The scan did show more than one but three came as a surprise, that’s the reason Alex is smaller than the boys. But she’s making satisfactory progress,” Danny states with a big smile on his face.

He kisses my cheek, darting into my eyes passionately, whispering, “Well done my love, they’re the most treasured gift I could ever wish for.”

“You are welcome. I hope you’ll be content with those three, I don’t fancy going through that again any time soon my darling. I’m a little concerned about their health and not sure if my milk will be enough to satisfy all three. I understand it’s early days, but we’ll need to research additional supplements to enhance their diet.”

Danny eyes meet mine. Gazing deep into my eyes he replies to my concern. “My love, childbirth is not my area of expertise. The moment they were born I thought about their food. I understand the demands of you. I don’t want to cause you distress where we both worry that they’re still hungry after feeds. I’ve already had a chat with the medical team last night on the subject when they checked on Alex. They’ve informed me that it’s best to stick to breastfeeding but if they continue to cry after their feed, which indicates that they’re still hungry, they’ll advise us on supplements.”

I look at him thinking it’s weird how quickly he takes control of everything. I understand that the children and I are Danny’s most valuable assets. Watching him with the babies reminds me that he has gotten what he’s always wanted. He’s surrounded by the nursery with top-of-the-range secret cameras linked to the security department at his head office, to keep watch on his kids whilst they sleep and with their nannies. CCTV around the villas in Andalusia and the chateau has been upgraded, the chateau has its own team of security who reports to the chief of security at his head office since the poison case. You would be hard pushed to break into the villas or the chateau without being seen. I’m not sure how I feel about cameras in the nursery. I understand the reason is for the benefit of our children and their safety, however it appears more for his peace of mind in the knowledge that the kids are being watched twenty-four seven. We’ll have to reassess this as they grow up, it isn’t a healthy option in the longer term.

Three

A week later Danny sends Marco to assess the damage at Magic gym number one and reviews the element of security to prevent another episode of the hostage situation. Although the gym had been recaptured with minimum casualty. It had resulted in Terry’s required psychological intervention for her traumatic experiences in the hand of her captive North. A fucking psychopath with a deflated ego. Danny had referred Terry to one of the top psychologists in the business specialise in assessing victim of hostage, rape abused and torture. She had spent a week in the assessment unit at her boss’s hospital in a private room where she’s been evaluated for a combination of sexually transmitted infections. 

After a week, the professional concluded that Terry would need a course of counselling for her ordeal. She will require stitching in her vagina and backside because of North abusing her, but she’d not contacted any form of undesirable sexual diseases which is a blessing. Danny had been kept informed of the outcome to Terry’s health. He immediately organised her treatment after been stitch she is placed in the hand of an experience lady name Neiva who is specialise in that sort of treatment with a sympathetically attitude which Terry consent too. Her mom is terribly distressed and concerned about her daughter’s health. She continuously visits Terry in hospital. She’s content with the treatments she’s reserving and her bosses prompt actions to free her. 

Carlos is also extremely concerned for his girlfriend long term mental and psychological health. He had a chat with his boss on the issues Danny had said that it’s difficult to assess long term at this stage, but he’d reassured Carlos he’ll keep an eye on Terry. 

Magic gym number one had been closed for repair and damage for over three weeks. North had smashed all the computers, plasma TVs, sauna, mirrors he’s wreaked the place as his way of revenge on Danny and me. The estimate bill for the damage is running into millions plus the staff wages are all off on full pay whilst they wait for their boss’s decision. Danny and I want the gym back into action before Christmas so that only weeks away repairs are well on the way after securing the building, un-grade CCTV, alarm system. Security to all Magic gyms is now linked to the head office with security vans patrolling all the Gym twenty-four seven.

Once the owners reopen their gym, they’ve taken the decision that security would be present on opening first thing in the morning, throughout the day and closing time. Their staff will no longer open the premises alone. Danny is furious but repairing the gym providing treatment for Terry, keeping the staff on full paid it’s a small price to pay given the consideration. He’s concerned for Terry she was only doing her job. Danny recognises that the situation could have been worse if it had been Maria while managing the Magic gym, she used to open the gym earlier she could have landed in North’s hand. It was distressing to him to think what North would have done to his beautiful wife’s body.

Thinking back on the operation and the role the specialist team played prior to ending the crisis. The situation at the time and the uncertainly surrounding Magic gym had reached a critical point that was costing the Andalusian authorities a fortune while prolonging Terry’s distress in the hands of an idiot. An idiot who believes that Danny Rock wound gift wraps his wife and hands her to him, yes it was a dreaming prospect but the chance of becoming a reality were slim very slim indeed. 

There already been one shooting fiasco, but North refused to give himself up. Andres had enough waiting for North to make up his mind. Andre’s macho personality comes out to play showing North who is boss in sunny Andalusia. He orders his men to force the door and shutter open of Magic gym number one in search of the ruthless psychopath. They got to work immediately cracking the door with a medal object. They broke the metal shuttle shattering the entrance of the gym glasses lashing into the air.

Once inside marks men with gun flying in every direction in search of North. The moment the hostage team started to be working North recognise that his time was up. His dream of gripping Mrs Rock gorgeous breasts while his dick venture into her flashes before his eyes with the knowledge that he’ll soon be back into the hand of the authority. He dragged Terry by the hair to the top floor of the gym. Thinking that he’ll give himself a last chance of overpowering the Andalusian chief of police. He couldn’t have chosen the worse floor to deal with the situation. 

There only one way into the gym is through the front entrance now shatter then two fire doors all being guarded by Andres team. The top floor is full of equipment. North realises that there is nowhere for him to hind but it’s too late to seek attentive access. Andres and his men are closing in. After checking the ground floor dancing studio, sunna, Jacuzzi, Aromatherapy suits, changing facilities, swimming pool, and bathrooms. They made their way up the stair being leads by their chief and soon their guns will be up North ass. To save his balls he lost his grip on Terry’s hair, both Terry and her iPhone freed. 

The same phone he’s using sends pictures of his attack acts on poor Terry. The minute he lost control of Terry; he knew that the game was over. She knows the full layout of the gym she wastes no time seizing her opportunity running for freedom heading for the stairs wracking straight into Andres arms her iPhone lashes in Andres’s shoulder. She smiles for the first time since her ordeal in the hand of the lunatic. 

Meanwhile North still wearing his hospital grow with an open back that he’d abscond in piss himself as he grabs the 15kg cast iron dumbbells from it rack arms himself with. Andres’s now at the top of the stair watching North insane behaviours as he takes control of the situation rising his hand in to the air with Terry behind him. Terry’s front the courage filming it all on her iPhone as Andres fingers dance from left to right signalling to North, that spell doesn’t even dream about it. North stubbornness gets the better of him thinking that tarts used to eat in his hand he may be able to overpower the chief of Andalusian police. He flicks the 15kg dumbbell over his hand to fly it toward Andres. Andres stand his ground shouted, “Put it down if you value your balls.” 

North persisted with piss dripping down his legs refused to lower the object with gunmen's surrounding him waiting for their chief order to open fire. Andres nodded his team moved closer in North direction with their guns pointing at him. Andres ordered him to put down the weapon for the second time. North shakes his head ‘NO.’

Andres is furious, causing his blood pressure to rinse his face bright red his lips twitching. One of his team an eighteen-year-old Spanish gunman with a spirited attitude glance at his boss. Andres’s wink. Like a cheetah the young man leapt forward with his gun pointing at North balls. In a flash he suffers a dizzy spell lets go of the dumbbell that land on his foot North wail like a wild animal in agony as he drops to his knees cover in piss his ass exposed no further force was needed. 

Andres stepped forward to read him his right stating. “Es loco hombre, want were you hoping to achieve by all that madness. You have cause tremendous sexual and psychological distress to an innocent young woman forcing her to perform despicable sex act for you own gain. Attempting to wreak Dr Rock and his beautiful wife business hoping he’ll play into your hand and hand his wife over to you so you could abuse her.” 

“You’ve place further strain on already a fragile Spanish economy in effort to recapture Magic gym your punishment for this crime plus what you’ve already facing is life behind bars. I’ll personally make sure that no other human being suffers from your wrack’s behaviours ever again. First, I want you to apologies to this young woman.” Referring to Terry. “For the distress you have inflicted on her.” 

Which North say “I’m so sorry it was nothing personal it’s Maria flaunts every time I close my eyes all I can see is her breasts teasing me what did anyone expect me to do. If anyone must be blame, it’s Rock for refusing me my wishes to fuck his whore.”

Andres took his revenge, wracking North across the face with his fist. North head follows his neck drop backward landing on one of the rowing machines. Terry, who was standing next to Andres, seizes the moment kicking North in the balls for all the traumatic he’d inflicted on her. He screams wildly while all the gunmen watch with delight.

Andres informed North as he attempted to protect his face from further thrashing that he may not be aware, but his once golf companies Dr Rock and his beautiful wife are parents to three healthy glorious triples. His own wife Mrs North has been sent down for ten long years without any chance of parole. It was like rubbing salt into a newly inflicted wound. North passed out unconscious and had to be carried into the awaiting van heading for the high court of Andalusia. He’s facing a combination of serious crimes. 

After a court appears on the same day it lasted thirty minutes. The judge already holding diagnosis report received from psychiatrist and psychologist assessment. According to the professional guidelines and their clinical judgment regarding Phil North symptoms they confirmed that he is suffering from an acute mental health disorder describe in the psychiatrist manual as sexual delusion. Now no one could disagree with such a diagnostic after the way he’d behaved.
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