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Chapter One
Adrian


The terminal air is recycled and thin, tasting of metal and too many bodies pressed together. I’m ending a call with Tokyo, finalizing a hostile takeover that’s been six months in the careful making. “Make it happen,” I say, my tone leaving no room for argument.

I hang up, slipping the phone back into the pocket of my tailored pants. The noise of the arrivals hall rushes back in, a dull roar of reunions and departures. Irritation pricks at my skin. I don’t do waiting. My schedule is mapped to the minute, and this… this is an unquantifiable variable. A favor to an old friend.

I’m here to pick up David’s daughter. Sophie. I picture a gangly teenager, maybe acne, full of youthful naivety. I only agreed to let her crash in my penthouse for the summer and intern at my company because David insisted. Three months. I’ll let her stay in the guest room. Let HR handle her desk placement at the office. It was supposed to be a simple favor, but now, with the terminal air thick with impatience, I’m already regretting it.

Then the sliding doors hiss open.

A woman steps through, dragging a suitcase that looks too heavy for her delicate frame. She pauses just inside the threshold, blinking against the harsh fluorescent lights. Her eyes scan the crowd, a flicker of uncertainty there, but her chin is set with a quiet determination that sends an unexpected jolt through me.

She’s wearing a simple white tank top, the kind meant for comfort, but on her it’s anything but. The thin fabric drapes over generous curves, and my gaze is caught, held captive. I let it travel down, over the narrow waist and shorts that reveal legs that seem to go on forever. Long, slender, tanned. My pulse spikes, a sudden, violent thud in my neck. I can feel the blood rushing south, a hard, immediate response that is so out of place, so unwelcome here.

Her eyes meet mine across the sea of people. For a fraction of a second, the connection is electric. A blush creeps up her neck, staining her cheeks a beautiful pink before she glances away, her search resuming with more urgency.

My world narrows to her. The noise of the terminal fades to a dull hum. I don’t know who she is. I don’t know her name, her story, or anything about her. But I know, with a certainty that chills me, that I want her.

It’s a possessive, hungry urge, a primal instinct to claim, to mark, to make sure no other man ever looks at her the way I am right now. The thought that she might be waiting for a boyfriend or husband to pick her up sends a rush of hot anger through my veins.

I am suddenly, intensely irritated by the reason I am here. This woman. This beautiful, captivating stranger. I should be free to go to her, to introduce myself, to find out her name and her plans for the evening. For the summer. For the rest of her life. Instead, I’m tied to an obligation. A favor.

The crowd in the arrivals hall is thinning now, and she starts to move, her suitcase wheels whispering on the linoleum. She’s heading in my direction. My heart hammers against my ribs, a frantic, uncontrolled rhythm I haven’t felt in years. She stops a few feet away, looking up at me, those hazel eyes wide and nervous.

“Excuse me,” she says, her voice soft as summer rain. “Are you Adrian?”

My throat goes dry. I swallow against a knot of something I can’t name. This can’t be happening. It just can’t.

I force my head to nod. A single, jerky motion.

A small, relieved smile touches her lips. “Oh, good. I’m Sophie. Sophie White. David’s daughter.”

David’s daughter.

The world stops. The air leaves my lungs. The woman I have already, irrevocably, fallen for is the one person in this world who I should never ever want to touch. Sophie. The gangly teenager from my imagination has just shattered into a million pieces, replaced by this breathtaking vision of soft curves and innocent eyes.

And I know, in that soul-crushing, gut-wrenching moment, that I am in the deepest, most intoxicating trouble of my life.


Chapter Two
Sophie


The low hum of Adrian’s car is the only sound in the confined space, a sleek, black cocoon that smells of expensive leather and his cologne. A clean, spicy scent that makes my stomach clench with a strange, fluttery heat.

My hands are folded so tightly in my lap that my knuckles are white. I can’t bring myself to look at him, but I can feel him. He’s a presence, a force, a gravitational pull that’s messing with my entire system. All my life, I’ve heard my father talk about “Adrian this” and “Adrian that,” and I’d built a mental picture of a man who was just like my dad - soft around the middle, hair thinning, obsessed with golf and boring stock portfolios. Someone safe and predictable.

The reality sitting three feet away from me is a living, breathing contradiction. He’s not old and boring. He’s… magnificent. I risk a glance, a quick peek from under my lashes. The sharp line of his jaw is dusted with a shadow of stubble, and I can see a few threads of silver at his temples that stand out against the dark, perfectly cut hair. His hands, large and competent-looking, rest on the steering wheel, and a simple gold watch glints on his wrist. Every inch of him screams power and control.

A hot, shivering wave of awareness washes over me, leaving me breathless. My body doesn’t seem to care that this is my dad’s best friend, a man I’m supposed to treat like an uncle. It just wants. My breasts feel heavy, my nipples pebbling into tight, sensitive points that press against the thin cotton of my tank top. And I don’t even want to think about the way my pussy is thrumming with arousal, my wet panties clinging to my sensitive skin.

I’m crushing on him so hard it’s pathetic. I have to get a grip. This is a business arrangement. I’m here to work, to get some experience, and then I’ll go back to my life. Three months. I can survive three months without making a complete fool of myself, right? Without drooling all over his obviously very expensive suit?

He hasn’t said much on the short drive from the airport, and I am profoundly grateful for that. The silence gives me a chance to try and wrestle my racing hormones back under control.

It’s a losing battle.

The car glides smoothly into an underground parking garage, the concrete walls painted a pristine white and lit by rows of bright lights. Once he’s parked, we get out, and I reach for my suitcase, but he’s already there, his large hand covering mine on the handle. His touch sends a jolt through me, a current that shoots straight up my arm and settles deep in my core.

“I’ve got it,” he says, his deep voice creating a tingling sensation between my thighs. He lifts my ridiculously heavy bag as if it weighs nothing, his biceps flexing under the fine wool of his suit jacket.

“Umm... thanks,” I say, my voice so quiet I’m not even sure if he hears me.

Great. This is the perfect time to forget how to talk to someone like a normal person.

We step into a private elevator that requires a key card to enter, and I suddenly find myself acutely aware of just how big he is in the enclosed space. He’s not just tall; he’s broad. A wall of muscle and heat. The clean, spicy scent of him fills the small space, and I find myself staring at the reflection of us in the polished metal doors. He’s all sharp lines and imposing strength, and beside him, I feel small and fragile. I’ve never been so aware of my own body, my own softness.

I’m so lost in thought that I don’t realize he’s watching me back in the mirrored surface. His gaze meets mine in the reflection, and I feel my face start to burn. He doesn’t smile, doesn’t even blink, and I can’t read the emotion in his dark eyes, but the intensity there makes my breath catch. I quickly look away, my heart hammering against my ribs.

The elevator opens directly into his penthouse apartment. The floors are a dark, polished wood; the furniture is sleek and minimal; and the walls are covered in art that looks expensive and intimidating. It’s a beautiful space, but it’s cold, sterile, like no one actually lives here.

“This is the living room,” he says, his deep voice echoing in the vast space. He gestures to a large white sofa and a glass coffee table. There is a TV screen that’s so huge it almost takes up one whole wall of the room. “And the kitchen’s through there.”

I nod, trying to take it all in, but all I can really focus on is him. The way he moves with an easy grace that seems at odds with his powerful build, the way the light catches the silver at his temples, making him look even more distinguished, more dangerous.

He leads me down a short hallway and opens a door. “This is yours,” he says, setting my suitcase down inside. “My room’s at the end of the hall if you need anything.”

“Thank you,” I say, my voice still a little shaky.

“I’ll leave you to get settled. Are you hungry?”

My stomach rumbles at the question, a loud, embarrassing gurgle in the quiet room.

“Umm, yes,” I admit, my cheeks flushing. “I haven’t had anything to eat since breakfast. Flying makes me nervous, so I forgot to eat.”

I sigh inwardly. What the hell is wrong with me? I’ve gone from barely being able to string a sentence together around him to giving him all kinds of information that I’m sure he couldn’t care less about.

“Sushi?”

“Yes, I love sushi.”

“Good. I’ll order some in.” He gives me a small, almost imperceptible nod, and then he’s gone, closing the door behind him and leaving me alone in a room that’s bigger than my entire apartment was back in college.

I stand there for a moment, my heart still pounding, before I finally let out a shaky breath. I’m so worked up, my whole body humming with a restless energy that’s been building since I first saw him at the airport. I can still feel the ghost of his hand on mine, the heat of his body in the elevator, and I have a sudden, overwhelming urge to touch myself.

I kick off my shoes and lie back on the bed, unbuttoning my shorts before sliding my hand down the front of them, my fingers finding the swollen, sensitive nub of my clit. I’m already so wet, my fingers sliding easily through my folds, and I bite my lip to keep from moaning as I start to circle the sensitive bundle of nerves.

I close my eyes and it’s not my hand I’m imagining, but Adrian’s. I think about how big he is, how strong, and I wonder what it would feel like to have him over me, covering me with his body, his weight pinning me to the bed. I wonder what he would sound like, what he would say, what he would do.

The thought is so forbidden, so wrong, but somehow, that only makes it hotter. I imagine him sliding his cock inside me, taking my virginity, claiming me as his own. I imagine him whispering filthy things in my ear, telling me how much he wants me, how much he needs me.

The fantasy sends me flying over the edge, and I come with a gasp, my body shuddering with a pleasure so intense it’s almost painful. My back arches off the bed and my toes curl, my fingers working my clit through the waves of my orgasm until the swollen bud is too sensitive to touch anymore.

I lie there for a long moment, my body limp and sated, but the pleasure is quickly replaced by a familiar, painful ache. My breasts feel heavy, swollen, and full; the skin stretched tight and tender to the touch. I press the heels of my hands against them, trying to relieve the pressure, but it’s no use. I need to pump.

A wave of bitterness surges through me. This is the reason why a man like Adrian would never be interested in me. A weird hormone imbalance that my doctors can’t seem to fix, a secret that I’ve been carrying around with me for years. I’ve been lactating since I was eighteen, and it’s the one thing about myself that I can’t accept, the one thing that makes me feel broken, different, and unlovable.

It’s why I’m still a virgin at twenty-two. I’ve been too scared to let anyone get close enough to discover my secret. What would they think? What would they say? I’ve seen the way men look at me, their eyes drawn to my chest, and I can’t help but wonder what they would do if they knew the truth.

I haven’t pumped since this morning, and I know I need to do it soon before I start to leak through my shirt. I sit up, my movements slow and deliberate, and I look at my suitcase, which is still sitting by the door. My pump is in there, and I should pump now before dinner arrives.

But before I can even make a move to open my suitcase, there is a soft knock on the door, and Adrian’s deep voice comes through the wood. “Sophie, the food is here.”

My heart does a little excited flutter at the thought of eating dinner with him, and I push the bitter thoughts aside. I’ll pump later. I don’t want him asking questions about what’s taking me so long to go out and eat. An extra half hour won’t make much difference.

“Okay, I’ll be right out,” I say, my voice a little shaky.

I get up from the bed and run my hands over my clothes, trying to smooth out the wrinkles. With trembling fingers, I button my shorts up again, and when I check my reflection in the large mirror that’s hanging on the wall, I’m relieved to see that I don’t look as flustered as I feel.

I take a deep breath and open the door, stepping out into the hallway. My heart is pounding, and I have to remind myself to breathe. This is just dinner. Just dinner with my dad’s best friend.

It’s not a date. Definitely not.

And I do my best to ignore the feeling of disappointment that settles in my stomach at that thought.


Chapter Three
Adrian


The city sprawls out beneath us, a glittering carpet of diamonds on black velvet. The air on my balcony is cool, carrying the faint sounds of traffic and sirens from a world away. But here, it’s just me and her. And the space between us is charged with enough electricity to power the entire fucking city grid.

She’s been talking non-stop since we finished eating our sushi, a stream of consciousness about her business degree, the logistics of finding an apartment in the city next semester, and how excited she is to start her internship at my company tomorrow. Her words trip over themselves in their haste, a nervous, charming cadence that has my lips twitching with something I haven’t felt in decades: amusement.

“... and I know I’m probably talking too much,” she finishes, her cheeks flushing a beautiful shade of pink in the dim light. “I’m sorry. I just get nervous when I’m—”

“Why did you choose to study business?” I cut her off, hating the way she apologizes for speaking. I want to know every damn thing about her, hear every thought that crosses her mind.

She blinks, clearly caught off guard by the question. “Oh. Umm...” Her gaze drifts back to the city lights, and for a moment, I think she’s going to give me some canned answer about money or prestige. I’ve heard them all before.

But then she turns back to me, and her eyes are shining with a passion that steals the breath from my lungs. “It’s not really about the money,” she says, her voice softening, losing its nervous edge. “I mean, obviously, that’s important. But... I want to help. The small businesses. The ones that are struggling but have good people working for them, people who have families and mortgages. The ones that get targeted for hostile takeovers and get dismantled for parts.”

I go completely still. My company, Keller Strategic Holdings, is built on the foundation of hostile takeovers. I am the dismantler she’s talking about. I am the monster in this fairy tale. And yet, I’m riveted, unable to tear my gaze away from her.

“A company isn’t just a balance sheet,” she continues, her hands gesturing with an elegance that’s almost mesmerizing. “It’s a community. It’s a lifeline. When a company like that fails, it’s not just the CEO who suffers. It’s the single mom who has to find a new job, the family that loses their health insurance, the whole town that depends on the factory for its survival. I want to specialize in ethical corporate restructuring. To find a way to help those companies survive without destroying the livelihoods of the people who depend on them.”

I am floored. Utterly floored. I expected a sweet girl with shallow ambitions. Instead, I’ve found a warrior with a heart of gold. Her motivation isn’t greed or power; it’s compassion. It’s a softer, gentler drive than my own, but it’s no less fierce. I see it in the set of her jaw, in the fire burning in her eyes.

I built my empire out of survival and necessity, a desperate clawing out of the gutter. I took what I wanted because it was the only way to survive. I never once thought about the single mom or the struggling family. I only saw a prize to be won.

And Sophie, this beautiful, innocent girl, wants to save them all.

“That’s... admirable,” I say, the words feeling clumsy on my tongue. Inadequate.

A faint blush colors her cheeks, but she meets my gaze without flinching. “That’s what I want to do,” she says, a quiet confidence in her voice. “So, I was wondering,” she adds, her tone shifting, becoming more hesitant, “how did you get started? I mean, I know you built Keller Strategic from the ground up, but what was that like?”

The question catches me off guard. No one has asked me that in years. People ask me about my current holdings, my next acquisition, and my net worth. They ask for advice, for a loan, for a job. No one has ever asked about the beginning. About the boy who had nothing.

“It was a long time ago,” I say, my tone a little harsher than I intend. A defense mechanism. I don’t talk about the past. I don’t do nostalgia.

But she doesn’t back down. Instead, she just waits, her patient, intelligent gaze encouraging me to share. And for some reason, I find myself wanting to.

“It was... difficult,” I say, the words feeling foreign in my mouth. “I was young. Broke. I saw an opportunity that no one else did. A failing manufacturing company with a solid product but terrible management. I took a massive risk. Maxed out every credit card I had, took out loans with interest rates that should have been illegal.”

“What was the company?” she asks, her curiosity genuine, not a ploy to flatter me or gather information.

“An electronics company,” I say, a ghost of a smile touching my lips as I remember the smell of solder and the constant hum of the factory floor. “They made these little components for... well, it doesn’t matter. I restructured the debt, streamlined the production, and managed to turn a profit in the first year. I sold it three years later for a fortune, and that was the start of it all.”

She’s quiet for a moment, her expression thoughtful. “You built something from nothing,” she says, her hazel eyes meeting mine. “That’s... incredible, Adrian. Most people are given a head start in life, a safety net. You didn’t have that. You created your own.”

Something in my chest cracks open. I’ve been praised for my wealth, my power, my ruthlessness. But no one has ever praised me for this. For the sheer, grinding will it took to claw my way out of the dirt. She sees it. She fucking sees it. And it’s the most potent aphrodisiac I’ve ever experienced.

The city lights are reflected in her wide eyes, a universe of stars scattered in their hazel depths. She’s standing so close to me, the floral scent of her shampoo drifting in the cool night air. The distance between us shrinks until it’s barely a breath, a charged space humming with unspoken desire.

“Sophie,” I say, her name a low growl in my throat. It’s the first time I’ve said it like this, with the full weight of my wanting behind it.

The shift is immediate and tangible. The air changes, grows thicker, hotter. Her breath hitches, a soft, almost inaudible sound that goes straight to my cock. She doesn’t understand, not really. She has no fucking idea that I’m picturing her bent over this balcony railing, her shorts around her ankles as I pound into her from behind, claiming every inch of her sweet little cunt. She has no idea that I’m fantasizing about filling her with my seed until her belly swells with my child, so that I can keep this amazing, breath-taking woman as mine for the rest of our lives.

But her body knows. Her cheeks flush a deeper shade of pink, her lips part slightly, and her nipples tighten into hard little pebbles, pressing against the thin fabric of her top, begging for my touch. I can feel the heat radiating off her in waves, a siren’s call to my primal instincts. All I can think about is how much I want to taste her, to feel her wetness on my tongue, to hear her scream my name as I make her mine.

My hand moves of its own accord, my fingers aching to close the distance, to touch her cheek, to trail them down the slender column of her throat. I want to feel her pulse beating against my fingertips, a rapid, fluttering rhythm that would match my own. I want to feel her.

But I stop myself, my fingers hovering just inches from her skin. This is wrong. She’s David’s daughter. She’s my intern. She’s twenty years younger than me. She’s off-limits. I know all of this, but it doesn’t seem to matter. My need for her is a living, breathing thing, a beast that’s been starving for decades, and it’s just woken up.

“It’s late,” I say, my voice rough, strained. The words feel like sandpaper in my throat. “You should get some rest. Big day tomorrow.”

I force myself to step back, to put some much-needed space between us. The loss of her heat is a physical ache, a cold, empty void in the center of my chest. I shove my hands into my pockets, my fists clenched so tightly that I can feel my nails digging into my palms. Anything to stop myself from reaching for her again.

“Oh. Okay,” she says, a flicker of disappointment in her eyes that is so brief I almost miss it. “Goodnight, Adrian.”

“Goodnight, Sophie.”

She turns and walks back into the apartment, leaving me alone on the balcony with the city lights and the roaring beast inside me. I watch her go, my gaze fixed on the gentle sway of her hips, the long, graceful line of her back. She’s a fantasy, a dream, a temptation that I can’t afford to indulge in.

But even as I tell myself this, I know it’s a lie.

This isn’t a battle I can win. It’s a war, and I’ve already lost.


Chapter Four
Sophie


The door clicks shut behind me, the sound unnaturally loud in the quiet apartment. I lean my back against the cool wood, my legs feeling like they might give out from under me at any second. My heart is beating frantically against my ribs, and I feel dizzy, breathless, like I’ve just run a marathon.

He was going to kiss me.

I’m almost certain of it. I saw it in his eyes, in the way his gaze dropped to my lips, in the way the air between us crackled with an energy that was almost visible. I felt it in the way my own body responded, a sudden, desperate ache blooming deep in my core.

My lips are still tingling, a phantom memory of a kiss that never happened. I bring my fingers up to touch them, tracing the full outline, trying to imagine what it would have felt like to have his lips on mine. I imagine the rough feel of his stubble against my skin, the clean, spicy scent of him filling my lungs, the delicious, overwhelming strength of his hands as they held me close.

A shiver runs through me, a hot, liquid heat that pools in my panties, making them damp and sticky. I press my thighs together, trying to relieve the throbbing ache, but it’s no use. I’m so turned on I can barely think straight.

Is it possible? Can he possibly be feeling the same pull that I am? It’s a foolish, hopeful thought, a fantasy born of a lonely, romantic heart. He’s Adrian Keller. He’s a god among men. He could have any woman he wants: a supermodel, an actress, someone beautiful and sophisticated and experienced. What would he want with a shy, inexperienced girl like me?

And yet, I can’t shake the feeling that there’s something there, a connection that’s more than just a one-sided crush. He kept looking at me all through dinner, his gaze intense, focused, as if I were the only person in the world. And the way he talked to me on the balcony… it wasn’t just polite conversation. He was actually listening, actually interested in what I had to say.

I wish he hadn’t sent me away. I wish I was still out there with him, standing in the cool night air, lost in the spell of his presence. But a part of me is grateful for the reprieve. Because as much as I want him, as much as I crave his touch, there is a more pressing, more urgent matter that I need to deal with.

My breasts are aching.

A deep, painful throb that starts in the tender flesh and radiates through my entire body. I look down at myself, at the way my tank top is stretched tight across my chest, the soft fabric doing little to hide the generous curves of my breasts. They feel heavy, swollen, and full. I’m long overdue for a pumping session, and the pressure is becoming unbearable.

With a soft groan, I push myself off the door and walk over to my suitcase in one corner of the room. I unzip it and start rummaging, my hands shaking with desperate urgency. It should be right here, in the front pocket, where I always keep it.

But it’s not there.

A cold knot of dread forms in the pit of my stomach. I start emptying my suitcase, my movements becoming more frantic as I pull out clothes and books, and toiletries, tossing them onto the floor in a messy heap. I check every pocket, every compartment, every nook and cranny, but it’s not there. My pump is gone.

Panic sets in, a cold, paralyzing fear that makes it hard to breathe. I try to think, to retrace my steps. Did I leave it at home? Did I forget to pack it? The memory is a hazy blur, a frantic rush of last-minute packing and a million other things to worry about. I can’t remember. All I know is that it’s not here, and it’s too late at night to go out and buy a new one.

I close my eyes and take a deep breath, trying to calm myself down, but it’s no use. The tears are already welling up, a hot, salty sting behind my eyes. I’m so frustrated, so angry at myself for being so stupid, so careless. And then I feel it, a small, wet patch forming on my left breast, the thin fabric of my shirt clinging to my skin. And then another one on my right.

The sight of it, the physical proof of my own body’s betrayal, is the final straw. I let out a choked sob, a wave of despair washing over me so strong that I can barely stand. I’m in a strange city, in a stranger’s apartment, and my body is failing me in the most humiliating way imaginable.

I look around the room, my gaze landing on a pair of my shoes left discarded on the floor after ransacking my suitcase. In a fit of pure frustration, I snatch one up and throw it with all my might. It sails through the air and hits the wall with a loud, satisfying thud before clattering to the floor.

The sound echoes in the quiet apartment, a jarring, out-of-place noise that hangs in the air for a moment. And then there’s a sharp knock on my bedroom door, the sound so sudden and unexpected that I jump, my heart leaping into my throat.

“Sophie?” Adrian’s deep, concerned voice cuts through my tears. “What was that noise? Are you okay?”

I freeze, my whole body going rigid. I can’t let him see me like this. I can’t let him see the tears streaming down my face, or the wet, embarrassing patches on my shirt. I have to get rid of him.

“I’m fine!” I call out, my voice trembling, the lie so obvious it’s painful. “I just... I dropped something.”

A beat of silence, and then, “Open the door.”

“No, it’s okay,” I say, my voice rising in panic. “Really, I’m fine.”

“I’m coming in,” he says, his tone leaving no room for argument. I hear the soft click of the knob turning, and the door swings open, revealing him standing in the doorway.

My breath catches in my throat. He’s standing there, a powerful, imposing figure in a dark gray t-shirt that stretches across his broad chest and a pair of black pajama pants that hang low on his narrow hips. His hair is slightly tousled, and there’s a concerned frown creasing his brow. His eyes, dark and intense, scan my face, taking in my tear-streaked cheeks and my puffy, red-rimmed eyes.

“What’s wrong?” he asks, his voice soft, gentle. He takes a step into the room, and I instinctively take a step back, my hands flying up to cover my chest, a futile attempt to hide the evidence of my shame.

His gaze follows my movements, and his eyes land on my chest, on the two growing wet patches that are now dark, unmistakable circles on the thin fabric of my tank top. The concerned frown on his face vanishes, replaced by a look of complete surprise.

His eyes widen, and he stares for a long, breathless moment, his gaze locked on my chest. I can feel my face burning with shame, a wave of mortification washing over me so strong that I wish the floor would just open up and swallow me whole.

“Is that...” he begins, his voice a little shaky, a little hesitant. “Is that milk?”

A fresh wave of tears spills over, hot and salty, and I can’t stop the sob that escapes my lips. It’s too much. The pain, the frustration, the humiliation. It all comes tumbling out in a rush of words, a jumbled, incoherent mess of emotions.

“I’m so sorry,” I sob. “I have this... this hormone condition. I’ve had it since I was eighteen. My doctors don’t know why. And I forgot my pump, I can’t find it anywhere, and it’s too late to go out and buy a new one, and it hurts so much, Adrian. It really, really hurts.”

I brace myself for his reaction. For the disgust, the revulsion, the awkward silence. I’ve seen it before, on the faces of the few people who know my secret. A mix of pity and discomfort, a desperate need to get away from the weird girl who can’t control her own body.

But I don’t get any of that.

Instead, a strange, unreadable emotion flickers in his dark eyes, and after a few moments of what looks like shock, he takes control. His jaw sets with a familiar determination, and he crosses the room in three long strides, closing the distance between us until he’s standing right in front of me, his large, warm body radiating a heat that seeps into my skin.

“Come here,” he says, his voice low and sure in a way that makes me feel safe with him. He takes my hand, his long, strong fingers closing around mine in a firm, unyielding grip. His touch sends a jolt through me, a current that shoots straight up my arm and settles deep in my core, and for a moment, all the pain and panic are forgotten, replaced by a dizzying, overwhelming awareness of him.

He pulls me towards the bed, and I follow, my feet moving of their own accord, my mind a blank slate. He sits on the edge of the mattress, the springs groaning under his weight, and he positions me to stand between his parted legs.

I’m so close to him I can feel the warmth of his breath on my skin, see the faint silver stubble on his chin, and the dark, intense pupils that swallow the light. I can feel the hard, solid muscles of his thighs pressing against my own, and I’m suddenly, intensely aware of the fact that I’m standing between the legs of the most powerful, intimidating, and handsome man I have ever met.

“I can fix it,” he says, the deep timbre of his voice washing over me. “I can make it feel better.”

I haven’t even begun to process the meaning of his words before he’s peeling off my wet top, his strong hands brushing against my skin, sending a shiver of anticipation through me. The cool air hits my bare breasts, and I can feel my nipples tighten into hard, sensitive peaks, aching for his touch. For his mouth on them.

For the first few seconds, I’m too stunned to react, my body frozen in a state of shock and disbelief. But as he takes one of my aching, swollen breasts into his large, warm hands, the reality of what is happening hits me with the force of a tidal wave.

He’s going to do it. He’s going to drink my milk straight from my breast.

A hot, liquid heat floods my core, and my panties are suddenly soaked with my arousal. It’s wrong, I know it’s wrong. This is my dad’s best friend, a man I barely know, and I’m letting him do something so intimate, so… filthy.

But I can’t bring myself to stop him. Because there’s suddenly nothing I want more than to feel his warm, wet mouth on me, to feel the relief as he drains the heavy, painful weight from my breasts. I want to feel the pleasure, the connection, the raw, undeniable intimacy of the act.

He leans in, and I hold my breath, my entire body tensing with anticipation. I watch, mesmerized, as he parts his lips, his eyes fixed on the tight, sensitive peak of my nipple. And then, he closes his mouth over me, and the world explodes in a shower of sparks.

It feels so good, so much better than I ever could have imagined. The wet pull of his mouth, the gentle scrape of his teeth, the way he laves the sensitive skin with his tongue. It’s a pleasure so intense, so all-consuming, that it’s making me dizzy with need for him.

I try to bite back the needy sounds that are clawing their way up my throat, to keep the moans of pleasure locked away, but it’s a losing battle. I’ve been uncomfortable for hours, and this is the most exquisite relief I have ever felt.

I can feel the milk letting down, a rush of liquid that he swallows greedily, his throat working as he drinks mouthful after mouthful. He moans, the sound a low, deep vibration that I feel all the way down to my toes, and pulls my body closer to his, his arm wrapping around my waist to hold me in place.

I can feel the hard, solid muscles of his chest against my stomach, the rough texture of his t-shirt against my skin, and I finally give in to the need to moan, the sound a soft, breathy sigh that seems to encourage him, to urge him on.

My fingers, which have been clenched into tight fists at my sides, uncurl and find their way into his hair, the soft strands sliding through my fingers. I hold him to me, my head falling back, my eyes closing as I lose myself in the overwhelming sensations.

He’s so hungry, so desperate for me. He’s draining me, taking every last drop, and I’ve never felt so wanted, so desired, so completely and utterly consumed by another person.

I try to push those thoughts away. To remind myself that he’s my dad’s friend, and he’s just trying to help me. Nothing more. But with every hungry pull on my sensitive nipple, that cautious voice gets quieter and quieter until all I’m aware of is how good he’s making me feel.

When he’s finished with my left breast, he moves to the right, his mouth finding my other aching, swollen nipple with an unerring accuracy. He doesn’t hesitate, doesn’t miss a beat. He just latches on, his lips closing around me, and the pleasure starts all over again, a fresh wave of ecstasy that washes over me, leaving me breathless and panting.

I can feel the dampness between my thighs growing, a slick, wet heat that’s making my clit throb with a desperate need. I want more. I want him to touch me, to taste me, to take me.

But I can’t ask him for that. He’s already giving me so much by doing this for me, and I can’t let my own selfish desires get in the way of that. So I just let him continue, my fingers still tangled in his hair, my head thrown back in a silent offering.

Finally, after what feels like both an eternity and just a few seconds, he pulls away, a small, breathy sigh escaping his lips. He looks almost drunk, his dark eyes hazy with a pleasure that mirrors my own, his lips glistening with a faint sheen of milk.

He stares at me for a long, breathless moment, and I stare back, my heart hammering against my ribs, my body trembling with a need that is so intense it’s almost painful. He’s the most beautiful thing I have ever seen, a god-like creature who has just given me a pleasure I never could have imagined.

My gaze drops, and I see it. The unmistakable proof of his own desire. He’s rock hard inside his pants, the thick, rigid length of him straining against the fabric.

It’s a surprise. A shock. And I have to fight the urge to reach out and touch him, to attempt to give him even a fraction of the pleasure he just gave me.

He clears his throat, and the moment is broken. He stands up, the movement so fluid and graceful it’s almost hypnotic. He’s towering over me, a powerful, imposing figure who makes me feel small and fragile and completely and utterly protected.

“It’s late,” he says, his voice gruff, making him sound even sexier than usual. “You need to get some sleep.”

I just nod, my throat too tight to speak. I’m still reeling from what just happened, from the intensity of it all, and I can’t seem to form a coherent thought.

“Goodnight, Sophie,” he says, and then he turns and walks out, closing the door behind him, leaving me alone in the quiet room with nothing but the memory of his touch.

And a need for so much more than what just happened between us.


Chapter Five
Adrian


The coffee is bitter on my tongue, but it’s a welcome distraction from the raw, aching need that has been clawing at me constantly since last night. I didn’t sleep. Not a single fucking minute. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her. Felt her. Tasted her.

The sweet, creamy taste of her milk is a ghost on my tongue, an obsession that I can’t shake. The way she felt in my arms, so small and fragile, yet with a strength that took my breath away. The way she moaned, those soft, breathy sounds that went straight to my cock, making me harder than I’ve ever been in my life.

Instead of sleeping, I spent the night jerking off until my dick was raw, until my balls ached, but it wasn’t enough. It’s never going to be enough. I need to be inside her. To feel her slick, tight little cunt wrapped around my cock, milking me until I have nothing left to give. I need to claim her, to brand her as mine, to fill her with my seed until her belly swells with my child.

I’ve crossed a line. A big one. David trusted me. He asked me to look after his daughter, and I’ve done the exact opposite. I’ve taken advantage of her vulnerability, of her innocence. I’ve tasted her, drunk from her body in a way that is both depraved and deeply, achingly intimate.

And the worst part? I don’t give a fuck.

I know I should feel guilty, remorseful. I should be appalled at my own behavior. But all I feel is a primal, possessive need that is so intense it’s fucking terrifying. I want every fucking drop of her milk to be for me. Only me.

I take another sip of my coffee, the bitter liquid doing nothing to quench the thirst that is burning in my soul. I’m dressed in my suit, ready for another day at the office, for a day of pretending that I’m not losing my mind over a girl half my age.

I hear her footsteps approach, a soft, hesitant tread that makes my heart pound against my ribs. And then she’s there, standing in the doorway of the kitchen, looking like a fucking wet dream in a gray pencil skirt that hugs her curves and fills my mind with images of my hands on her hips, pulling her against me as I bury my cock deep inside her.

She’s wearing a pale pink blouse, and my already hard dick begins throbbing painfully at the sight of her. It’s unbuttoned just enough to give me a glimpse of the soft, creamy pillows of her tits, and my mouth instantly goes dry with a sudden, desperate thirst for her milk that makes me want to march over there, rip open that blouse, and drink from her until I’m drunk on her taste.

Her cheeks flush a delicate shade of pink when she sees me, and she averts her gaze, moving to the counter to pour herself some coffee. The awkwardness between us fills the small space of the kitchen.

“Good morning,” she says, her voice soft, a little hesitant.

“Morning,” I grunt, my gaze fixed on her, on the way her skirt clings to the lush curves of her ass.

She turns back around, leaning against the counter as she takes a sip of her coffee, her eyes meeting mine over the rim of her cup. “I, uh... I wanted to thank you for your help last night,” she says, her cheeks flushing a deeper shade of red. “I really appreciate it.”

I just nod, unable to speak. My throat is tight, my body coiled with a need that is so intense it’s fucking painful. I want to tell her that it was my pleasure, that I would do it again in a heartbeat, that I want to be the only one who ever gets to taste her again. But I can’t. I have to keep this under control, to maintain a distance, even though I know it’s a losing battle.

“I’m going to go out on my lunch break and buy a new pump,” she says, her gaze dropping to the floor.

A sharp, irrational pang of disappointment hits me in the gut, so fierce it almost knocks the breath out of me. A pump? A fucking pump? She’s going to use a cold, impersonal machine to do what I did with my mouth? To take what should be mine?

I want to tell her no. That she doesn’t need a pump. That I’ll take care of her, that I’ll be there for her whenever she needs me. That every last fucking drop of her milk belongs to me, and me alone. But I know that’s insane. I’m being ridiculous, a possessive bastard who has no right to stake a claim on her.

“Will you be okay until then?” I ask, my voice a low, rough growl. I try to keep the question casual, but I haven’t got a fucking clue if I succeed.

“I’ll have to be,” she says, a small, wry smile touching her lips.

An image flashes in my mind, so vivid it’s like a fucking movie playing behind my eyes. I see her at the office, sitting at her little desk, her face flushed with embarrassment as two dark, wet patches bloom on the front of her pale pink blouse. I see my male employees staring, their eyes hungry, their minds filled with filthy thoughts about what they’re seeing. I see them wanting to taste her, to have what’s mine.

A wave of possessiveness so fierce, so fucking feral, washes over me that I can barely catch my breath. I don’t want anyone else to know about her milk. Don’t want anyone else craving what should be mine.

“Come here,” I say, my voice a low, commanding growl that leaves no room for argument. I pat my thigh, a clear, unmistakable invitation.

Her eyes widen, a flicker of surprise and something else, something that looks a hell of a lot like desire, in their hazel depths. “What?”

“Come here,” I repeat, my tone brooking no refusal. “Sit. I can’t have you leaking at the office today.”

She hesitates for a moment, her gaze darting from my face to my lap and back again. A delicious blush spreads across her cheeks, and she bites her lower lip, a gesture that makes my cock twitch with a need that is so intense it’s almost painful. Then, with a soft, almost imperceptible whimper, she puts down her coffee cup and starts towards me.

She walks slowly, her movements a little hesitant, as if she’s not quite sure what to do. She stops in front of me, so close I can feel the heat radiating from her body, smell the sweet, floral scent of her shampoo. She’s a goddess, a fucking angel, and I want nothing more than to defile her in my kitchen.

She reaches down and hitches her skirt up, just enough to give me the barest glimpse of the innocent-looking white panties that are hiding her sweet little cunt. The sight is so fucking hot, so unexpectedly erotic, that I have to bite back a groan. Then she’s straddling my lap, her soft, round ass settling on my thighs, and I’m lost.

My hands are on her instantly, my fingers fumbling with the buttons of her blouse, my need for her so urgent, so desperate, that I can’t control myself. I’m not gentle. I’m not patient. I’m a starving man, and she’s a feast I can’t wait to devour.

I finally get her blouse open, my hands pushing the fabric aside to reveal the lacy cups of her bra. I tug them down, my fingers brushing against the soft, creamy skin of her breasts, and I groan at the sight of her full, heavy tits perched on top of the lace, her nipples already hard and begging for my touch.

I lean in, my mouth watering, and I take one of her tight peaks into my mouth. The taste of her is even better than I remembered, sweet and creamy and so fucking addicting that I know, without a shadow of a doubt, that I am never going to get enough of this. Why would I ever go back to coffee when I can have this nectar from a goddess?

I feed like a man possessed, my tongue laving her sensitive skin, my lips pulling on her nipple, my throat working while I swallow every drop of her milk as it gushes into the cavern of my mouth. I can feel her hands in my hair, her fingers tangling in the short strands, holding me to her, her body arching into my touch, a silent plea for more.

She’s making those needy little sounds again, those soft, breathy moans that go straight to my cock, making me so fucking hard that it hurts. My suit pants feel too tight, constricting, and I have to resist the urge to rip them open, to free my aching dick and bury it deep inside her slick, wet heat.

And then she starts to squirm, her sweet little pussy rubbing against the hard ridge of my cock, the friction sending a jolt of lust through me. I nearly lose my fucking mind. I want to lay her out on this kitchen table and take what belongs to me, to claim her, to mark her as mine in the most primal way possible. I want to be inside her, so fucking deep that when I fill her with my cum, there’s no way my seed won’t take root.

It takes every ounce of my self-control, every last shred of my willpower, to stop myself from doing just that. I force myself to focus on her needs, to ignore the desperate, animalistic urge to claim her, to make her mine.

I switch to her other breast, my mouth closing over her other aching, swollen nipple, and she gasps, her back arching, her fingers tightening in my hair. Her milk sprays into my mouth, a hot, sweet rush that I swallow greedily, my throat working as I drain her, taking what she so freely offers.

“Oh, Adrian,” she moans, and the sound of my name on her lips is the sweetest fucking music I’ve ever heard.

I could do this all day. Every day. For the rest of my life. I could spend my days with her in my lap, her tits in my mouth, her body writhing against mine. The thought is so arousing that it makes me want to come in my pants like a fucking horny teenager.

All too soon for my liking, the flow of milk slows and then comes to a stop. I reluctantly pull away, my tongue flicking out to catch one last, lingering taste of her before I straighten up. Her cheeks are flushed a beautiful shade of pink, her lips are parted, and her eyes are wide and dazed with a pleasure that mirrors my own.

She looks utterly, breathtakingly beautiful. And completely and utterly mine.

I reach up and gently cup her face in my hands, my thumbs stroking her soft, flushed cheeks. I want to kiss her, to taste her lips, to claim her mouth the way I’ve just claimed her tits.

But I can’t. I’ve crossed enough lines already.

“We should go,” she says, her voice soft, her eyes still glazed over. “We... I shouldn’t be late on my first day.”

I force myself to nod, to push back the possessive, animalistic urge to throw her over my shoulder and carry her back to my bed, where I would keep her for the rest of the day, and the night, and forever.

“You’re right,” I say, my voice a low, rough growl. “We should go.”

She starts to climb off my lap, her movements a little clumsy, her legs trembling. I help her, my hands on her waist, my fingers lingering for a moment longer than is strictly necessary, before she’s standing in front of me, her blouse still open, her tits still exposed.

I watch as she slowly, carefully buttons her shirt, her fingers a little shaky, her cheeks still flushed. She’s so fucking beautiful it hurts.

I decide then and there that I’m going to keep her by my side all day. I can’t risk letting her out of my sight, not when there are plenty of other men in my office who would be more than happy to take what’s mine.

But even as I make that decision, a cold, hard reality settles in my gut. This is more than just a passing infatuation, a temporary obsession. This is something deeper, more profound. Something that is going to change my life in ways I can’t even begin to imagine.

I am in so much fucking trouble with her.

And I have to hope her father won’t kill me for it.


Chapter Six
Sophie


Adrian’s office is a masterpiece of modern design, all clean lines, dark wood, and floor-to-ceiling windows that offer a stunning view of the city. It’s a space that radiates power and control, a reflection of the man himself.

And I’m sitting in it.

Not at some small, intern-level desk in a corner, but in a plush, comfortable chair right beside Adrian’s at the massive oak desk that dominates the room. It’s a position of privilege, of importance, and I’m so nervous my hands are shaking.

I have no idea why he’s doing this, why he’s taking the time to personally mentor me instead of passing me off to one of his senior associates, but I’m not about to question it. Not when it means I get to be close to him.

I can feel the warmth of his body, smell the faint, spicy scent of his cologne, and it’s making it hard to concentrate on the words on the screen of the laptop he’s set up for me.

And I can’t stop thinking about the way he insisted on feeding from me a second time this morning. Or how good his mouth felt on my breasts. Or how hard he’d been beneath me as I squirmed in his lap.

“Okay,” he says, his deep, calm voice breaking through my thoughts. “I want you to look at this company profile. Keller Strategic is looking at acquiring them. They’re a solid business, but they’re struggling.”

He leans closer, his arm brushing against mine, and I can feel the heat radiating from his body, a warmth that seeps into my skin and makes my heart pound against my ribs.

“See this?” he asks, his finger pointing to a line on the screen. “Their leadership is fragmented. The CEO and the COO aren’t on the same page. They’re pulling the company in two different directions.”

His breath is warm on my cheek, and I have to bite back a shiver. I can feel the tingles between my legs starting again, a slow, building warmth that makes me want to shift in my seat.

“And here,” he continues, his finger moving to another section of the report. “Their operational costs are too high. They’re bleeding money. They need to streamline their processes, to be more efficient.”

I try to focus on what he’s saying, I really do, but all I can think about is the way his lips felt on my skin, the way his tongue laved my nipple, the way he moaned when he tasted my milk.

“And their market positioning is weak,” he says, his deep voice pulling me back to the present. “They’re trying to be everything to everyone, and they’re ending up being nothing to no one. They need to find their niche, to focus on what they do best.”

I nod, trying to look like I’m paying attention, but my mind is a million miles away.

“Is there a reason you’re personally mentoring me?” I ask, the question slipping out before I can stop it. I try to keep my tone light, teasing, but I can hear the slight tremor in my voice. “I mean, I’m sure you have more important things to do than teach an intern how to read a company profile.”

He doesn’t look at me, his gaze still fixed on the screen. “I want to make sure you’re being properly taken care of here.”

The words send a jolt through me, a wave of warmth that spreads through my entire body. The phrase feels intimate, possessive, not at all corporate.

Before I can even begin to process it, he clears his throat and corrects himself. “So this way I can ensure you’re learning everything you need to know.”

I tell myself I imagined the warmth in his voice, the possessive edge in his tone. He’s just being professional. I shouldn’t read into it. But the flutter in my stomach tells a different story.

“Please excuse me,” he says, standing up. “I need the bathroom. I’ll be right back.”

He walks out of the office, closing the door behind him, and the sudden silence is deafening. I feel his absence acutely, a cold, empty space where his warm, powerful presence used to be. I miss him already, which is completely and utterly insane. I’ve only known him for a day.

But I want to do something for him. Something to show him how much I appreciate him taking the time to teach me and to look after me.

I stand up and smooth down my skirt, my mind racing. What can I do? And then it hits me. Coffee. I can get him coffee.

I slip out of the office and head towards the break room, my heels clicking softly on the polished floor. The office is a hive of activity, a sea of focused, determined faces hunched over their computers, their fingers flying across their keyboards. I feel a little out of place, a small, nervous fish in a big, intimidating pond, but I push the feeling aside.

I find the break room easily enough, a sleek, modern space with a state-of-the-art coffee machine and a fridge stocked with all sorts of drinks and snacks. I’m trying to figure out the complicated-looking coffee machine, my brow furrowed in concentration, when a smooth, confident voice cuts through the quiet.

“Need some help with that?”

I jump, my heart leaping into my throat. I turn to see a man leaning against the doorway, a smug, self-assured smile on his face. He’s wearing a tailored suit, his dark hair perfectly styled, and he looks every bit the successful, confident executive.

“I, uh... I think I’ve got it,” I say, my voice a little shaky. “Thank you, though.”

“You’re Sophie, right?” he asks, pushing himself off the doorway and walking towards me. “I saw you in the morning meeting. I’m Tyler.”

“Nice to meet you,” I say, forcing a smile. “Yes, I’m Sophie.”

“How are you settling in?” he asks, his tone friendly and welcoming. “Is Adrian treating you okay?”

“He’s been great,” I say, a little too enthusiastically, a nervous babble that I can’t seem to stop. “He’s been showing me how he evaluates companies, and it’s just... fascinating. I’ve never seen anything like it. The way he can just look at a balance sheet and see all the problems, it’s like he has a superpower or something.”

Tyler laughs, a smooth, practiced sound that doesn’t quite reach his eyes. “That’s our Adrian. A genius, but a little intense, don’t you think?”

“I... I suppose so,” I say, not quite sure how to respond. I don’t think it would be appropriate to tell Tyler how much I like Adrian’s intensity. How it makes my heart race and my panties grow suddenly damp.

“You have a beautiful smile,” Tyler says, pulling me out of my thoughts.

My cheeks flush, and I can feel the heat spreading down my neck. “Thank you,” I mumble, turning back to the coffee machine, my fingers fumbling with the buttons again.

“It’s going to be a distraction,” he continues, his tone still friendly, but with an undercurrent of something else, something that I can’t quite put my finger on. “You’re going to have half the office staring at you instead of their work.”

I let out an awkward little laugh, my gaze fixed on the coffee machine as I finally manage to get it to work. The rich smell of brewing coffee fills the small space, and I focus on that, on the simple, mundane task of making Adrian’s coffee.

“So, I was thinking,” Tyler says, his voice a little closer now. “Since you’re new to the city, maybe I could show you around sometime. You know, help you get settled in.”

I hesitate, my mind racing. This is networking, right? This is what people do in the corporate world. They build connections, they forge relationships. I don’t want to seem rude or ungrateful.

“That’s... that’s very kind of you,” I say, my voice a little hesitant. “I’ll think about it.”

“I could give you my number,” he suggests, taking another step closer. “Just in case you need anything. Or if you decide you’d like that tour.”

“What’s going on in here?”

The quiet, calm question slices through the air, sharp and cold as ice.

The energy in the room shifts, changing from friendly and relaxed to tense and charged in the space of a heartbeat. I turn, and my breath catches in my throat.

Adrian is standing in the doorway, a dark, formidable figure in his perfectly tailored suit. His face is a mask of cold, unreadable emotion, but I can see the tension in the hard line of his jaw, the tight set of his shoulders.

Tyler stiffens, his easy confidence vanishing. “Mr. Keller,” he stammers. “I was just... I was just getting to know Sophie.”

Before I can even process what’s happening, Adrian is moving. He crosses the room in a few long, powerful strides, his movements fluid and graceful, a predator closing in on its prey. He steps directly between me and Tyler, his broad shoulders and tall frame completely blocking my view of the other man.

I watch with confusion as Adrian stares down at Tyler.

“Why are you not working?” Adrian’s question is quiet, calm, but it lands with the force of a physical blow.

“I... I was on a break,” Tyler stammers. “And I saw Sophie, and I was just...”

“Pack your things,” Adrian cuts him off, his flat, cold tone making a shiver run down my spine. “You’re fired. Effective immediately.”

A stunned silence falls over the break room. I can hear the hum of the refrigerator, the distant, muffled ringing of a phone. I peek around Adrian to see Tyler just standing there, his face pale, his eyes wide with shock and disbelief.

“Mr. Keller, I...” he begins, but Adrian cuts him off again.

“Leave.”

There’s no anger in Adrian’s voice, no emotion at all. Just a chilling, unshakeable finality. He doesn’t even raise his voice, but the command is so absolute, so powerful, that Tyler just nods, his face ashen. He turns and walks away, his movements stiff, his shoulders slumped in defeat.

I’m left standing there, completely stunned, my mind reeling from what just happened. I don’t understand. Why did Adrian do that? Tyler must have done something really bad to deserve such a cold dismissal.

“Come with me,” Adrian says, his tone leaving no room for argument. He turns, and I follow him, my feet moving of their own accord, my mind a complete blank.

We walk back to his office, the silence between us thick and heavy. He closes the door behind us, the soft click of the lock echoing in the quiet room, and I turn to face him, my heart pounding against my ribs.

“Adrian, what was that?” I ask, my voice shaking. “Why did you fire him?”

He looks at me, his eyes intense, unreadable. “He was flirting with you.”

“I... I don’t think he was,” I say, my brow furrowed in confusion. “He was just being friendly.”

“He was,” he says, his deep, certain tone sending a shiver down my spine. “I saw the way he looked at you. The way he was standing. He wanted you, Sophie, and I won’t tolerate that kind of behavior from any of my employees.”

I just stare at him, my mind racing. Flirting? Tyler was flirting with me?

The air shifts, crackling with an energy that is so intense it’s almost a physical presence. I can feel it on my skin, a tingle of awareness that makes the hairs on my arms stand on end.

“I’ve tried to keep my distance,” he continues, his voice a low, rough growl. “I’ve tried to tell myself that you’re David’s daughter, that you’re too young, too sweet for me. But I can’t do it anymore.”

He takes a step closer, and I take a step back, my body instinctively reacting to the raw, primal power that is radiating from him in waves. My back hits the hard wood of the door, and he closes the small distance between us.

“I can’t keep pretending that you don’t belong to me,” he says, his dark eyes burning with an intensity that takes my breath away. “I can’t pretend that I don’t want to bend you over my desk and fuck you until you can’t remember anyone’s name but mine.”

My heart is pounding so hard it feels like it’s going to burst out of my chest. I should feel scared. But I don’t. All I feel is a dizzying, overwhelming sense of being wanted, of being desired with a ferocity that is both thrilling and a little terrifying.

“If you don’t want this,” he says, his voice a low, rough growl, “if you don’t want me, then you need to say so now. Because once I start, I’m not going to be able to stop. I’m going to take you, and I’m going to keep you, and I’m never going to let you go.”

I should say something. I should do something. But my mind is a complete blank, and all I can do is stare at him, my body trembling with a need that is so intense it’s almost painful.

He takes my silence as an answer, and a slow, satisfied smile touches his lips. “That’s what I thought.”

And then he’s kissing me.

His lips crash down on mine, hard and demanding, and I gasp, a soft, breathy sound that he swallows with a groan. His tongue is in my mouth, claiming me, tasting me, and I’m lost.

His hands are in my hair, his fingers tangling in the long strands, holding me in place as he deepens the kiss, his tongue stroking mine, tasting, exploring. I can feel the desperate, hungry need in him, and it mirrors my own.

My hands are on his chest, my fingers clutching the soft fabric of his suit jacket, and I’m kissing him back with a desperation that surprises me. I’m kissing him with everything I have, with all the pent-up longing and desire that has been building inside me since the moment I met him.

He’s so much bigger than me, so much stronger, and he’s completely enveloping me, his large, muscular body pressing me against the hard wood of the door. I can feel the solid planes of his chest against my breasts, the strength of his thighs as he presses them against mine, and the hard, rigid length of his cock as it strains against the fabric of his pants.

He’s rock hard for me. For me. The thought sends a fresh wave of arousal through me, and I can feel the slick, wet heat pooling between my thighs, soaking my panties. I want him. I want him more than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.

He breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down my neck, leaving a path of fire in their wake. I tilt my head to the side, giving him better access, a silent plea for more.

“Adrian,” I moan, my voice a breathy, desperate whisper.

“You’ve got no idea what you’re doing to me, princess,” he growls against my skin. “No fucking idea.”

Princess. The word ignites something deep inside me, a hot, possessive flame that burns away all my inhibitions, all my fears. He fired someone because of me. Because he couldn’t stand another man looking at me. Because he wants me. Only me.

A confidence I’ve never known blooms in my chest, a bold, daring bravery that makes me feel powerful, invincible. I reach up and thread my fingers through his hair, pulling him closer, my body arching into his.

“I want you,” I say, my voice a low, confident purr. “I want you, Adrian.”

“You’ve got me, princess,” he groans, his voice sounding almost pained. “And now I’m going to make you mine.”


Chapter Seven
Adrian


The last shred of my control snaps.

Her words, her confidence, the way she’s looking at me with those wide, hazel eyes, full of a desire that matches my own... it’s my undoing. I know I’m crossing a line. I know I’m about to do something I can’t take back. But I can’t stop myself. The panic I’d felt when I returned to my office and found her gone had been a feral, clawing beast inside my chest. When I’d seen her in the break room with Tyler, seen the way he was looking at her, the way he was crowding her space, a primal rage had consumed me. I knew I needed to make my claim. I would go crazy if I didn’t. And she’s so fucking innocent, so completely unaware of her own allure, of the effect she has on men. She’s too innocent to understand when someone might be flirting with her, so I need to make sure she knows. To make sure everyone knows.

She is mine.

My hands move with a single-minded purpose, making quick work of her sensible office clothes. Her little blouse is the first to go, the small buttons popping under my impatient fingers. Then her skirt, the zipper hissing as I drag it down her hips. I strip her efficiently, ruthlessly, until she’s standing before me in nothing but her delicate white lace underwear.

I take a step back, my gaze raking over her. My breath catches in my throat. She’s breathtaking. A fucking masterpiece. Soft curves and creamy skin, her generous breasts spilling over the tops of her lace bra, her flat belly leading down to the sweet treasure hidden between her legs. She’s perfect. And she’s all mine.

I reach out and unhook her bra, letting it fall to the floor. Her tits are even more beautiful bare, full and heavy, her dark pink nipples already beaded and glistening with a few stray drops of milk. My mouth waters. I need to taste her again.

I hook my thumbs in the sides of her panties and slowly drag them down her long, slender legs. I kneel as I do, my face level with her pretty little cunt. I can smell her arousal, a sweet, musky scent that makes my cock ache. I want to bury my face there, to taste her, to make her come on my tongue until she’s screaming my name. But that will have to wait. Right now, there’s a more pressing need.

I stand up and scoop her into my arms. She lets out a surprised little gasp, her arms flying around my neck to steady herself. She feels so small in my arms.

I carry her across the office and lay her out on the surface of my desk. She looks up at me, her hazel eyes wide and dazed, her lips parted. She’s a fucking goddess, and my desk is her altar.

I lean over her, my hands on either side of her head, caging her in. “You’re mine,” I growl, looking down into her eyes. “Understand, princess?”

She nods, a slow, deliberate movement, her tongue darting out to wet her lips. “Yours,” she whispers.

That one word tears a ragged groan from somewhere deep in my chest, and I lean down to claim her lips again. I want to devour her. I need to.

I kiss a path down her neck to her breasts, my tongue tracing the delicate line of her collarbone, my teeth nipping at her soft skin. I can’t resist the temptation of her nipples, already puffy with milk for me. I close my mouth over one, and I groan at the first taste of her. Sweet, creamy, and utterly addicting. I suckle, my throat working as I draw her milk into my mouth, my other hand coming up to knead her other breast, my thumb brushing against its nipple, teasing it to a hard, aching point.

She arches her back, a soft, breathy moan escaping her lips as I nurse. “Adrian,” she whimpers, her hands tangling in my hair, holding me to her. “Oh, God.”

“Fuck, princess,” I growl against her skin, switching to her other breast to give it the same attention. “You’re not buying a new pump. I’ll be the one to drain these perfect tits every day. Every fucking hour if I need to. I’ll make sure you’re comfortable.”

I look up at her, my eyes locking with hers. She’s panting, her face flushed, her eyes glassy with pleasure. She just moans in response, a low, needy sound that goes straight to my cock.

“Nobody else but me,” I say, my voice a low, rough growl. “And all the babies I plan to put inside you... nobody else will ever taste this sweet milk again.”

My words seem to excite her. I can feel her body tremble, her hips shifting restlessly on my desk. I love it. I love that my possessive claims, my filthy promises, turn her on.

“I’m going to make you forget,” I continue, my gaze intense. “I’m going to fuck you so good you’ll forget about every other man who might have been lucky enough to taste your milk in the past.”

A deep blush spreads across her cheeks, and she suddenly seems to find the ceiling fascinating. “There... there aren’t any,” she stammers, her voice barely a whisper. “I’ve never... nobody’s ever...”

It takes a moment for her words to sink in, for my brain, clouded with lust, to put two and two together. “Wait,” I say, my heart suddenly pounding in my chest. “Are you a virgin?”

She gives a tiny, almost imperceptible nod, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Yes,” she whispers, her eyes darting away from mine, unable to meet my gaze.

A surge of something primal, something so fucking powerful it almost brings me to my knees, tears through me. It’s not just lust. It’s not just possessiveness. It’s something deeper, something more profound. It’s a feeling of rightness, of completion.

She’s all mine. Completely. Utterly. All mine to teach, all mine to please, all mine to ruin for any other man. I will be the only man to taste her. The only man to ever be inside her. The only man to ever feel her tight, virgin cunt wrapped around my cock.

“Look at me, princess,” I command.

She slowly lifts her gaze, her hazel eyes swimming with a mixture of vulnerability and desire.

“Good,” I say, my thumb stroking her cheek. “Because you’re mine. And I’m going to be the only man who ever touches you, the only man who ever tastes you. The only man who ever fucks you.”

Her breath hitches, and her legs fall open on their own, a blatant invitation. “Please, Adrian,” she begs, her voice a soft, desperate whimper. “Take me. Please take me.”

I need to be inside her. Now. The need is so desperate, so all-consuming, that I can’t even bring myself to waste the time it would take to remove all my clothes. I just fumble with my belt, the buckle clinking as I undo it, then unzip my pants, letting them fall around my ankles. My cock springs free, hard and aching, the tip already slick with precum. I grip the base, my knuckles white, and line myself up with her entrance.

I pause for a second, my gaze locked with hers. “Are you on birth control?” The question is forced out through clenched teeth as I fight the urge to slam myself home into her wet little cunt.

She shakes her head, her eyes wide. “No.”

A guttural growl rumbles in my chest. Fuck, yes. I start pushing myself inside her, my gaze never leaving hers. “Good,” I grit out. “I don’t want anything stopping me from making you mine. Nothing stopping me from filling you with my seed and putting my baby inside your womb.”

My words excite her, a flush spreading across her cheeks, her pupils dilating. I can feel it, feel her soaked cunt clenching around my cock as I start to sink into her tight, virgin heat. She’s so fucking wet, so slick for me, that I slide in an inch, then two.

And then I hit it. The barrier. Her innocence.

A part of my brain, the rational, CEO part that calculates risks and manages outcomes, screams at me to stop. To be gentle. To take my time. To make this good for her.

But I can’t.

I’ve needed her too badly since the moment I met her. And I’m burning with a feral, desperate need to knock her up, to claim her so completely, so irrevocably, that she’ll be linked to me forever.

I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, and I push.

She cries out, a sharp, pained sound that makes me hesitate for a split second before I’m pushing again, burying myself to the hilt in one long, possessive stroke.

“Adrian!” she gasps, her body tensing beneath me.

I still, my cock throbbing inside her, my body trembling with the effort of holding back. I lean down, my forehead resting against hers, my breath ragged. “I’m sorry, princess,” I whisper, my voice rough with an emotion I can’t name. “I wanted to be gentle. But I... I couldn’t.”

She’s so fucking tight. Her hot little cunt is clenched around me like a vise, a wet, velvety glove that’s gripping my cock so perfectly it’s all I can do not to come straight away. It’s the most exquisite agony I’ve ever felt.

“It’s... it’s okay,” she says, her voice a little shaky, her hands coming up to slide around my neck. “It doesn’t hurt anymore.”

A wave of relief washes over me, so intense it makes my head spin. I didn’t hurt her. Not really.

I start to move, pulling out almost all the way before slowly, deliberately, pushing back in. I watch her face as I do, looking for any sign of pain, any flicker of discomfort. But all I see is pleasure, a dazed, hazy bliss that makes me feel like a fucking king.

“You feel so good,” she whimpers, her hips rising to meet my thrusts. “So big, Adrian. You’re filling me up.”

Her words, her innocent praise, are my undoing. The last thread of my control snaps, and I’m lost. I start to fuck her, my movements becoming harder, faster, deeper. I’m no longer in control of my body, my actions driven by a primal, desperate need to claim her, to possess her. To fill her so full of my cum that she’ll never be able to forget who she belongs to.

The desk creaks and groans under our combined weight, a rhythmic protest that’s barely audible over the sound of our ragged breathing, the slap of my skin against hers, her soft moans.

She’s so fucking responsive, her body arching into mine, her hands clutching at my back, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me deeper inside her. She’s meeting me thrust for thrust, her hips moving in a rhythm that’s both tentative and eager, a sweet, innocent dance that’s driving me wild.

“You like that, princess?” I growl, my voice low and rough. “You like my fat cock stretching your tight little pussy?”

“Yes,” she gasps, her eyes flying open to meet mine. “Oh God, yes.”

“Tell me what you want,” I command, my gaze locked with hers. “Tell me what you need.”

“I... I want you to come inside me,” she says, her cheeks flushing a beautiful shade of pink. “I want you to fill me up. I want to have your baby, Adrian.”

Her words are my undoing. A white-hot surge of lust shoots through me, so intense it’s almost painful. I’ve never wanted anything so much in my entire life. I want to see her round with my child, her tits swollen with even more milk, her belly full of my baby.

“Fuck,” I roar, my hips pistoning, my cock driving into her with a desperate, aching need. “I’m going to knock you up, princess. I’m going to fill you with so much of my cum it’ll be leaking out of you for a week. I’m going to put my baby in you, and then I’m going to do it again. And again. I’m going to keep you in my bed and pregnant, and you’re going to be mine forever.”

My words seem to push her over the edge. Her body tenses, her back arching off the desk, a high, thin cry tearing from her throat. Her cunt clenches around me, a series of hot, wet, pulsing waves that grip my cock so tightly that I can’t hold back anymore.

I slam into her one last time, burying myself to the hilt, and I let go. My cock jerks, and I come, a hot, thick flood of my seed spilling deep inside her, painting the inside of her womb, claiming her in the most primal way possible. It’s the most intense orgasm of my life, a full-body shudder that leaves me breathless and shaking.

I keep my body on top of hers, my forehead resting against her damp skin, my cock still buried deep inside her, twitching with the last few spurts of my release. I’m breathing hard, my heart pounding frantically against my ribs.

I’ve never felt anything like this. Never felt so complete, so whole. It’s as if a piece of me I didn’t even know was missing has suddenly clicked into place.

I slowly lift my head, my gaze meeting hers. Her hazel eyes are wide, dazed, swimming with a cocktail of pleasure and affection that makes my chest ache. A slow, satisfied smile touches her lips.

“Adrian,” she whispers, her voice soft and a little hoarse. “That was...”

“Everything,” I finish for her, my voice a low, rough growl. “I know.”

I lean down and kiss her, a slow, gentle, possessive kiss that’s nothing like the desperate, hungry fucking we just shared. I’m pouring all my feelings into this kiss, all the possessiveness, the devotion, the overwhelming, all-consuming love that’s been building inside me since the moment I met her.

I can’t ever let her go. Not now. She’s mine.

But there’s still one thing standing in our way... and I plan to talk to him as soon as possible.


Chapter Eight
Sophie


The warm, soapy water sloshes over my hands as I rinse the last of the dinner plates. The rich, savory scent of the roasted chicken we ate still lingers in the air, mingling with the clean, fresh smell of lemon dish soap. I’m standing at Adrian’s massive kitchen sink, and he’s beside me, drying the dishes I wash. It’s such a simple, domestic scene, and yet it feels more intimate, more real, than anything I’ve ever experienced.

Well, maybe not as intimate as the way he claimed my virginity on his desk earlier today. But almost.

A comfortable silence settles between us, broken only by the clink of porcelain and the soft rasp of the dishtowel. It’s a silence I’m not used to with him. Usually, the space between us is thick with a tension so potent it’s almost a physical presence. But tonight, it’s different. It’s warm and easy, a soft blanket of contentment.

I sneak a glance at him. He’s focused on the task at hand, his large, competent hands moving with an easy grace. He’s taken off his suit jacket and rolled up the sleeves of his crisp white shirt, revealing strong, corded forearms dusted with dark hair. I feel a familiar heat start to build low in my belly, a slow, aching throb of desire.

He must feel my gaze because he looks up, a small smile touching the corner of his lips. “What is it, princess?” he asks.

“Nothing,” I say, a blush creeping up my neck. “I just... I like this.”

His smile widens, softening the hard lines and making him look even more handsome than usual. “Me too,” he says, voice soft.

He leans in, his large body crowding mine, and presses a soft, lingering kiss to my temple. “You did well today,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against my skin. “Considering all the distractions.”

I let out a little laugh, my cheeks flushing. “You were the distraction,” I tease, my voice a little breathless.

A possessive glint enters his eyes. “Good,” he growls, his hand moving to the small of my back to pull me closer. “You should only be thinking of me.”

My heart flutters in my chest. I love it when he gets so possessive, so demanding. It makes me feel wanted, cherished in a way I never have before.

“I am,” I whisper, my gaze meeting his. “I only think about you.”

His eyes darken, and he leans in to kiss me, a slow, deep kiss that’s full of a promise of what’s to come. I can feel the familiar heat start to build between my thighs, a desperate, aching need for him.

He breaks the kiss, a low growl rumbling in his chest. “I’m going to run us a bath,” he says, his voice a rough rasp. “I’ll call you when it’s ready. It’s been too damn long since I had you naked.”

I can’t help but laugh. “It’s only been a few hours, silly.”

The grin that spreads across his face is wicked enough to make my knees go weak. “Like I said, Sophie, that’s far too long.”

Before I can respond, he’s gone, disappearing down the hallway, leaving me standing in the middle of the kitchen, my body thrumming with a nervous, excited energy.

I take a deep, steadying breath and finish putting the last of the dishes away. I’m just wiping down the counter when my phone buzzes, the screen lighting up with a picture of my dad smiling. My heart gives a little lurch of guilt. I haven’t spoken to him since I arrived, and I know he’s probably been waiting for an update.

I quickly dry my hands and accept the video call. “Dad! Hi!”

My dad’s face fills the screen, his familiar, warm smile making my own smile widen. “Sophie-bug! There you are. I was starting to think you’d forgotten about your old man.”

“Never!” I say, my tone light and breezy. “How are you?”

“I’m good, kiddo. Just wanted to see how your first day went. How’s the internship? Is Adrian treating you well?”

A warm flush spreads across my cheeks at the mention of Adrian’s name. I hope the kitchen’s dim lighting is enough to hide it. “It’s great, Dad. The internship is... amazing. Adrian is... he’s a great teacher. I’m learning so much.”

“That’s my girl,” he says, looking genuinely pleased. “I knew you’d do great. Listen, I know he can be a little... intense. Don’t let him scare you off, okay? He might seem like a bulldog, but he’s a good man.”

I open my mouth to respond, to tell my dad that Adrian isn’t scary at all. But before I can get the words out, Adrian’s deep, resonant voice echoes from down the hall, clear as a bell.

“Sophie, our bath is ready! You’d better get that sexy little ass of yours in here right now.”

There’s a beat of silence on the other end of the line. My dad’s smile has vanished, replaced by a look of complete and utter confusion. He blinks slowly, processing what he just heard.

My blood runs cold. My heart feels like it’s seized up in my chest. I can’t breathe. I stand there, frozen, my phone clutched in my trembling hand. This is bad. This is so, so bad.

“Sophie?” my dad asks, his voice dangerously quiet. “What was that? Was that Adrian?”

My mind is racing, searching for a lie, a plausible excuse, anything to get me out of this. Maybe I could say it came from the TV. But I know my dad. He’s too smart for that. And I’m a terrible liar. He’ll see right through me.

Taking a deep, shaky breath, I make a split-second decision. I’m not going to hide. I’m not going to lie. I’m happy. For the first time in my life, I’m truly, completely happy, and I’m not going to let anyone, not even my dad, make me feel ashamed of that.

“Dad,” I say, my voice a little shaky but clear. “I... I need to tell you something.”

He doesn’t say anything. He just stares at me through the screen, his face a mask of stone, his eyes narrowed with suspicion. The silence stretches, thick and heavy with unspoken questions.

“Adrian and I... we’re together,” I say, the words coming out in a rush.

For a moment, there’s no reaction. My dad just stares at me, his expression completely unreadable. And then, his face crumples. Not into anger, not into disappointment, but into a look of pure shock. His jaw goes slack, his eyes wide, his face pale.

“You’re... what?” he stammers, his voice a hoarse whisper.

“We’re together, Dad,” I repeat, my voice a little stronger this time, a newfound resolve settling in my chest. “And... and I’m happy. Really, truly happy.”

“Sophie,” he says, his voice laced with a disbelief so profound it’s almost painful. “Adrian is... he’s my age. He’s my best friend.”

“I know,” I say, my gaze never leaving his. “And he makes me feel safe and cherished in a way I’ve never felt before. He’s a good man, Dad. You know he is.”

“He’s forty-two years old, Sophie!” he exclaims, his voice rising with a mixture of shock and a dawning horror. “You’re twenty-two! He’s almost twice your age!”

“Age doesn’t matter,” I say, my voice quiet but firm. “Not when it feels this right.”

Dad just stares at me, shaking his head for a moment before muttering, “This is insane, Sophie. You literally only met him yesterday. Yesterday.”

“I know it sounds crazy, Dad,” I say, my heart aching with the need to make him understand. “But it’s not. When I’m with him, everything feels... clear. Like this is where I’m supposed to be.”

My dad scrubs a hand over his face, a gesture I know well. It’s the one he does when he’s overwhelmed, when he doesn’t know how to process something. “This is... this is a mistake, Sophie. A huge mistake. He’s just... he’s not the right kind of man for you. In all the time I’ve known him, he’s never once been in love. He’s never once talked about settling down and starting a life with someone. That’s just not who he is. And I don’t want you getting your heart broken when he’s finished having his fun with you.”

“That’s not going to happen,” comes Adrian’s voice from the doorway, full of conviction. “I would never break Sophie’s heart.”


Chapter Nine
Adrian


The air is charged with enough static to make the hair on my arms stand up. I can feel David’s fury radiating through the phone, even across the miles of cities and states that separate us. I see the way Sophie hunches her shoulders slightly, a defensive little movement that makes something inside me, something primal and protective, tighten.

I might have known David for most of my life, but I will not have anyone making Sophie doubt the way I feel about her. Not even him.

I step calmly into view behind her, my hand coming to rest on the small of her back, sending her a clear, unmistakable message. She’s not alone. I’m going to stand by her side and back her up.

“Adrian,” David says, my name a low growl of disbelief and anger. He’s staring at me, or rather, at the phone he’s holding, looking at the two of us, a picture I’m sure is searing itself into his brain. “What the hell is this? What have you done?”

“I haven’t done anything, David,” I say, my voice even and controlled. “Sophie and I are together. We care about each other very much.”

“Care about each other?” he scoffs, the sound sharp and ugly. “She’s my daughter, Adrian! My twenty-two-year-old daughter! You’re my best friend! You’re forty-two! You crossed a line. A massive, unforgivable line.”

“She’s an adult, David,” I say, my tone leaving no room for argument. “She’s a capable, intelligent woman who makes her own decisions. And her decision was to be with me.”

“This is insane,” he sputters, running a hand through his already disheveled hair. “You took advantage of her naivety, her... her inexperience.”

“I would never do that,” I say, my voice dropping, turning cold and hard. “I would never force her or manipulate her. Sophie’s choice comes first. Always. But yes, I love her. And I’m not going to apologize for that.”

The word “love” hangs in the air, a shock to the system. David’s eyes widen, and for a moment, he just stares at me, completely speechless. I see Sophie’s head whip around to look at me, her hazel eyes wide, full of hopeful wonder.

“You... you love her?” David asks, his voice a hoarse whisper.

“More than anything,” I say, my gaze locked on Sophie’s. I see the tears welling in her eyes, and I wrap my arm around her waist to give her a gentle squeeze. “I love her more than I ever thought it was possible to love someone.”

“Adrian,” Sophie whispers, my name a soft, breathy sigh that makes my chest ache with a fierce, possessive tenderness.

She turns back to the phone, her back straightening, her shoulders squaring. A newfound confidence seems to bloom in her chest, a quiet strength that I find incredibly sexy.

“Dad,” she says, her voice clear and steady, “I chose this. I chose him. I love him too.”

David looks at her, really looks at her, and I can see the moment he sees it. The change in her. The confidence, the certainty. He sees the woman she’s becoming, and he sees how happy she is.

He lets out a long, slow breath, the anger and tension draining out of him, leaving him looking tired and defeated. He runs a hand over his face, a gesture of resignation.

“I don’t like it,” he says, his voice quiet but firm. “I don’t understand it. But... I see that you’re happy, Soph. And that’s... that’s what I’ve always wanted for you.”

He looks at me, his eyes narrowing, a warning glinting in their depths. “But if you hurt her, Adrian. If you break her heart... I don’t care if we’ve been friends for many years. I will destroy you.”

“I would never hurt her,” I say, my voice low and certain. “I’d rather die.”

David looks at me for a long moment, searching my face, my eyes, for any sign of deception. He must not find any, because he gives a slow, reluctant nod. “Alright,” he says, that one word heavy with a world of emotion. “Alright.”

“Thank you, Dad,” Sophie says, her voice thick with unshed tears. “Thank you for understanding.”

“I don’t understand,” he says, a small, sad smile touching his lips. “But I love you, Sophie. And I trust you. Just... be happy. That’s all I ask.”

“I’ll make sure she is,” I say, my arm tightening around Sophie’s waist. “I promise.”

The call ends, the screen going dark, and a silence settles over the room.

I turn to Sophie, my hands moving to cup her face, my thumbs stroking her soft cheeks. Her eyes are shimmering with unshed tears, her bottom lip trembling slightly.

“Are you okay, princess?” I ask, my voice a low, soft rumble.

She nods, a single tear spilling over and tracing a path down her cheek. I lean in and kiss it away, my lips gentle against her soft skin.

“I’m okay,” she whispers, her gaze locking with mine. “I’m more than okay. I’m... I’m relieved that he knows. That I don’t have to worry about how he’ll take the news anymore.”

I let out a slow breath, a weight I didn’t even realize I was carrying lifting from my shoulders. I was prepared for a fight. I was prepared to lose my oldest and dearest friend. But I wasn’t prepared for this. This acceptance, however reluctant, feels like a gift.

“I’m not going to hide this, Sophie,” I say, my tone firm. “I’m not going to hide you. You’re mine, and I’m proud of that. The whole world will know it soon enough.”

A slow, beautiful smile spreads across her face, lighting up her eyes. “I know,” she whispers, her hands coming up to rest on my chest. “And anyway, it will be very hard to hide it if you get your way and I end up pregnant.”

A low growl rumbles in my chest, my hands tightening on her hips, pulling her flush against me. “Oh, I will get my way, princess,” I murmur, my lips brushing against hers. “You can count on that.”

I can feel her shiver against me, her body responding to my possessive words, her soft curves molding against my hard planes. She’s so fucking perfect. So perfect for me.

“Come on,” I say, my voice rough. “Let’s not let the bath get cold.”

I take her hand, my fingers lacing with hers, and lead her down the hallway toward the master bathroom. The thought of her, naked and wet for me, is already making my cock stir with the hungry, aching need that’s starting to build deep inside me.

There’s nothing at all standing in our way now, and I plan to celebrate by making her scream my name so many times that she’ll be lucky if she doesn’t lose her voice.


Chapter Ten
Sophie


The steamy, fragrant air of the bathroom wraps around me like a warm, welcoming embrace as Adrian leads me inside. The lights are dimmed, casting a soft, golden glow over the room. The massive, freestanding tub is filled with water, steam rising from its surface in lazy, swirling tendrils. Candles flicker around the room, their light dancing on the polished marble surfaces, and the scent of lavender fills the air.

My gaze is drawn to him, to the way the soft light catches the silver at his temples, the strong line of his jaw, the dark, hungry look in his eyes as he watches me. He’s still fully dressed, a powerful figure in a room designed for softness and relaxation. The sight of him, so in control, so utterly masculine, sends a fresh wave of heat coursing through my veins.

He releases my hand and starts to unbutton his shirt, his movements slow, deliberate, his gaze never leaving mine. I watch, mesmerized, as the crisp white fabric falls away, revealing the hard, sculpted planes of his chest and abdomen.

My breath hitches. He’s so beautiful. So overwhelmingly, powerfully male. I feel a sudden, desperate urge to touch him, to feel the heat of his skin, the strength of his muscles beneath my palms.

As if reading my mind, he holds out a hand. “Come here, princess.”

I close the distance between us in two quick steps, my hands rising to rest on the warm, bare skin of his chest. I can feel the steady, rhythmic thud of his heart under my palm, a steady, reassuring beat that calms my nerves and stirs my desire all at once.

His hands come to rest on my waist, his long fingers splaying across my back, pulling me closer. “I want you,” he murmurs, his voice a low, rough growl that sends a shiver down my spine. “I want you so much it hurts.”

“I want you too,” I whisper, my gaze locking with his.

He lowers his head, his lips claiming mine in a deep, possessive kiss. His tongue sweeps into my mouth, tangling with mine, tasting me, claiming me. I melt against him, my body molding to his, a soft, willing offering to his strength.

Our lips never part as we continue to undress each other. My hands fumble with the button of his pants, my fingers shaking with anticipation. His are more sure, more confident, as he unzips my skirt and lets it pool at my feet. His shirt follows, then my blouse, until we are standing in the middle of the steamy bathroom, both of us completely bare.

He breaks the kiss, his gaze moving over me, hot and possessive. “You’re so beautiful,” he says, his voice a low, reverent whisper. “So fucking beautiful.”

My cheeks flush, but I don’t look away. I let him look, let him see my desire, my vulnerability, my complete and utter surrender.

My gaze drifts down, over the hard planes of his chest, the ridges of his abdomen, to the heavy, thick length of him standing proud against his stomach. My breath hitches. He’s so big. So magnificently, intimidatingly big. I knew it, I’d felt it, but seeing it like this, in the soft, golden light, is another thing entirely.

A strange, powerful urge takes hold of me. A need to taste him, to please him, to worship him with my mouth. I’ve never done this before, but with him, it feels like the most natural thing in the world.

Slowly, deliberately, I sink to my knees, the cool marble a shock against my skin.

“Sophie,” he growls, my name a low, rough groan. “What... what are you doing?”

“I want to taste you,” I say, my voice a soft, breathy whisper. “Please, Adrian. Let me.”

His eyes darken, a raw, hungry need burning in their depths. He doesn’t say anything, just gives a slow, deliberate nod, giving me the permission I so desperately crave.

I reach out, my fingers closing around the thick, hot base of him. He’s so hard, the velvety skin stretched taut over the steel-hard shaft. A bead of fluid pearls at the tip, and I lean in, my tongue darting out to taste it. He’s salty, a little bitter, and I love it.

I wrap my lips around the head of him, my tongue swirling around the sensitive ridge. He lets out a low, guttural groan, his hands coming to rest on my head, his fingers tangling in my hair. His grip is firm, possessive, and it sends a thrill through me.

“Fuck, Sophie,” he grits out, his hips jerking forward slightly. “Your mouth... it feels so fucking good.”

I take him deeper, my lips stretching to accommodate his impressive girth. He’s so big, so thick, that I can barely take half of him before he hits the back of my throat. I use my hand to stroke the rest of him, my fingers working in tandem with my mouth, my tongue, my lips.

I look up at him, wanting to see his face, to see the pleasure I’m giving him. His eyes are closed, his jaw slack, a look of pure bliss on his face. The sight makes my own body ache with a desperate need for him.

“Look at you, princess,” he growls, his gaze meeting mine once more. “You look so fucking beautiful with my cock in your mouth. You were made for this. Made for me.”

His words, his praise, are like a drug, making me bolder, more confident. I start to move, my head bobbing, taking him a little deeper with each pass. I relax my throat, trying to take more of him, wanting to give him all of me.

“That’s it, Sophie,” he praises, his hips moving in a slow, steady rhythm, fucking my mouth with a controlled, deliberate thrust. “Take it all. You’re doing so good, princess. So fucking good.”

I love this. I love the taste of him, the weight of him on my tongue, the sounds he’s making. But more than that, I love the feeling of power. I’m the one making him groan, the one making him lose that iron-clad control. And the knowledge that I have this effect on him is intoxicating.

I can feel him starting to tense, the muscles in his thighs tightening, his grip on my hair becoming almost painful. He’s close. I can taste it in the way his precum is flowing freely now, salty and slick on my tongue.

“I’m going to come, Sophie,” he warns, his voice a low, guttural growl.

I want that. I want to taste him, to swallow every last drop of him. But another need, a more powerful, more primal desire, rises up inside me.

I pull away, a string of saliva connecting my lips to the tip of him.

He lets out a frustrated growl, looking down at me with a mixture of disbelief and desire. “You little tease,” he says, a playful warning in his tone.

I push myself to my feet and turn, moving to the long marble counter. I lean forward, bracing my elbows on the cool, smooth surface, and look back at him over my shoulder. I arch my back, pushing my ass out, offering him a blatant invitation.

“I’m not teasing,” I say, my voice soft but sure, holding a quiet confidence I didn’t know I possessed. “I just want your seed inside me. I want you to fill me up, Adrian. I want to have your baby.”

The way he looks at me, the way his eyes darken, the way a low, possessive growl rumbles in his chest, makes me feel like the most powerful woman in the world. He stalks toward me, a predator closing in on its prey, and I can feel the heat radiating off him.

“Is that what you want, princess?” he asks, his voice rough. “You want me to breed you? To put my baby in your belly?”

“Yes,” I breathe, my body trembling with anticipation. “Please, Adrian. Yes.”

He leans down over me, his large, powerful body crowding mine, the hard, thick length of him pressing against my ass. “Then you’ll get it,” he growls, one of his hands moving to my hip to hold me in place. “I’ll give you everything you could ever dream of, princess.”

He lines himself up with my entrance, the broad head of him nudging against my slick, wet folds. I’m so ready for him, so desperate to have him inside me, that I’m practically shaking with need.

And then he thrusts, a single, powerful stroke that fills me to the brim, stealing the air from my lungs in a sharp, gasping breath. The sudden, intense stretch is overwhelming, a delicious ache that makes my head spin. He’s so big, so deep, that I can feel him everywhere, a hard, possessive presence that claims me from the inside out.

He doesn’t give me a chance to adjust. He just starts to fuck me with a hard, steady rhythm that’s both punishing and pleasure-inducing. His hips piston against my ass, the slap of his skin against mine a raw, primal sound that fills the room.

“Look at us, princess,” he commands, one of his large hands moving to my hair, tangling in the long strands and pulling my head up.

My gaze is drawn to the large mirror that stretches across the wall in front of us. And the sight that greets me is so erotic, so incredibly hot, that a fresh wave of arousal floods my system. I see myself, my face flushed with desire, my hazel eyes wide and dazed. And behind me, I see Adrian, a towering, powerful figure of masculine perfection, his expression fierce and possessive.

“See how perfect we are together,” he growls, his hips driving into me, each thrust punctuated by his words. “See how well you take my cock.”

His other hand moves around to my breasts, cupping one of them, his thumb brushing over the sensitive nipple. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me, so intense it makes my legs tremble. He grips the firm, heavy flesh, using it as leverage to pull me back onto his cock, over and over, setting a pace that’s both relentless and intoxicating.

“Adrian,” I gasp, my body arching, pushing my breast deeper into his palm.

He leans down, his lips brushing against my ear. “I love these tits,” he murmurs. “I love how full they are, how they leak for me. They’re mine, aren’t they, princess?”

“Yes,” I breathe, my head falling back against his shoulder. “They’re all yours.”

As if to prove my point, my body responds to his touch, to the forceful, possessive way he’s using my body. A fine spray of milk erupts from my nipple, splattering against the mirror in a delicate arc.

A low, guttural growl vibrates through Adrian. The sight seems to push him over the edge, to awaken a wild, untamed part of him. He starts to fuck me harder, his movements becoming more erratic, more desperate.

The friction, the relentless pounding, the sight of us in the mirror, the raw, possessive sounds he’s making... it’s all too much. A tight coil of pleasure starts to build low in my belly, growing hotter, tighter, with each powerful thrust.

“Adrian,” I gasp, my hands clutching at the counter, my knuckles white. “I... I’m close.”

“Then come for me, princess,” he commands, his voice little more than a growl. “Let me feel you come all over my cock.”

He releases his grip on my breast and brings his hand down, his fingers finding my clit, circling the sensitive nub with a skill that makes my vision blur. That’s all it takes. The coil snaps, and a wave of pleasure washes over me that’s so intense it steals my breath. My body convulses, my inner walls clenching around him in a series of hot, wet, pulsing waves that grip his cock so tightly that he groans.

“That’s it, Sophie,” he praises, his fingers still working my clit, prolonging my orgasm, drawing it out until I’m a trembling, whimpering mess. “That’s my good girl. Now it’s my turn. Time for me to fill your fertile little body with my seed.”

With a final, powerful thrust, he buries himself to the hilt, and I feel him jerk inside me, a hot, thick flood of his cum spilling deep into my core, painting the inside of my womb, claiming me so completely. The thought of it, of him trying to breed me, trying to put his baby inside me, is so incredibly hot that another, smaller orgasm shudders through me, a final, exquisite aftershock.

He keeps my body on the counter for a long moment, his body draped over mine, our breath mingling in the steamy air. He’s still inside me, as if he can’t bear to be separated from me. He kisses my shoulder, and my heart is suddenly filled with a fierce, overwhelming love.

“Are you okay, princess?” he asks, his voice a low, rough whisper.

I can only nod, my body still trembling with the aftershocks of pleasure. I’m more than okay. I’m complete.

He slowly straightens up, his cock sliding out of me, a rush of our combined fluids following. I feel a sudden, hollow emptiness, a desperate need to have him back inside me, filling me up again.

He must see the expression on my face when I turn around to look at him, because he leans down and kisses me, a slow, deep, possessive kiss. “Don’t worry, princess,” he murmurs against my lips. “I’m going to fill you up again and again until you’re carrying my child. You won’t have to wait long.”

He leads me to the tub, helping me into the warm, fragrant water. He climbs in first, then guides me to straddle his lap, facing him. The water sloshes around us, warm and soothing, but the look in Adrian’s eyes is anything but. It’s hot, hungry, and full of a possessive need that makes my body ache for him all over again.

He pulls me close, my breasts pressing against his chest, my arms wrapping around his neck. He leans in, his lips finding mine in a slow, tender kiss that’s full of a gentle, loving reverence.

“I love you,” I whisper, my forehead resting against his, my heart feeling like it’s going to burst with all the emotion I feel for him.

“I love you too, princess,” he says, his hands moving down my back to grip my ass, pulling me closer. “More than you know.”

He leans down, his lips closing over one of my nipples. I gasp, a jolt of pleasure shooting through me as he starts to suckle, his mouth hot and hungry on the sensitive peak. A slow, steady stream of milk flows from my breast, and I watch, mesmerized, as he drinks from me, his eyes closed, a look of bliss on his face.

I thread my fingers through his hair, holding him to me, my head falling back in a silent surrender to the pleasure and the love that’s flowing between us. I’ve never felt so connected, so completely one with another person. In this moment, in this tub, in his arms, I am home.

He continues to nurse from me, switching from one breast to the other, until I’m empty and he’s drunk his fill. He lifts his head, his lips glistening with my milk, a slow, satisfied smile touching the corners of his mouth.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” he murmurs. “You taste so sweet.”

I lean in, my lips meeting his in a slow, tender kiss, tasting myself on his tongue.

When he pulls back, he looks at me for a long moment, his eyes full of a fierce, unwavering devotion as he brings his hands up to cup my face. “I’m going to keep you,” he says, his voice certain. “I’m going to keep you as mine forever.”

And as I look into the eyes of the man I love, the man who has claimed my body, my heart, and my soul, I know, with a certainty that settles deep in my bones, that he will.

He is my forever, and I am his.


Epilogue
Adrian


Three years later:

The late afternoon sun streams through the floor-to-ceiling windows of my office, casting long, golden rectangles across the polished hardwood floor. It’s the same office, the same desk, the same view of the city skyline that has been my backdrop for the last two decades. But it’s not the same.

It’s ours now.

I sit back in my leather chair, the soft, worn leather molding to my frame, and I watch her. Sophie. My wife. She’s sitting across from me, her head bent over a stack of papers, a focused frown creasing her brow. She’s reviewing proposals for our new “Community Impact” division, an initiative that was entirely her brainchild. It’s a revolutionary idea for a company like Keller Strategic Holdings. A division dedicated to preserving jobs and investing in struggling communities, to prioritizing people over pure profit.

I had the influence, the power to make it happen, but the vision was hers. All hers.

Because of her, this empire I built with my own two hands, brick by brutal brick, has changed. We still acquire companies. We still fix inefficiencies. We still generate staggering returns. But now, we do it with a conscience. We do it with a soul.

She softened the sharpest edges of my world. She never weakened it. If anything, she made it stronger. Better.

I let my gaze drift over her, a familiar, possessive warmth spreading through my chest. She’s so beautiful. Her long hair is pulled back in a loose, elegant knot at the nape of her neck, exposing the delicate, creamy skin I love to kiss. She’s wearing a simple, cream-colored silk blouse, the fabric clinging to the soft, generous curves of her breasts. My cock twitches at the sight. Even after three years, even after having a son together, she still has this effect on me. She always will.

My mind drifts to our son, Liam, at home with our nanny. I think about the way his little face lights up whenever we return home from work. I think about the way Sophie brightens instantly when he toddles toward her, her laughter echoing through our penthouse, a sound that is the very definition of joy. A fierce, protective instinct I never knew I was capable of surges through me every time I look at the two of them. My family.

I remember the moment he was born. The way Sophie looked, her face flushed and damp with sweat, her eyes shining with a love so pure, so profound, it almost brought me to my knees. I remember the feel of him, tiny and perfect, in my arms. The way Sophie glowed.

And even though it took a while for David to truly accept my relationship with Sophie, all it had taken was one look at his baby grandson for him to let go of any worries he may have still been holding onto. Seeing Sophie so happy in her role as a mother certainly didn’t hurt either.

Motherhood has only made her more powerful in my eyes. She radiates a quiet strength, a deep-seated femininity that is a heady, addictive combination. She’s softer now, her hips and tits fuller and more lush, and it drives me wild. I find it just as impossible to keep my hands off her now as I did when we first met. It’s like I can never get enough of her.

She must feel my gaze, because she looks up from her papers, her hazel eyes meeting mine across the expanse of the mahogany desk. A slow, knowing smile touches her lips, and I see the spark of desire in her eyes, an answering heat that tells me she’s thinking about the same things I am.

I don’t bother to hide the fact that I’m staring. I never do. I want her to know. I want her to know that she is the center of my universe.

“You’re beautiful, my wife,” I say, my voice little more than a growl.

Her smile widens, and she rises from her chair. I can’t tear my eyes off her as she walks around the desk, her hips swaying with a subtle, feminine grace that makes my pulse pound, coming to stand before me.

She settles herself onto my lap, her soft, curvy body fitting against mine in a way that feels as natural as breathing. She wraps her arms around my neck, her fingers tangling in the hair at my nape, and I wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her even closer. I breathe in her scent, a sweet, floral fragrance that is uniquely hers, and I feel a sense of peace, of rightness, settle over me.

She takes one of my hands, her small, slender fingers curling around my much larger ones, and guides it to her stomach, pressing my palm flat against it.

“I have news,” she says, her voice a soft, breathy whisper. “I took a test this morning, and it was positive.”

For a rare moment, the world seems to stop. The blood rushes in my ears, and my mind goes completely blank. I just stare at her, my heart pounding frantically against my ribs.

Then, her words sink in.

She’s pregnant.

Again.

A tidal wave of emotion washes over me, so powerful it almost takes my breath away. It’s not surprise. It’s not fear. It’s an overwhelming, all-consuming joy. A feeling of abundance, of a life so full, so rich, I feel like my heart might burst from it.

I pull her into me, my arms wrapping around her in a fierce, possessive embrace. I bury my face in the crook of her neck, my lips pressing against her soft, warm skin. “Sophie,” I whisper, my voice thick with emotion. “Sophie, my love.”

I think about the man I used to be. Ruthless. Alone. So focused on survival that I never allowed myself to feel, to need, to want. I built an empire with my own two hands, but it was empty. Cold. A lonely kingdom with no one to share it with.

Then I met her.

She came into my life like a ray of sunshine, chasing away the shadows, filling the empty corners of my heart with her light. She softened my hard edges, taught me how to love, how to feel, how to live. She gave me a son, a family, a home. She gave me everything.

And now, this. Another child. A new life growing in her belly.

I pull back, my hands moving to cup her face, my thumbs stroking her soft cheeks. Her eyes are shining with unshed tears, her lips parted in a soft smile. She’s so beautiful. So fucking beautiful.

“Are you happy?” I ask, my voice gruff with emotion, needing to hear her say the words.

“So happy,” she whispers, her hands coming up to rest on my chest. “Are you?”

“More than I’ve ever been in my entire life,” I say, and it’s the simple, honest truth. “I can’t wait to meet our new little one.” My gaze drops to her stomach, my hand moving back to rest against it, my fingers splaying wide. “And I can’t wait to see you round with my child again. You were so beautiful when you were carrying Liam. So full, so glowing.”

A slow, sensual blush spreads across her cheeks, and she bites her lower lip, a gesture I know all too well. She’s getting turned on by my words, by my possessive gaze.

Which is a good thing. Because I don’t think I’ll ever be able to stop needing her. Wanting her.

She’s mine, and I’m hopelessly addicted.

***
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