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Chapter One


Hudson:

“Good evening, everyone,” a voice says from the front of the classroom and I finally look up from my phone, slipping it into my pocket so I can focus.

“I’m Max,” the man continues. “And I will be your teacher for the next few weeks. We’ll be practising drawing and painting with various different mediums, and tonight, we will be starting off with charcoal sketches.”

I let out a sigh, looking at the easel in front of me and the various art supplies on the table that is close by. I’ve been an artist for my entire life. Well, for as many of my forty-five years as I can remember, anyway. It’s all I’ve ever wanted to do. And, as conceited as it sounds, I’ve always been damn good at it.

I used to have a corporate nine to five, but it was only so I could fund my art addiction. It wasn’t what I actually wanted to do. I had dreams of being a full-time artist, making enough from my paintings to be able to give up my job and still be able to afford everything I’ve ever dreamed of.

And my dream came true last year. Only it ended up feeling more like a nightmare.

A friend of mine owns an art store, where I’d been displaying my paintings in the hope someone would buy them. It had been a huge shock when he’d called me to say a collector had fallen in love with my work and wanted to buy the entire collection for a mind-blowing sum of money.

I’d quit my job then and there, elated to have finally been discovered as an artist.

Except, since then, I haven’t created a single work of art. Not one. The pressure to produce something that will sell for big money has completely fucked with my ability to create. Every time I pick up a paintbrush or a pencil, I’m struck with the fear that whatever I create will not be good enough.

Sure, I still have plenty of money left. More than enough. But the knowledge that it will disappear eventually is a constant thought in the back of my mind, making it impossible to tap into my creative flow.

So that’s why I’m here. I’m hoping that a casual evening class where I can create something without the purpose of having to sell it once it’s finished might be just what I need to break through my artist’s block.

I pick up a piece of charcoal in my hand, barely even listening to Max as he continues talking to his students, and roll it around in my fingers. It’s been so long since I picked up any art supplies that it feels almost alien, and I am once again struck by the panic that I will never again create anything meaningful.

At this point, it’s not even about the money anymore. I can get another job if I need to. But the thought of losing the ability to make art creates a deep ache in my chest. It would be like losing a huge part of myself, and I have no idea who I would even be without this in my life.

“Tonight, we will be practising drawing the human body,” I hear Max say as I shake myself out of my depressing thoughts. “And we have a beautiful model coming to help us with this. I’m sure you’ll all find her quite inspirational.”

I huff quietly to myself. It’s been so long since I felt inspired that I’m not even sure if I’d recognize it anymore.

But when a side door opens and a young woman walks into the room wearing nothing but a plain white gown, my breath catches in my throat.

She can’t be any older than twenty-one, which makes her far too young for me, and she’s got long blonde hair that cascades down over her slender shoulders. Her wide eyes look huge in her heart-shaped face, and I can tell from here that she looks nervous. But I swear I’ve never seen anyone as beautiful as she is. She looks like an angel. Like a goddess.

I take a deep breath, willing my dick to calm down and stop growing hard at the sight of her. She’s not for you, Hudson. Don’t even think about it.

The young woman moves over to the center of the room, right in the middle of the group, and stands beside a tall wooden stool that has been set up there. She takes a deep breath, her hands shaking slightly, before pulling the gown off her shoulders and letting it fall to the floor.

Fuck. My mouth goes dry and my dick hardens, twitching with need as she stands completely naked in front of a room full of strangers. Her large breasts are firm, her pink nipples already hard, and I have the overwhelming desire to wrap my lips around them. I wonder if they taste as sweet as they look.

As her hands fall to her sides, she finally raises her eyes and looks at the other people in the room, all staring back at her. There’s a mixture of men and women, and most of the men seem to be enjoying the view just as much as I am. I’m not normally a jealous person, but the way they are all staring at her makes me want to tell them all to fuck off.

But I’m just being stupid. They are all here to draw her, just like I am.

But then, her eyes find mine across the room, and it’s like all the air is sucked from my lungs. I don’t think I’ve ever wanted somebody as badly as I want her, and I don’t even know her fucking name. She offers me a shy smile before dropping her gaze to the floor in front of her.

Max walks over to her and holds out his hand, and my jaw clenches at the thought of him touching her. Fuck, I really need to get a grip. The young woman takes his hand and gets settled on the stool, and he quietly instructs her on how to sit for the session.

She crosses one toned leg over the other, turning slightly to the side so I’ve got the perfect profile view of her body; then she places both hands on her knee. I don’t know how she manages to look so sensual and demure all at the same time, but fuck, it’s doing something to me.

Before Max even tells us to, I begin swiping my charcoal across the blank sheet of paper in front of me, trying to capture the soft curves of her body. Her breasts look heavy, her nipples begging for attention, and the thought of running my tongue across them has me shifting uncomfortably in my chair.

I force my gaze lower, trying to keep my dick under control.

She’s slim and toned, her legs looking impossibly long for her body, and her thighs are perfectly smooth. I’ve never seen a woman as perfect as she is, and my fingers are trembling slightly as I draw her.

But there is no anxiety for me. No panic. My only thought is that I need to immortalize the beauty in front of me, and I’m not going to stop drawing until I do.

I pay attention to every curve and dip of her body, my movements almost frenzied as I try to capture the smallest details on my paper. My dick is painfully hard, straining against the confines of my pants, but I ignore it. Only one thing matters right now - capturing the sheer perfection in front of me.

I don’t know how long we sit like that, all silently drawing the young woman. It could be minutes, or it could be hours. But by the time I finally finish my piece, the muscles in my hand are aching and the tension has dissipated from my body.

“Time’s up,” Max calls, and the young woman gets up and puts her robe back on. “Thank you for your help, Summer. We appreciate you allowing us to draw you. You did a great job.”

Summer. Of course. The name suits her to perfection.

She smiles shyly at him before walking out of the door she came in.

“Can we have a show around?” Max asks.

Everyone begins holding up their pictures, and I have a brief moment of uncertainty. What if my drawing doesn’t stack up against the others?

“Wow, this is excellent,” Max says as he gets to mine, his eyes scanning the paper in his hand. “Such detail.”

He walks around the room, praising everyone else’s work. Most of them are very good, but none come close to mine. Or to the real thing, which was absolutely spectacular.

I look down at my paper and can’t help but smile. There’s no doubt in my mind that this is the best thing I’ve ever drawn. It captures Summer perfectly, and while the naked form might not be a particularly groundbreaking subject, it feels like the most meaningful piece I’ve ever done.

Because it was her. She is the muse that helped me break through my artist’s block.

I need to find her. I need to draw her again.

I quickly pack away my things, then head for the door, searching the hallway for any sign of Summer. But she’s nowhere to be seen.

I walk outside into the dark street, cursing myself for not thinking ahead.

Of course, she’s already gone. How am I supposed to find her now?


Chapter Two


Summer:

I glance down at the groceries while the cashier clucks her tongue at me. My heart is beating fast and my palms are clammy as I begin counting my money again. Damn it. I must have miscalculated. I’m going to have to put something back.

But I need the diapers. And the chicken and vegetables can be used for a few different meals over the next couple of days. The only thing left that I can put back is the bottle of wine, but I’ve been looking forward to that. Especially after having to stand naked in front of a room full of strangers for an hour. It would have been nice to take the edge off my nerves and just relax for one evening, but that isn’t going to be possible.

I need to leave some of the money I earned tonight so I can afford to pay the babysitter when I get home, so something will have to stay here at the store.

“Can I just leave the wine, please?” I ask the cashier, hating myself.

The woman rolls her eyes. “Sure, whatever.”

She scans the remaining items, then taps her bright red nails on the counter as she waits for me to pay. I try not to feel judged by her, and by the people standing behind me.

“I’ve got this,” comes a deep voice from behind me, and I turn around, startled.

“Oh no,” I say quickly, my face growing hot as I look up at the man who suddenly appeared out of nowhere. “It’s fine. I can get this.”

He smiles down at me, little crinkles appearing at the corners of his eyes that make him look incredibly handsome. And, God, those eyes are incredible. They are so blue and piercing, and they seem to look right through me.

I recognize him from somewhere, and it takes me a moment to realize he was in the art class just now. Oh god, the knowledge that this hot older man has seen me naked makes me wish the ground would open up and swallow me whole.

“I’d like to get it,” he says, his voice kind but firm. “I have something I need to thank you for, but I will explain more about that in a minute.”

The handsome stranger looks at the cashier, fixing her with a glare that has her withering behind the checkout. “Add the wine back on, please. And I’m paying.”

I can’t quite believe this is happening, and as I begin putting my groceries in a bag, I wonder what it is he could possibly want to thank me for. It’s not like we know each other after all.

Oh god, I hope he doesn’t want to talk to me about anything creepy. I mean, he has just spent the last hour looking at me naked.

I glance over while he talks to the cashier, eyeing him up in a way that I hope is discreet. He doesn’t seem like the creepy type. He’s well dressed, wearing a dark blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up to reveal thick, corded forearms, and black slacks. On one wrist, he’s wearing a watch that looks like it probably cost more than my entire apartment. If I could actually afford my apartment and didn’t have to rent it from someone else, that is. Sure, I know you’re not supposed to judge a book by its cover, but his cover is very appealing.

He turns to look at me, catching me staring, and I quickly drop my gaze again to focus on packing the last few items into the bag. Once I’m done, we walk out of the store side-by-side.

“Let me introduce myself,” he says. “My name is Hudson, and I don’t know if you saw me earlier, but I was in the art class.”

I nod, suddenly feeling tongue-tied. 

“I saw you there. I’m Summer,” I mumble quietly.

“Where are you parked? Or can I offer you a lift home while we talk?”

“Ummm, I’m just parked over there,” I tell him, pointing towards my beaten-up old car that has definitely seen better days.

He doesn’t seem phased by it though, and we start walking in that direction.

“So, I would like to thank you for being our model today,” he starts, and my face flushes as my thoughts drift back to the fact he’s seen me naked. I don’t say anything though, and he continues.

“Art has been my entire life ever since I was old enough to hold a crayon. I’ve devoted everything I have to it. But about a year ago, I got hit with the worst case of artist’s block I’ve ever had. I was genuinely starting to think I was never going to be able to create anything ever again.”

We reach my car, and I look up at him. Despite the sad story he’s telling me, there is excitement in his eyes, and his lips are curled into a wide smile.

“I... I’m sorry to hear that,” I say, not sure where this story is going.

“But it all changed tonight. When I was drawing you, all my inspiration came flooding back, and I created something that I think is possibly some of my best work. And I need to thank you for that.”

“Oh,” I say, a little surprised. And a lot flustered. “It’s my pleasure. I’m happy I could help.”

Once I’ve opened the trunk, he takes the bag of groceries out of my arms and places them carefully in the car.

But then he pauses a second, and my heart starts racing a little.

“I do have a proposition for you, Summer. How would you feel about coming to my home for some private modeling sessions? I would, of course, be willing to compensate you for your time, and I wouldn’t expect you to be as... exposed... as you were today. You could wear whatever you like.”

My mind is spinning. On one hand, I really don’t know if it’s such a good idea to go to a complete stranger’s house. On the other, I have a one-year-old daughter at home who needs to be fed and clothed, and I’m barely making ends meet with my part-time waitressing job. That was why I’d taken the modeling job tonight. I could really do with the extra cash.

Hudson is looking at me expectantly, and I realize he’s waiting for me to say something.

“Ummm, maybe. How much would you pay for something like that? And how long would you want me for?”

“I’d really love a whole day drawing you, but I’m willing to take however long you can give me. And I was thinking a hundred per hour. Would that be acceptable?”

I almost choke on my own saliva at his generous offer. I’d made fifty for two hours of work tonight, and that had seemed like a dream come true considering how much I make working at the diner. A hundred an hour seems insane. I could do so much with that kind of money.

“Oh,” he continues, “I noticed you were getting diapers today, so I’m also happy to pay for your childcare when you come over if you need me to. It seems only fair.”

It takes all my willpower not to drop to my knees and kiss his feet. I’ve spent the last few days wondering how I’m going to scrape the money together for rent, and here he is, offering me a lifeline.

“Sure,” I say, smiling so wide I feel like I must be beaming. “When do you want me? I usually work most evenings, but I’m free during the day.”

“I would ask for tomorrow, but I’m guessing you need time to work out childcare. Why don’t I give you my number, and then you can call or text me when you’ve got a date that works for you?”

“That sounds perfect.”

I reach into my purse and pull out my phone, opening the contacts and handing it to him so he can add his details. Once he’s finished, he hands it back to me and captures my hand in his. The touch sends tingles flurrying along my skin, and I capture my lower lip between my teeth to stop the little whimper that wants to emerge.

“I appreciate this so much, Summer. Thank you. I look forward to hearing from you.”

“It’s no problem,” I tell him, my voice suddenly breathless. He might be a slightly eccentric artist-type, but he sure is sexy. “I’ll ask my babysitter when she’s free to help out tonight when I get home, and then I’ll text you later to let you know what she said.”

“That’s great. I will speak to you soon, Summer.”

With that, he releases his hold on my hand and wanders across to the other side of the car park to a large pick-up truck.

I let out a sigh. Wow, it’s been such a weird day. I spent way too much time naked in front of people I don’t know; I met a handsome stranger; and I’m going to be able to make enough money in one day to pay my rent and even buy some new clothes for Ella. God knows she’s growing so fast that anything I buy her only seems to last a few weeks at the moment.

With a wide smile on my face, I get back in my car, the excitement coursing through me. Things are finally starting to go my way.


Chapter Three


Hudson:

It’s late, and I really should be sleeping. I’m old enough that I’m going to regret the decision to stay awake until three in the morning tomorrow. Especially when I heard from Summer that she will be arriving at my house in about six hours to spend the day with me until she has to leave in the evening for her other job.

But it’s Summer that’s making it so damn hard for me to sleep. Ever since I got home from my art class, I’ve been in my studio, drawing her with pencils, painting her with watercolors, recreating her image on several sheets of paper. It’s like I’m in a frenzy and I can’t stop. Each image is almost right... but not quite. Drawing her from memory isn’t anywhere near as good as drawing my muse while she’s in the room with me, and I can’t wait for her to arrive.

I’m starting to think I won’t be getting any sleep at all tonight.

I keep painting until I’m so tired that everything I look at is blurry, when I can no longer do Summer justice in my pictures. With a sigh, I begin washing my paintbrushes in a jar, trying not to feel too frustrated that none of the images have captured her essence quite like the first drawing I did.

But there is no point getting stressed about it. Once I’ve finished cleaning up, I will try to get a couple of hours of sleep before Summer arrives, and hopefully I will feel a bit more refreshed.

Instead of going to bed though, I end up standing in front of the charcoal drawing I made at the art class a few hours ago. I’ve been rock hard ever since I first saw Summer, and maybe it’s time to take care of that before I finally get some sleep.

I slip a hand in the front of my pants, gripping my shaft tightly and giving it a couple of slow, hard strokes before freeing it from my clothes. Fuck, that feels good.

The memory of Summer’s beautiful body is still fresh in my mind, and the vision of her is almost too much for me. As my hand works my dick, I imagine what it would be like to run my tongue across those perfect, rosy pink nipples. What it would be like to lower my head between her thighs and use my mouth to make her moan my name over and over again.

My cock throbs in my hand, and I bring my other hand up to the drawing, tracing a fingertip lightly over the curves of her body as if I was touching her.

To say my muse has become my obsession ever since I laid eyes on her would be an understatement. She’s become my entire fucking world already, and something about that scares me. But not enough to stop me from spending as much time as possible with her in the future.

I keep stroking my cock, feeling it throbbing against my palm as I continue gently touching the image of her in front of me, caressing every soft curve, wishing desperately that I could touch her properly. I crave to feel her silky skin beneath my fingertips. To see the goosebumps appear on her flesh.

This obsession is wrong, though. Unhealthy. She’s got a child and, by extension, probably a husband too. Or a boyfriend, at least. That means she’s entirely off-limits. I shouldn’t be thinking about her like this.

But it’s impossible to stop.

As I feel myself reaching the edge, ready to come, I picture her naked again, spread out in front of me, completely unashamed and open to the world. She looks up at me with wide eyes and parted lips, begging me to fuck her.

I groan, stroking myself harder and faster as the image plays out in my head. Her gorgeous body writhes in front of me, her legs spreading wider and wider, inviting me to taste her.

My balls tighten, and I’m close to exploding all over my own hand.

I stroke my cock harder, moving closer and closer to the edge, and the moment I come, I cry out her name, my orgasm ripping through me, leaving me panting and sweaty and completely drained.

Fuck.

As the orgasm fades away, and I start coming down from my high, I suddenly feel very embarrassed.

What the fuck is wrong with me? Why can’t I get her out of my head?

I look down to realize I’ve made a mess on the wall just below where the picture is hanging. Cursing to myself, I begin wiping up the cum with an old towel, and as the lust fades away, guilt begins setting in.

Summer has a family. A life. She isn’t just some toy for me to use for inspiration, or a plaything for me to get my kicks with. She’s a person, and I need to remember that.

The next time I see her, I need to keep it professional. No more fantasizing about her naked body.

Because no matter how much I might wish otherwise, Summer is a fantasy, and I can’t let myself believe for one second that anything could ever come of this.

She deserves better than an old man like me.

With a heavy sigh, I go to clean myself up and try to get some sleep before my muse arrives.


Chapter Four


Summer:

I can barely believe my eyes when I pull up outside the address Hudson sent to me last night. Surely this can’t be right? It’s a huge, three-story house, the walls painted white, and the windows surrounded by black wrought-iron railings. The garden is full of perfectly pruned bushes and blooming flowers, and even the driveway is a work of art, the pale gray stones perfectly smooth and symmetrical.

As I look up at the house, I feel completely underdressed in my pink summer dress. But what else could I have worn? It’s not like I have anything in my wardrobe that’s fancy enough for a place like this.

I’d figured he had plenty of money yesterday, both the amount he was willing to pay me and the expensive watch he’d been wearing had been pretty clear clues, but it had never occurred to me that he would be rich enough to live in a place like this.

I climb out of my car, feeling suddenly self-conscious. But I slam the door shut and begin walking towards the front steps of Hudson’s house. This isn’t personal. I shouldn’t be ashamed of my casual clothes and my old car. I’m just here for him to draw me or paint me, or whatever he’s going to do, and then he’s going to pay me enough money that I’ll be able to visit my landlord tomorrow and give him the money to let us live there for another month.

Easy.

The front door swings open before I even reach it, and Hudson is standing there smiling widely.

“Hi, Summer,” he says. “I see you found the place okay? That’s great. Come on in.”

“Uhh, yeah, I did. Thanks.”

I follow him into his home, gazing around in wonder. The entire inside has been decorated in cream and pale gold, and it makes the place feel like a palace. The ceilings are high, and there’s a grand staircase just in front of us that leads to the floor above.

“Would you like a coffee before we get started?” he asks, and I nod.

“Yes, please.”

“Great. I thought we’d work out in the backyard today seeing as the weather is so beautiful. Why don’t you head out there while I get the coffee ready?”

He points me towards a living room, where a large set of double doors leads out to the largest yard I’ve ever seen. It’s absolutely huge, and has a small fountain in the middle of it, as well as a few flowerbeds and a wooden pergola. It’s all so perfectly manicured, and there’s a patio area with a table and chairs. Near the fountain, there is an easel set up with various paints and paintbrushes, and a canvas waiting.

I step outside, feeling like I’m in some kind of wonderland right now. The entire place is so beautiful, and it’s almost hard to believe that someone like Hudson lives here. It’s not that I don’t think he’s nice. It’s more that this house feels like it’s owned by a king or a prince or someone equally fancy. And Hudson is just a regular guy. At least, I think he is.

I sit down on one of the chairs on the patio, nervously twirling a lock of hair around my finger. I’m not nervous of Hudson. It’s more that the way he makes my heart flutter a little every time he looks at me with his intense blue eyes makes me nervous. Last night, after I’d put Ella to bed and I’d retreated to my own bedroom, Hudson had filled my thoughts. And they were the kind of thoughts that soon had me reaching between my thighs, touching myself and softly crying out his name as I pictured him doing filthy things to me.

It’s been a while since a guy has had that effect on me.

Hudson appears with a tray in his hands, and I quickly brush aside the thoughts of what I’d been doing last night, feeling my face grow hot. He sets the tray down on the table and hands me a cup of coffee, offering me a warm smile. It’s only now that I realize how tired he looks; the crinkles at the corners of his eyes suddenly more pronounced than they had been last night. But even so, he is still the most handsome man I’ve ever met.

“Are you okay?” I ask him.

“Hmmm? Oh yes. I’m fine. Just a little tired. It’s been a bit of a long night. But don’t worry, it’s nothing that a good cup of coffee won’t fix.”

I take a sip from my own mug, enjoying the way the coffee warms me up and gives me a bit of a buzz.

“I take it we’re going to be working over there?” I ask, pointing towards the fountain.

He nods enthusiastically. “Yes. At first. I thought it would be fun to paint you while you lay along the ledge of the fountain while watching the clouds roll by. What do you think?”

“Sure. Sounds great.”

“If you just finish your coffee, we can get started.”

I drain the rest of the cup and then follow him across the yard towards the fountain. As I walk, he takes the opportunity to study me intently, and I flush again.

“What?”

“I’m sorry. I just can’t stop looking at you. You are... breathtaking.”

I blush deeper, not sure how to react to such a compliment. Especially from him.

When we reach the fountain, I sit on the ledge, grateful when I see that it’s wide enough for me to lie comfortably without fear of falling off. I lower myself down on it, and Hudson smiles, clearly pleased.

“Perfect,” he murmurs. “Stay just like that.”

And then, with his paintbrush and palette in hand, he starts painting.

I try to stay still, watching the sky above me as the fluffy white clouds move slowly, enjoying the warm breeze and the occasional sounds of birds chirping and the leaves rustling in the trees. It’s peaceful, and as the minutes pass by, I find myself relaxing and not worrying so much about trying to stay still.

But as much as I’m relaxing, my mind keeps drifting back to Hudson. Even though I can’t see him while holding this position, I can practically feel his eyes on me, almost like a physical caress. It makes the butterflies in my tummy go wild, and I find myself imagining him leaning down and kissing me softly.

It’s ridiculous, really. He’s much older than me, and I’m here to model for him, not for him to flirt with.

But that doesn’t stop my imagination running wild.

I picture him setting down his paints and moving closer to me. His large hands skim up the length of my body, teasing me and making the heat pool between my thighs. He leans down, his lips finding mine, and the kiss deepens until his tongue is tangled with mine, making me moan against his mouth.

The fantasy is so vivid, and I can feel the dampness between my legs already. I have to force myself to try and focus on something else. Anything else.

But the idea of being with Hudson is intoxicating, and no matter how much I try to push it out of my mind, the images keep playing on repeat.

Hudson leaning down and kissing my neck, his mouth moving slowly and teasingly across my sensitive skin.

Hudson lowering his hand between my thighs, slipping it beneath the material of my panties and pushing his fingers inside me.

Hudson using his thumb to rub circles around my clit until I’m screaming his name.

My breath hitches, and I squeeze my thighs together tightly, trying not to squirm with the uncontrollable need that’s building inside me right now. I try to take slow, steady breaths, and to focus on the clouds rolling by, but it’s almost impossible. All I can think about is what it would be like to let Hudson touch me, to fuck me.

I’m not sure how long passes, and I’m too embarrassed to try and sneak a peek at him, worried he’ll know exactly what I’m thinking right now. But finally, I hear the sound of him putting down his paintbrush and then moving closer to me.

“Okay, Summer. I think that’s enough for now. How do you feel about taking a break?”

I sit up slowly, not daring to look at him, not wanting him to see how red my face is.

“That would be good,” I reply, and he smiles, his hand coming to rest on my shoulder. The contact sends a shiver down my spine.

“Would you like to see what I’ve painted so far?” he asks, and I nod my head eagerly.

“Yes, please.”

“Good. I hope you like it.”

He offers his hand and helps me stand, and the moment our skin touches, the air crackles with tension. The chemistry between us is undeniable, and I almost want to pull away. But he doesn’t let go. Instead, he holds my hand and leads me towards the easel.

He drops my hand and gestures to the canvas, and my breath catches.

The image is so beautiful. It’s painted in a wash of grays and greens and blues, the lines soft and flowing. And right in the center of the painting, there’s an image of me. My eyes are closed, and I look completely peaceful. My hair fans out around me like a golden halo, and the sun shines on my skin, making me glow.

“This is...”

I’m not sure what to say. The painting is incredible, and there’s no way I could ever have imagined I would look so beautiful in his mind’s eye.

“It’s amazing,” I whisper, finally managing to find the words, even if they don’t do the painting justice at all.

“Thank you,” he replies.

He looks down at me, and as I gaze back up at him, there is something so intense in his expression that, for a moment, I think he is going to kiss me. Time seems to stand still, and my heart thunders so loudly I can barely hear anything else.

But then he blinks, and the moment is over.

“Let’s take a break for now. We can have some lunch and then maybe spend a little longer painting this afternoon. What do you think?”

“Uhh, yes, that sounds good,” I tell him. “Wait, how late is it?”

He glances at his watch. “It’s almost midday. Is everything okay?”

Damn it. I hadn’t realized so much time had passed. No wonder my breasts are starting to feel so heavy and full. It’s almost time for Ella’s lunch time feed. Luckily, I’d come prepared.

“Oh, fine. Ummm, this is a bit embarrassing, but do you have anywhere private where I can go to pump my milk? I usually feed my daughter around this time and, well, if I don’t take care of it now, I’m going to start getting very uncomfortable very quickly.”

His eyes widen slightly before dropping down to my chest, and I blush. If I expect him to be grossed out by my predicament, it seems I’m wrong. There is a hunger in his gaze that has my knees turning weak.

“Yes, of course. I have a guest room upstairs you can use.”

“Great. Thank you.”

“Follow me.”

He heads back into the house, and I follow him up the staircase with my large purse in my hand, the tension growing between us once more.

Once we reach the landing, he shows me into the guest bedroom. It’s as beautifully decorated as the rest of the house, with pale gold walls, a four-poster bed, and an ensuite bathroom.

“Thank you. This is perfect,” I tell him.

“No problem. I’ll fix lunch while you take care of this.”

Hudson lingers a moment longer, the silence drawing out between us, and I get the impression he’s trying not to stare at my breasts. His eyes remain fixed on my face, almost as if he wants to say something, but then he lets out a sigh and leaves the room, gently closing the door behind him.

Damn it. Being around him all day is a lot more difficult than I thought it would be. Every time he looks at me, the heat inside me builds and builds.

But what the hell am I supposed to do about that?

I have no idea.

With a sigh, I open up my purse and start rummaging through it to gather all the parts of the pump. But that’s when I realize I must have left the breast shield, the part of the pump that covers the nipple to drain the milk, at home.

Shit.

It’s impossible to use the pump without it, so I guess that means I’m going to be very uncomfortable for the rest of the day. Especially when I have to go straight from here to my waitressing job later. Ugh, this is the worst thing that could happen.

Feeling angry with myself, I grab my bag and go back downstairs, getting lost for a moment until I find the kitchen. Hudson is there, fixing us both sandwiches.

“Everything okay?” he asks, looking at me curiously. “I thought it would take you longer than that.”

“Umm, not really. I forgot a part of the pump that I need, so I can’t do it.”

I feel my cheeks grow hot as we talk about it, even though I know there isn’t really a need to be embarrassed. Lactation is normal. It’s what has allowed me to keep Ella well fed over the last year. But still, talking to a handsome man about not being able to pump the milk out of my heavy and aching tits is not something I’m used to.

Once again, his eyes drop down to my chest, and his tongue darts out to wet his lips. Images of his mouth on my teet, hungrily sucking the sweet cream from it, suddenly fill my mind. My nipples harden, a familiar tingling sensation beginning to build behind them, and I know it won’t be long before my breasts start leaking.

“Is there... anything I can do to help?” he asks, lifting his gaze back up to my face.

Oh god, I can’t actually ask him to help me, can I? I can’t ask him to suckle and relieve the ache in my breasts. That’s probably not what he even means, and he’d think I’m sick for even suggesting it.

“I’ll be fine,” I say softly. “But thank you.”

Damn it. This is going to be a long day.


Chapter Five


Hudson:

The way Summer’s face turns a deep shade of red when I ask her if I can help, makes me wonder what went through her mind at the question. Could she have been thinking the same thing as me? That I could help her to feel more comfortable with my mouth on her perfect tits?

While I was painting her in the garden, I’d been as hard as a rock the entire time. But when I found out she’s lactating, I realized it was somehow possible to get even harder than I had been. Something about a woman producing milk and being able to nourish other people with her body just seems so beautiful to me. And I want nothing more than to be able to taste her sweet milk.

There is only one thing stopping me, and I guess now is as good a time as any to find out if there really is a barrier between us.

I clear my throat before speaking. “Could you call your husband or boyfriend to ask if he could bring the part you need?” I ask, trying to keep my voice casual, even though that’s the last thing I feel right now.

She shakes her head slightly. “I can’t. Neither of those men exists.”

My eyebrows shoot up in surprise, but I can’t deny the feeling of elation that fills my chest. I take a step closer, then another, until I’m standing right in front of her. My heart is pounding hard as I place a hand gently on her waist, then slide it upwards, the tip of my thumb almost reaching the swell on the underside of her breast. Her breath catches, and she looks up at me with wide eyes, as if she’s waiting to see what I’m going to do.

I wet my lips with my tongue, imagining what her sweet, creamy milk would taste like on them.

“Would you let me help you, Summer?” I ask, my voice sounding gruff even to my own ears. “My sister had a baby a couple of years ago, and she told me how uncomfortable she could get when she couldn’t feed her little one on time. I don’t want you to feel that way. I could drink from you, babydoll, and make you feel so much better.”

Summer gasps, her lips forming a perfect little O shape, and she’s breathing almost as heavily as I am now. Her breasts are heaving beneath the thin cotton of her summer dress, and I can see the hard nipples poking against the material, tempting me even more.

She nods her head, and I grab her waist to lift her onto the nearest kitchen counter top.

“I need to hear you say it, babydoll. I need to know that you want my mouth on you, draining all that sweet milk from your beautiful tits.”

Summer holds my gaze while slowly pulling down the straps of her dress, revealing the lush curves of her breasts. Her nipples are a deep pink, the tips glistening with a pearly white liquid, and the sight of her leaking milk has me aching with desire.

“Please,” she whispers, and the sound of her voice is almost my undoing. “Please, drink from me.”

I growl, low in my throat, and lean forward, capturing her mouth in a hot, hungry kiss. I can’t help myself. She is simply too gorgeous, too irresistible.

She moans softly, and the sound is enough to make my cock throb with need. I deepen the kiss, my tongue plunging into her mouth, as my hands reach out to cup her perfect, full breasts. She gasps as my lips leave hers and I begin trailing kisses down her neck, moving lower until I reach her chest.

I run the flat of my tongue across her hard bud, savoring the taste of her milk. It’s rich and creamy and utterly delicious.

“You taste so fucking sweet, babydoll,” I growl.

I take her nipple between my lips, sucking hard, and Summer arches her back, a whimper escaping her throat. Her fingers curl in my hair, holding me in place, as if she can’t get enough of what I’m doing to her.

“Fuck,” she gasps, and the sound of her curse on her lips makes me groan.

It takes a few seconds of sucking to turn the slow trickle of her cream into a flood, and when it does, it’s a heady rush. Her hands are in my hair, pulling at the roots, her legs wrapping around my hips and keeping me pressed close.

“You’re so good at that,” she murmurs, her voice husky and thick with lust.

“I love the way you taste,” I tell her, releasing her nipple for just a second to catch my breath.

“Keep going,” she pleads.

And how can I refuse her?

I latch on once more, greedily drinking her milk, and the soft sounds she makes are almost enough to send me over the edge.

I can feel the warmth of her pussy through our clothes, and I want so desperately to free my cock and sink inside her, filling her tight cunt with every inch.

But I can’t. Not yet.

I need to keep tasting her, keep drinking from her. It’s like a drug, and I’m completely addicted.

She is everything.

Her moans become louder, more urgent, and her hips are bucking against me, seeking friction and relief. I grip her hips and hold her in place while I grind my hard cock against her center.

“Hudson,” she cries out, and the sound of my name on her lips sends a thrill through me.

She’s close. So close. And I want to make her come harder than she’s ever come before.

I suck harder on her nipple, pulling more and more of her delicious cream into my mouth. My hands slide under her dress, and her panties are soaked with her juices. Through the damp cotton, I find the swollen little bud that needs my attention the most, and I start rubbing her in small circles.

“Yes,” she gasps, and I can feel her body tensing.

“Come for me, babydoll,” I murmur.

A few more strokes and her orgasm hits her. She arches her back and lets out a strangled cry, her entire body shaking with the force of her climax.

And as she comes, her milk fills my mouth, the sweet nectar spilling down my chin. It’s the best fucking thing I’ve ever tasted, and I know I’ll never get enough.

When she finally stops shaking, I release her nipple, licking and kissing it clean, before moving to the other. I drink from her until she’s empty, until her milk dries up and the flow stops.

She’s trembling, and her eyes are closed. I lift my head, and her eyelashes flutter open.

“How are you feeling, babydoll?” I ask.

“Amazing,” she says softly. “So, so good.”

“I’m glad.”

I lean forward and press a gentle kiss to her lips. She sighs and wraps her arms around me, and the feel of her naked breasts pressed against my chest makes my cock twitch.

“What about you?” she asks, her hand slipping between us and rubbing the length of my cock through my pants.

“What about me?”

“Don’t you want me to help you? I can feel how hard you are.”

“I do, babydoll. I want you so bad.”

“Then let me take care of you,” she says.

She drops to her knees, and my cock aches with need as she pulls down my pants and boxers, revealing my thick length. Her hands are gentle and hesitant as she strokes me, and when her soft lips wrap around my cock, I have to bite back a groan.

She sucks me eagerly, and the pleasure is almost too much.

I tangle my fingers in her golden locks, guiding her, encouraging her. She takes more of me into her mouth, and the sight of my beautiful muse on her knees, her dress pushed down, and her bare tits on display, is the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever seen.

She looks up at me through long lashes, her eyes full of lust and desire, and the image is so erotic that I know it will be seared into my memory forever. I’ll be painting it over and over for days to come.

“You look so good like this,” I murmur. “On your knees for me.”

She moans around my cock, and the vibrations make me shiver with pleasure.

“Fuck, you’re gonna make me come, babydoll,” I warn her.

She doesn’t stop. In fact, she doubles her efforts, sucking and stroking and taking me deeper. I can feel my balls tightening and my release building.

“I’m going to come, babydoll,” I groan. “I’m going to come in your pretty mouth.”

My words seem to spur her on, and she takes me all the way into her mouth, until the tip of my cock is hitting the back of her throat. I can’t hold back any longer, and with a growl, I erupt.

My hot, thick seed shoots into her mouth, and she swallows it eagerly, not letting a single drop go to waste. She licks and sucks me clean, and by the time she’s finished, I’m spent and breathless.

She stands, her cheeks flushed and her lips swollen, and I pull her close, claiming her mouth in a deep, passionate kiss. She tastes like me, and I revel in the fact that we are sharing this moment, this connection.

“That was amazing, babydoll,” I murmur.

Summer smiles up at me before nuzzling her cheek against my chest, letting out what sounds like a contented sigh.

I wrap my arms around her, holding her tighter, and press a gentle kiss to the top of her head. If I wasn’t in love with her before this moment, I think I might be now. I’d hold her like this forever if I could and always take such good care of her.

I don’t care if it’s too soon to feel this way. My heart wants what it wants - and it knew Summer was the one from the very first moment I laid eyes on her last night.

And now, with her in my arms, I know I’m never going to let her go.


Chapter Six


Summer:

“I’ve got an idea for something you could paint this afternoon,” I say to Hudson as we finish cleaning up after our lunch.

His lips quirk upwards, and my mind is drawn back to how good it had felt to have his mouth on my breasts earlier. I’ve never had a man suckle my milk before, but the way he did it, the way he seemed to crave the taste of me, had been the single most erotic experience of my life.

“Okay. But I have to say, I am planning to paint you this afternoon, so I’m sure whatever you are thinking of is going to pale in comparison.”

I laugh softly, feeling my face grow warm. “Oh, I meant me. But I had an idea for a pose that you could paint me in.”

He lets out a little growl and pulls me closer until my body is flush against his. I can feel his hard length pressing into my stomach, and the feeling of him is enough to make my heart flutter. He makes me feel so wanted and desired, and it’s a feeling that I could get used to.

“And what pose might that be?” he asks, dipping his head to trail kisses against my neck.

I tilt my head back, letting out a soft moan as I melt against him. It would be so easy to get distracted by him, to let him take me right here in his kitchen, and as much as my body aches for that, I think he’ll really enjoy what I have in mind.

“I think it would be better to show you,” I say, my voice already growing breathless. “Do you have a blanket we could take outside?”

“Hmmm. Yes. Let’s see if I can find one.”

He leads me through the house until we reach a linen closet. He opens the door, rummaging around until he finds a thick woolen blanket. It’s a gorgeous shade of burgundy, and the fabric looks soft and inviting.

“This should do nicely,” he says, offering it to me.

I take the blanket, and we head back out to the garden. Once we reach the clearing, I spread the blanket out on the grass and sink down to my knees on it, spreading them wide. My summer dress falls down between my thighs, protecting my modesty, and when I begin pulling the top half of my dress down once more, his eyes widen in surprise. I grin to myself, enjoying the effect I’m having on him, and enjoying the way he eyes my bare breasts so hungrily.

Even though it’s only been less than an hour since he drained all my milk, my tits are already starting to feel heavy and full again. I lean forward to place my hands on the blanket between my parted thighs, my upper arms squeezing my breasts together in what I hope is a provocative pose. I feel a droplet of milk trickle down the underside of my breast, and I have no doubt that by the time he’s finished painting me like this, he’ll be wanting to drink from me all over again.

“Do you like it?” I ask.

“Yes. Fuck yes,” he growls.

He stands there staring at me, and for a moment, I wonder if he’s actually going to paint me, or if he’s going to give in to the desire that’s clearly etched all over his face.

But then he seems to gather himself, and he gets his easel and paints set up. He mixes some colors and starts applying them to the canvas, his gaze flicking between me and his work.

“How old is your daughter?” he asks after several minutes, breaking the silence.

“She just turned one a few weeks ago,” I tell him. “Her name is Ella, and she’s adorable. I can show you a picture of her later if you like.”

A small smile curves his lips, and he nods. “I would like that. And if you don’t mind me asking, is her father still in the picture?”

I let out a soft sigh. “No. It was one night with a guy I’d had a crush on since high school. He made me think he liked me too, and so I let him do what he wanted to me. But then the next day, he made it very clear he wasn’t interested in me at all. When I contacted him and told him I was pregnant with his baby, he called me a slut and said it probably wasn’t even his. That was the last time we spoke.”

When I look up at Hudson, I see he has stopped painting. He’s looking at me with a sad look in his eyes. “I’m sorry, Summer,” he says, and I can tell by his tone of voice that he means it.

“I don’t understand how I can be a slut, though, when he was my first time. My first and only, so far. And I don’t think he even lasted long enough for it to count, so...” 

My words trail off into a soft giggle, and I expect Hudson to laugh with me, but he doesn’t. He sighs and shakes his head.

“He didn’t deserve you, babydoll. You deserve a man who will love you with every fiber of his being and take such good care of you.”

My heart flutters in my chest. Does he mean himself? Surely not. We’ve only just met. But the way he’s looking at me - the intense desire in his gaze - makes me wonder.

“You’re an incredible woman, Summer. And anyone who doesn’t see that is a fool,” he continues.

My breath catches in my throat, and my skin flushes under his gaze. The way he’s looking at me, as if I’m the most beautiful woman in the world, makes me feel warm all over.

“You’re just saying that because you want me to stay half-naked for you,” I say teasingly.

Hudson laughs this time, a low and sexy sound that makes my nipples tighten. “Maybe. Or maybe I’m just telling the truth. Either way, I’m not going to complain about the view.”

The compliment sends a rush of heat through my body, and I can’t help but smile. “Thank you,” I whisper.

We stare at each other for a long moment, and the air between us seems to crackle with electricity. My breasts feel fuller than ever, and the tingling sensation that’s spreading all over my body is almost unbearable. I need him to touch me, to make me come hard like he did earlier in the kitchen.

But instead, he picks up his paintbrush again, and resumes his work. The way he looks at me so intensely makes my pussy drip for him, and the ache inside me grows even stronger.

I smile to myself as a plan forms in my mind. If I want his attention, maybe I just need to distract him from his artwork.

Gripping the hem of my skirt in one hand, I lift it up, showing him my soaked panties. My heart is pounding hard, arousal coursing through my veins, as I slide my other hand in the front of my underwear and brush a fingertip gently against my swollen and aching clit. A moan escapes my lips, and I see his eyes darken with lust.

“Babydoll, are you trying to distract me?” he asks.

“Maybe. Is it working?”

He growls, low and deep, and drops his paintbrush. In two long strides, he’s on the blanket with me, his hand wrapping around my wrist. He pulls my fingers from my panties and brings them to his mouth, sucking my juices from them.

“Fuck, babydoll. I don’t know how you manage it, but every part of you is delicious.”

He grabs hold of my dress and pulls it off completely, leaving me in nothing but my panties in the heat of the afternoon sun. Without being told what to do, I lay back on the blanket, and lift my hips for him as he grips the waistband of my panties and pulls them off. I spread my legs wide for him, enjoying the way he stares down at my body with an expression on his face that’s almost feral.

“I need to taste you, Summer. Right fucking now,” he says, his voice strained.

His hands reach out and cup my breasts, and the sensation of his warm hands squeezing the flesh has another flood of cream dripping from my pussy. I watch as he leans down and runs his tongue over one nipple, and then the other, gathering up the drops and moaning.

“I’ve never tasted anything as sweet as you,” he murmurs. “Your milk is like honey, and your cunt is like nectar. I could drink from you forever.”

“Then do it,” I say, feeling bold and daring. “Take what you need.”

He growls again, and without wasting another second, he slides down and buries his face between my thighs. His tongue strokes against my folds, and I cry out at the sudden contact. My hands reach for him, gripping his hair and holding him in place as his tongue licks and swirls against me.

It feels so good that I can’t help but rock my hips, grinding my pussy against his mouth. His stubble scratches against my soft folds, and the added sensation causes pleasure to coil in the pit of my stomach, pushing me closer to the release I’m desperate for.

His lips seal around my clit, sucking the tiny bud into his mouth, and the combination of suction and wetness is almost too much for me to handle. I moan and writhe beneath him as he devours my pussy with his tongue and lips, eating me out like I’m the most delicious thing he’s ever tasted.

I can feel the orgasm building, the tension growing, and when his finger slips inside me, curling against my g-spot, I can’t hold back anymore. My climax hits me, and my entire body trembles with pleasure. My screams fill the outside air, and even in the midst of my orgasm, I’m so damn grateful that his never-ending yard means there are no neighbors close enough to hear my cries.

Hudson doesn’t stop licking and sucking, and his finger keeps rubbing that spot inside me, drawing out my release. By the time he finally pulls away, I’m a trembling mess, my legs shaking and my body covered in a sheen of sweat.

He crawls up to hover over me, his cock straining against his pants, and his eyes filled with an intense, wild hunger.

“You’re incredible, babydoll,” he murmurs, pressing a kiss to my lips.

I can taste myself on him, and the thought sends a thrill through me. I kiss him back, my tongue swirling against his, and as we continue kissing, his hands cup my breasts, squeezing them firmly.

I can feel his hard length pressed against my belly through his pants, and the need to have him inside me is almost overwhelming.

“Please will you fuck me, Hudson,” I beg, ignoring the voice in the back of my mind telling me that I only met him last night, and this is happening way too quickly. My entire body aches for him in such an intense way that it’s almost frightening. But when he looks down at me as if I’m the most precious and perfect thing he’s ever laid eyes on, I can’t resist him.

“Are you sure?” he asks.

“Yes,” I tell him. “I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.”

He groans and lowers his mouth to mine, capturing my lips in a searing kiss that steals my breath away.


Chapter Seven


Summer:

His kisses are urgent and demanding, and I give myself over to him willingly. His hands roam over my body, exploring every inch of bare skin, and leaving a trail of fire in their wake.

Hudson sits back on his knees and pulls his shirt over his head, revealing his sculpted chest and abs. My breath catches in my throat at the sight of him, and my hands reach out to touch him.

His skin is hot and smooth beneath my fingertips, and his muscles ripple with every movement. He’s even more handsome than I could have imagined, and the sight of him makes my heart race and my pussy clench.

Unable to resist, I move up onto my knees too, brushing my lips over the smooth planes of his chest, worshipping his body with tender kisses. Hudson lets out a low groan and reaches up, tangling his fingers in my long hair to hold me in place.

“I can’t get enough of you, babydoll,” he murmurs. “Your taste, your smell, the feel of you... It’s all driving me crazy.”

I moan against his skin, the sound muffled, and his grip on my hair tightens. I’m already soaking wet, and my body aches for him to be inside me. I need to feel him stretching me, filling me up, and claiming me completely.

I slide my hand down his chest, his stomach, and over the bulge in his pants. He hisses out a breath as I grip his hard cock, squeezing him through the fabric.

“I can’t get enough either,” I admit. “I want you, Hudson. So badly.”

His lips capture mine again in a hungry kiss, and his hands move to cup my breasts. My nipples are hard and swollen, and they tingle with pleasure as he squeezes and pinches them. I gasp into his mouth, arching into his touch, and the ache in my pussy grows.

I fumble with the button on his pants, desperate to free his cock. I want him inside me, filling me, and fucking me so hard that I can’t think straight.

Finally, his pants are open, and his thick, long cock springs free. I wrap my hand around his shaft, stroking him from root to tip, and he growls, a deep, feral sound that sends a shiver of excitement through me.

Hudson pulls my hand away from his shaft, and I make a little whining sound. I already miss the feel of him against my palm. But he stands and pushes his pants and boxers down, kicking them off in his eagerness to be as naked as I am. He stands above me, and I can’t help but stare at his cock. It’s huge and hard, and I’m desperate to feel him inside me.

“Lay back, babydoll,” he tells me, his voice low and husky.

I do as he says, laying back on the blanket and spreading my legs wide for him. He drops to his knees and grips his shaft, stroking it slowly. His eyes roam over my body, taking in every inch of bare skin, and the heated look in his gaze makes me squirm with need.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmurs. “And by the time I’m finished with you, you’ll have no doubt that you’re mine, Summer.”

He moves to hover over me, his strong body pressing against mine. The feel of his hot, hard skin against my own sends a jolt of electricity through me, and I gasp. He captures my lips in another passionate kiss, and the head of his cock nudges at my entrance.

I’m soaking wet and ready for him, but he’s bigger than anything I’ve ever had inside me before. I’m not sure how I’m going to take him, but I’m determined to try.

He teases me with his cock, rubbing the tip against my clit, and I moan at the sensation. He does this for a while, making me crazy with need, and all I can do is wrap my arms and legs around him, lifting my hips from the floor in an effort to get him inside me.

“I need you, Hudson. Please,” I beg, practically writhing beneath him.

Finally, he takes pity on me, and starts easing his cock inside me, inch by inch. The pressure is intense, and the stretch is almost too much to bear, but he goes slow and careful, giving me time to adjust.

When he’s fully inside me, he pauses, letting out a deep groan. “You feel so fucking good, babydoll. Your tight cunt is squeezing me so hard.”

I moan, the sound drawn out and deep. My pussy clenches around his cock, and the sensation of being so full is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced before.

“Hudson,” I breathe.

He begins to move, slowly at first, pulling his cock almost all the way out before thrusting back inside. He repeats this motion, over and over, and the friction against my sensitive inner walls has me gasping and moaning.

The feeling is exquisite, and soon, he’s picking up the pace, pounding into me harder and faster. My hands grip his back, my nails digging into his skin, and his groans are like music to my ears.

As the pressure inside me builds, I start to lose control, my body writhing and bucking beneath him. The pleasure is overwhelming, and when his mouth latches onto one of my breasts, sucking greedily at my nipple, it’s enough to send me over the edge.

My orgasm crashes through me, and I scream his name. The sound echoes off the trees around us, and the waves of pleasure ripple through my body.

“That’s it, babydoll,” he grunts, and I can tell he’s working hard to keep control of himself. “Come on my cock, Summer. It feels so damn good when you squeeze me like that.”

I shudder and shake, and his mouth latches back onto my breast, drinking from me as if he can’t get enough of my cream. My entire body is on fire, and I never want this moment to end.

Hudson lifts his head once my orgasm fades, looking down into my eyes even as he continues to thrust into my tight channel. I can hardly catch my breath as the power of his movements seems to force the air from my lungs. But it feels so damn good that I don’t ever want him to stop.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growls. “I want to watch you ride my cock, babydoll. I want to watch you come as you bounce up and down on me.”

Before I can respond, he’s rolled us over, putting me on top. He’s still inside me, and the sudden change in position has him pushing deeper than before. It takes a few moments to get used to this new angle, but when I start moving, it’s like a switch is flipped. I can’t get enough of him, and soon, I’m riding him hard, his thick cock hitting just the right spot inside me.

He reaches up, cupping my tits and squeezing them firmly until my sweet cream is spraying in jets from the stiff nipples. A guttural moan emerges from him, and he keeps massaging my breasts, covering himself in a steady stream of milk. It’s covering his face and chest, and he holds his mouth open, capturing as much of the white liquid as he can on his tongue.

I gasp as I watch him, bouncing up and down harder on his thick, hard cock, desperately chasing another orgasm. Hudson seems to be in ecstasy, watching me intently as I ride him and cover him with the sweet nectar from my breasts.

“Fuck, babydoll,” he groans through gritted teeth, and I have a feeling he is close to his own orgasm. “You’re so damn perfect. Look at you. You’re like a goddess. I’m going to spend the rest of my life painting you and fucking you. You’re all mine.”

My pussy clenches around him at his words, and the way he’s looking at me makes my heart swell.

I’m all his, and he’s all mine.

It may be crazy and fast, but it’s also true. I know it in my bones.

I grind down on him, rubbing my clit against him, and the extra stimulation sends me hurtling over the edge. I throw my head back, crying out his name as the pleasure crashes over me. My orgasm is so powerful that my whole body shakes and trembles.

“That’s it, babydoll,” he moans, his voice strained. “Come all over my cock.”

He starts thrusting up into me, his hands on my hips now as he takes control and fucks me through my climax.

It’s all too much for him, and he comes too, his cock twitching inside me as he pumps his cum deep into my pussy. We stay like that for a few moments, our bodies joined together, and the connection between us is electric.

I’ve never felt so alive, and the emotions coursing through me are overwhelming. I’m falling hard for this man, and I know that he feels the same way about me. It’s crazy, and it’s fast, but it’s also real.

Hudson rolls us over again, his cock sliding out of me. He wraps his arms around me and I rest my head on his chest, snuggling against him and savoring the feeling of being so close.

“How long until you need to leave for your waitressing job?” he asks, pressing a gentle kiss to the top of my head.

I take hold of his hand, pulling it closer so I can see his watch, and I let out a groan. “In an hour. Or I can stay here another six hours if I call in sick.”

He grins at me and places his hand on my forehead. “You do feel a little warm. You should stay here, babydoll, so I can take care of you.”

“If you insist,” I say, smiling widely.

Hudson kisses my lips, then moves down, pressing a soft kiss on the tip of each breast. My nipples harden, and the sensation of his mouth on me is divine. I feel his cock stirring between us, and the feeling of it against my thigh sends a thrill through me.

I have a feeling we won’t be going anywhere any time soon.


Chapter Eight


Hudson:

I sit in a corner booth of the diner where Summer works, a sketch pad in one hand and a pencil in the other. Whenever I see her come out from the kitchen with plates in her hand, or see her standing beside a table, talking and laughing with customers, I can’t help but stare at her. I’m still just as infatuated with her as I was the day I first saw her three weeks ago. If someone were to flick through the pictures of my pad, all they would see are sketches of her. My art studio at home is filled with paintings of her; both ones drawn from memory and ones where she modeled for me.

Her visits to my house have become a weekly occurrence, and I treasure those days filled with art and frantic love-making. I often think about how good she’d look with a big, round tummy, with my baby growing safely inside her. But she’s on the pill, so unless there is some kind of divine intervention, it’s not likely to be happening anytime soon. I’ve even started painting images of her with a sexy pregnant belly, and even though she saw them on her last visit a few days ago, she didn’t say anything about them. Probably because she knows it’s crazy of me to be thinking of starting a family so soon. I guess I’m just lucky she didn’t start running for the hills when she saw them.

Out of the corner of my eye, I see Summer walking towards me, her hips moving with the usual seductive sway that I always find so hypnotic. When I manage to drag my gaze up to her face, she’s smiling at me in the way that always makes my heart stutter.

“It’s time for my break,” she says, tilting her head towards the door to the staff area. “Want to come sit with me in the break room?”

“Sure,” I say, grinning back at her, even though she already knows what my answer is going to be.

This is our routine now. I spend her entire shift at the diner with her, even though her attention is on her customers most of the time. Although she does come to sit with me during quiet periods. And then, whenever she gets a break, I go with her to the staff room. Apart from our one full day together each week, this is the only time I get with her. As much as I’d love to spend every day with her too, she’s a devoted mom to little Ella, and I admire that about her.

Summer starts walking towards the back of the diner, and I follow behind her, practically salivating as I watch her ass sway back and forth with each step. My girl has all the feline grace of a little sex kitten, and my dick is throbbing in my pants.

We walk into the staff room, and I pull the door closed behind us before taking a seat on the old couch that lines one wall. As soon as I’m settled, Summer lowers herself onto my lap, straddling my thighs and pressing her ample chest up against me. Our mouths meet in a heated kiss, and the taste of her lips and the feeling of her tongue dancing against mine makes me feel like I’m drunk. 

My hands roam over her body, and when I reach her ass, I squeeze her cheeks firmly, making her gasp into my mouth. My cock is straining against the fabric of my jeans, and I can’t help but rut up against her, seeking some kind of friction to help the painful, throbbing ache.

“Are you sure Delilah isn’t going to come back here?” I ask between greedy, breath-stealing kisses. “I don’t want to do anything that’s going to get you in trouble at work.”

She giggles against my lips, a sweet sound that causes more of my blood to flow south. 

“Trust me, she won’t be coming back here,” she says, a wicked grin spreading across her lush lips.

Summer pulls back just enough that she can start popping the buttons of her shirt open one by one, and it takes me a few seconds to realize I’m staring at her with my mouth hanging open.

I snap my jaw shut and gulp audibly. “Here? Are you sure?”

She looks at me with wide puppy dog eyes as she slowly peels her shirt off her shoulders.

“Ella really wasn’t hungry at dinner time today. She’s having too much fun playing with her solid food recently to want a lot of milk. But it means I’m feeling very full and tender right now. Please, could you help me, Hudson?”

I remain quiet as I watch her reach behind her back to unclasp her bra, sliding the straps down her shoulders to reveal her beautiful tits. She lets out a soft, pained moan as the cups drop away, exposing her full, round breasts and stiff, swollen nipples.

“Fuck, babydoll. Of course, I can help you. Anything for my gorgeous girl,” I tell her, reaching out to cup her heavy, aching breasts in my hands.

I’m so glad we’re both on the same page when it comes to our unconventional relationship. The way we can’t get enough of each other. It’s almost an obsession, the need to have her, and it’s something we share.

I lean forward, flicking the tip of my tongue against her nipple before latching onto it and sucking greedily. After a few moments, a sweet, warm jet of milk sprays into my mouth, and the taste of her fills me with desire. I keep suckling, drawing out more of her milk and drinking it down.

Summer’s hands are gripping my short hair tightly, and she’s writhing in my lap, grinding her hips down on the thick bulge in my pants.

When the heavy flow of cream slows to a trickle, I pull away, and she lifts the other breast to my mouth, guiding me to the nipple. As I start suckling again, her hand slips down to my waistband, unfastening the button and zipper before reaching in and freeing my throbbing erection.

She wraps her slender fingers around my shaft, stroking me from root to tip, and a shiver runs through my body. I moan against her breast, the sound muffled, and her grip tightens on my cock.

“Oh, Hudson,” she whimpers, arching her back to push her chest closer to me. “Feels so good.”

Her other hand is still holding the back of my head, keeping me in place, and I suck hard, drawing as much of her milk from her tit as possible. It’s warm and sweet, and the taste is intoxicating.

As the cream flows freely into my mouth, Summer continues to stroke my cock, and I know that if she doesn’t stop, I’ll come all over her hand.

I pull back from her breast, breathing hard, and the sight of her flushed cheeks and swollen, pink lips is enough to make me almost lose control.

“Babydoll,” I groan. “I’m not going to last much longer if you keep that up.”

She bites her lip and gives me a mischievous grin, her hand continuing its slow, torturous movement.

“I want you to come for me,” she whispers. “Please, Hudson.”

I let out a low growl and capture her mouth with my own, kissing her fiercely. Our tongues tangle together, and her hand starts pumping faster. I pull my t-shirt up under my arms, knowing that if I don’t, I’m about to end up with an embarrassing stain on it.

It doesn’t take long for me to reach the edge, and I bury my face in that deep valley of her cleavage, muffling my moans of pleasure with her tits. Hot, sticky cum spurts from my cock, coating her hand and spraying up over my bare stomach.

Summer lets out a whimper, and I can tell that all the grinding she’s been doing against my thigh has got her close to her own orgasm. I slide one hand up her leg, under her skirt and between her thighs, rubbing her clit through her thin panties. She’s soaked, and the wet fabric is clinging to her.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmur, watching as her face contorts with pleasure. “I want you to come for me, babydoll. I want to hear you moan my name.”

My fingers keep moving over her, and the pressure on her sensitive nub seems to be exactly what she needs to send her tumbling over the edge. She buries her face in my neck, biting down on my skin to muffle her cries of ecstasy. Her whole body trembles and shakes, and I wrap my free arm around her, holding her close as she comes undone,

We stay like that for a few minutes, neither of us saying a word, until she lifts her head and presses a gentle kiss to my lips.

“That was amazing,” she breathes, her eyes shining. “I never thought it could be like this.”

“Me either,” I say, smiling as I kiss her softly. When I pull away, I can see a blush coloring her cheeks.

“I was thinking, Hudson. How would you feel about meeting Ella? We have been dating for a few weeks now, and I think it could be the right time.”

My smile widens, and I can’t help the swell of emotion that rises within me. “I’d love that. When would you like me to meet her?”

“Would tomorrow work for you? Maybe you could come around to my place for lunch?”

“Sounds perfect,” I say, and she smiles so wide I feel like my heart might burst just from looking at her.

Summer rests her head on my shoulder and I hold her close, stroking my fingers gently through her hair while we quietly enjoy the last few minutes of her break.

Tomorrow, I get to meet her daughter. This is huge. It means she must see a future for the two of us. It’s a lot more than a casual fling.

And it makes me so damn happy.


Chapter Nine


Summer:

I wipe down the surfaces in the kitchen again for what must be the fifth time so far today. It’s the first time Hudson has ever been to my place, and I’m nervous about what he’s going to think. His house is huge and immaculate, while mine is small and filled with all the accessories that come with having a small child. It’s not a bad place, but it’s certainly not on the same level as his home.

The sound of a clatter beside me pulls me out of my thoughts, and I look down to see Ella smiling up at me, giggling as her building blocks lay strewn across the floor.

“Mama!” she says, lifting her arms and making grabby hands at me.

I laugh and bend down to pick her up, holding her on my hip. “What did you do, Ella?” I ask in a playful, animated voice. “Did you knock your tower down?”

“Down!” she repeats, still giggling to herself.

Before I can even think about picking up the blocks from the floor, there is a knock at the door.

“Hudson is here!” I tell her, even though she doesn’t have a clue who he is.

I walk towards the door, holding her in my arms, and I feel butterflies fluttering around in my stomach. Taking a deep breath, I pull the door open and am met with the sight of Hudson standing on my doorstep, a bunch of flowers in one hand and the biggest teddy bear I’ve ever seen in the other. I swear, it’s almost as tall as I am.

“Hey,” he says, a shy smile spreading across his face. “I brought these for you. And, uh, I brought something for Ella, too.”

I can’t help but laugh at the ridiculous size of the toy he’s holding. Ella has already spotted it, obviously, and she’s wriggling in my arms in her attempt to reach it.

“It’s a little big, isn’t it?” I say, flashing him a grin.

He laughs, but doesn’t answer the question. Instead, he turns to Ella.

“Hey, pretty girl,” he says. “I’ve been so excited to meet you. I’m Hudson.”

“Bear!” she squeals excitedly, and I place her down on the floor so she can stumble closer and wrap her arms around a giant teddy leg.

“I think you just made her the happiest little girl in the world,” I say, and my heart flutters as a huge smile spreads across his face.

“Good. I want to make both of you happy.”

The flutter in my chest disappears completely, because my heart just melted at his words, and I’m not sure it’s possible for a puddle to flutter at all.

“Why don’t you come in?”

Hudson eases his way inside the door, being careful not to knock Ella over with a giant teddy limb in the process; then he places it down on the floor, sitting it up against the nearest wall.

We both watch, laughing, as Ella launches herself at the teddy, practically pouncing on it before she sits on its lap. She starts babbling to it in toddler language, lost in her own little world where only she and the giant stuffed bear exist.

I pull Hudson to one side, lowering my voice slightly in case Ella is actually paying attention.

“You are amazing. Thank you for getting that for her. She really loves it.”

He grins back at me, taking me into his arms. “I’m going to spoil both of you rotten, babydoll. I hope you know that.”

I reach up on tip toes to brush my lips against his cheek.

“I hope you don’t think that’s why I’m with you though, Hudson,” I say, my voice suddenly serious. “Even if you couldn’t spoil us, I would still love you just as much as I do now.”

His entire body goes still, and for a moment, I’m worried I’ve said something wrong. But then he smiles wider than I’ve ever seen him smile before, which is quite an achievement.

“What?” I ask, my brows knotted together in confusion.

“That’s the first time you’ve ever said that. But I love you too, babydoll. So damn much.”

Warmth spreads through me, and it feels like my heart is swelling with happiness. Before I can say anything, he pulls me close, crushing his mouth against mine in a fierce, passionate kiss. It’s brief, but it leaves me breathless, and I know that we’d be taking things much further if not for the toddler still sitting in the room with us.

When we break apart, he’s still grinning like a fool. “Sorry. I just couldn’t wait any longer to kiss you. Not after what you said.”

I shake my head, laughing, and press another quick kiss to his lips.

“I know now probably isn’t the best time to tell you this, Hudson, but I’ve been planning a little gift for you, too. I can’t give it to you until Ella goes down for her nap after lunch, though.”

His grin widens, and his eyebrows shoot up.

“Oh really?”

I nod, feeling the heat rise to my cheeks. I’m already starting to regret telling him that.

“Can you at least tell me what it is?” he asks. “You’ve got me curious now, and it’s not fair to tease me like this.”

I glance towards Ella, who is still busy with her new stuffed toy. Now she’s dragging him along the floor, stumbling every few seconds because she’s so tiny in comparison to the bear and she’s not completely steady on her feet yet. But luckily, it provides a very soft landing for her every time she falls. She’s pulling it towards the television, where a kids’ show is playing quietly in the background.

Even though she seems distracted enough, I take hold of Hudson’s hand and pull him a few steps further away, making sure I can still keep an eye on Ella while ensuring she can’t overhear us.

I take a deep breath, unsure how to tell him the news.

“I saw the pictures you drew of me in your studio,” I say, the words tumbling out, and it seems as good a place as any to start. “The ones where I am pregnant.”

Hudson’s face flushes, and he nods his head briefly. “It’s just something I think about sometimes. But obviously, nothing has to happen until you’re ready. I hope they didn’t scare you at all?”

I smile up at him, shaking my head. “I liked them. Really liked them, Hudson. So much so that I’ve stopped taking my contraceptive pills.”

He’s silent for a moment, and I’m not sure if the silence is a good or a bad thing.

“Are you saying what I think you’re saying, babydoll?”

“If you think I’m saying I’m ready for us to have a baby together, then yes.”

Before I can react, he’s pulling me close and lifting my feet off the floor, swinging me around in a circle. I can’t help but squeal with joy, and when he places me back down, my head is spinning and I’m giddy.

“A baby,” he says, a bright, excited look in his eyes. “I can’t believe this is really happening. Are you sure this is what you want, Summer? There’s no pressure from me at all. If you need more time, that’s totally fine.”

“I’m sure,” I tell him. “I can’t wait to feel your baby growing inside me.”

He lets out a soft groan and wraps his arms around my waist, holding me tight against his body. His lips brush against the top of my head, and he sighs happily.

“Please tell me Ella will be having her nap soon?” he says, a teasing tone to his voice. Although I think he’s being more serious than he’s letting on.

I laugh and take a step back. “Well, lunch won’t take too much longer, and then we need to eat, but she usually gets really tired as soon as she’s finished lunch. If I had to guess, I’d say you’ve only got about an hour to wait.”

He groans again, but this time, it’s a sound of frustration.

“I have a feeling this is going to be the longest hour of my life.”

I grin at him. “Can you keep an eye on Ella for me while I’m finishing up lunch? That way, it should be done faster.”

He nods and turns his gaze to her.

“She’s really sweet, Summer,” he says, smiling at me. “You’ve done an amazing job with her.”

I can’t help but feel proud of the compliment. The last year of my life has been devoted to Ella, and it’s really nice to hear that someone thinks I’m a good mom.

“Thank you,” I tell him. “I’m glad you like her. But right now, I think I need to get some food in her belly, because she’s going to be cranky otherwise. And I think you will be too, if lunch takes too long.”

Hudson chuckles, and his hand comes up to caress my cheek.

“Whatever you say, babydoll.”

He plants another quick kiss on my forehead, and then I head back into the kitchen to finish preparing lunch.

Because, in all honesty, I can’t wait to get some alone time with Hudson too, so that we can put our plan into action.

I want a baby with him.

So, so much.


Chapter Ten


Hudson:

Lunch was amazing. Summer had made spaghetti bolognese, which was delicious, and watching little Ella grabbing handfuls of it and trying to shove it in her mouth had been adorable. Of course, she’d ended up with red sauce all over her, and Summer needed to give her a bath before putting her down for a nap.

Normally, I might have been irritated by having to wait a little longer to get Summer on her own, especially considering how hard I’d been ever since she’d told me I would get to fuck her bare today and try to put a baby inside her. But as I lingered in the hallway outside their bathroom, listening to Ella’s squeals of happiness as she splashed in the water, and listening to Summer’s sweet voice as she sang songs to entertain her daughter, I didn’t feel even a little irritated. I fell deeper in love with Summer, and knew that what was about to happen was absolutely the right thing. She’s a fantastic mom, and she deserves as many babies as she could ever wish for.

And the fact that she wants to have them with me is just the cherry on top of the cake, as far as I’m concerned.

“She’s all ready for her nap,” Summer says as she emerges from the bathroom. Ella is in her arms, freshly scrubbed and wearing clean pajamas, and her short, blonde hair is still a little wet.

Summer pauses beside me, meeting my gaze, and I can see the heat simmering in her beautiful blue eyes. She’s obviously just as excited as I am for what’s about to happen, and that only makes me throb even harder.

“Sleep tight, Ella,” I say, leaning down to kiss the top of her head.

She waves at me before snuggling in against her mom’s neck, her eyes already starting to droop.

“I’ll just be a few minutes. Why don’t you go wait for me in my bedroom? It’s just through there.”

Summer points to a door and I nod, both of us parting ways momentarily as we enter different rooms. As soon as I’ve closed her door behind me, I begin stripping out of my clothes, leaving a trail on the floor. The moment I’m naked, I lie back on the bed, propped up against the headboard, and spread my legs.

My cock is standing proud, and the head is slick with precum. I can’t resist wrapping a hand around it and giving it a few lazy strokes, but it only serves to make the ache more intense.

It’s not long before the door creaks open and Summer slips inside. She freezes in the doorway, her gaze locked on my rock hard cock, and a small gasp escapes her.

“Getting started without me, I see,” she says, her lips curling up into a teasing grin.

“Get your clothes off and get over here, babydoll,” I tell her, my voice little more than a growl.

She shivers, and her teeth sink into her lower lip. Her fingers are shaking as she pulls down the straps of her dress, letting the loose garment fall to the floor to land in a puddle at her feet. I can’t help but groan at the sight of her, and I begin pumping my hand up and down my shaft a little faster. Her tits are bare, the soft, plump globes practically heaving with each breath she draws in. Her dusky pink nipples are already stiff, just begging for attention, and god knows they are going to get it as soon as she’s within arm’s reach.

“And the panties too,” I command, the eagerness to be inside her becoming too intense to be ignored.

Summer pushes her thumbs into the waistband of her little lace panties and pushes them down to the floor. When she straightens up, I’ve got a perfect view of the neatly trimmed strip of hair that leads to her pretty little pussy.

“On the bed, babydoll,” I order.

Her eyes are wide and dark with lust, and she does as she’s told, climbing up on the edge of the bed and crawling towards me. But she’s got her sights set on one thing, and when she flicks her tongue against the sensitive head of my cock, I let out a loud, guttural moan.

“Fuck,” I breathe. “That feels so damn good.”

Her lips curl up into a grin, and she licks at me again, tasting the fluid that is leaking from the tip. She hums, her eyes closing in bliss, and I swear I almost come just from watching her.

“You’re so fucking sexy,” I tell her, running my hand through her hair, the silken strands like threads of gold against my skin.

Her smile widens, and she leans down again, opening her mouth and swallowing the first few inches of my length. The sight of my cock disappearing between her full, pouty lips is enough to send my head spinning. My fingers tangle in her hair and I let out another loud groan, which is rewarded with a low hum of pleasure from her.

“Babydoll, you’ve got to stop,” I gasp, even though it feels so damn good.

Using my grip on her hair, I tug gently until my cock falls from her lips. The disappointed little whining noise she makes is almost enough to change my mind, but the promise of what’s about to happen is too tempting to give up now.

I sit up on the bed, pulling her into my arms, pressing my lips to hers in a hungry kiss. My tongue invades her mouth, and she moans, melting against me. I lift her slightly before laying down on the bed, covering her body with my own, my hard dick twitching against the soft skin of her inner thigh. Without breaking the kiss, I slide a hand down between her thighs and plunge a finger inside her tight little pussy.

I moan into her mouth as my brain registers how wet she is. She’s practically dripping, coating my finger with her sticky sweetness.

“You’re soaking wet, babydoll,” I murmur, pulling back to gaze down at her.

“I can’t help it,” she whispers, her cheeks flushed and her eyes glazed. “Just the thought of you putting a baby inside me turns me on so much.”

“Fuck,” I breathe.

I can’t hold back anymore, and I quickly slide my finger out of her, pressing the head of my cock against her slit instead. Our eyes meet, and we share a moment, the intensity of it almost overwhelming.

Then, with a single thrust, I push into her, burying myself deep inside her tight channel.

We both cry out, and her nails dig into the skin on my back.

“Oh my god, Hudson!”

I push her thighs further apart with my own, moving a little higher up the bed in my eagerness to be as deep as possible inside her.

“Tell me again,” I whisper, holding still inside her, taking a moment to savor the way her velvety soft walls grip my cock so tightly before I start moving. “Tell me what you need me to do to you, babydoll.”

“I want you to put a baby inside me,” she moans, her whole body trembling.

With a grunt, I pull almost all the way out of her, then slam back into her, making her whole body jerk. She cries out again, and I repeat the motion, fucking her with fast, desperate strokes.

“God, Hudson, it feels so good.”

Her words send a fresh wave of pleasure rolling through me, and I fuck her harder, knowing she can handle it. She wraps her legs around my waist, her heels digging into the small of my back, and the slight change in angle makes her moan even louder, her head tipping back, her eyes squeezing shut.

I take advantage of her exposed throat and press my lips to the sensitive skin there, kissing her all the way up the column of her neck before reaching her ear.

“I can’t wait to see you growing round with my baby, Summer,” I whisper.

She shivers, and her inner walls clench tighter, as though trying to milk the cum from me.

“I’m so close, Hudson,” she whimpers, her whole body tensing.

“You’re going to come all over my cock, babydoll. And then you’re going to take every last drop of my cum, and we’re going to put a baby inside you.”

I can feel my own orgasm creeping up on me, and I know it won’t be long until I’m spilling inside her. The thought sends a wave of pleasure coursing through me, and I fuck her even harder, wanting nothing more than to feel her tighten around me and come.

I lower my head to her breasts, pressing kisses over her voluptuous curves before finally taking a hard nipple into my mouth. I suck hard, moaning deeply when her sweet milk begins filling my mouth.

“Fuck, babydoll,” I groan. “You taste so fucking good.”

Her pussy clenches again, and she gasps.

“Hudson! Oh, god, yes!”

I can feel her body tensing, her back arching, and she cries out as the force of her orgasm rocks through her. I’m not far behind, and her walls spasming around me send me hurtling over the edge.

“Oh, god, Summer,” I moan.

My balls draw up tight, and a hot pulse of pleasure erupts inside me. The first burst of cum shoots out and I’m buried so deep inside her that it doesn’t even have to travel far, and as her body continues to milk me, I feel rope after rope of hot seed spraying into her waiting womb.

I’ve taken her without a condom several times over the last few weeks, but this time, knowing she’s not taking her contraceptive pill, makes it infinitely more intense. I keep thrusting my hips, fucking her with a frantic urgency, needing to fill her with as much of my cum as possible.

It seems to last forever, and when I’m finally done, my whole body feels like jelly. I collapse on top of her, careful not to crush her. She’s panting hard, her chest rising and falling, her body damp with sweat.

“That was amazing,” she whispers, and a contented sigh escapes her.

“Amazing doesn’t even come close,” I tell her, brushing my lips against hers.

Her fingers trace circles on my back, and her lips curl up into a sweet smile.

“I hope it worked.”

I can hear the longing in her voice, and it warms my heart.

“Me too, babydoll. Me too.”

In my mind, I can picture the four of us together; me, Summer, Ella and our baby, and my heart almost bursts with joy. We are going to be the perfect family, and I can’t wait to take care of them all for the rest of my life.


Epilogue


Summer:

Eight months later:

The spring sun is warm on my skin as I lay naked on a blanket out in Hudson’s huge yard. Except it’s our yard now. Ella and I moved in with him not long after I found out I was pregnant with his baby. And then a few weeks after that, Hudson and I had got married in a small but beautiful ceremony at the nearby chapel. And I’ve never been happier.

Hudson and Ella adore each other, and I feel like I fall even deeper in love with Hudson whenever I see them together. The way he’s taken her into his heart and his life with absolutely no hesitation makes me realize he’s going to be an amazing father to our little one, too. He really is my perfect man.

“Look at me,” Hudson says, his voice gruff.

I smile and turn my head to the side, looking over to where he stands by his easel, a paintbrush in his hand. Ella is with a babysitter, so we can get some much needed alone time before our new little bundle of joy arrives in a few weeks, and Hudson couldn’t resist the chance to paint me nude.

The way his eyes roam over my very pregnant body makes me flush with heat, and my skin tingles.

“You’re so gorgeous,” he says, his lips curling into a wicked grin.

I shake my head, feeling embarrassed. It’s the one downside of pregnancy. With my boobs and stomach swelling, I don’t feel quite so sexy anymore. But the way he looks at me tells me I’m wrong, and it’s moments like these that make me feel so special.

“How much longer are you going to take?” I ask him, squirming a little on the blanket, my body heating up.

“Why? You got something better to do, babydoll?”

“Maybe...”

He sets his paintbrush down and moves to sit beside me on the blanket. His hand moves over my huge, swollen belly, his fingertips ghosting across my skin. It makes me shiver, and I can’t help the little whimper that escapes my lips.

“Is someone a little needy?” he asks, his voice soft.

“Very needy,” I whisper.

His hands continue to move across my skin, and he leans down to brush his lips over mine. I moan softly, parting my lips and inviting him inside. His tongue meets mine, and he kisses me passionately, leaving me breathless.

“Hudson, please,” I whine, not sure how much longer I can stand not having his hands all over me.

“Don’t worry, babydoll,” he soothes. “I’m going to take such good care of you.”

I sigh happily, relaxing against the soft blanket. He trails his fingers up and down my thighs, getting closer and closer to where I need him, but not quite touching me there yet. When he finally reaches the apex of my thighs, a deep groan escapes him.

“God, babydoll, you’re soaked,” he says.

“It’s what you do to me.”

I watch as he licks his lips, his fingers rubbing gentle circles over my sensitive clit. It doesn’t take long until I’m writhing beneath him, my whole body on fire with pleasure.

“You like that, babydoll?”

“Mhmm,” I hum. “I love it when you touch me.”

He grins and his fingers sink lower, plunging inside my aching core. I cry out, pleasure rocketing through me, and it takes no time at all for an orgasm to build inside me.

“Oh, god,” I pant. “Please, Hudson, I need more.”

He knows what I need, and his lips curl up into a wicked smirk. His fingers move a little faster, his thumb pressing against my clit, and his lips descend on my nipple, sucking it into his mouth.

My back arches, and his teeth graze my sensitive nub. That’s all it takes, and the coil of tension snaps, pleasure crashing over me in a wave at the same time as my milk starts spraying into his mouth. I can feel myself clamping down around his fingers, and his soft groan lets me know he feels it, too.

“That’s my good girl,” he praises. “Give it all to me, babydoll.”

He seals his lips around my nipple again, and his fingers continue working their magic. My whole body is on fire, and I have no idea how long the pleasure lasts for.

When the waves finally stop crashing over me, I feel like a boneless heap on the blanket.

“Oh my god, Hudson,” I pant. “That was incredible.”

He grins at me as he lets my nipple fall from his mouth, then he lays his head gently on my breast, placing his hand on my stomach.

“What time will Ella be home?” he asks.

I reach for my phone and look at the time. “In about an hour,” I tell him. “I’ll need some time to get her ready before the art show tonight.”

Ever since we met, Hudson’s career as an artist has gone from strength to strength, and tonight, there is a big show at the museum in town where several of his paintings will be on display. The evening will end with an auction, and I have no doubt he will do well. His paintings are famous in the local art community, and his popularity is spreading like wildfire.

Everyone who sees his work loves it, and the world seems to be intrigued by the mysterious blonde woman in each of his paintings. Her face is always hidden from the world by her long hair. Sometimes she has a hand resting on her round stomach, or sometimes she has a small baby nuzzling against her chest. But in every picture, she is always an image of serene femininity. It takes my breath away every time I see one of his new paintings, knowing that’s how he sees me. I still can’t believe I was lucky enough to meet a man like him.

But when I show up on his arm tonight at the art show, everyone will know who his muse is, and I can’t help but be so happy I could help him in his career in some small way.

“I can’t wait for tonight,” he murmurs. “I want to show you off to the world, babydoll. You and our perfect little family.”

I smile wide, wrapping my arms around him as we relax in the afternoon sun.

“I love you,” I whisper, my voice choked with emotion.

“I love you too, Summer.”

He lifts his head from my chest, brushing his lips softly against mine, and a happy sigh escapes me.

I’ve finally found everything I’ve ever dreamed of.
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Sweet Surrender

I can't believe my eyes when the hot older man I'd shared an intense experience with at a sex club on Friday night arrives in my office on Monday morning... as the new CEO of the company.

It was only supposed to be one night, and I was never meant to see him again. I've got far too many things to worry about in my life to add romance to the mix, and I'm determined never to be like my mom - the woman who had walked out four years ago with her new husband, leaving me as a substitute parent to my two younger siblings.

But here he is, and fate conspires to bring us even closer, ensuring we'll be working side by side every single day.

And there is so much more to him than the dominant nature I saw on our first night together. He's one of the most caring men I've ever met, and the way he desires to take care of me makes me melt.

But we are so different, and each dealing with our own heartaches. Can we overcome all the obstacles to find the kind of love we both need?
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The Doctor’s Milky Princess

Kieran is everything I've ever wanted in a man, and yet he's off-limits for so many reasons.

Not only is he my doctor, but he's also my ex-boyfriend's dad. But neither of those things are enough to make me stop wanting him. My days are filled with thoughts of the hot older man, even though I know I can never have him.

But when I have to visit him for a rather intimate health issue, things change between us in an instant. When he sees the way my tender, swollen mounds leak their creamy droplets, he can no longer fight the attraction that he's also apparently been feeling.

It's the start of a mutual addiction and a hunger that can never be sated. And it soon becomes obvious we were made for each other.
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The Professor’s Pet: The Complete Series

I'm nineteen, and still sadly in possession of my v-card.

There's no one I want to give it to more than my sexy, kind, and smart college professor, Max Elliott. I can't stop daydreaming about my first time with him, and it's so difficult to stop thinking about him that even my grades are suffering. He's tutoring me several times a week, but instead of helping, the time alone with him makes me want him even more.

But then, one day, everything changes when he catches me doing something very naughty in his office before one of our tutoring sessions.

It brings out a whole other side of my professor that I'd never imagined could exist. Gone is the sweet, kind gentleman I've had a crush on for the last year, and in his place is a demanding alpha male who isn't afraid to take what he wants.

But what he wants, is me. And when his every filthy word and forbidden touch sets my body on fire, there's no way I'd even consider resisting him.
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Sometime the stories will be filthy erotica, and other times, they will be much more romantic. But either way, you'll always find dominant, sexy, powerful older men who are obsessed with our younger female heroines. Because, isn't that the dream???

Forbidden love, cherries popping, baby-making, and sometimes lactation, are common themes in her stories too.

But one thing is guaranteed... her characters will always get their happy ever after, even if it is a rather filthy one.
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