

    
        
          Alpha Daddies

        

        
        
          Katy Kaylee

        

        
          Published by Katy Kaylee, 2021.

        

    



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      ALPHA DADDIES

    

    
      First edition. July 7, 2021.

      Copyright © 2021 Katy Kaylee.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 979-8201769932

    

    
    
      Written by Katy Kaylee.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
	    
	      Also by Katy Kaylee

	    

      
	    
          
	      Forbidden Love

          
        
          
	          Best Friend's Lil Sis

          
        
          
	          Just Another Chance

          
        
          
	          Misunderstood

          
        
          
	          Misbehaved

          
        
          
	          Just Faking It

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Raven Brothers

          
        
          
	          We Shouldn't

          
        
          
	          Give Me Another Chance

          
        
          
	          Just One Night

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Second Chances

          
        
          
	          Feel My Love

          
        
          
	          Come With Me

          
        
          
	          Love You Forever

          
        
          
	          Make You Mine

          
        
      

      
	    
          
	      Standalone

          
        
          
	          Marriage of Convenience

          
        
          
	          Alpha Daddies

          
        
      

      
    
    



	[image: image]

	 
	[image: image]





[image: image]


About the Book
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Three sinfully hot and delightfully alpha baby daddies? 

Yes please. 

A three-book box set of standalone, forbidden, older man younger woman romances with a dreamy happily ever after and all the steam to melt your kindle. 

Book One: Accidental Dad

Doctor Winters... would you like to be a daddy... my baby daddy? 

It would just take one little accident, right?

I... I want a baby, 

No, no... I don’t want IVF, 

I want it the ‘old fashioned way’. 

I want it .... with you, doctor. 

Book Two: Forbidden Dad

He’s hot. 

Hard muscle, toned abs and the strongest, most irresistible arms...

But he’s 42 years old. 

As if that age gap wasn’t enough... 

He’s also my best friend’s dad!

I know... She’s going to kill me if she finds out. 

But do I care? 

Not really. 

Her dad will always be my first love...

Book Three: Ex-Boyfriend’s Dad

What do you do when you are seeking an escape via a dating site and the man you meet...

Well, he’s your ex boyfriend’s dad! 

In my defense, I did not know it. 

I just fell for his... charm...and... his toned abs, and s$xy eyes, and strong arms...

I could go on and on. 

Everything’s working out well until my ex shows up...again. 

Author’s Note: All books in this box set are standalone romances and can be read in any order. If you are looking for a hot May December romance that features a superbly protective alpha man and a very seductive bbw, you are at the right place. Just download this box set, pour yourself a tall glass of wine, a hot cup of coffee or whatever you prefer, and get ready for the perfect romance series this holiday season. Enjoy! 



Accidental Dad
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Description
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Doctor Winters... would you like to be a daddy... my baby daddy? 

It would just take one little accident, right?

I... I want a baby, 

No, no... I don’t want IVF, 

I want it the ‘old fashioned way’. 

I want it .... with you, doctor. 

When Doctor Ted Winters takes me to a sperm bank, 

I am supposed to be evaluating the qualities I want in a donor. 

But, all I am thinking about is, 

How about Doctor Winters as the... omg...  

We all deserve a second chance in life, right? 

Well, I know it’s not going to happen, 

I know what I did back then was unpardonable, 

And yet, I am dreaming about our future.  

Dreaming about him rubbing my swollen pregnancy feet, 

Dreaming about him running out at midnight to satisfy my weird food cravings, 

Dreaming about him feeling my belly when the baby kicks.

A high-school sweetheart, now my fertility doctor, and in the future... 

Well, who knows... 

Judge me all you want, 

Call me the queen of scandals, if you will! 
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Prologue: Veronica
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I shifted nervously as I sat in the waiting room, trying not to look like a guilty person in a police lineup - even if that was how I felt.

I was about to cross a major line - one that I couldn’t go back from once I did it. I was crossing the Rubicon. I had hope that things would go the way that I wanted them to but there was just as big of a chance that it all blew up in my face.

After all, it was bad enough to have the hots for your doctor, but even worse when that doctor was also your ex-boyfriend.

Ted and I had dated in high school. He had been a little punk, literally. He’d really been struggling at the time, and now that I was older and had the benefit of hindsight I could really see that. He had been into raves, all that dark clothing, the crazy hair styles, the whole deal, and it wasn’t that I’d ever thought there was anything wrong with that. As a teenager I’d thought it was hot.

But now I could look back and see that there’d been a deeper reason behind it other than the one my parents had decided, which was namely that he wasn’t going anywhere and that he just wanted to rebel for the sake of it and thought it all made him look different, cool, unique.

I was thirty now, though, and I’d been seventeen at the time. So there was a real jump in maturity in the meantime.

Anyhow we had dated and I had been desperately in love with him in that all-consuming high school kind of way. I had planned to go to college nearby so that we could still date, since Ted hadn’t known what he wanted to do with his life and I hadn’t minded staying in Charleston, near my family.

But then I’d been encouraged, shall we say, to break up with him.

On prom night.

The words I’d said still echoed in my ears to this day, a constant reminder of my cowardice. I’m sorry, Ted, but I need someone who will take things seriously. This has been fun, but I want to be with someone who is going to make something of himself. Not someone who’s as good as dropped out. I deserve better.

Talk about a slap in the face.

And talk about my words coming back to bite me in the ass. Ted had definitely made something of himself. I was currently sitting in the waiting room of the Winters’ Fertility Clinic, run by Dr. Ted Winters himself, and rated the best in the state. Clients were on his list for months before they could get in to see him. So yeah, that didn’t exactly go how I’d thought in high school.

My own life hadn’t gone how I’d thought in high school, either. I had married right out of college, married someone who was going to ‘make something of himself’, and look at how that had turned out. 

Years of a miserable marriage, years of being abused and manipulated, and now a divorce with no idea what to do with my life, having to start all over.

I should’ve gotten that damn divorce years ago. But oh no, everyone always said it’s not like he hits you. As if physical abuse was the only way that someone could be abusive. As if he hadn’t spent years making me think I was crazy, or belittling me, yelling at me for the slightest mistakes, insulting me, ogling other women and telling me how easily he could find a replacement for me. As if I hadn’t spent years losing my self-esteem, my self-respect, feeling isolated and alone.

At least I’d finally gotten the good sense to divorce him and could stand on my own two feet. And now I was ready to get my life back on track and go after something I had always wanted, something Chad - that was my ex-husband - had always kept from me:

A baby.

Nobody thought it was a good idea for the recently divorced wife of the governor’s son to have a baby on her own. But I honestly didn’t give a rat’s ass what other people thought, not anymore. 

I had spent my whole life being told what to do by my parents, and by society, and by my husband. How to act, how to talk, how to dress, all of it. Was it any wonder I had fallen into an abusive relationship for so long, when my family and society had already prepared me to not know who I was, to rely upon others to tell me my personality?

I was going after the life I truly deserved. And I had always wanted to be a mother.

I knew it was a bit old fashioned, to tell people I just wanted to be a mom. But it was true. Of course I had other passions. I didn’t want my life to be only about being a parent. But I wanted to refocus my life and I didn’t want to wait any longer for this dream. I’d hoped to be a mother before now, but here I was, thirty years old, and time was running out.

So I’d figured, I would have a baby, and let that child be my strength and my inspiration. My reason for getting up and figuring out the rest of my life. And I couldn’t wait to love that child with everything in me. I couldn’t wait to hold them in my arms, and give them all that I had deserved to be given by my parents: a sense of self-worth and independence. 

I wanted my child to know that they would be loved by me no matter what they chose in life or who they were.

Unlike how my parents had been for me.

The door opened and the nurse smiled at me. She was Ted’s usual nurse, an older, matronly woman with round apple cheeks and a pleasant smile. “Ms. DeMarcus?”

I had reverted to my maiden name the moment I’d gotten the divorce finalized. “Yes, that’s me.”

“Right this way please.”

The nurse led me into the patient consulting room. Not the examination room but the one with the desk, which made sense given when I’d made the appointment I’d made it clear that nothing was wrong with how I was feeling physically.

“Dr. Winters will be right in with you,” the nurse promised me. I thanked her, and then tried to settle my nerves as I was left alone.

I had sworn after the divorce that I was done with relationships. I wanted to focus on my career and on my baby. Romance clearly hadn’t worked out for me and if the universe was so damn determined for me to have another relationship then the universe could just plop that person right in front of me like a bolt of lightning, but until that happened - I had other priorities to sort out. Priorities that I had too long neglected in favor of trying to be the perfect wife to my husband.

Then...then entered Ted.

Ted had been cute in high school, but he had grown into a drop-dead gorgeous man, which nobody (including myself) had expected. He was tall and broad-shouldered with dark blond hair and a bright, wide smile. Only the eyes had stayed the same - he’d always had the brightest blue eyes I’d ever seen, eyes that sucked you right in and mesmerized you.

When I’d first seen him I’d felt such a rush of arousal that I’d had trouble breathing.

I wanted him so badly I didn’t even know what to do with myself. And while I’d told myself time and again that I didn’t care what anyone else thought of me, not anymore... Ted was the exception to that.

The door opened and Ted entered, closing the door behind him and giving me a friendly smile. “Hey.”

“Hey.” I hoped my smile in return wasn’t too nervous. I wanted to be confident. Sexy. Seductive.

Ted held up my chart, a small furrow appearing in his brow. “Why did you need to see me so urgently?” he asked, walking over to his desk and setting the chart down. “We haven’t even started the serious phase of the fertilization process.”

“I know.” I got up and walked around his desk, summoning all of my courage. “I’m not here about fertility.”

I leaned back against his desk, running my finger slowly down his tie. I could see Ted’s eyes widening and I smiled in triumph.

“What - Roni what are you doing?” he whispered, his voice hoarse.

I tugged a little on his tie and then sat properly on his desk. “You still want me,” I said, sounding bolder than I felt. “I can tell.”

“I’m...I’m your doctor, it would be unethical.”

“That’s not a denial that you want me.” I slid my hands up my thighs, pushing my skirt up to expose my legs, and the red lace panties I had put on just for this.

Ted’s eyes were glued to the sight, and I couldn’t keep my grin off my face. I was right. He did want me, just as much as I wanted him.

I trailed my fingers up and down my legs. “I touch myself thinking about you,” I whispered. “Every night.” I rubbed my fingers between my legs, against my clit through the fabric, the lace creating a delicious, slightly-rough sensation.

Ted was breathing harshly, but not moving away.

I took a chance, grabbing his tie and yanking him in so that he was standing right between my legs. I wrapped my arms around his neck and nosed at his jaw, almost but not quite kissing him. “I’m so wet for you,” I admitted. “All the time.”

Ted groaned, his hands dropping down to my waist. “We...this isn’t a good idea...we shouldn’t...”

I cut him off with a proper kiss.

Ted tightened his grip on my waist, pulling me in so that I was pressed up against him. I shivered. I could feel how hard he was for me, how thick he was, and I wanted him inside of me so badly, wanted every inch of that thick, throbbing cock stretching me and filling me up until I was shaking with it. 

I kissed him with everything in me, ferocious, holding nothing back, and Ted gave just as good as he got. We’d learned how to kiss from each other in high school, figuring out what felt good, what didn’t, gently criticizing each other’s technique and getting better - until it was so good I melted.

All these years later, and he still kissed the same way. All consuming, using his whole body, taking no prisoners.

Ted groaned and I could feel the last of his restraint breaking as we kissed, as he felt my body pressed against his, my arms entwined around him. Without warning he pushed me back, breaking the kiss, and put his hand on my stomach, keeping me pinned down against the desk.

I gasped as he shoved my thighs open, yanking my panties down and tossing them to the side, right before he buried his face between my thighs and began to lick into me.

I gasped in pleasure and spread my legs wider as he swirled his tongue around my clit, letting the whirlwind of pleasure consume me.
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Chapter One: Ted
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Two months before I finally gave into my desire for Veronica, I was behind in my appointments.

That happened occasionally. I had a long waiting list of people wanting my services and so I tried to get through as many patients as I reasonably could every day. I didn’t want people to have to wait any longer than they had to if they wanted to be parents.

But that also meant that sometimes... I overbooked myself. Patients took longer, wanted to talk more, than I had planned, and so I then had to be careful not to speed through my other appointments as a result. I wanted to make sure that all of my patients got the time and attention that they deserved from me. I hadn’t become the best damn fertility doctor in the state by lacking consideration for my patients.

I hurried out of my last appointment and just followed where Bridget, my head nurse, pointed for my next patient. I didn’t even have time to look at the roster beforehand and get an idea of what this person needed and why they had come to me for help.

“Thanks,” I told Bridget, who just rolled her eyes at me fondly. She was in some ways like the mother I’d never had - although I tried not to think of her too much like that. Professionalism and all. But it was hard when I’d never had a mother and Bridget kept looking after me. She even made lunch for me a few times because I’d been, quote, ‘working myself to death’.

Bridget handed me the patient’s chart. “Just go be your charming self,” she told me.

I ignored that little tease and went down the hall. I was a good looking guy, if I could toot my own horn for a second, and apparently that was something my patients liked, even the ones who were happily married. I guess it just gave them something to look forward to while they were busy getting their bodies messed with. Going through the fertility process could be nerve wracking, and so I think the fun of having a cute doctor, helped patients to distract themselves from any fears or doubts they might have.

I walked into the room, already speaking my usual spiel. “Good afternoon, ma’am, I...”

The patient looked up at me from contemplating some of the pictures on the wall, and I froze.

Veronica DeMarcus.

Holy shit.

I hadn’t seen Veronica since high school, when she’d dumped me the night of the prom over a phone call. It had been so thoughtless, so callous, so out of character for her that at first I hadn’t been able to believe it. But then she’d ignored all my calls, all attempts to speak with her. She’d treated me like I wasn’t even there.

And I’d had to come to terms with the fact that the woman I’d been in love with had just decided to drop me like I was nothing. Like all our afternoons helping each other with our homework, trading secrets, going on long walks, daydreaming about a better future for ourselves... had all meant nothing.

Veronica stared at me, horror and shame in her eyes, and I realized that she had no idea that I was supposed to be her doctor, just as I had - until this moment - had no idea she was my patient.

Then I realized I was still staring at her like an idiot.

I stepped further into the client room, closing the door behind me. “Ro...Veronica.”

She’d always hated when I called her Roni in front of others. Oh, sure, that nickname was fine when we were alone, but in front of anyone else she had to be Miss Veronica. Debutante, from blue blood old money, always put together, not a hair out of place.

Of course I’d loved getting her all riled up, getting her hair messy when I’d had her spread out beneath me, moaning my name, her sweet pussy dripping wet for me. We’d been each other’s first, exploring each other’s bodies together and figuring out what we liked and what we didn’t. Just two teenagers stupidly in love and learning how it all worked.

Or at least, I’d been in love.

I’d enjoyed getting her to scrunch up her nose at me in annoyance right before she blushed, which she’d done every time I would poke at that perfect princess façade she had going on. My friends had all thought I was insane for dating her.

She’s so stuck up, they would always say. She’s a snob. Just a rich bitch. And those were some of the tamer insults. I had never stopped defending her. Veronica had been kind and sweet to me, not like most of the other spoiled brats I’d had to deal with at my high school. I had insisted that she was different and had told the guys to lay off.

By the end, though, I hadn’t known - still didn’t know - which Veronica was the real one. 

Was the girl who held my hand like she’d never let go the real Veronica? Or was the callous girl who’d broken up with me by phone on prom night the real Veronica?

I had no clue. Especially not after a decade of separation. Who knew how she could have changed, could have become a better or worse person in the intervening years?

Unable to think of anything to say, I glanced down at her chart in my hands. Looked like she wanted to have a kid. Obviously, why else would she be at a fertility clinic? But she wasn’t married. 

Interesting.

Of course, some women wanted to have a baby and they weren’t married but had a partner of some kind. Or they were serving as a surrogate for someone else. But I also had entirely single moms who wanted a kid and didn’t want to wait around for Mr. Right to have one. Good for them, I always said. 

Why wait on a perfect person who might or might not show up in order to have a baby? Why wait on that joy?

Looked like Veronica was one of those women. I couldn’t help but admire that a bit. Her family was old-fashioned and that meant husband first, then a baby. Raising the kid on her own had to be shocking her snobbish parents half to death. I almost chuckled out loud at the vision.

“Looks like you’re here for the initial examination and options assessment,” I said aloud. “I take it my head nurse went over the basic consultation with you?”

I’d had to have Bridget take on some basic consultations just to make sure I didn’t overwork myself. And she had a good manner with the patients, she really got them to relax.

Veronica nodded, and I realized that if she was here for that... I would have to examine her.

Fuck.

The idea of examining my ex-girlfriend probably should have made me feel awkward, maybe even uncomfortable, but instead... instead it made me excited. Made my cock twitch in interest.

I’d had other women since Veronica, of course. I hadn’t been celibate for ten years. But I hadn’t had any serious relationships. I hadn’t wanted any - my career, my work, came first. And no woman that I’d been with had gotten me as hard or turned me on more than Veronica had. I’d thought, hey, maybe it was just nostalgia, but now, seeing her in person...

She was mouthwatering.

I had so many memories of the way she looked naked, how she smelled when I had her whimpering for me, how she tasted when I got my tongue on her clit, how she felt wrapped around me, clinging to me - it was like an assault from my senses.

Shit, shit, shit. 

This was a big red flag. Not just for my heart, but for my profession. My patients trusted me to be objective and to treat them with respect in all areas.

Men who worked in OB/GYN could be - well, they could be assholes, frankly. I’d heard so many goddamn horror stories in my time. Once I’d even punched a fellow doctor for the way he was talking about his patient. Doctors ogled their patients, looked at their breasts, gossiped about their bodies with other doctors, it was disgusting. There were some guys where they never actually said it out loud but you could just fucking tell that they’d gotten into this profession to leer at their patients like the misogynistic creeps they were.

I wasn’t in it for that. I wanted my patients to feel safe and respected, to feel like they could trust me, especially with something so intimate and emotional. 

And I liked to think that I had succeeded it removing any personal thoughts or subjective feelings from the equation. I could be objective with my patients. I wasn’t turned on by them and I didn’t want to be.

But with Veronica...

If this was how I felt just from the first moment, then I wasn’t sure I’d be able to stay objective with her.

I took a few deep breaths to steady myself. “I have to say I’m... I’m surprised to see you. It’s been, what, over ten years? It’s good to see you though.”

Veronica looked surprised that I was being so friendly. “I...I’m sorry, I had no idea that Dr. Winters meant Ted Winters. I wouldn’t have...imposed on you, I mean, if I’d known.” She paused. “I... I never would’ve pegged you for a doctor,” she admitted, almost shyly.

I shrugged. “People change.”

That wasn’t the full truth, of course, but there was no way I could tell her that I’d become a doctor because she’d dumped me.

Veronica had told me that I wasn’t serious about anything, that I wasn’t going to make anything of myself, and she needed to be with someone who would. Honestly, it had all sounded exactly the way that her parents would talk - and Veronica had always derided how her parents spoke, at least in private to me. I guess she’d been more like them than I’d thought.

It had been a betrayal, a stab to the heart that I hadn’t expected and never wanted to repeat. But there had been one good thing, or sort of good thing, that had come out of it and that had been a real desire to prove myself. 

To prove to the world that I wasn’t a fuck up, a good-for-nothing.

All of my high school career I had told myself that all I needed was Veronica. Once she had been gone, what had been left? I wasn’t going to despair and I wasn’t going to just give up. And I sure as hell wasn’t going to become a deadbeat drunk like my father. So I had decided to become one of the most respected professions out there: a doctor.

To my surprise, I had found I really enjoyed anatomy and biology and all the rest. And a doctor helped people. The insurance system was a total bitch but I did what I could to work around that and make sure all of my patients got what they needed.

Maybe, ironically, I should thank Veronica now for the way that she’d dumped me. It had lit a fire under my ass like nothing else and had set me on the very successful and lucrative - and fulfilling - career that I currently had. 

I doubted I’d be here today if it wasn’t for her hurtful words.

But that felt a little too much like stirring the pot, so instead I said, “I know this might be awkward for you, so if you’d like to find another doctor I completely understand. I could recommend someone.”

Veronica went silent, biting her lip in that way she used to always do when she was deep in thought. I wanted to bite her lip instead, get her to gasp, and then slide my tongue inside...

Dammit, Ted, for the love of God, focus.

“I appreciate the offer, but I’m okay.” Veronica looked at me and put a small smile on her face. “Your clinic was recommended to me by several friends, and I’d prefer not to have to find another clinic and go through the waiting process all over again. I want to have a baby sooner rather than later, you know?”

I did know. All of my patients felt the same way. Humans were impatient creatures by nature, I sure as hell understood that. And when a person wanted a kid, why wait?

“And, I mean...” Veronica gave a short laugh. “You’ve already seen everything, you know, so hopefully this will be less awkward.”

I laughed, startled. I wouldn’t have expected such a practical reaction from her. Veronica had been... well she’d been very concerned about her appearance and how people perceived her. I would have thought that she would be frantic over gossip or rumors, or what people would say if they found out.

But instead she was being rather laidback about the whole thing - and the one thing Veronica had never been before was laidback.

I supposed that ten years really could change a person.

It made me curious - curious in a way that I hadn’t planned on being when I first clapped eyes on her. If Veronica was the same person that she’d been when we were in high school, I wouldn’t have cared anymore about her, as sexy as she still was to me. That thick, rich dark hair and those hazel eyes were just as entrancing now as they’d been when she was seventeen—more so, actually, because now she had finished growing, her body fully developed, her face filled out. Before, she’d been a girl, but now she was a woman.

Just sexual chemistry wasn’t enough, though. And you would be surprised how many people didn’t change from high school and instead stayed the same. But Veronica seemed different. And now I was wondering all over again which version of her was the real one.

And I was determined to find out.
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Chapter Two: Veronica
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Oh God. I didn’t know whether to be embarrassed or just outright leave - honestly, leaving would’ve been the better choice. I had broken Ted’s heart back in the day and I’d known it. I’d known it back then, and I knew it now. Twelve years was a long time, sure, but was it really enough to forgive someone who’d hurt you and never apologized?

But despite what common sense was telling me... something was making me stay. Maybe it was how Ted was putting me at ease, smiling at me and acting like there were no hard feelings whatsoever. He hadn’t even mentioned how I’d dumped him so carelessly.

Of course, Ted had always been good at making me feel comfortable. Everyone else had just taken one look at his prickly demeanor and his dramatic clothes and decided that he wasn’t worth it but I’d seen past that. Ted had been a scared and hurt person so he’d been careful about letting people get in close. But he’d also been warmhearted and thoughtful. 

You wouldn’t have expected that, given the kind of bastard he had for an example growing up, but Ted had found a way to learn gentleness.

He had been gentler than me, in the end.

Instead of feeling more awkward, I found myself relaxing as Ted began to make conversation with me, easing me in with small talk. Maybe it was his soothing, rich voice, a voice that had deepened and rounded out since I’d last known him, changing from the voice of a boy to a man. Or maybe it was his relaxed shoulders and easy smile. Or maybe it was a combination of all the little things about him.

“What have you been up to this past decade?” he asked.

I couldn’t answer that. I couldn’t even begin. Instead I responded with, “You’ve clearly been up to a lot. Like medical school. And getting a normal haircut. It’s not green anymore.”

Ted laughed. “Yeah, well, my professors at med school just didn’t seem to take me seriously with the mohawk and the piercings. Or the green hair. It sucks that people will still judge by appearances but in the end, it’s less work every morning. You remember how much hair gel I had to use.”

“Yeah, twice as much as I did! I suppose the whole... look helps with your clients too.”

“It does. People tend to get intimidated easily in this situation and I don’t blame them.” Ted put my chart down. “Speaking of, we should get started on the exam.” He washed his hands and put on gloves. “Just lie back, and let me know if you feel uncomfortable at any point, okay?”

I nodded and did as I was told.

As the examination began I felt tense, unable to keep myself relaxed. I would’ve been a bit tense no matter who the doctor was. I hadn’t had anyone besides myself touching me since I had divorced Chad. And the memories I did have weren’t pleasant. Chad had never assaulted me but I hadn’t been attracted to him in years. I’d had sex with him because it was expected, because I didn’t want to bother fighting over it.

I’d almost been grateful when he’d started cheating on me, so much that he no longer had time to fuck me.

As if he could sense my awkwardness, Ted kept up a steady stream of talk. I asked about the clinic and about med school and he seemed happy to trot out some amusing anecdotes, ones that I was sure he’d told to other clients to help them feel more at ease as well. But they were genuinely funny, and I found myself chuckling. Little by little I relaxed, and we were able to get through the exam just fine.

Except for the little bit of me that kind of liked having his hands on me again. 

Okay, more than kind of. 

He wasn’t doing anything that was arousing, far from it, and he was wearing those plastic gloves - but still.

I tried not to think about it, just holding my breath, so to speak, until the examination ended.

“That should cover everything,” he said, taking off his gloves and throwing them in the trash. “I’ll step out and you can get dressed, and one of my nurses will show you to my office when you’re ready.” He gave me another warm smile and I felt myself melting a little.

“Sure thing,” I said, nodding, waiting until he left the room to collapse onto the examination table.

Holy shit. Holy shit.

How was any of that even real? It felt like a dream - the craziest dream I’d ever had!

Only if this was a dream, I had a feeling that I would be getting fucked on the examination table right now instead of just examined professionally.

I got dressed quickly, not wanting to waste any time. I found myself, of all things, examining my outfit and wondering if it looked good - if I looked good - as if that mattered after he’d seen me in the paper hospital gown, or as if I had the power to change my outfit if I found it subpar.

My outfit choice this morning had been about just being practical: a pair of ballet flats, a professional pencil skirt and a blouse. I had recently started to wear things like jeans after being told my whole life I had to look feminine and constantly wear dresses and skirts, and I did like my more laidback look that I was slowly adopting, but I still felt the most comfortable in more feminine outfits. It felt like armor. Like I was ready to face the world.

At least now I could wear the darker colors that I preferred, like this black skirt, instead of wearing nothing but pastels all the time.

I checked my hair in the mirror, running my fingers through it, and smoothed out my skirt. The whole time I chastised myself for caring so much, but at the same time... I couldn’t seem to stop myself.

When I was ready, the nurse - a different one from before - showed me into the office where the actual consulting happened and we would talk about my options. I looked around as the door closed behind me, surprised at the furnishings. They were tasteful, but also had pops of color that were a departure from every leather-and-dark-wood furnished doctor’s office I’d ever been to. Funny little ‘inspirational quotes’ were on the shelves and there was a photo of a kitten hanging on the wall.

“I’ve found that Muffins helps patients to feel at ease,” Ted told me with a sly grin.

I laughed. “Muffins?”

“See, he’s put you at ease already.” Ted winked and my stomach flipped, the same way it always had whenever he’d wink at me during bio class.

The Ted that I’d known would never have been so playful. I liked it.

I sat down in the chair across from this desk, and Ted tapped my file. “So, you’re in the prime of your health, and you seem to be all good to go, so nothing’s wrong on your end as far as I can tell. That’s a good thing - but I have to admit, it makes me wonder why you’re here.”

“What do you mean?”

“Well... most women who come to me have a problem, either with their own bodies or with their partners, and they’ve been trying for a while to get pregnant without success. A lot of the time I try to encourage people to adopt, since there are a lot of kids out there who already exist that need love, but people really want a child of their own, and I understand that. But they’re here because they need help getting pregnant. But you...” Ted gestured at my file again. “You check out. I don’t really see why you’re here with me when you could just as easily get pregnant the old-fashioned way.”

I could feel my face heating up and I tried not to let my embarrassment show too much. “I’m afraid that’s out of the question.”

“Ah.” Ted didn’t ask any further questions, but I could see curiosity sparking in his eyes.

I didn’t want to go into all the messy details. It was just... too much for me. Even after it was all said and done, talking about that hurt - poking at it - it was still too raw. 

Instead I just said, “I’m no longer in a relationship and I don’t want to get involved in another one any time soon. But I don’t want to wait for a child, so I’m going to have this baby on my own.”

Ted nodded. “I’ve had women come in who feel the same way. I think it’s admirable. You shouldn’t have to wait on someone else to achieve a dream of yours. If that’s what you’ve determined, then we have a few options.”

He opened a drawer in his desk and pulled out some papers. “This is some literature to help you get started and a list of websites and books with more information if you want it, including some online forums where you can talk to other women about their experiences.” He handed all the papers to me.

“There’s intrauterine insemination with a sperm donor,” he went on, “and that’s usually the safest and easiest option, since you’re still young and you don’t seem to have any health issues. We have in vitro fertilization, which is the one you’ll most commonly have heard of, and that would also be with donor sperm - all of this would be with donor sperm, of course, and we have a database for that unless there’s someone you know personally who would be willing to donate.”

“No, there isn’t anyone.” I had assumed I would choose from a bank. I didn’t care if the donor was a rocket scientist or if he was handsome, I just wanted to find someone who had qualities that made them seem like a kind and thoughtful person. I had been surrounded all of my life with selfish and thoughtless, controlling, manipulative people. I just wanted my child to have the best chance to be someone kind.

“Okay.” Ted nodded. “So there’s two options. I would also recommend freezing your eggs and embryos for later use to preserve your fertility. Another option you have, if you don’t want to carry the pregnancy yourself, is to do IVF surrogacy.”

I shook my head. “I’d like to go through this myself, if I’m able to.”

“Read up on it anyway, just in case the other treatments don’t work out for some reason and we have to get you a surrogate.”

That made sense. Best to be prepared and all that. I didn’t want to choose a surrogate because how could I possibly raise a child if I wasn’t willing to carry them for nine months? If I didn’t want to be pregnant than I should adopt a child who already existed and already needed love.

But if I wanted a child of my own, I felt that I should be able to go through the pregnancy for them, if at all possible.

I nodded at Ted. “Thank you, I’ll read up on all of it.”

“No problem.” He smiled at me. “We’re going to get you the child you want, Veronica, no worries.”

I found myself disappointed that he wasn’t calling me Roni.

Ted sat back in his chair. “If you schedule your next appointment on your way out with my receptionist, we can get this ball rolling.”

...wait, the appointment was over already?

I found myself oddly disappointed. It felt like it had only just started. I forced a smile onto my face. “Right, of course, yes.”

I got up and nodded at Ted, who to my surprise got up as well and got the door for me, kindly ushering me out without making me feel like he was rushing me. I knew he must have a lot of appointments that day and he couldn’t be too happy about seeing me again for the first time since I’d dumped him but... he was never anything less than a gentleman.

That was something that we cared about a lot in the south: being a proper gentleman - or lady, as the case might be. I had found, to my frustration, that for a lot of people that meant just keeping up the ‘right’ appearances without actually having any consideration for anyone. It was all about how you looked to the world, for so many people, including Chad and my parents.

But Ted was a real southern gentleman. He spoke to me as an equal, but made little things convenient for me like opening doors, and he never made me feel like my time was anything less than valuable to him.

He had always been a thoughtful person, but now he was even more so, and I felt my cheeks heating up again as I said goodbye and walked down the hall.

I stopped by the receptionist’s desk to make my appointment, and found as I glanced around the room that I wasn’t the only one who was affected by Ted’s good looks and charm.

Before when I’d been in the waiting room, I had rolled my eyes at all the women gossiping about the ‘handsome Dr. Winters’. How handsome could he possibly be? And weren’t many of the women here married or at least in a relationship?

But now, as the receptionist helped me pick out my next appointment, I found myself struck with an emotion I’d never had before: envy and jealousy, mingled.

I had never been envious of someone else’s partner or romantic prospect. I had been envious at times in that, as my marriage had fallen apart, I had wished for a good marriage like what others had. But I never looked at another woman’s man and went, oh I wish I had him instead.

Now, though, I found myself envious of all these women. They could lust after Ted all that they wanted - because they actually had a chance with him. The single ones did, anyway. 

I had broken his heart, and done it in possibly the worst way I could have, and he would never want me, not again, not after that.

I had also never really been jealous before. Envy was wanting what someone else had, and jealousy was fearing that someone would take what you had from you. When I had been with Ted in high school, nobody else had wanted to date him. I had been the only one who’d seen past the clothes and the hairstyle to the good person underneath.

And then with Chad—well, if another woman wanted him, they were welcome to him. I had hated his cheating. It had been humiliating. But I had hated it because it was another way that he had made me feel useless and small and pathetic. Not because I actually was in love with him and wanted him for myself.

Now, though - I found an odd surge of jealousy and envy in me with these women. It was disconcerting. I hadn’t been with Ted in years, I had no right to feel this way.

And yet...

I headed out into the parking lot, feeling sad that I hadn’t gotten more time with Ted to chat and catch up. I enjoyed our time more than I’d thought I would when I first laid eyes on him and realized who my doctor was. Especially given that we hadn’t talked since I’d dumped him.

Was it just because I was feeling lonely and wanted a familiar, comforting face?

Or was it that I had really missed him, all this time. 
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Chapter Three: Ted
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I was swamped with appointments the rest of the day, as usual, but I was distracted the whole time and had to work hard to focus. All that I wanted to do was think about what had happened with Veronica, but I couldn’t even get five minutes to relax until the clinic closed for the day.

At last I was able to close things down, say goodbye to my staff, and head home, where I immediately poured myself a damn good glass of scotch.

My house was something I’d been waiting for, scrimping and saving for, for years. My first order of business when I got out of med school and into my residency was, of course, paying off my student loans. Those had been insane.

Once I’d dealt with my loans, I had started working on my clinic, and opening that up, and making it a success. 

It was only in the last year that I’d been able to buy this house and build it up into what I wanted, but the wait had been worth it. 

I was living in one of Charleston’s best neighborhoods, South of Broad. I’d picked an older home to fix up and had installed a lot of modern amenities that still preserved the historic nature of the home, including heated floors in the bathrooms and kitchen.

Every single detail of the house had been something I had thought about, and something I’d specifically picked. It was personal to me. It was a true home. Someday, I hoped to have a wife and children here. A dog or two as well, to take advantage of the big backyard and have a companion on my morning runs. I was too busy for that right now, but... a man could dream, right?

I nursed my scotch as I settled into my favorite leather armchair in the living area. The house was a little big for just one person, and nights like tonight reminded me of that.

Veronica. 

She was back in my life.

I would be lying if I said that I had never entertained a little revenge fantasy about meeting her. We’d be at some swanky party, or perhaps at an upscale, exclusive restaurant, and we’d bump into each other. Or, even better, it would be at a high school reunion. In front of all of our classmates, Veronica would get to see that I was rich and successful, and far more than she or anyone else had thought I could be. She would be stuck in a sad sham of a marriage, and I would have the world at my feet, and she’d basically beg me to forgive her.

But for all the little fantasies I’d indulged in as I’d done my undergrad... well, I’d never really expected to ever see her again. I had long given up those fantasies, anyway. And when I had wondered about running into her, it had never been like this. Never as my patient.

And I hadn’t expected to fall so easily back into our old dynamic. I’d chatted with her as I’d done the examination, telling stories, and Veronica had laughed and listened to me with bright eyes, just like she’d always used to. I felt comfortable with her immediately, which was saying a lot, seeing how she broke my heart the first time around and I had been giving her a rather intimate examination.

But then, I had always been comfortable around Veronica. Even from the beginning. Right up until the day she broke up with me.

I still couldn’t quite believe that she had done that, and in a way, I was grateful to her for it. It didn’t excuse the way that she’d behaved, but, well, without her dumping me I never would’ve gotten the push that I needed to prove myself.

Now I had a life that I enjoyed, a career that made me happy - a very lucrative career, thanks - and a whole world open to me that I never would’ve expected when I was eighteen.

Not to mention... I couldn’t be mad at her when she seemed to have grown so much. The Veronica that I knew would’ve been dressed to the nines, and she would’ve run out the door the second she saw who I was, even if I was the best person around for her needs. She would never have opened herself up to even the possibility of a whiff of gossip about her and her former flame, no matter what.

But instead she was calm about the whole thing. She had her hair down, and had been wearing a simple skirt and blouse, none of the tight, pastel, elaborately done-up outfits that she’d done in high school or that her ‘set’ in society usually wore. She had chatted with me easily and seemed perfectly fine with my being her doctor, not at all worried about whatever sordid details it might stir up.

Maybe it was a sign that Veronica had finally become the person that I had known she could be. Her whole demeanor had seemed different. Part of it might just be age - after all, she was no longer just a teenager but a grown woman and a beautiful one at that. But it wasn’t just her looks. 

No, it was more than that.

I had always known that she could be more than she let herself be. That Veronica could march to the beat of her own drum if she chose. She was a vibrant and intelligent person, determined, educated, and yet she’d always stuffed all of that down to be the plastic doll debutante that everyone - especially her parents - had expected her to be. 

My whole time with her had been a back and forth between the person that I saw when she let her hair down, the person she was with me, and the person that she was making herself be around everyone else.

But the person she’d been when it was just the two of us had been so addicting, so wonderful, I had been willing to put up with the rest.

Like the night we met...the very first time I saw her. I was hooked.

Of course, we’d both been wild that night. It was the night of a crazy house party that one of our classmates, John Waxman, had put on because his parents were out of town. I don’t know if it was John or someone else who’d scored the booze but soon everyone was buzzing and the party was in full swing. Poor guy was getting his whole house trashed, and he was acting surprised about it, like this didn’t happen every single time that someone had a house party when their parents were gone.

We had all been drunk and stupid, and I could remember it as if it was yesterday - walking into the kitchen and seen Veronica there, eating chips. I’d been surprised to see her at a house party like this. Miss Veronica DeMarcus wouldn’t just go to a regular old crazy house party, would she?

I’d thought she was so stuck up at the time, even though I’d also been wildly attracted to her. I had a thing for brunettes, sue me. We’d never even exchanged a word until that night, but when I walked in, our eyes met and I somehow found the courage to walk over to her. I’d expected her to just ignore me or to tell me to get lost, but instead she’d flirted with me.

More than that, actually - she’d been funny and self-deprecating. She’d cracked a joke about her being here right from the start. I’d laughed and told her that at least she was self-aware. She’d told me that she was here for a damn good time, and because she wanted to piss off her parents, and I’d told her I had a bunch of ways to help her with both of those things. Veronica had laughed and pressed herself up against me and asked me in the sexiest voice ever to show her.

Jesus Christ. 

I’d never in my life been more attracted to someone. 

If we’d been older and I’d actually known what the hell I was doing, I would’ve fucked her right there and then, dragged her into the nearest closet or bathroom and damn anyone who overheard us.

I could still remember exactly what she’d been wearing, this short flouncy pale blue skirt that had barely covered her thighs, and this tight blue blouse in a slightly paler shade than the skirt, with a pair of heels and her hair all done up high on her head, baring her neck.

By the time the night was over, I’d left at least two hickeys on that gorgeous neck of hers.

We had chatted for a while in the kitchen, our hands roaming all over each other. I distinctly remembered squeezing and slapping her ass a couple of times. The little aroused squeak she’d given each time had turned me on like nothing else. We’d basically been slowly rubbing off on each other, right there at the counter in front of everybody.

Eventually I’d had the brilliant idea to sneak off somewhere quiet, and we’d ended up tiptoeing into the master bedroom. The idea of making out on the bed had amused us to no end. Poor John was going to have to do the sheets tomorrow and everything to try and clean up from this disaster. Yeah, we were teens, we hadn’t exactly been the most thoughtful of people.

We’d made out for at least two hours on that bed, with Veronica underneath me, my hips rocking subtly into hers. I’d wished even then that I had the courage to ask for more, to at least let us grind against each other until we came, but I’d been terrified of crossing a line and going too far. Instead I’d just gotten myself off later in the shower, and I had never come so hard or so fast before.

That night had been all I’d needed to fall in love with her. We’d talked and kissed and talked and kissed for hours. I’d been hooked and I’d had to see her again, and to my surprise, Veronica had responded. Welcomed it.

I’d thought that she would want to brush it off as just a drunken mistake, or even try to claim that I was making the whole thing up and it had been another girl, not her, that I’d made out with. Plenty of people did things while drunk at those parties that they wished they could forget the next day.

But instead she’d been glad, and she’d said yes when I’d asked her out, and she’d been the sweetest and best thing that had ever happened to me. When my home life was shit - which was a lot - I had gone to spend time with her. I’d thrown rocks at her window like those ‘80s romance film clichés.

It had been perfect.

But while it was okay for me to fall in love with her in one night when we were teens, it sure as fuck wasn’t okay now. I downed my glass of scotch and set the empty glass down. I had these feelings of affection and desire for her that I hadn’t planned on. 

I’d thought that I would be over her, if I ever met her again. That I wouldn’t feel anything. But I was wrong.

How could I be her doctor if I couldn’t be objective? I’d have to tell her. I’d have to let her know that she should see another doctor.

But...

If she saw another doctor, how could I ever see her again?

It was selfish and possibly wrong of me, but... I couldn’t quite bring myself to tell her. I knew that I should but.

I wanted to see her again.
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A few days after my appointment and unexpected reunion with Ted, I had my usual Friday lunch with my best friend, Layla. We’d run in the same social circles for years, and she was one of the few people who had approved of my divorcing Chad instead of just telling me that I was crazy and giving up my entire life and throwing away a good thing, Mom.

Anyway.

We hit up our usual place, where the servers knew our order and we were greeted like old friends. It was one of the few places in this entire city where I felt safe anymore after the divorce, because no matter where I went it felt like people would gossip about me. But the entire staff at this place, from the managers on down, knew me and were so kind to me. It made me feel at home more than my new, bare-bones apartment did, and certainly more than my place with Chad ever had.

Layla gave me a shrewd look as I sat down across from her. “You seem a little distracted today. Everything okay?”

“What? Oh, no, everything’s fine.” I smiled at her and took a deep breath. “I’ve... I’ve done it. I’ve decided to have a baby.”

Layla’s face broke into a huge grin. “Oh my God! Good for you!”

“If it isn’t my favorite sisters,” our server Katie joked as she walked up with some iced sweet tea. “I’ve put your order in, should be out real shortly.”

Katie and the rest of the waitstaff here knew that Layla and I weren’t related—or at least they knew that now. Layla had honey brown hair a bit lighter than mine, and similar dark eyes, and so the staff had thought we were sisters for months.

I didn’t see it, personally. Layla was statuesque and stunning, and while I wasn’t hurting in the looks department - if I did say so myself - I wasn’t all tall and big breasted the way that Layla was.

“A baby, though, that’s crazy!” Layla said. “In a good way, I mean, wow!”

“Well, I’ve always wanted to be a mother, you know, and Chad kept me from so many dreams for so long... and the longer I wait the harder it’ll be the get pregnant, so I wanted to get on it. I want to be a mom.”

“I think that’s real brave of you, sweetheart,” Layla told me. “Honestly. But I thought Chad wanted kids too, why didn’t you have one while you were still with him? That way he could be paying you some hefty child support right now.”

“I couldn’t bring my children up in that kind of environment,” I said firmly. “My high school boyfriend grew up with an abusive father and I saw what it did to him, and I know what Chad’s behavior did to me. I wasn’t going to take a single chance that the kids wouldn’t have the best environment growing up. I want my child to have nothing but love and respect.”

“That’s fair. Chad’s a narcissist who only cares about himself, honey, you did the right thing to wait.”

“I stayed in that marriage too long, is what I did.” Years of secretly being on birth control so that I wouldn’t have a kid with that man, years of being miserable... I should’ve gotten out so much sooner. How many years of my life had been wasted now, how many opportunities had I missed, because of this?

“But you had the courage to get out,” Layla said, looking me straight in the eye. “And that’s what matters. You knew it would disappoint your parents and you knew Chad wouldn’t make it easy and for some people, that would’ve stopped them. But you said hell to all of that and I, for one, think it makes you amazing.”

“Stop, you’re being too kind.” I sighed. “Chad dragged things out for a whole goddamn year, fought me over every nickel and dime, that’s why I’m only able to start the fertility process now. But I came out ahead. I have enough alimony to live comfortably, and I just closed on the little cottage I was telling you about.”

I could finally move out of my stupid apartment and into this lovely little cottage that I’d had my eye on. I had bought it with my half of the proceeds from selling the house I had lived in with Chad. The cottage was quaint, at least according to my parents, and had only enough room for myself and the baby, but I knew I could make it work. And it was something all of my own, that I had bought with my own money - not something my husband or parents had bought for me.

“I figure, if I’m thrifty with the alimony, I won’t have to work at all the first several years, and I can just stay home all day with the baby until my child’s old enough to go to school. Then I can go out and get something - and I don’t care if it’s a waitressing job or a receptionist or anything, Layla, I really don’t. I just care that it’s mine.”

Layla nodded, smiling at me. “I think that’s really admirable, Veronica, honestly. But you said you’re going to a...you’ve started fertility treatments?”

“Well, not yet, but I’m going to. I went to the Winters’ clinic.”

“He’s the best around or so I hear.”

“Yes.” I took a deep breath. Here went nothing. “He’s also my ex-boyfriend from high school.”

Layla nearly dropped her iced tea glass. “He’s...he’s what!?”

“I had no idea until I went in and saw him!” I admitted. “I dealt with everything through his receptionist, and then I was sitting there, just in my paper gown thing, and in he walks! And he’s gorgeous and successful and...oh it was so embarrassing, I felt so bad. And he was so kind about it too, and he didn’t have to be.”

“Are you going to get another doctor?” Layla asked in a hushed voice, her eyes wide. “I could never handle anything like that, if my ex walked in I’d have just plum fainted right there.”

Layla was a very sweet woman, and also shy. I wouldn’t have been surprised if she really would have fainted in my situation.

I shook my head. “He’s the best around, and I want the best. Besides, I don’t want to waste more time trying to find another doctor and end up on another long wait list. I don’t have any fertility issues that I know of, and he said that I seemed to be all good to go, so it’ll be a short and sweet process. I won’t ever have to see him again once this is all finished - he’s a fertility doctor, so once I’m pregnant, I’ll switch over to an OB/GYN who will actually handle the pregnancy.”

As I said this, I could feel an odd sort of lump settling in my stomach. If I dared to name it, I would have said that it was disappointment. I didn’t... exactly want to walk away from Ted. Of course it was the smart thing to do. I had hurt him, and I didn’t think despite all of his forgiveness that he would let go of that so easily. And yet...

I shoved those thoughts away. I’d sworn off relationships and I’d meant it. I wasn’t going to let a messy affair with my former high school boyfriend, who was also my fertility doctor, end up getting in the way of where I wanted my focus to be: on my child. 

I wanted to be a mother and nothing was going to get in the way of that.

Besides, just because Ted seemed to have forgiven me for how I’d broken up with him didn’t mean he wanted to actually be involved with me in any way. And a handsome, successful man like him? He must have a girlfriend, surely.

...right?
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It was two weeks after our first... awkward reunion, I guess you could say, that I saw Veronica’s name on the roster sheet when I came into work and checked my appointments.

My heart immediately began to beat faster. It was just like when we were together and I would remember that it was Friday: date night.

We never really had fancy dates. We were kids, for one thing. I didn’t have the money for it, for another. I’m sure Veronica’s other potential suitors, the sons of wealthy people just like herself, would’ve taken her out to all sorts of places. But Veronica had never cared about that. She’d just wanted to spend time, just the two of us, away from everyone else.

I’d cherished those date nights. During the week at school I’d had to deal with my friends thinking she was stuck up and berating me for dating her. I’d had to deal with homework and classes, which was stressful because I’d had no clue what to do with my life. I hadn’t seen Veronica as much because of our class schedules, and when I did I’d had to deal with her friends thinking I was trash and wondering why she was dating me.

Yeah, it was all a blast.

But it had been worth it for her, and for the times when I was alone with her. And Friday nights had been the perfect time. We would drive to the movies where a friend of mine worked and he’d help us sneak in for free. We’d go out to the woods and find a good spot to look at the stars, or head to the beach. Everything else had fallen away - my family bullshit, worries about school, all of that - when I’d been with her. I hadn’t cared what else I’d had to deal with.

For these past two weeks I’d been plagued with memories just like these. Even now, just knowing she was coming in later, I was distracted getting ready for my work day. I couldn’t afford that. I had to take care of my patients and I couldn’t do that when I was thinking about my high school girlfriend and the way she would squeak when I hoisted her up onto the hood of my car and spread her thighs.

Bridget noticed that I wasn’t up to snuff but she didn’t say anything, just kept helping me with my patients as I struggled to keep my focus on them and not think about Veronica. She seemed to have changed since we’d last spoken - since she’d dumped me, rather - but had she changed to the point where we could no longer get along? Where we no longer enjoyed each other’s company?

She was gorgeous - beyond gorgeous. I had, to my shame, jacked myself off to thoughts of her three times by now in the shower, biting down on my groans as if I was back in college and sharing a dorm room with people, as if someone could overhear me.

But was she still the girl who could make me laugh, the girl that I could spend hours talking to?

And why was I even wondering about this!? 

Get it together, man, for fuck’s sake. 

I wasn’t supposed to be thinking about this. Thinking about this - wondering if we were still compatible, daydreaming about the past - it was as if we were going to start dating again and that wasn’t - that wouldn’t - couldn’t, happen.

I considered, not for the first time, referring her to another doctor. I had some excellent colleagues and if I talked to them, I could get Veronica in with them so she wouldn’t have to be put back on a waiting list. It would solve everything.

But I hadn’t quite been able to bring myself to do it yet.

After muddling through the day, somehow, I got to Veronica’s appointment. I waited for her in my office, feeling oddly nervous.

I was a successful doctor, I’d had countless dates since she’d broken up with me, and here I was nervous like this was our first date all over again.

Veronica entered, and my heart stopped for a second.

She was just as gorgeous as she’d been the other day. Veronica was wearing a pale, slightly see-through blouse with a lacy bralette underneath and a flowing skirt that matched the bralette rather than the blouse. Her hair was done up in a messy braid, but she wasn’t wearing really any makeup, just enough to help her to look professional and fresh-faced.

It was such a contrast to how she’d dressed in high school, but in a good way. I preferred this look, actually.

“Hi,” she said, sounding almost shy as she sat down across from me. It took everything for me to look her in the eye instead of staring at her breasts. I wanted to rip that blouse off and get those beautiful mounds in my mouth, tug on her nipples with my teeth and make her whimper and squirm.

“Hey how’ve you been feeling?” I asked instead. Down, boy. 

“Have you had a chance to look over the literature I sent?”

“You make it sound like you gave me Jane Eyre,” Veronica laughed. “Yes, I looked it all over, visited the websites you mentioned, too. I think that the intrauterine insemination process with donor sperm is the best option for me, but that means I’ll need to find a donor.”

“Yes - you can use a sperm bank or you can ask someone that you know if they would be willing to donate. A lot of women have someone in their lives that they ask, because they know that person’s personality and so they feel they have a better idea of what their baby will be like. Some women do advertise in papers or online, or will ask someone they only sort of know. I know one woman who asked her barista.”

“What!?” Veronica burst out into laughter. “Are you serious? I could never do that, I’d die of embarrassment.”

“Well hey, you know, there’s always that handsome guy in your life that you’re always running into...”

“Can you imagine?” Veronica adopted a more formal voice. “Hi, I know we’ve never spoken before, but would you be able to help me have a baby? Don’t worry, you won’t have to ever see me naked, just put it into a cup here!”

I laughed. “Or, hey I know you get my coffee order every morning, so I think you’d be super comfortable giving me sperm for a baby, right?”

“How do you even put in an advertisement like that?” Veronica cleared her throat and waved her hand in the air as if she was creating blocks of text. “Wanted: six foot four career man with dark hair, no glasses, no hereditary diseases, and a good sense of humor to be a sperm donor. Must not be scared of spiders, must like comedies, can’t be allergic to strawberries.” She laughed again. “I mean, the list of what you want must be so long and specific!”

“Women like to be able to screen the applicants themselves, and unlike a donor bank, doing it yourself means you can tailor the process to what you want specifically and you can ask different questions that are relevant to you that a donor bank’s information might not have on file.”

“I suppose,” Veronica replied. “I could just never do that, can you imagine what kind of weirdos you would get? Or prank calls?”

“Oh trust me, I’ve heard some crazy stories,” I told her. “You can always pick a friend, though.”

“A friend where you know all their good qualities but also all their annoying ones.” Veronica mimed writing in a notebook. “Cons: never paid me back for that one lunch, can’t hold his liquor, once tried to open the door for me and ended up smacking me in the face with it...”

I snorted. “Yeah, and then any time you had an argument with them in the future they could just say, but I donated sperm for you and they’d win the argument.”

“Oh my God, exactly!” Veronica laughed. “On a more serious note, though, I don’t think I have any friends that I could feel comfortable asking. I just... worry that I would see my friend in my child, and while that’s great if the person you’re making a baby with is a romantic partner, it becomes a bit weird, I think, when it’s your friend. And what if the friend feels weird about it afterwards? I wouldn’t want to risk anything becoming awkward for my child because of that. I don’t want them to demand anything of their father, or their father to feel any obligation. To be in their life but not at the same time...” She shook her head. “No, it’s not for me.”

“Then I would recommend a sperm bank,” I told her. “They have excellent references and profiles that you can look through, including pictures. You’re guaranteed a healthy donor, no diseases or anything.”

Veronica shifted in her seat. “I... I know this is going to sound ridiculous but I’m not sure I’m... up to the task of going to a sperm bank. I just...” She shrugged helplessly.

“It can be a little jarring at first,” I replied. “You’re far from my first patient to feel nervous about this. I could...”

I shouldn’t do this. I knew that I shouldn’t do this. But I couldn’t stop myself. I wanted to help her, I wanted her to feel safe, and I wanted to spend more time with her.

Dammit, I was so screwed already, and not in the good way.

Veronica raised her eyebrows, her eyes a bit wide, expectant. And, dare I say, hopeful?

“...I could go with you,” I finished. “Help you feel more comfortable, give you someone to bounce ideas off of, that kind of thing.”

This was just going the extra mile, that was all.

Veronica smiled at me in relief, her shoulders slumping and her whole body relaxing. “Would you? Really? You don’t have to, Ted, really.”

“No, no, really it’s no problem. I want to make sure that all of my patients have the best experience possible. We’ll say it’s for old times’ sake, if you like.”

Veronica gave another laugh, this one smaller and... dare I say fond? I was probably just projecting onto her what I wanted to see, what I was hoping that I would see - that she’d been thinking of me as well, that this wasn’t one-sided.

“I’m free this Friday afternoon,” I told her. “I can set up an appointment with a reputable bank. I’ve sent a lot of patients there, they have quality merchandise.”

Veronica chuckled. “I’ll clear my schedule, but I’m not sure if I’m ready to make a withdrawal.”

“If only there was a way to sample the supplies.”

“Right?” she laughed.

Her laughter died down and we looked at one another for a moment, and I felt an odd awkwardness fall. Not awkwardness like we didn’t know what to do with each other but... was I imagining it? Or was there tension between us?

I knew what I wanted to do. I wanted to walk around my desk and grab her and kiss the living daylights out of her. I wanted to slide my hands all over her body and relearn her curves, find all the ways that her body had changed over the last decade and all the ways that it had stayed the same.

It felt like a herculean effort, but I reined myself in. “I’ll see you on Friday then. I’ll let you know exactly where and when.”

“Of course. Thank you so much.” Veronica stood up. I did as well, and forced myself to stick just with shaking her hand. I couldn’t tell if I was imagining the flash of disappointment across her face or not.

After she left, I just about collapsed. How the hell did I let myself get into this situation? I shouldn’t be getting more involved. I should be sending her to another doctor. If I did, then I could sleep with her all I wanted, no worries about unprofessionalism.

Ugh, really!? Really. Here the poor woman was, trying to start a family and focusing on that, and I wanted to complicate her life by finding the best way to sleep with her? No. I shouldn’t get more involved at all, either by giving her to another doctor so that I could fuck her—I mean what kind of asshole thought that way?

And yet, here I was, accompanying her to a sperm bank. I shouldn’t be getting more involved, and yet...

I couldn’t seem to help it.
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Chapter Six: Veronica
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I wasn’t sure what to expect from the sperm bank visit. Maybe I should have, but I felt so out of my depth. I had done all kinds of reading up on what to expect from the pregnancy, and the first year, and so on. There’d been a few scares when I’d been with Chad and so I had done lots of research to prepare for being a mother. And, well, I wanted to be a mother, so it was fun to read up and imagine what I would do when it was my turn to raise a child.

But the actual... process of getting pregnant? I had no clue what I was doing here. I could have just found a one night stand to hook up with. I could have found a friend or another person to be a donor and gone into the bank with them. But instead I was at the mercy of my fertility doctor and his assistance.

Thank goodness that doctor was Ted. He made me feel so at ease, went along with my crappy, nerve-fueled jokes about finding a donor. He’d even offered to join me at the sperm bank and I was so glad for that. I needed someone with me on this, and not just a supportive friend. As much as I knew Layla would be helpful for a morale boost, she wasn’t an expert on this like Ted was. This was literally his career. Who knew how many people he’d helped get a child?

The idea of Ted going to sperm banks to help other women made me flare up with jealousy once again. I tried to stamp that down. It wasn’t my right to feel jealous. Ted was just my doctor. That was all.

It was foolish to think about more.

My stomach was all in knots by the time that I got up to the sperm bank, so it was a relief to find that Ted was already there, waiting out front. He looked so relaxed, lounging against the wall. He was dressed more casually than at his office, which was understandable. He was wearing dark, form-fitting jeans and a button-up shirt, but now the shirt had the sleeves rolled up and the top few buttons undone and his hair was just finger combed, making it look soft and inviting. I wanted to run my fingers through it, get a handful and tug on it as he swirled his tongue over my clit.

God, just seeing him made me warm all over, like I was standing next to a large fire. It was simultaneously comforting and inflaming. I could feel shivers crawling up my spine, heat pooling between my legs. 

It would just be so easy to rip his shirt open and get my tongue on that...teasing little bit of his throat, his clavicle, and then work my way down his chest until I could take his cock hot and heavy in my mouth.

He’d taught me how to give a blowjob, just as I’d taught him how to eat me out, the two of us exploring each other’s bodies with only the barest idea what we were supposed to do - just trying to follow what felt good.

I could remember how he had given me instructions, his hand in my hair, gasping as I sucked him down again and again until he was shaking and desperately groaning, beyond words. How much sexier would it be now, with us both grown up and Ted with his air of command, of control, his relaxed ease with which he owned a room? His hand would be in my hair again but this time his instructions wouldn’t be gasped, they’d be murmured.

Just like that, that’s a good girl. Mmm, tongue the slit the way I like, yeah, just like that. Always so obedient for me, aren’t you? 

Such a little minx but I can get you to behave. Suck me down all the way, that’s it baby. Gotta get me nice and hard so I can fuck you...

I shook myself out of my thoughts as I felt my underwear getting wet. I shouldn’t be thinking about him this way, and I knew it, but it was so hard when he was so goddamn sexy. I hadn’t been with anyone besides him and Chad and Chad had... left a lot to be desired in the realm of sex.

But Ted - we’d only been teenagers but he’d had me begging and screaming with ecstasy as I’d come again and again. How much better would he be now as an adult with even more experience under his belt?

No, Veronica. Bad girl. I shoved those thoughts away. I wasn’t ready for a relationship and I might never be, not after Chad, and not with my child on the way. I wasn’t going to pursue this with my doctor of all people...when I couldn’t think of being in a proper relationship. That would be thoughtless, selfish.

I needed to push my attraction to the side. I was an adult, for crying out loud, surely I could do that. I needed to focus on the entire reason that I was doing this: making a baby.

Just not, you know, the old-fashioned way.

“Hey!” Ted grinned at me as I walked up. I could see his gaze flicking over my form, and I had to fight down a blush. So I had spent an hour on my wardrobe this morning to pick just the right summer dress. So what?

“How’re you feeling?” he asked, offering me his arm.

I took it, unable to stop my blush this time when faced with his southern charm. “A little nervous but determined.”

“Good. Nerves are completely normal, trust me, if you didn’t have nerves I would be worried.” Ted winked at me and then got the door for me, leading me in.

The inside of the bank was pleasant, with a nice lobby and reception area. It reminded me of any other doctor’s office, which was a relief.

Ted signed us in and spoke quietly to the receptionist while I looked around at the pictures of smiling people holding babies that hung from the walls - past customers, I supposed. The receptionist got up and left, and then a moment later an older, dark-skinned woman entered with her gray hair in a messy bun and thick horn-rimmed glances.

“Melody.” Ted hugged her hello, and then turned and gestured for me to come over. “Dr. Johnson, this is Miss DeMarcus. Veronica, this is Dr. Johnson, she’s the head of this clinic.”

“Ted told me that you were a little unsure so I thought I would give you a tour,” Dr. Johnson tells me. “Help set you at ease about the entire process.”

“I really appreciate it,” I told her, even as I had to fight down a bit of a laugh.

It wasn’t anyone’s fault, but Dr. Johnson looked almost exactly like my Algebra teacher in high school. I couldn’t remember if Ted had the same teacher or not, but I sure hoped he did, otherwise he wasn’t going to understand why I was stifling giggles.

“Right this way, then,” Dr. Johnson said, and began to lead us through the clinic.

As soon as her back was turned, I leaned in to Ted. “She looks like Mrs. Haversham, doesn’t she?” I whispered.

Ted made a choking noise, his eyes going a bit wide. “She does, doesn’t she?”

“Maybe they’re related.”

“I don’t think so, Mrs. Haversham was a harpy. She hated me.”

“Aww, she loved me.” I batted my eyelashes at him innocently.

Ted had to cough to cover up his laugh.

“Now, a lot of clinics will just take anyone,” Dr. Johnson said. “But we have a very selective screening process. People will try and pad their resumes, so to speak, in order to become a donor, especially at a clinic like ours because we pay so well. But we run extensive background checks to ensure that everything our donors tell us about their education and employment history is accurate.”

I nodded, putting on my best I’m a good student face. Ted rolled his eyes at me and mouthed teacher’s pet. I winked at him.

“So,” I asked, trying to show that I was paying attention, “how do you find your donors? You don’t just rely on people googling for sperm banks in the area to donate to, do you?”

“We actually do recruit from universities nearby,” Dr. Johnson confirmed. “The maximum age that a donor can be is 39, so we set ours at 38, and men in university are in the prime of their health and their lives. We can also more easily check out their credentials if they’re at university—it’s easy to look up and see if they really are on the football team or the Dean’s List.”

“Fascinating,” I said.

Ted leaned into me once Dr. Johnson wasn’t looking - she was showing us a room where they conducted interviews with the potential donors. “They also recruit from the local Renaissance Faire volunteers for people who want their kid to be a pirate or a Shakespeare enthusiast. You have no idea how popular those people are.”

I almost choked on my own spit struggling to hold in my laugh. I hadn’t... forgotten, exactly, how much fun Ted could be, but I was now remembering why I had forbidden us from sitting next to each other in public events etc. All right, part of it had been that I had been a snob who hadn’t wanted to be too obvious about hanging out with him all the time, and I was ashamed of that. But the other part of it was that he’d just kept making me laugh all through and I hadn’t been able to keep it together.

“All of our donors have to go through a three to six months screening process to make sure that they meet our basic requirements. They have to be able to provide genetic and medical information on themselves and their family members - siblings, parents, grandparents - and submit to a physical examination here at our clinic from one of our doctors.”

“They’re also questioned on which Hogwarts house they belong to,” I added in a whisper. “All Hufflepuffs are immediately banned from donation.”

Ted quickly turned his laugh into a cough, and I grinned triumphantly. I had always been able to make him laugh, back in the day, and it appeared I still had that magic touch.

“Only one percent of all the donors who apply make it through our selective screening process,” Dr. Johnson went on, apparently oblivious. “So you can’t really go wrong with whatever donor you choose to go with. But if you’re feeling overwhelmed, we do have a consultation where you provide us with a list of characteristics that you want in a donor, not just the physical, although if there’s a particular celebrity you have in mind you’re welcome to send a picture of them, and we look through our donors to find someone who would best match that.

“Or, if you’re struggling between a few different donors, we can look at your list and pick one for you that we think would be best. We want this to be a fun and easy process for you and not something that stresses you out. Oh!” Dr. Johnson paused. “And this is our therapy room, we have our psychiatric evaluations here for the donors.”

“They try to weed out the serial killers,” Ted whispered. “If you’ve killed more than two people you’re disqualified.”

I nearly choked laughing.

Dr. Johnson turned back to give us a suspicious look. Ted and I gave her equally innocent stares, although Ted’s nearly sent me into another fit of giggles. “You seem prepared to help clients with multiple children,” I noted, struggling to think of something to say that would show I’d been listening and definitely hadn’t been goofing off.

“It’s important, we feel, that our clients choose more than just what they’ll need for the one child. Having extra sperm stored means that if the process doesn’t take and you’ve used up all of your sperm, you have more that you can work with, or if later down the line you’d like a sibling for your child, you can give them the same father.”

“Completely understandable,” Ted said, sounding every inch the serious doctor. Then he whispered to me, “Y’know in case the first one doesn’t work out and they don’t get the concert violinist they were hoping for.”

I cleared my throat to hide my chuckle. “And how private are the identities of the donors kept?” I asked. This was a serious question that I had actually prepared.

“We do have open donations.” Dr. Johnson paused. “Some children want to know who their biological parent is, and want to exchange an email or have a phone interview, something like that. Some donors pick the anonymous option, which means that you can try and contact them, but they’re under no obligation to respond. We reach out for you as a mediation service.

“If, however, they choose an open donation, this means that they have agreed ahead of time to one instance of personal contact - whether that’s in person or over a video chat, or some other way. They can agree to more but they’re only obligated to do the once.”

“I don’t think I’ll care either way,” I admitted. “They might have donated the DNA but they’re not raising the child, I am. If my child grows up and is curious then they can do whatever searching they want, I won’t hide anything from them, but I don’t see... why it would matter, really. I’ll be raising them, loving them, and that’s what really matters at the end of the day, isn’t it?”

It was a serious moment in an otherwise lighthearted time with Ted. He didn’t say anything, just nodded shortly, but I knew what he was thinking about: his mother, who ran off and abandoned him, leaving Ted to be raised with his abusive, alcoholic father.

That woman might have given birth to him, but she wasn’t his mother.

I wanted to reach out and squeeze Ted’s hand, like I used to when we were dating, but I wasn’t sure now if I could. Offering comfort was something a friend would do, I didn’t have to be a romantic partner for that, but... would he even want it, just platonically?

It was all so confusing, what we were to each other now. And my wild attraction to him certainly didn’t help.

“And that is completely understandable,” Dr. Johnson said. This seemed to be an answer that she heard a lot here, or at least enough that it didn’t faze her. She gestured to another door. “Here we are! This is the room where you’ll be able to look at all of our donor archives. There’s a water cooler but if you need anything please don’t hesitate to ring the bell. We have several patient rooms with copies of our donor profiles so you can stay as long as you’d like, no rush at all.”

I thanked her, and then stepped inside, realizing with a hot shiver down my spine that now, I’d be alone with Ted. And not alone just in one of his patient rooms, or in his office. But alone out of his office, out of his clinic, in a room where nobody would disturb us for hours.

That thought really should not have been as tempting to me as it was, shouldn’t have made me think all the naughty thoughts that I did, but... I couldn’t help it. I could so easily see myself climbing into his lap and wrapping my arms around him. I wondered if he still kissed the same way, softly at first, then putting his entire body into it - if he still tugged on my bottom lip as he pulled away.

Stop it, I told myself sternly.

But that didn’t stop the thoughts from coming.

It didn’t stop my desire.
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Chapter Seven: Ted


[image: image]




I could barely keep a straight face as I thanked Melody for the tour. The poor woman had been donating her time to us and we’d been acting like teenagers.

If she noticed anything, of course, she was polite enough not to say it as she shook hands with us and left us in the parent room so we could go through the archives. Using the word ‘archives’ made it sound like some kind of massive library when really it was just a reception room that had comfortable couches and several photo albums filled with the profiles of the various anonymous donors.

“You can take all the time you need,” Melody promised Veronica. “Just look through the binders and you can mark a few that you like so that you can think about them. You can’t take pictures of the profiles but you’re free to make notes. Once you make your selection we can set the process in motion.”

Veronica smiled and politely thanked her, and Dr. Johnson nodded at me, exiting.

Once the door closed behind us I started laughing properly, and Veronica did the same. “Oh my God, that felt like high school all over again,” she laughed.

“Hey, you weren’t the one getting us into trouble in high school.”

“True, true, maybe I picked up a few things from you,” she teased.

It had been forever since I’d been that silly. I had always been causing trouble in class growing up, and it seemed Veronica had brought out that more fun and childish side of me, in a good way, though. Veronica had always been so serious, always telling me to cut it out and stop goofing off. Now she was letting herself let her hair down, so to speak. It was delightful.

It definitely didn’t help with my plan to stop thinking about kissing her. Or doing other things to her.

Veronica sat down on the couch and grabbed a binder, starting to flip through. I walked over, peering over her shoulder as she began to take a look.

There weren’t any pictures of the donors, but there was a physical description listed for each of them. Height, weight, eye color, hair color, that kind of thing. There was a list of physical activities they took like football, rock climbing, hiking, and areas where they excelled academically. Their college careers and medical history... their entire lives, distilled down to a few quick words and descriptors, clinical lists, without that personal touch that I’d want if I was the person making this decision.

Then again, if it were me, I wouldn’t be going with a donor. I’d want to do things the old-fashioned way. I do want to do things the old-fashioned way, when I eventually have a kid.

I admit that I’ve had some hang ups about being a father, after the horrible example mine showed. My mom split when I was only a toddler. I didn’t remember anything about her. I used to think that she was forced to leave, that she was a good person and that someday she would come back for me. And maybe she was, and maybe she did, if she’d lived long enough to get clean.

My mom had been a heroin addict. My dad didn’t help, with his alcoholism and his abuse. No wonder she turned to drugs to handle the shitty situation she was in. I wasn’t sure if she had left just because she needed to get away from my dad, but couldn’t handle a kid on her own, or if she left in order to get herself into a better situation to get clean and then come back for me. I liked to pretend that it was the latter. I wanted to give her the benefit of the doubt, especially since I couldn’t understand how any parent could abandon their child. The sad truth was, though, that I would never know for sure.

But my dad - he sure made an impression. A fucking awful one. He had a temper and a fist that swung wide and hard. 

I had wondered for ages how I could possibly be a good father when I had that dipshit for an example while I was growing up. How could I possibly be better than him? What if I fell into bad habits, knowing nothing else, and ended up hurting my kids?

I wouldn’t be responsible for the pain of another human being like that. Kids were innocent, to be protected, and I refused to continue the cycle of abuse and pain.

While I was in college, though, a close friend of mine had recommended me to one of the on-campus therapists. David, my friend, had to practically drag me there. I’d dug my heels in the whole way, stubborn as a mule to the last. But once I’d gotten in there and I’d come to trust the therapist, I had opened up about a lot, and she’d really helped me come to terms with my parents and my past.

It was thanks to her that I felt be a parent someday. Thanks to her that I felt like it was okay for me to want kids, and to look forward to having them.

Now, I did want kids, and I was excited for that day. I couldn’t wait to take them to the park, to read to them my favorite books, and to introduce them to classic movies, and play board games with them, or go on vacations and day trips to the local islands just off the coast.

But I couldn’t ever do that without a partner. I didn’t judge Veronica for doing it, in fact I felt it was very brave of her, but I personally couldn’t do that. I wanted to share my life with someone, and I wanted her to be the mother of my children.

Veronica flipped to another page, her brow furrowed in the same way it would get in history class when she was focusing on a difficult test. And hey, no decision like this should be anything like taking a test in school.

“Places like these really take all the fun out of reproduction, huh?” I teased, sitting down next to her. I pointed at the page in front of her. “And give you a real high expectation of people. How could anyone compete with that?”

The guy she was looking at had gone to Yale and was a financial planner. Excellent genetics. He played squash, tennis, and golf and liked to go hiking in the Smoky Mountains in his spare time. He volunteered at the local youth center and started a charity for at-risk teens, and donated a hefty amount every year to the school district specifically for art classes.

In other words, he sounded perfect.

“I doubt that guy’s ever taken a sick day in his life,” I commented. “But the real question is, does he hog the blankets and snore a lot? Does he hate Mexican food?”

Veronica laughed. She’d always had a weakness for enchiladas. “If only it said stuff like that on there.”

“It’s the little things that really add up.”

“If I’m dating the guy, maybe, but...”

“Well whatever would annoy you about him just might come up in your kid and then that’ll annoy you, too. But don’t worry.” I nudged her playfully. “You’re in good hands with Prince Charming here.”

“You heard Dr. Johnson. They only accept one percent of applications.”

“Exactly. They’re all Prince Charmings. God only knows what a guy has to really be like to get in here... let’s see, look, another Ivy League, speaks ten languages, does sculpting in his spare time... and this guy wins baking competitions when he’s not training guide dogs for the blind and that’s just his weekend job, Monday to Friday he’s an award-winning journalist. Ooh his one is a historian who got his masters at Stanford.”

“I think you could fit in with these guys here,” Veronica said thoughtfully, with a smile.

I felt like I was staring at the moon - elusive, beautiful - and felt myself warming in my chest and radiating outwards, like she’d lit some kind of spark in me.

“You should consider making a donation,” she added, chuckling.

“I don’t know about that. It’s not like I need the money and it looks like they have plenty of guys here who are great already.”

Veronica flipped through a few more pages before letting out a groan. “I just... of course they’re all great, it’s not that none of them are, but... how can I possibly choose? It’s like... decision paralysis.”

She slammed the binder shut and shoved it away from herself, making a grimace that I recognized from when we were doing homework together - she had a headache coming on.

“I’ll have to go home and make a list of qualifications before I can possibly decide,” Veronica announced. “Really think about what I want and then try to match that with the men on here. Maybe I’ll take Dr. Johnson up on that offer to do one of those... pairing things where they help me to pick someone.”

“Hey, I get that.” I rubbed at her back without even thinking about it, something I used to do when she was stressed. It had always helped her to calm down and relax. “It’s hard to focus on one biscuit when there’s a whole buffet in front of you.”

Veronica chuckled. “Yes, that’s exactly it.”

“Well, nobody said that you had to decide today. But you’ve been here, you’ve seen the process and you understand how it all works, and you can come back with another appointment once you have a better handle on what you want.”

Veronica nodded, standing up. “You’re right,” she said, sounding relieved, like I’d given her the answer to a math question that she’d been struggling with. “Of course, you’re absolutely right.” She smiled at me, warm and grateful, and my knees went a little weak. “Thank you for coming and being here with me. I know it might seem silly...”

“Hey, no, it’s not silly at all. This is a difficult process and it can be intimidating. Don’t apologize. I was happy to be here for you.”

I offered her my arm and escorted her out of the building. Veronica fit so nicely on my arm - so nicely against my side - and I couldn’t help but feel that we made a rather attractive couple as well. It felt like we fit together, two puzzle pieces realigning, and I didn’t want to let her go, literally or figuratively.

We’d had so much fun together this afternoon. I knew that for all of her joking around, Veronica was nervous. Her indecision and frustration with the process of picking a donor had shown that. And the fact that she’d wanted me there at all... even if I’d wanted to offer, most women wouldn’t want their doctor or anyone else to accompany them when they picked a donor. Perhaps their mother, or a very close friend, for a second opinion if they were unsure or needed to choose between two donors.

But picking a donor was a hugely personal process. Veronica had no reason to want me of all people there with her, no matter what I had once been to her in high school. I took it as a good sign for our relationship that she had been glad of my presence, but I also saw it as a sign of how nervous she was, how much she needed a steadying partner.

I didn’t want the day to end. We’d had fun in spite of her nerves and I wanted to keep things going, to take her somewhere she could be even more relaxed, see how much more we could connect without the clinic and her nerves in the way.

It was a risk, but faint heart never won fair lady, and I thought that maybe, just maybe, I could take that risk with her now.

“Hey, I’m starved,” I told her. It was late afternoon, the perfect time to grab an early dinner. “Do you want to grab a bite to eat? I know of a great place nearby.”

Veronica considered for a moment, and I added a quick joke, tried to make it more of a business meeting and less of a date in case she was feeling skittish. “We can talk about the requirements for your donor, make a list so that when you come back here it’ll be easier for you. That way you’ll have someone to bounce ideas off.”
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