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Chapter One
Lucy


I fiddle nervously with the hem of my skirt while waiting to be called in to my appointment. The waiting room at the doctor’s office is quiet, all except for the occasional cough or sniffle from whatever ailment has brought them here today. My ailment isn’t the flu though, so I try to keep my distance from them so I don’t make my own situation even worse.

A door opens and my doctor pokes his head out, a smile gracing his lips as his searching eyes find mine. He tilts his head, gesturing for me to follow him, waiting for me to walk across the waiting room and patiently holding the door open for me the whole time.

As I walk past him, his masculine scent fills my nostrils, a heady mix of the spicy cologne he wears and a more earthy musk that’s just him. It creates an instant flutter in the pit of my stomach, and the involuntary reaction causes a blush to heat my face. But I quickly push those feelings down. Now is not the right time or place, and he is definitely not the right person.

Once we’re in his office, he gestures to a seat on one side of the desk before settling down in his own chair on the opposite side. He smiles at me again, and the way it makes his green eyes sparkle gets my heart racing a little faster than it should.

“It’s good to see you, Lucy,” he says, his voice deep and smooth. “It’s been a while.”

I nod and offer him a smile of my own, although even I can feel the way it falters as the corners of my mouth tug down instead of up.

“It has,” I agree.

This has to be the most awkward doctor’s appointment of all time. Not only does my body seem to insist on reacting to his every little look and touch, but the last time I saw him was three months ago, when my ex-boyfriend had taken me to meet his dad, and it turned out to be the hot, older doctor I’d had an inappropriate crush on for the last two years.

He has to be double my age, in his forties at least, but he looks damn good. His dark hair is streaked with silver, giving him a distinguished look that men my own age lack. And he obviously takes care of himself, with broad, muscular shoulders that taper down to a lean waist. It’s embarrassing the number of times I’ve imagined what he looks like under his clothes and white doctor’s coat over the years, and he’s been the object of a few fantasies ever since my first appointment with him when I was just nineteen.

When I’d called up this morning for an appointment, I’d tried to get an appointment with one of the other doctors, considering that I need help with a rather intimate problem, but they had been booked up for weeks. Dr. Jameson, or Kieran, was the only doctor who had an appointment available, after another patient had canceled at the last minute, so I’d had no choice.

“I would say that I hope you are keeping well, but you’re here. So, what seems to be the problem?”

I glance down at my hands as I wring them nervously in my lap. “It’s a little... embarrassing.”

He chuckles, the sound deep and rich, and it sends another flutter through my stomach.

“Trust me, I’ve heard it all before, and I can assure you that nothing you could say would embarrass me,” he tells me, and his reassuring smile is almost enough to make me blurt it out. Almost.

Instead, I just clear my throat and force the words past my lips.

“The thing is, a couple of days ago, I noticed I was... ummm... that I’ve started producing milk.”

I peek up at him from under long lashes, wondering if he looks as shocked as I’d felt when I’d first noticed the creamy white droplets gathering on my nipples in the shower the day before yesterday. But he seems as unflappable as always, his expression carefully neutral.

“Do you think there is any chance you’re pregnant, Lucy?” he asks, and his voice is still as steady as always.

“I...” My eyes widen in shock, and I almost stutter over my words. “No, no, no. It’s definitely not possible.”

“It is always possible, and you would be surprised how often it happens. I think it would be a good idea for us to do a pregnancy test to rule that out first, seeing as that is the most simple reason.”

“No, I mean, it’s impossible.” I pause for a moment as he watches me across the desk with a sympathetic look on his face.

“Sometimes accidents happen, even when a couple are as careful as they can be. Unfortunately, no birth control has a one hundred percent success rate. So I still think it’s worth exploring the possibility.”

By now, my face is burning, and I want nothing more than for the ground to open up and swallow me whole. “No, Dr. Jameson. You don’t understand. It’s not possible because I haven’t... I’ve never...”

I let my words trail off, hoping he will understand what I’m trying to say, without making me actually say it.

He leans back in his chair, fixing me with an assessing gaze.

“You’ve never had sex,” he states, his tone matter of fact, and I nod in relief that he understands what I’m trying to tell him.

“Right.”

When I meet his eyes, there is something different there. The usual warmth and friendliness are still there, but there’s something more intense in his gaze. Something hungry. But he blinks, and then the look is gone again, as if he’s just pulled a mask of professionalism over his face.

He clears his throat and shuffles a couple of papers on his desk.

“Okay. Well, there are other reasons why you might be lactating. A common one for young ladies is a condition called Galactorrhea, which is where the body produces too much prolactin, the hormone responsible for milk production. We can do a blood test to see if that’s what is going on here. But I have a few other questions to ask first.”

“Of course,” I respond.

“Do you have any breast pain? Have your breasts changed in size or shape, or is there anything else unusual about them?”

“Ummm, they have got bigger,” I say in a shaky voice, dropping my gaze to the floor in front of me. “And they can be quite painful and sensitive to the touch.”

“Okay. If you don’t mind, I will have to do a breast exam once I’ve finished asking you some questions. Just to make sure there isn’t anything more concerning going on. I’m sure there isn’t, but it’s always a good idea to check, don’t you think?”

I nod my head quickly, definitely wanting to rule out anything sinister. But then it hits me what he means. I’ll have to be topless, and he’ll be touching my breasts. My heart flutters at the thought, and I feel an instant rush of wetness between my thighs. But I tell myself I’m being silly. He’s my doctor, and he’s just doing his job to make sure I’m safe and healthy. Nothing more, nothing less.

“Sometimes, medications can cause lactation as a side effect. I can see from your medical records that you’re not prescribed anything right now, but are there maybe any over-the-counter products you’ve been taking recently?”

My eyes widen slightly at the question, but I quickly shake my head and look down, letting my long blonde hair fall down around my face like a curtain. Shit. I’m a terrible liar, and it will be a miracle if I get away with this one.

“Lucy,” he says, his voice taking on a stern tone that I’ve never heard from him before.

Something about that tone of voice sends a thrill through me, and I shift uncomfortably in my seat. I lift my eyes up to his face once more, seeing the way his lips press together in a thin line.

“If you’ve taken something, I need to know about it, Lucy. I can’t help you if I don’t have all the information at hand. And you want me to help you, don’t you?”

His tone softens slightly, and I let out a sigh. I do want his help. My breasts have been so uncomfortable the last couple of days that I could barely sleep, and my nipples are so sensitive that even my bra brushing against the tip is enough to create a burning sensation.

“I’ve been taking herbal supplements for the last month, Dr. Jameson.”

He nods and types something into his computer. “And what is in these supplements? I’m starting to think we might have found the culprit here.”

“I... I’m not sure,” I admit. “I got them online and maybe I didn’t do as much research as I should have.”

He looks at me, his brow raising with a look of disapproval that makes my heart thud heavily in my chest. “You’ve been taking pills you got online, and you’re not even sure what’s inside them? That is a dangerous game to play, Lucy.”

“I know, I know. I’m sorry.”

“Do you have the pills with you?” he asks, and when I nod, he holds out his hand expectantly.

I reach into my bag and pull out the small bottle of pills, handing it to him and feeling a blush spread across my cheeks. I’m mortified that they are so obviously labeled as a natural breast enhancing supplement, and he looks surprised when he looks at the front of the packaging. He looks at me for a moment, assessing me with his keen gaze, before turning the bottle over and examining the list of ingredients.

“Well, this definitely explains it,” he says. “These are filled with herbs that induce lactation, along with a few other things I’ve never heard of. I’d still like to do a breast exam, to make sure the pills haven’t done any other damage. But at least we have found the cause of the problem.”

“So... do you think the side effect is permanent?”

“It shouldn’t be. Once the pills have passed out of your system, everything should go back to normal.”

“Okay.” I breathe a sigh of relief.

He stands and walks over to the examination table in the corner of the room, pulling a room divider across to shield the bed from view in the rest of his office.

“Now, why don’t you go behind the curtain and take off your top and bra? Let me know when you’re ready, and I’ll come examine you. Okay?”

I nod and rise to my feet, a nervous flutter appearing in my stomach as I move behind the divider. My fingers tremble as I begin unbuttoning my shirt, unable to think of anything but the fact that Dr. Jameson is about to see my breasts. Touch them. There is an undeniable ache at my core, and I inwardly chastise myself for getting so excited at the thought of an innocent man simply doing his job.

I really need to keep my crush on him in check if I don’t want to make a fool of myself during the examination.

Once my shirt and bra are off, I jump up onto the examination table, sitting on the edge of it and taking a few deep breaths to prepare myself for what’s to come.


Chapter Two
Kieran


I can hear Lucy moving around behind the room divider, taking off her clothes, and I let out a low breath. I’d always thought she was beautiful, but she’d been my patient. Completely off-limits. Then Robbie had bought her home one day to meet me, introducing her as his girlfriend, and I’d known for sure there was no way I could have her.

But he’d somehow managed to fuck things up with her in record timing, and while I don’t know what exactly he did, Lucy did the right thing leaving him. My son has commitment issues, to say the least. Growing up with my ex-wife, he was spoiled, and now he runs around from one woman to another, treating them like shit, while believing he deserves all the love in the world from them. I’ve tried talking to him about it several times now, but he won’t listen. He’s too happy getting his dick wet all over town to slow down.

Lucy deserves someone so much better than Robbie.

Maybe someone like me, who would take good care of her.

“I’m ready,” she calls out, her sweet voice trembling slightly.

“Okay, I’ll be there in a second,” I tell her, readjusting myself in my pants so my boner hopefully won’t be so visible. Then I pull my white coat across and button it up, adding another layer to help hide my very obvious arousal.

It’s sick. I shouldn’t be getting this turned on by seeing Lucy topless. She’s a patient, and she needs my help. But, the truth is, I’ve wanted her ever since she first turned up in my doctor’s office two years ago. There’s something special about her, and Robbie was a damn fool for not being able to see it.

I take a deep breath to calm myself, then step behind the curtain with Lucy.

“This won’t take long,” I reassure her, not looking directly at her while I pull a pair of latex gloves out of the box beside the examination table and pull them on.

Then, as calmly as I can, I begin palpating her breasts, using firm, circular motions with my hands and fingers.

“Tell me if you feel any pain or tenderness,” I say, although my words are a little clipped as I try to hide the strain in my voice.

Her breasts feel like heaven beneath my fingertips, so full and heavy. I’ve had to do this many times with other patients over the years, but the feeling has never been like this. My cock strains against the confines of my pants, and my heart pounds in my chest, the only sound louder in the room being the quick, shallow breaths Lucy is taking.

I can see her nipples stiffening into peaks out of the corner of my eye, and a glance at her face shows a faint flush in her cheeks, her teeth worrying her lower lip as she tries to keep her breathing steady.

I try to ignore the effect she is having on me, pushing all those feelings down and reminding myself that she is a patient, and I am a doctor. That she’s only just broken up with my son, and this is inappropriate. I shouldn’t be getting aroused from touching her, but I can’t help it. It’s the first time I’ve seen her like this, and it’s more than a little overwhelming.

“Are you okay?” I ask, and she nods her head.

“Yes, fine,” she responds, her voice still shaky.

“No pain or tenderness, then?”

“Only a little,” she whispers, her voice catching slightly. “They just feel so full.”

I clamp my lips together, trying to hold back a groan. The thought of her breasts heavy with milk has me even more aroused, and I try to think about anything other than her round tits dripping with warm, sweet cream. But the idea of leaning down and capturing a nipple in my mouth so I can suckle and drink her nectar won’t go away.

Shit, when the hell did I become so perverted? I’ve never thought about drinking breast milk before. But it’s Lucy. Everything about her is so damn attractive to me, even her milky breasts.

I need to get out of this situation and quickly, before I do something that could ruin my entire career.

“I’m almost finished,” I tell her.

But then, just as I finish saying that, a bead of creamy milk forms at the tip of her nipple. My mouth falls open slightly in surprise, and it takes every bit of willpower I possess not to lean forward and flick my tongue against the stiff peak to taste her.

I quickly move to the other breast, needing to distract myself from that tempting droplet.

“So, Lucy, why did you start taking the pills?”

Her face turns a deep shade of crimson almost immediately, and she turns her head to the side, avoiding my gaze.

“Apparently men like women with bigger breasts,” she says, a slight tinge of bitterness in her voice. “And I didn’t want to have to do something as extreme as surgery, so it seemed like the perfect solution. But apparently I was wrong.”

My eyes dart up to her face, and the sight of her eyes glistening with tears is enough to break through my lust and bring me back to my senses.

“Lucy,” I say, my voice gentle. “Breasts come in all different shapes and sizes. There is no reason to be ashamed of your body.”

Whoever made her feel like she isn’t good enough deserves to have their ass kicked.

“Did Robbie ever tell you why we broke up?” she asks.

My eyes narrow. If my son had anything to do with this, I’ll be the one to kick his ass. He needs it after being spoiled by his mom for so many years.

“No, he didn’t,” I say softly, trying to hide the anger that is quickly building up inside me. “And you don’t have to tell me either if you don’t want to.”

She gives a shrug, her lips turning into a twisted little smile. “We’d been together for a few weeks, and I’d decided I was finally ready to give him my virginity. So I went to his apartment to surprise him. Only when I got there, he already had company. Some woman who I’d never met before, whose chest was at least double the size of mine. I guess, ever since then, I’ve just been feeling self-conscious about my body.”

I let out a sigh and shake my head. “I’m sorry, Lucy. That boy could do with growing up a bit. He’s selfish. I’m sorry he hurt you, but you don’t have anything to be self-conscious about. You’re perfect.”

Her eyes widen as she looks up at me, her lips forming an O shape. Shit. I said too much. It occurs to me that my hands are still on her breasts, and I pull them back quickly.

I clear my throat. “Well, I’m finished,” I tell her, a little more abruptly than I mean to. “Get changed and then we can discuss the next steps.”

Before Lucy can say anything else, I rush out from behind the divider and sit down at my desk, pulling off the gloves. Damn it. I messed up. I’ll be lucky if she doesn’t report me to the medical board.

A couple of minutes later, Lucy emerges from behind the screen, her cheeks still flushed pink, and her eyes cast down towards the floor.

“You can sit back down,” I tell her.

She does as she’s told, sitting down in the seat opposite me, and folding her hands neatly in her lap.

“You’ll be pleased to hear that I didn’t find any lumps or fibrous tissue, so physically, everything seems to be fine. Your milk should dry up in time, but it will take a few weeks at least.”

“Okay,” she responds, sounding relieved. “But what do I do about the discomfort in the meantime? They feel so full that they hurt sometimes.”

I swallow loudly and nod, doing my best not to think about how much sweet, creamy milk she must be producing. “Well, in that case, you can always express manually to relieve the pressure.”

When she looks at me with her brows knitted together in confusion, I continue. “You can massage your breasts to stimulate the flow.”

“Oh.” She flushes again, the pink blush spreading down her neck and towards her chest. “Okay.”

I can’t help imagining my hands massaging her breasts, bringing forth her milk, and I shift in my chair as I grow uncomfortably hard.

“Is there anything else you want to ask me, Lucy?”

“I... no. I don’t think so.”

“Good. Then, if that’s everything, I have another appointment waiting.”

It’s a lie, and I’ve got at least twenty minutes before my next patient arrives, but I need to get her out of my office before I lose control and do something stupid.

“Right. Yes. Okay. Thank you for your help.”

I smile warmly at her, and she stands, giving me a shy smile as she walks towards the door.

“Don’t hesitate to call if you need anything,” I tell her, and she nods.

“Thank you,” she repeats, then she disappears through the door.

Fuck. Why did I have to let my attraction to her show like that? She was vulnerable and upset, and she came here for a consultation, not to be hit on.

If she decides to report me, then I’ve only got myself to blame.

“I’m such an idiot,” I mutter to myself.

My dick is still hard, and I press a palm down on the bulge in my pants, willing it to go away. But it doesn’t help. Just the thought of Lucy’s soft, heavy breasts and her sweet, innocent expression have me hard as a rock, and my balls are aching for release.

With a sigh, I pull the zipper down on my pants and slide a hand inside. Maybe if I give myself some relief, then I can get back to work without worrying about getting caught with a boner.

My fingers wrap around the base of my shaft, and I close my eyes, letting images of Lucy play through my mind. The way she’d looked while topless on the examination table, the sweet smell of her skin and the feeling of her soft, pliant flesh beneath my fingertips. The way she’d bitten her lower lip, and the flush of arousal that had crept across her cheeks and down her neck.

I groan and pump my hand faster, squeezing the shaft as I work my way up and down the length. My mind goes back to the little droplet of milk that had formed on the tip of her nipple, and I imagine what it would have tasted like. I bet it would have been so damn sweet.

“Shit,” I groan, throwing my head back and closing my eyes.

My orgasm slams into me, and I let out a loud, low grunt as cum spurts from the tip of my cock, coating my hand and making a mess of my pants. I pant heavily, my breath coming out in short, sharp bursts as the tension leaves my body and I’m left feeling utterly spent.

What the hell is wrong with me? This is not how a professional should behave. And yet, the fact remains that I’ve just gotten off to thoughts of my son’s ex-girlfriend.

My dick is softening, and I grab a few tissues from the box on my desk, using them to clean up the mess. Then, once I’ve tucked myself away and done up the fly on my pants, I lean back in my chair and close my eyes, running a hand through my hair.

“Pull yourself together, Kieran,” I mutter.

I will never act on my attraction to Lucy, but I can’t afford to mess things up again by letting her know just how badly she affects me.

I can’t let her know how much I want her.


Chapter Three
Lucy


By the time I get home from my appointment with Kieran, my breasts are so full and heavy that they ache with a deep, burning pain. And there is a throbbing pulse between my thighs that makes me desperate to touch myself and give myself some relief.

The memory of his large hands on my breasts is branded in my mind, and I can’t shake the intense need that is burning through me. I know it was wrong, and yet I can’t deny that, as I’d sat topless in front of him, his face so close to mine and his gorgeous green eyes locked on my chest, I’d wished he would touch me in places other than just my breasts.

I’d wanted him to kiss me. I’d wanted him to lean in and take a nipple into his mouth, to suck the milk from my aching breasts, and then push his hand into my panties and slide his fingers inside my wet, eager pussy.

A moan escapes me, and I lean back against the front door as it closes behind me. My nipples are stiff, the friction of my bra brushing against them driving me wild, and I can feel a trickle of liquid slipping out of the tip of one.

I’ve never been this aroused before, and it’s driving me crazy.

I make my way through to the bedroom and strip out of my clothes, leaving them in a pile on the floor before lying down on the bed. My hands cup my heavy breasts, and I close my eyes, imagining that they are Kieran’s hands touching me.

My heart beats fast and a wave of arousal courses through me as I gently massage and knead the firm, rounded globes. Then, when the first droplet of milk spills over, I bring a hand up to the tip and rub the pad of my thumb across it, collecting the milk and bringing it to my lips.

It’s thick and creamy, and I moan at the sensation of the warm liquid hitting my tongue. My fingers continue their ministrations, teasing the tender flesh and rubbing against the tight little peaks.

It’s not long before another bead of milk forms on the tip, and I flick my tongue across the nipple, the sweet taste causing my arousal to increase tenfold. A shudder goes through me, and I feel more moisture gather between my legs.

“Fuck,” I murmur, reaching a hand down to the apex of my thighs.

My fingers slide between my wet folds, finding the little bundle of nerves and rubbing slow circles over it. My breathing becomes labored, and I arch my back, pinching one of the stiff peaks as I continue to tease the sensitive bud.

Then I slide a finger deep inside my tight, wet entrance, groaning as the walls contract around the digit. My breasts feel swollen and heavy, the ache within them building as more milk trickles out of the tips.

I can’t get Kieran’s face out of my head. The way his green eyes had darkened when he saw the milk beading at the tip of one of my nipples. The way his lips had parted slightly, as if he’d wanted to suckle the milk from my breast.

With a moan, I add a second finger to my tight hole, pumping the digits in and out at a frantic pace. My hips buck, and I press my head back against the pillow, a soft mewl escaping me.

It feels so good, and all I can think about is the way Kieran’s hands had felt on my bare skin. The way his fingers had gently kneaded my flesh, and the way he’d looked at me. It’s all too much, and with a cry, I come, the walls of my pussy pulsating and clenching around my fingers as wave after wave of pleasure rolls over me.

But even as the orgasm subsides, the need for more still burns within me. I feel empty, desperate for something more than just my fingers to fill me up. My breasts still feel so heavy, the pressure inside them building, and I whimper as a trickle of milk dribbles out and slides down my side onto the mattress below.

Shame washes over me as I realize what I need. I need Kieran’s cock deep inside me, pounding into me hard and fast while his mouth latches onto a nipple to drain my milk. My whole body flushes as the image fills my mind, even though I’ve only just made myself come.

“Shit,” I curse, rolling over and burying my face in the pillow.

I feel dirty. It’s wrong. He’s my ex-boyfriend’s father, and he’s also my doctor. What the hell am I thinking?

But, no matter how much I try to deny it, the truth is that I can’t stop wanting him. I’ve never wanted anything as badly as I want him right now.

My breasts feel tight and full, the milk inside them begging to be let out. My pussy is still slick with desire, the need for a thick, hard cock to fill me almost overwhelming.

I have no idea what’s come over me, but the only thing I know for sure is that I can’t stay like this. Not when there’s only one thing that can ease the ache within me.

Would it really be so bad to pursue him? To let him know how I feel about him? If needed, I can always find another doctor, and it’s not like I married his son. Robbie and I only dated for a few months, and he cheated on me.

Maybe I deserve a hot older man who can take care of me after that. A man like Kieran who would treat me right.

There’s no point fighting it any longer.

I’m going to at least try to make Kieran see that we’d be good together.

With a smile on my face, and a plan starting to form in my mind, I lie back, idly teasing my clit with slick fingers, letting the heat inside me build once more.

And when the next orgasm hits, I scream his name, imagining his hard, thick cock filling me up.


Chapter Four
Kieran


If there is any place I don’t expect to be the day after seeing Lucy at my office, it’s standing on her doorstep, waiting for her to answer my knock. But here I am. It had been a shock this morning when my secretary had handed me my schedule and I’d seen Lucy had booked a home visit, and I can’t help wondering what’s wrong. If those pills have caused any more complications, I swear...

My thoughts are cut off when Lucy opens the door, the sight of her stealing my breath away. Her long blonde hair is cascading down her shoulders, glinting beautifully in the mid-day sun, and she’s wearing an adorable pastel yellow sundress covered in small daisies. It’s short, showing off her shapely legs, and the top of the dress is scooped low enough that the tops of her breasts are visible, making my mouth water. But the worst part is, she obviously isn’t wearing a bra under her dress, and her nipples are hard, poking against the thin material in a tempting display.

She looks so pretty, and my hands twitch with the need to touch her. But, no. I can’t. I need to keep control. So I drag my eyes up to her face and offer her what I hope is a professional smile.

“Hi, Lucy,” I say, my voice coming out a little huskier than usual.

“Hi, Dr. Jameson. Come on in.”

She opens the door wider for me and moves aside, and I step into the entrance of her home. She closes the door behind me, and then turns, leading the way into her living room.

“Thank you for agreeing to come and see me at home,” she says, perching on the edge of the sofa.

I sit down opposite her, setting my medical bag on the floor beside me.

“It’s no problem,” I respond, although my heart is beating wildly.

This feels far too intimate, sitting here in her living room. But there’s no point complaining. She’s paying for a home visit, and if this is where she’s most comfortable, then that’s what she’ll get.

“So, what can I help you with today, Lucy?”

Her cheeks redden, and she looks down at her lap.

“Um, well, the thing is, I was wondering if you’d be able to show me how to, you know, express the milk manually.”

Her words take me by surprise, and I raise an eyebrow, unable to hide my shock.

“You’re having trouble doing it yourself?”

“I tried. But it doesn’t seem to be helping me as much as I’d like it to. I still feel so full all the time, Doctor.”

I swallow loudly and nod, trying not to focus on the image her words conjure in my mind. Her bare, swollen breasts, creamy milk trickling from the tight little peaks.

Fuck, why can’t I get these thoughts out of my head? She’s a patient. She’s half my age. But the fact remains that she is so damn sexy. And I can’t deny the effect her innocent beauty has on me.

“Please, Kieran,” she asks, as if she can sense my hesitation, and her pleading tone makes my cock stir to life.

I know that, no matter how hard I try, I won’t be able to resist her. Not when she’s so clearly begging me to take care of her.

“All right,” I say, nodding. “Do you have any towels? This might get messy.”

She nods and then looks thoughtful for a moment. “Or maybe we could do this in the bathroom where it won’t matter if I spill any milk? It will be easier to clean it up.”

My throat feels tight as I nod again, unable to speak.

“All right, follow me,” she says, standing and turning to walk out of the room.

I’m quick to follow, my eyes immediately dropping to her ass. It’s perfectly round and full, and my palms tingle with the urge to reach out and grab it. I ball my hands into fists, resisting the temptation.

She leads me to the bathroom, and once we’re inside, she closes the door. Keeping her eyes on mine, she slowly peels the straps of her summer dress down her arms, slowly revealing her breasts. My cock is painfully hard, straining against my pants as I will myself to keep looking into her eyes instead of dropping my gaze to her chest.

“Come and stand in front of the mirror and show me how you have been expressing. Then hopefully I can give you a few tips to make the milk flow more freely.”

Lucy smiles at me before moving into position in front of the mirror. I step up behind her, easily able to see her reflection, considering I stand a whole head taller than her. Our eyes meet in the mirror, and then I finally let my eyes move down to her chest, the sight almost making me groan.

Her breasts look even more swollen than they were the last time I saw them, and the pink, erect buds look like they’re aching to be touched. I watch her as she lifts her hands and brings them up to her chest, her fingertips barely grazing the swollen mounds.

“Well, this is how I was doing it,” she says, sounding a little self-conscious.

“Okay,” I reply, doing my best to keep my voice even. As I watch, a single drop of her sweet cream beads on her nipple, pausing there for a moment before trickling down over the swell of her breast.

The sound of blood rushing through my veins roars in my ears, and my cock is harder than I think it’s ever been. Fuck.

“But the thing is,” she continues, her soft voice bringing my attention back to the fact I’m here to help her, “no matter how long I try for, I just can’t get more than a few drops of milk out.”

“It’s probably because you’re being too gentle,” I reply, my voice coming out almost like a growl as my arousal becomes overwhelming. “Your body needs a firm, yet steady touch.”

Her cheeks flush a deeper shade of pink, and she nods. “Will you show me?”

My mouth goes dry, and I nod, stepping forward. When she shivers as my fingers brush across her skin, it takes everything I have not to push her down over the basin in front of us and fuck her senseless.

I take a deep, steadying breath, and then bring my hands up to her breasts, taking the soft, warm globes in my palms. She gasps as I firmly knead the flesh, stroking my fingers from the base down towards her nipple, almost touching the hard little buds before pulling my hands back and starting again.

It only takes a few seconds for the first rush of cream to spurt from her nipples, almost spraying the mirror in front of us, and she lets out a moan of relief that sounds like pure pleasure. The sound sends a jolt straight through me, and it’s impossible to ignore the throbbing need pulsing through my body.

I’m rock hard, my dick pressed tightly against the seam of my pants, and it’s so damn difficult to keep myself in check.

“That feels so good, Kieran,” Lucy whispers, her voice dripping with desire.

She leans forward slightly, gripping the edge of the basin, and the movement pushes her ass back towards me, until those lush, curvy cheeks are pressing against my groin. This time, it’s impossible to hold in a groan, especially at the way she gasps in surprise before starting to wriggle slightly against my crotch.

There’s no doubt in my mind now that she’s trying to seduce me, trying to make my self-control snap, and I’m so fucking close to giving in to temptation.

“Careful, Lucy,” I warn, my voice emerging as a low growl.

“Why, Kieran?”

Her wide blue eyes meet mine in the mirror, and I see no innocence in her expression. No, she knows exactly what she’s doing to me. And I think it’s clear that the feeling is mutual.

But she goes still, even if she does keep her ass pressed against my hard cock.

I take a deep breath and continue massaging her breasts, watching the milk flow from her nipples in powerful bursts. My hands are covered in her cream, making my skin slippery as they move over her soft flesh. She’s biting her lower lip, her eyes still fixed on me in the mirror, and the look in her gaze is pure, undiluted lust.

Fuck. This is all wrong. But I can’t deny how badly I want her. How badly I want to turn her around and take a nipple into my mouth so I can taste her sweetness.

I want her with a need so powerful that it’s threatening to overwhelm me, and it’s getting more and more difficult to keep a hold of my self-control.

“Lucy,” I groan, as she arches her back and her ass grinds against my cock.

“Kieran,” she murmurs, her voice full of desire.

Before I can stop myself, I lean down and press my lips to the curve of her neck. She shudders against me, her skin breaking out in goosebumps. My hands slide over her breasts, teasing her tight nipples, and she lets out a little whimper, her head tilting to the side to give me better access.

With another groan, I kiss a trail up to her earlobe, flicking my tongue against the sensitive skin. Her scent is intoxicating, a combination of sweet milk and feminine arousal, and the smell only serves to drive my desire even higher.

“You’re being such a tease,” I whisper in her ear, giving the lobe a gentle bite.

“Am I?” she murmurs, her breath hitching.

“Yes, you are,” I growl, sliding my hands down her sides, stopping at her hips and gripping them tightly to make her stop moving against me. “And you’re not making it easy for me to be professional.”

“Maybe I don’t want you to be professional,” she replies, her tone coy.

“Is that right?”

“Uh huh.”

“And what is it that you do you want?”

“I want you. I want you to drink my milk. Suck it out of me. Please, Kieran.”

I suck in a sharp breath, and as I hold her gaze in the mirror, I see her eyes widen slightly, as if even she is surprised by the words that popped out of her mouth. With my hands still on her hips, I begin grinding my hard dick against her ass through our clothes, making sure she knows exactly what she’s doing to me.

“Is that really what you want, princess? You want me to put my mouth on your big sexy tits and suck all your sweet cream out of them?”

I don’t know what’s come over me. The filthy words fall from my mouth naturally as I apparently lose all ability to control myself. And the effect they have on Lucy just makes me even harder. She tilts her head back, resting it against my shoulder, her eyelids fluttering shut while she moans.

“Yes, Kieran Please, will you feed from me?”

A long, low groan escapes me. How the fuck am I supposed to resist her when she’s begging me so sweetly?

I turn her around roughly, gripping her waist and lifting her feet off the floor before sitting her on the counter top beside the basin. My breathing is labored as I take a moment to enjoy the sight of her, with her dress pulled down to her waist, the material coated with wet spots from the droplets of milk that are leaking almost continuously from her gorgeous, voluptuous tits.

“If that’s what you want, princess, then who am I to deny you?”

I cup one breast in my hand, lifting it while dipping my head down to meet it. As soon as my lips seal around the hard bud, I begin sucking, and I can’t help but moan when her sweet, creamy milk floods my mouth.

Fuck, if anyone found out I was doing this on a home visit, I’d be fired in an instant. But it’s hard to care when Lucy’s moans of pleasure fill my ears, and the taste of her nectar coats my tongue.

My milky princess is impossible to resist.


Chapter Five
Lucy


His mouth is so hot on my breast, his tongue flicking against my nipple as he sucks hungrily, drawing the milk from me.

I’m sitting on the bathroom counter, and his large, strong hands are holding me in place. One palm is splayed on my back, the other is holding my breast, his thumb gently caressing the underside as his lips continue their sweet assault on my aching nipple.

My head is spinning, and all I can focus on is the feel of his lips, the flick of his tongue, the gentle scrape of his teeth.

“Mmmm, Kieran,” I moan, the words slipping out unbidden.

He growls against my flesh, and his grip on my breast tightens.

“You like that, princess?” he murmurs, his voice husky and thick.

“Uh huh,” I whimper, unable to say more.

My whole body feels like it’s on fire, the heat between my thighs growing almost unbearable.

He sucks harder on my nipple, and I arch my back, moaning as a fresh wave of pleasure washes over me. My pussy is soaked, my juices soaking through my panties, and all I want is for him to touch me there, to slip a finger inside me and ease the ache within.

“You taste so fucking good,” he groans, his mouth moving to my other breast and latching on, his tongue flicking and swirling around the stiff peak.

I whimper, my body trembling as he draws more of my milk from me. My entire body is tingling with pleasure, and all I can think about is how good it feels. I never thought that feeding a man could be so sexy, but there’s something so primal about it, so intimate.

I wrap my arms around his shoulders, holding him close, and I can feel his own arousal pressed against my thigh, thick and hard.

“Oh God,” I moan, the sound coming out in a desperate plea.

I want him. All of him.

“Shhh, it’s okay, princess,” he whispers, his voice soft and soothing. “I’m here. I’m going to take care of you.”

I whimper, his words only turning me on even more.

He pulls away from my breast, and I can’t help but whine at the loss of contact. He chuckles softly, a deep, rumbling sound that vibrates through my chest.

“Patience, princess. I will give you what you need, don’t worry.”

My heart skips a beat at his words, and I find myself nodding.

His hands are on my thighs, lifting my dress up higher, until it’s completely bunched up at the front, my wet panties on full display. He sucks in a sharp breath, and I can’t help the rush of pleasure that goes through me, knowing that he finds me attractive.

“Lucy, you’re so beautiful,” he whispers, his voice strained. “Do you want me to make you feel good, princess?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “Please, Kieran.”

He slips a hand in the front of my panties, and I let out a loud moan when his fingers graze against my swollen, aching clit.

“That’s it, princess. Let me take care of you.”

“Oh god, yes.”

His fingers dip lower, pushing into my slick entrance, and I can’t help the cry that falls from my lips. He starts slowly, easing two thick fingers in and out, stretching me and driving me wild.

“Fuck, you’re so tight, Lucy. Do you like my fingers inside you?”

“Yes, Kieran. I love it.”

My words are breathless, and I feel lightheaded with desire.

I’m soaking wet, my juices coating his fingers, and he groans, his pace quickening. His thumb brushes over my clit, sending shivers of pleasure through my body.

At the same time, he lowers his head to my breasts once more, turning to the one he hasn’t already drunk from and taking that nipple into his mouth.

His fingers move faster and faster, and his mouth is greedy as he sucks on my sensitive bud. My entire body is tense, the pleasure building inside me until it feels like I might burst.

But I want to make him feel good too. Unable to resist, I reach out and cup his hard length in my hand through his pants. He groans against my breast, the sound vibrating through me, and I feel his cock pulse under my touch.

I fumble with his zipper, pulling it down and slipping a hand inside his boxers. His cock is hot and heavy, and I wrap my fingers around his shaft, stroking him slowly.

“Fuck, Lucy,” he groans. “That feels so fucking good.”

He pushes his fingers deeper inside me, curling them and rubbing against a spot that makes me see stars. I can feel myself starting to fall apart, the pressure inside me building until it’s almost too much to bear.

“Kieran,” I whimper, his name falling from my lips as I writhe beneath his expert touch.

“Let go, princess. Come for me.”

I can’t hold back any longer, and I let myself surrender to the pleasure, crying out as waves of ecstasy crash over me. My pussy clenches around his fingers, and he continues stroking that sweet spot inside me, drawing out my orgasm until I’m a trembling, breathless mess.

He pulls away from my breasts, and his lips find mine in a passionate, demanding kiss. His tongue delves into my mouth, exploring every inch, and I can taste my own sweet milk on his lips.

My hand is still wrapped around his cock, and I continue stroking him, determined to give him the same pleasure he gave me.

“Lucy,” he groans, his hips thrusting forward, pushing his thick length into my fist. “You’re going to make me come if you keep doing that.”

“I want to make you come, though,” I murmur, looking up at him through my lashes.

His expression is pure lust, his eyes dark with desire, and his jaw is clenched tight. He looks like a man on the verge of losing control, and it’s a sight that makes my heart race.

“Fuck, princess,” he growls. “I’m going to come all over your beautiful tits if you keep teasing me like this.”

“I want that,” I gasp, the image of him coming on my breasts making me even wetter. “Please, Kieran. Come on me.”

I release my hold on him and lower down onto my knees in front of him. His fist is wrapped around his shaft now, pumping up and down his throbbing length, and the bulbous head presses against the soft flesh of my tits. So I place my hands on either side of my breasts, squeezing them together for him so that when he comes, his hot seed will spill out over both mounds.

“Oh, fuck,” he groans, his voice ragged. “Yes, princess. I’m going to come all over you.”

“Yes, Kieran,” I whisper.

My eyes are fixed on his cock, watching as he strokes himself faster and faster. He’s breathing heavily, his whole body tense, and I know he’s right on the edge.

“Come for me, Kieran,” I beg. “Come all over me. Please.”

With a low groan, he explodes, his cock pulsing in his hand as thick ropes of cum shoot out and cover my breasts. It’s warm and sticky, and I can’t help but feel a rush of arousal at the sight.

“Fuck, Lucy,” he growls. “You’re incredible.”

I look up at him and smile shyly, feeling a little embarrassed by my behavior. But when I see the hunger in his eyes, the desire written plainly on his face, all embarrassment fades away.

“So are you,” I murmur, leaning in to swirl my tongue around the head of his cock, lapping up all the remaining traces of his cum.

He sucks in a sharp breath, and his fingers tangle in my hair.

“You’re driving me crazy, princess,” he mutters.

I smile up at him, feeling a surge of satisfaction at the knowledge that I can have such a powerful effect on him.

He helps me to my feet, and helps me pull my dress into place, before pulling up his underwear and pants, and making himself look presentable again. When he runs a hand through his hair and looks at me with a hesitant expression on his face, my heart speeds up. He doesn’t look happy.

“This was amazing, Lucy. And I’m happy I could help relieve some of the discomfort you were feeling. But this can’t happen again. I lost control for a while and did things to you that I shouldn’t have. It was wrong of me. And it won’t be happening again.”

“But, Kieran...” I whimper.

He winces at the word and takes a step backwards. “I’m sorry, Lucy. I need to get to my next patient now.”

Before I can figure out what to say, he’s gone, and I hear his footsteps as he rushes down the stairs and out the front door.

I’m left standing in the bathroom, covered in his seed, and feeling a mixture of arousal, confusion, and hurt.

I can’t believe he just walked away after what we shared. What just happened between us was incredible.

And I’m not ready for it to be over.


Chapter Six
Lucy


“What’s wrong, Lucy?” Christina asks. “You’ve looked miserable ever since we got here.”

I put down my fork. After all, I hadn’t been doing much more than pushing the food around my plate with it, anyway. Despite coming to my favorite restaurant for lunch with my best friend, I can’t seem to bring myself to eat anything.

“It’s nothing,” I say, trying to pull the corners of my lips up into a smile so she won’t worry about me too much. “I’m sorry if I’m not being very entertaining today.”

Christina frowns. “There obviously is something wrong, sweetie. And you know you can talk to me about anything, right?”

I let out a sigh and nod. Maybe it would be good to talk about it. And Christina has been my best friend since kindergarten. I trust her more than anybody else in this entire world.

“Well, there’s this guy...”

She instantly sits up straighter, a wide grin spreading across her face. “A guy, huh? Well, you need to tell me all about him. Wait, it’s not Robbie again, is it? Because I heard from a mutual friend that he’s been thinking about asking you to get back together with him.”

I wrinkle my nose. “No, it’s definitely not Robbie.”

Although, if he is still interested in me, that complicates matters even more. Or maybe it doesn’t matter at all, seeing as I’m not interested in him. He hurt me when he cheated on me, and I’m not going to give him a chance to do that again.

“So, who is this guy who’s making you look this sad, then? Please tell me he hasn’t already proven himself to be just as bad as Robbie.”

Christina places her elbows on the table, cupping her chin in her hands as she gives me her full attention.

“No, it’s nothing like that,” I say. “Although, I guess it does kind of involve Robbie a bit. In a weird way.”

Her eyebrows shoot up towards her hairline, and she leans even closer. “Now you’ve got me intrigued.”

“So, do you remember when I was with Robbie and he took me to meet his dad, and it ended up being my doctor?”

“Yes,” she says, drawing the word out.

“Well, I’ve kind of always had a crush on Kieran... Dr. Jameson... and a couple of weeks ago, I might have made out with him a little bit.”

Okay, maybe it was more than a little bit. I let him suck all the milk from my breasts before he made himself come all over them. She might be my best friend, but she doesn’t need to know all the sordid details.

Christina lets out a squeal, clapping her hands together excitedly. “Oh my god, that is so naughty, Lucy! But I guess it is the perfect way to get back at Robbie for cheating on you. You can fuck his dad!”

“It’s not like that,” I protest. “I had a crush on him way before I even met Robbie. It’s nothing to do with revenge.”

“Okay, okay. I keep forgetting you’re little miss goody two shoes,” she says, flashing me a playful grin to let me know she’s just teasing me. “So, what’s the problem?”

I sigh. “After we made out, he ran off, saying it could never happen again. Saying he’s my doctor, and my ex-boyfriend’s dad, and yadda yadda. But I really like him, and I really want it to happen again, but I don’t know how to go about it.”

Christina nods and leans back in her chair, looking thoughtful for a moment. “Obviously, you can’t do anything about the fact he’s your ex’s dad, but you can do something about the doctor part. You could just register with another doctor, right?”

“Yeah, I already did that. The same day we kissed. But I’ve just been too afraid to make the next move. What if he rejects me again?”

Truth be told, I was hoping that once he saw I wasn’t registered as one of his patients anymore, he would come to me, but I’ve been waiting two weeks, and still nothing has happened. I’ve had to accept the sad fact that he isn’t going to be the one to approach me this time, no matter how much I might want him to.

She shrugs. “You’ll never know unless you try. If he really likes you, then he’s probably beating himself up for letting you get away. You’re a total catch, Lucy, and you’re going to make a guy incredibly lucky someday.”

“Thanks, Christina,” I say, smiling. “That’s really nice of you.”

“No problem,” she says. “That’s what best friends are for.”

I take a sip of my water, then set the glass back down on the table.

“Do you really think he would want to see me again?”

“Absolutely,” she says. “Now, stop worrying so much and tell me all about this hot older doctor who’s stolen your heart!”

We spend the rest of lunch chatting about Kieran, and I find myself relaxing and starting to feel a little better.

Maybe she’s right. Maybe I need to just take the plunge and go for it. If he’s really not interested, then at least I’ll know for sure. And if he is interested, then... well, I’m not sure what will happen, but the possibilities are exciting.

Together, Christina and I make a plan that I will go around to his home tonight and talk to him about how I feel. It’s been a few months since I went to his house, when Robbie took me there to introduce me to his dad, but I still know exactly where it is. Even just thinking about seeing him again after two weeks apart is enough to set off the nervous little butterflies in my tummy.

“Well, I need to go,” Christina says after we’ve paid the bill. “I need to get back to work. We’re working on a big project at the moment, and there’s so much to do.”

She lights up as she talks about her work. As soon as she finished at college, she got a job at a big advertising firm, and it’s obvious she loves it. Meanwhile, I can’t figure out what the hell I want to do with my life. Whenever I think about my future, all I see is a big family with lots of kids. I’ve applied to a few jobs, but so far, nothing has been successful. I’m lucky my parents are willing to let me live with them for as long as I need.

“Good luck with the project,” I say, smiling as we both stand.

She pulls me into a hug, whispering in my ear. “Now go get that sexy doctor of yours. And when it happens, I want all the juicy details, okay?”

“Okay,” I say, laughing. “You’ll be the first to know what happens.”

“I’d better be,” she says, a wide grin on her face as she releases her hold on me and heads towards the door of the restaurant.

She turns to wave at me before disappearing completely, and I grab my bag from the back of the chair and start heading towards the exit, too.

I’m not ready to go home yet, though, and I decide to wander through the city for a while. It’s a warm, sunny day, and there are plenty of people out and about.

I take my time, browsing in the windows of the various stores and enjoying the sights and sounds of the busy city center.

After a while, I find myself near the park, and I decide to go for a walk along the trails. It’s a peaceful place, with the sound of birds singing and the sun dappling through the leaves of the trees.

As I walk, my mind drifts back to Kieran. What will he say when he sees me at his house later? Will he be happy or annoyed?

I can’t help the thrill that runs through me at the thought of seeing him again, though, and despite my nerves, this evening can’t come quickly enough.


Chapter Seven
Kieran


I’m sitting on my couch, flicking through the channels, and unable to concentrate. It’s been a few weeks since my visit with Lucy, and the memory of our encounter is still burned into my mind.

I’ve never done anything like that before. And the guilt has been eating away at me ever since. She’s Robbie’s age, for fuck’s sake. I’m old enough to be her father.

And yet, when I was with her, all of that faded into the background. All that mattered was her, and her needs, and her pleasure.

The way her nipples had hardened in my mouth. The taste of her sweet milk. The feel of her fingers wrapping around my cock, stroking me as she tells me she wants to make me come.

“Fuck,” I groan, squeezing my eyes shut as the memories flood through me, causing my cock to twitch in response.

It’s been a long time since I’ve been with anyone, and clearly, my body is craving the release.

I force myself to push thoughts of Lucy from my mind and focus on the television screen instead.

After a few minutes, I give up, switching the television off and tossing the remote aside. There’s nothing I want to watch, and no amount of distraction is going to help me forget her.

I lean back on the couch and close my eyes, sighing. This is ridiculous. I’ve spent the past couple of weeks feeling guilty, and horny, and miserable.

Maybe I need to go out, and meet someone, and have a night of no-strings fun. It would probably do me some good.

I can’t bring myself to move, though. And the idea of hooking up with a random woman doesn’t appeal to me. The truth is, there’s only one woman I want. But she’s off-limits.

Just then, there’s a knock at the door.

I open my eyes and sit up, surprised. I’m not expecting anyone, and I’m not exactly a social butterfly. Most of my friends are from the golf club, and it’s not like any of them are going to show up here unannounced.

There’s another knock, and I realize I’m going to have to answer it. Whoever it is, they’re not going to go away otherwise.

With a sigh, I stand up and make my way to the front door.

When I open it, I’m surprised to see Lucy standing there, a hesitant smile on her lips.

“Hi, Kieran,” she says. “I was wondering if I could talk to you.”

My mouth goes dry, and my heart pounds in my chest. She’s even more beautiful than I remembered, her long hair hanging in soft waves, her cheeks slightly flushed.

“Lucy,” I manage to say. “I wasn’t expecting you.”

She laughs softly. “Yeah, I know. I hope you don’t mind. I didn’t mean to drop by unannounced. Can I come in?”

“Sure,” I say, stepping aside and allowing her to enter.

I close the door behind her, and we walk into the living room, taking a seat on opposite ends of the couch.

“What did you want to talk about?” I ask, even though I already have a pretty good idea.

She fidgets nervously, her eyes darting around the room. “I... uh, I just wanted to talk about the other week. About what happened between us.”

I swallow hard, trying to ignore the way my cock is already beginning to stiffen at the mere mention of it.

“Lucy, I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done that. I’m your doctor. It was completely unprofessional.”

Not to mention the fact that she was dating my own damn son until recently.

She bites her lower lip, a move that is so innocent, yet so seductive.

“I’m not sorry, Kieran. And I’m not a child. I’m twenty-one years old. If I didn’t want it to happen, then it wouldn’t have done. We both know I was the one who started it.”

She has a point. But I’m the adult here, and I should have known better. The truth is, though, that I wanted it just as badly as she did.

“Still,” I say. “It was inappropriate.”

“It’s not anymore, though,” she says. “I found a new doctor. The day it happened. So that if you wanted to, we could...”

I’m just about to tell her that it’s not possible and that she should go, when my eyes catch sight of two dark patches on the front of her pale blue summer dress. My breath catches, and my dick is instantly rock hard.

“Lucy,” I gasp. “Why are you still producing so much milk? You shouldn’t be leaking this much still after two weeks.”

Her face flushes an even deeper shade of pink, and she shrugs. “I kind of carried on taking the pills,” she admits, a sheepish expression on her face.

“Why would you do something like that?”

I really wish she had stopped taking them. Because it’s almost impossible to pull my eyes away from those wet patches, knowing it would be so easy just to bare her tits and begin drinking her sweet, warm cream.

“Because I really enjoyed feeding you that day,” she whispers, sounding suddenly shy. “And I was worried that if my milk dried up, then I wouldn’t be able to do that again if ever anything else happened between us. You enjoyed it too, right?”

Her words, the knowledge that she wanted to keep producing milk just for me, unleashes something inside me. A primal hunger unlike anything else I’ve ever felt.

I reach over to her, wrapping an arm around her waist so I can pull her into my lap. She straddles my thighs, panting hard as I tug roughly at the top of her dress, pulling it down until it’s around her waist.

She’s not wearing a bra, and her nipples are already swollen, droplets of milk dripping continuously from the puffy tips. It’s too much. Unable to resist, I lean forward and seal my lips around one of her nipples, sucking hard, drawing as much of her soft flesh into my mouth as I can. In moments, that sweet taste I’ve been craving for two weeks is flooding my mouth, and a low groan rumbles in my throat.

Lucy’s fingers tangle in my hair, gripping onto the strands and holding me in place. Her breathing is ragged, and she’s moaning, grinding her pussy against the bulge in my pants.

She tastes so good, and the way she’s writhing in my lap is almost enough to make me come right there.

I wrap an arm around her waist, pulling her even closer, while my other hand palms her free breast, massaging it until that heavy mound is spurting milk too, the warm liquid spraying against my chest and soaking into my t-shirt.

“Kieran,” she gasps. “Oh god.”

That word sends another surge of lust through me, and I pull her closer still, until our bodies are pressed tightly together. My mouth is still locked around her nipple, and I’m drawing deeply from her, swallowing her creamy milk as quickly as it comes.

Her body is trembling in my arms, and she’s making soft whimpering noises, her movements becoming more frantic as she grinds against me.

I release my grip on her nipple, moving my mouth to the other breast and beginning the whole process over again. I’m like a starving man at a feast, unable to stop myself from drinking my fill.

As I drink from her, my hands slip down to her hips, and I begin helping her grind against me, pushing her body back and forth. The movement causes the hard length of my cock to rub against her pussy, even though we’re still separated by our layers of clothing.

She’s panting and whimpering, her fingers pulling painfully at my hair, but I don’t care. All that matters is her pleasure, and I’m determined to make her come, just like this.

“Kieran,” she cries, her voice breaking. “Oh god. Yes!”

She grinds down on me hard, her body shaking, and her cries fill the air as she comes. Her movements are erratic, her eyes are squeezed shut, and her mouth is open wide. She’s a sight to behold, and I know in that moment that she’s mine. That she belongs to me, and only me.

She collapses against me, and I wrap my arms around her, holding her tightly as her breathing slowly returns to normal.

We stay like that for a few minutes, and I’m aware that her pussy is pressing down on my cock, which is still painfully hard.

When she pulls back, her eyes are hooded with lust, and her cheeks are flushed.

“Fuck me, Kieran,” she pleads, her voice hoarse and husky, her face flushed. “I want you to fuck me.”

Her words unleash a fire inside me, and suddenly, all I can think about is being inside her. I stand up, and she wraps her legs around my waist, clinging to me as I carry her into my bedroom.

Fuck what anybody else might think about us being together. I’m going to give my princess exactly what she needs. And I’m going to make sure she enjoys every damn moment of her first time.


Chapter Eight
Lucy


My heart is pounding wildly, and I’m trembling from head to toe as Kieran carries me into his bedroom.

This is what I’ve wanted for so long, and now it’s finally happening.

He lays me gently on the bed, and I scoot backwards, until my head is resting on the pillows. My dress is still pushed down, exposing my breasts, and Kieran’s eyes are focused on them.

He kneels on the edge of the bed, and I can see his cock tenting the front of his pants. He’s so big, and I can’t wait to feel him stretching my pussy wide open.

I reach for him, pulling him down on top of me and fusing our mouths together in a hungry kiss.

He growls low in his throat, his tongue plunging into my mouth as he begins kissing me with a wild abandon. It’s raw and messy, and the way he’s dominating the kiss has me moaning and writhing underneath him.

His hands slide around my back and he breaks the kiss, pulling me up into a sitting position for just long enough to pull my dress off over my head, then his mouth is back on mine and he guides me back down to the bed. He climbs on top of me, still fully clothed, pinning me into the mattress in a way that makes me feel utterly helpless beneath him, and it makes my panties even wetter.

His lips travel down to my neck, and I arch my back, moaning loudly. My skin feels like it’s on fire, and his mouth feels so good.

He moves down to my breasts, and I thread my fingers through his hair, holding him in place as he begins licking and sucking at the sensitive buds. He alternates between each one, lavishing them with attention until they’re both painfully stiff. Milk is dribbling down my body, pooling in my navel and dripping onto the sheets.

His hands roam over my skin, and I feel the warmth of his touch searing through me, his touch leaving a trail of desire in its wake.

His mouth travels lower, and his lips brush over my stomach, lapping up the puddle of milk there before continuing lower. His tongue slides along the edge of my panties, and I shudder with anticipation.

“Are you certain this is what you want, Lucy?” he asks, his voice gruff and breathless.

“Yes, Kieran. Please,” I beg, my pussy throbbing and aching for him.

I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life.

He pulls my panties down, and the scent of my arousal fills the air. I spread my legs, giving him an unobstructed view of my slick, pink folds. He groans, a deep, animalistic sound that makes my clit tingle.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he growls, his eyes raking over my naked body. “Your little cunt is so pretty, and all mine. I’ll be the first man to ever claim it.”

And the last, I think to myself. But before I can say it out loud, his tongue swipes along my slit, and I moan, arching up off the bed.

He licks and sucks at my pussy, his tongue flicking over my clit, and my head falls back onto the pillow as I succumb to the sensations. My hands grasp at the sheets, and I buck against him, my body begging for more.

His fingers dig into my thighs, and he holds me in place, his mouth moving up and down over my pussy, and the wet noises that fill the air are so dirty, but I’m loving every second of it.

“You taste so fucking good,” he growls, before latching his mouth onto my clit and sucking hard.

I cry out, my body convulsing, as the orgasm hits me hard and fast.

He doesn’t let up, his tongue stroking over the sensitive nub as the pleasure pulses through me, my juices flowing freely, soaking his face and the bed beneath me.

When the orgasm finally subsides, I’m panting, my chest rising and falling rapidly, and I’m completely boneless, unable to move.

Kieran stands up and quickly removes his clothes. He’s so gorgeous, and his body is like a work of art, all hard planes and muscle. He’s older, but he clearly takes care of himself. And, even though I know it’s wrong to make the comparison, his physique is more toned and defined than Robbie’s, considering my ex enjoys his beers a little too much and has already got a bit of a so-called dad bod.

My eyes are drawn to his cock, which is thick and hard, standing out proudly from his body.

He wraps a hand around the shaft and starts pumping it slowly, his eyes never leaving mine.

“Do you want to taste my cock, Lucy?” he asks, his voice hoarse.

I nod eagerly, sitting up and crawling towards him. I wrap my fingers around his length, and the feel of his hot, silky skin is intoxicating.

“Open your mouth,” he commands.

I part my lips, and he feeds the tip of his cock into my mouth. It’s so thick, and the taste of him is salty and musky.

“That’s it, princess,” he murmurs. “Suck on my cock. Get it nice and wet, so I can slide it deep inside your sweet little virgin pussy.”

The dirty words spur me on, and I start sucking harder, hollowing out my cheeks and taking as much of him into my mouth as I can. He’s too big to fit all the way, and I gag slightly as the tip hits the back of my throat.

He groans, and his fingers tangle in my hair, holding me in place as he thrusts his hips, his cock sliding in and out of my mouth.

“You’re such a good girl, Lucy,” he grunts, his hips picking up speed. “You’re making me feel so fucking good.”

His words send a thrill through me, and I continue sucking his cock, eager to please him.

After a few minutes, his grip tightens on my hair, and he pulls his cock out of my mouth.

“Enough,” he says, his voice strained. “I need to be inside you. Right fucking now.”

I lie back on the bed, and spread my legs wide, watching him as he opens the drawer of his bedside table to pull out a condom wrapper. I feel a little flutter of disappointment at the sight of it, and a part of me wishes there could be no barrier between us. That he could take me raw. But I’m not stupid. I know there are so many risks when it comes to unprotected sex. It should be no surprise that a doctor is doing what he can to make sure we both remain healthy.

Still, I can’t help wondering how much better it might feel if Kieran came inside me.

Once the condom is in place, he moves between my legs and positions the tip of his cock at my entrance. He nuzzles his face against my neck, pressing gentle kisses along the column of my throat, and I can feel the tip of his cock nudging at my entrance.

“Ready, princess?” he asks, his voice strained.

“Yes, Kieran. Please,” I breathe, wrapping my arms around his neck and spreading my legs wider.

He pushes forward, and the tip of his cock slips into me. There’s a sharp, stinging sensation, and I wince. He stops, allowing me a moment to adjust to the feel of him, and then he starts pushing deeper, inch by delicious inch.

He’s so big, and it’s uncomfortable at first, but the discomfort soon gives way to pleasure as his thick length stretches and fills me, his hips slowly rocking back and forth, driving himself deeper inside me with every stroke.

“Oh god,” I moan, my fingernails digging into his back. “It feels so good.”

“Fuck, Lucy,” he groans, his breathing ragged. “Your little cunt is squeezing me so tight.”

I’ve never felt anything like it, and the pressure and fullness are overwhelming. The sensation is so intense, I can’t help crying out, my voice filling the room.

“Please,” I gasp, not entirely sure what I’m asking for.

“Shhh,” he soothes. “It’s okay. You’re doing so good, princess. I promise I’m going to make you come so hard.”

He continues to slowly rock his hips, working his way deeper into me until finally, his hips are flush against mine, and I can feel his entire length buried inside me.

I whimper, and he brushes his lips against mine in a tender kiss.

“Just relax,” he murmurs, his voice soft. “You’re doing perfect.”

He starts to pull out, and the feeling of him sliding back in is incredible.

I moan, and he continues the slow, steady rhythm, thrusting in and out of me. The pain has all but disappeared, and the only thing left is pleasure.

His hips pick up speed, and he starts fucking me harder, his cock driving into me, each thrust hitting a spot deep inside that sends sparks of pleasure coursing through me.

“Fuck, Lucy. Your little pussy is so tight and wet. You feel so good.”

He grips my ass with one hand, lifting my hips, and the new angle allows him to go even deeper, his cock slamming into me. I moan, and his fingers dig into my skin, holding me in place as he slams into me over and over again.

“Oh god, Kieran,” I moan, the pleasure building. “Please, don’t stop.”

“You like that, princess?” he growls. “You like my cock pounding your tight little pussy?”

“Yes. Oh fuck, yes!”

He continues to thrust into me, his pace growing more frantic, his breathing ragged. I can feel the tension building inside me, and I know I’m close. When he lowers his head, taking a nipple into his mouth to suck hungrily, the sensations become even more overwhelming. My entire body feels like it’s on fire, and my pussy is pulsing, gripping his cock tightly.

“I’m going to come,” I cry, the pressure almost too much to bear.

“Come for me, princess,” he grunts, his fingers gripping my ass tighter.

With a final, desperate thrust, the pleasure bursts, and I cry out, my body convulsing as the orgasm rips through me. My pussy clamps down on his cock, and he groans, his hips stuttering as he finds his own release, his cock pulsing and twitching as he empties himself inside the condom.

He collapses on top of me, and I wrap my arms around him, holding him close as our breathing slowly returns to normal.

“That was...” I start to say, but I don’t even know how to put into words what that was.

“Fucking incredible,” he finishes for me. “You’re fucking incredible.”

I blush at the praise and bury my face against his neck, inhaling the scent of him.

He kisses my forehead, and I let out a happy sigh. If I could, I would stay like this forever.

“Stay the night,” he says, reading my thoughts. “I want to wake up with you in the morning.”

“I’d love to,” I say, smiling widely at him.

“Good girl. Then why don’t I run us a bath so I can take care of my princess and get you all cleaned up?”

Somehow, my smile gets even wider, and the way he wants to take such good care of me makes my heart melt.

“That sounds perfect,” I murmur.

He rolls off me, pulling off the used condom as he walks towards what I assume is an ensuite bathroom.

How did I get lucky enough to find a man like Kieran?


Chapter Nine
Kieran


I walk into the bathroom, tossing the condom into the trash can. I fucking hated having to use it. All I wanted was to be able to feel my princess bare, and to claim her the way nature intended. But the rational part of my mind won out, and I took precautions. No matter how much I want it, it would be foolish to try and get her pregnant straight away, wouldn’t it?

I start running the bath, putting in some bubble bath and making sure the water is a good temperature. Once it’s full, I head back to the bedroom and find Lucy lying on the bed, naked and smiling. Her face is flushed, and she’s got a thoroughly well-fucked look about her.

And, despite just having come harder than I ever have in my life, I’m hard again. But it’s not time for that right now. It’s time for me to take care of my girl after she just gave me the precious gift of her virginity.

“Ready, princess?”

She nods, and I scoop her up in my arms, carrying her into the bathroom and carefully placing her in the water.

“There you go. Nice and warm.”

She sinks back against the tub, sighing in contentment, and I grab a washcloth, dipping it in the water and beginning to wash her gently. I clean her neck, her breasts, and her stomach. When I move the cloth between her legs, she flinches.

“Is it tender?”

“A little.”

“I’m sorry. I’ll be gentle, I promise.”

“It’s okay,” she says softly. “It’s a good kind of tender. And it’s not like it hurts. Just a little... sensitive.”

I smile at her, continuing to gently run the washcloth over her skin, taking my time. As much as I want to make sure she’s clean, I also want to make sure she feels pampered. Special.

“What do you think your parents are going to say when she finds out you’re dating a man old enough to be your father?” I ask, a teasing smile on my lips. “Come to think of it, how old is your dad?”

She lets out a small laugh at my questions. “He’s 42,” she replies. “He was my age when he became a father. As for what they are going to think, I can already tell you that. They will be disappointed in me about it, just like they are about everything else I do.”

I wince at her words. Not only am I three years older than her father, it sounds like she doesn’t have the best relationship with her parents. It’s hard to know why when she’s always been such a good girl with me.

“I’m sure that’s not true,” I say, trying to reassure her.

Lucy laughs again and rolls her eyes. “Yeah, it really is. They hate the fact that I haven’t found a job since I finished college, even though it’s only been a few months so far. I’ve applied to a bunch of places, but it’s just never worked out. Too many applicants and not enough jobs. But my parents think it’s because I’m lazy and I don’t want to work.”

She lets out a sigh, and I lean across the edge of the bathtub to brush my lips gently against her forehead.

“That sounds tough. What is it you want to do?”

She stays quiet for a long moment, staring off into space before finally answering. “I guess that’s part of the problem. I don’t really know what I want to do. No job or career has ever stood out to me. I’d much rather...”

Her words trail off, and her cheeks turn a deep shade of pink. Deeper than they already were, with the heat of the water and the warmth of the room.

“You’d rather what, princess?”

She looks away. “It doesn’t matter. You’ll just think I’m silly, like my parents do.”

“Hey, look at me,” I command, my voice gentle but firm.

She hesitates, but eventually meets my eyes.

“There’s nothing you could say that would make me think that,“ I assure her.

She bites her lip, clearly nervous, but eventually, she speaks.

“I’d rather just be a wife and mother. That’s all I’ve ever really wanted. To be loved and take care of a bunch of kids. But my parents think that’s too traditional, and they want me to go out and get some high powered, super important career.”

Her words surprise me, and I pause for a moment, trying to gather my thoughts.

“See, you think it’s silly, too. I knew you would.”

“No, princess. I was just thinking how nice that sounds. And you’d make an excellent mother, too.”

She blinks in surprise, clearly not expecting that answer from me.

“You think so?”

“Of course,” I tell her, stroking her hair. “You’re so caring and nurturing. You’d make an amazing mother. Your parents are wrong. There’s no shame in wanting that kind of life for yourself.”

Even as I try to find the words to reassure her, the image of her round with my child makes me feel a primal possessiveness unlike anything I’ve ever felt. It’s almost enough to make me want to put a baby in her tonight. But, no. I don’t want to scare her away by rushing into things.

“Thank you, Kieran” she says softly. “I know they’re just worried about me, and they think I should want more than a family and kids. I guess they must feel like they made a mistake by having me so young and they don’t want me to so the same thing. But that’s what I’ve always dreamed of.”

I smile, leaning forward and pressing another kiss to her forehead.

“Well, you should never give up on your dreams, Lucy. If that’s what you want, then that’s what you should work towards. No matter what.”

She smiles, and the look on her face is pure joy. It’s obvious that she hasn’t had anyone to encourage her in her dreams before. And that’s a fucking travesty.

“Thank you, Kieran,” she says. “Your support means the world to me.”

I smile, my heart swelling with emotion.

“Of course, princess. Anything for you.”

And I mean it. This woman has already managed to work her way into my heart, and I would do anything to make her happy.

As she leans back, sighing in contentment, it finally hits me.

I’m falling in love with her.

Fuck.

I don’t know how or why, but the moment the thought enters my head, I know it’s the truth. This isn’t just some infatuation or passing interest.

I’m falling in love with my son’s ex-girlfriend. My former patient. The woman who’s young enough to be my daughter.

But the more I think about it, the more it feels right. Like something inside me has clicked into place.

Lucy is special. She’s the one I’ve been waiting for all these years. And I’m going to do everything in my power to keep her.

Because she’s mine.

Mine to love, protect, and care for.

I don’t know how her parents and Robbie are going to react to our relationship, but I’m not going to let them stand in our way. We’re meant to be together, and I’ll do whatever it takes to make her mine.

Forever.

After I’ve finished washing her from head to toe, I lift her out of the tub and place her back down on her feet in the middle of the bathroom. Grabbing a towel, I wrap it around her, rubbing her body dry, taking extra care between her legs in case she is still feeling sore.

Once she’s dry, I lead her back to the bedroom and pull back the covers. She crawls onto the mattress and under the sheets. I slip in beside her, pulling her into my arms and tucking her against me.

She fits perfectly, and I can’t believe how good it feels to have her in my bed, her warm body pressed up against mine.

“Comfortable?”

“Very,” she says with a sleepy smile. “You’re really good at this.”

“At what?”

“Taking care of me.”

“Good. Because that’s what I’m going to do, princess. Take care of you.”

“And I’ll take care of you, too,” she says, a yawn escaping her.

“You already do, Lucy,” I tell her.

She doesn’t reply, her eyes drifting closed.

My sweet girl. She has no idea what she does to me.

I press a kiss to the top of her head and pull her close, her body fitting against mine like a puzzle piece.

I don’t think I’ve ever been happier than I am in this moment, holding my princess in my arms while she sleeps peacefully.

And if I have my way, I will be ending every day just like this from now on.


Chapter Ten
Kieran


“Hello, princess,” I say as soon as Lucy opens her front door, a wide grin spread across my face. “I understand you need some medical assistance?”

She laughs, an adorable blush staining her cheeks, and she opens her door wide enough for me to enter. I’d received a text about an hour ago, saying she was sore and needed my help to empty her tender breasts of her delicious milk, so as soon as it was time for my lunch break, I’d come straight round.

Luckily, both her parents are at work right now, as I don’t think either of them are aware she’s dating a man more than twice her age. As far as they are concerned, for the last month, she’s been spending most nights with her best friend, Christina, when really, she’s been staying with me whenever she can.

“Yes, Doctor,” she says breathlessly, bringing her arms forward so that her delectable tits are squeezed together. The low-cut neckline of her t-shirt bulges forward to reveal even more of her soft flesh, and even though I’ve been hard ever since I got her text, I’m suddenly painfully erect. A soft, playful smile is tugging at the corners of her lips, and her eyes sparkle with mischief.

I step inside the house, closing the door behind me and making sure it’s locked, before turning my attention back to her.

“Let me have a look at you, Lucy,” I say, my voice coming out as a low growl. “Tell me where it hurts.”

“I’m having some pain here,” she says, cupping her tits, her fingers digging into the soft mounds. As she squeezes, two dark patches appear on the front of her t-shirt as milk leaks from the tip, and my dick twitches in approval.

Fuck, my princess is so damn sexy when she’s teasing me. She might have been innocent when I met her, but she’s a little minx now. And I fucking love it.

“Hmm, I see,” I murmur, stepping closer to her. “That looks painful.”

“It is,” she says, her voice coming out in a breathy moan.

“We can’t have that, can we?”

She shakes her head, and I can see the excitement shining in her eyes.

“Why don’t we go up to your bedroom, and I can give you a proper examination?”

“Yes, Doctor,” she says, grabbing hold of my hand and dragging me up the stairs.

Once we’re in her bedroom, I kick the door closed and push her up against the wall, kissing her roughly, my tongue exploring her mouth. She moans into the kiss, her hands fisting in the front of my shirt as she pulls me closer, her body pressed flush against mine.

“Kieran, please,” she gasps, breaking the kiss.

“Please what, princess?”

“Help me.”

“You want me to help you with your aching tits?”

She nods, biting her bottom lip, and a shudder runs through me at the sight.

“Then, strip and lay on the bed. I need to check you over.”

She does as I say, pulling her top and bra over her head and tossing them onto the floor. Next, she unzips her jeans and slides them down her legs, along with her panties, and steps out of them, leaving her completely naked in front of me.

Fuck. Her body is perfection. Soft curves, smooth skin, and full, heavy tits, just begging for me to suck and lick them.

“Good girl,” I murmur. “On the bed. Now.”

She climbs onto the bed, lying down and spreading her legs, showing me her bare, dripping pussy.

“That’s a good girl. Just relax. I’m going to make it all better.”

I walk over to the bed and kneel beside her on the mattress. In mere seconds, my hands and mouth are on her tits, sucking and squeezing, forcing her sweet cream to spurt into my mouth so I can gulp it down hungrily. I massage her other breast, causing her milk to spray into the air like a fountain, before it comes back down to splatter onto her bare stomach.

“Oh, fuck, Kieran,” she whimpers, her fingers threading into my hair. “That feels so good.”

I continue to feast on her, her delicious milk filling my mouth and running down my chin. My cock is so hard, it’s throbbing painfully, but right now, I’m focused on my girl. She needs relief, and it’s my job to make sure she gets it.

As I move to the other tit, her hips start bucking, and her hand drops down between her legs, her fingers frantically rubbing her clit.

“That’s it, princess,” I growl, pinching her nipple hard enough to make her cry out. “Play with that sweet pussy while I suck your tits.”

She whimpers, her hand working faster between her thighs, and I suck on her nipple harder, coaxing the milk to flow freely into my mouth.

“Kieran, I’m gonna... oh fuck!”

With a cry, she comes, her entire body shaking as the orgasm crashes over her. I continue sucking, drinking down her sweet nectar as she writhes in pleasure.

When her movements slow, I release her tit and climb off the bed, standing beside it as I quickly remove all my clothes. I moan as my hard cock springs free from the confines of my pants, and I grab hold of it, giving it a few firm strokes as I stare at Lucy’s naked body spread out on the bed.

She spreads her legs wider for me, practically inviting me to sink into the wet heat between them.

“Soon, Lucy,” I promise her. “I haven’t finished enjoying your tits yet.”

My princess looks at me with a confused expression on her face for a moment until I climb back onto the bed and straddle her torso. I guide my throbbing pole into the warm valley between her tits, and without having to be told what to do, she uses her hands to squeeze them together, cocooning my shaft in her soft flesh. Her skin is wet and slippery with droplets of her milk, and as I begin to thrust, sliding my cock between her breasts, it’s like a natural lube, making the movement easier.

“Fuck, that feels good, Lucy,” I growl. “Your tits are so fucking perfect. So full and soft.”

As I thrust between her breasts, her mouth comes open, her pink tongue poking out and licking the head of my cock every time it appears in front of her. Fuck, that feels incredible. Her mouth is hot and wet, and every time she makes contact with my sensitive tip, a jolt of pleasure goes through me.

I speed up, thrusting faster, her soft tits bouncing as I fuck them. Her lips stay parted, and the head pushes into her mouth with each forward motion of my hips. She groans around me, the vibrations sending a shiver down my spine.

I’m so fucking close to coming, but I’m not ready yet. I want to wait until her slick little cunt is gripping me tightly and milking every drop of cum out of my balls.

I pull out, and before Lucy has a chance to ask why, I move down her body, pushing her legs further apart so that her pussy is bared to me. Her pink slit is dripping wet, her juices trickling out and coating her folds.

“Did you bring a condom?” she asks breathlessly.

“Shit,” I mutter. “I didn’t think to bring any with me today. I wasn’t expecting to see you until tonight.”

“Oh,” she whimpers.

An image that’s been haunting my mind more and more recently pops into my head again - Lucy with a big round belly, carrying my child. In my mind, she’s always so content, smiling as she runs a hand over her stomach, and there is a deep ache in my gut when I think about how beautiful she’d look with my baby inside her.

Perhaps this is fate. Or maybe I’m just an opportunistic fucker. But either way, I’m going to shoot my shot. Hopefully straight into her fertile womb.

I reach down and run my fingers through her folds, feeling how wet and hot she is for me right now.

“What if I said that I can’t stop thinking about breeding my beautiful princess?” I say in a husky voice.

Lucy gasps, and her eyes widen in surprise, but the flush on her cheeks makes me think she likes the idea of it.

“All I ever think about these days is how much I want to fill your fertile body with my seed, to watch you get big and round as my baby grows inside you. How badly I want to claim you. Possess you.”

I push a finger into her tight hole, and she lets out a breathy moan.

“How does the idea of that make you feel, princess? Do you like the thought of being pregnant with my child?”

“I... I do,” she stammers, her pussy walls fluttering around my digit.

“Good girl,” I tell her. “I’m going to put a baby inside you today, Lucy. Fill your tight little pussy up with cum until it’s leaking down your thighs. Does that sound good?”

“Fuck, yes,” she gasps, her eyes fluttering closed.

“That’s because it’s exactly what you need. Your body needs to be bred. Doesn’t it, princess? You’ve got the big, milky tits already, and now you just need a baby to nurture too. With a man who will take care of both of you. Is that right, my princess?”

“Yes,” she whimpers, her inner walls clamping down on my finger as I thrust it slowly in and out of her.

“Don’t worry, Lucy. I’m going to take care of you. Both of you. Always. All you need to do is say the word, and I’ll fuck a baby into your perfect little body. Make you a mama, just like you were always meant to be. Like you’ve always dreamed of being.”

She opens her eyes, looking directly into mine as she nods.

“Please, Kieran,” she gasps. “Breed me. Put a baby inside me.”

Her words set a fire off inside me, and I’m so turned on, it’s a wonder I haven’t come yet.

“Good girl, princess,” I growl, sliding my finger out of her and wrapping a hand around my hard cock.

I line myself up with her entrance and slide slowly inside, her pussy gripping me so tight that I’m afraid I’m going to blow the moment I’m all the way in. But I fight the urge, and as soon as I’m buried to the hilt inside her, I lean forward and kiss her roughly.

“Such a good girl for me,” I whisper against her lips. “And you’ll be a good mommy, too.”

With those words, I pull almost all the way out before slamming back into her, forcing a cry from her lips. I keep my thrusts long and deep, filling her up over and over as I pound her little pussy. Her tits bounce with each thrust, and my mouth waters at the sight.

“I can’t wait to see these getting bigger,” I growl, reaching down and grabbing hold of one, giving it a rough squeeze.

“Oh god,” she moans, her pussy clamping down around my dick.

“Fuck, Lucy, your little cunt feels so good.”

I lean down, claiming her lips with mine, kissing her roughly as I continue to thrust, fucking her hard and deep. She wraps her legs around my waist, holding me tight and pulling me deeper into her.

Her pussy starts to flutter, and I know she’s close. So am I, and the desire to shoot my load inside her and knock her up is becoming overwhelming.

“That’s it, Lucy. Milk my cock. Get my cum so deep inside you. I’m going to fill you up, princess. Make you all mine.”

“Yes, Kieran, please!” she cries, her hips bucking against mine as she chases her release.

“Come for me, Lucy,” I growl, and a moment later, she does, her pussy spasming around me and sending me over the edge. With a grunt, I empty myself into her, filling her with my hot cum, praying that some of it finds its way into her fertile womb.

She clings to me, her fingernails digging into my back as she comes, her pussy milking me for every last drop.

“Fuck,” she whimpers, her inner walls fluttering around me.

I keep thrusting, prolonging her orgasm until her body goes limp beneath me, her breathing ragged.

I lean down, pressing a soft kiss to her lips before I finally stop moving, my softening cock still inside her, plugging her tight little hole so that my seed stays inside her for longer.

“That was amazing, princess,” I tell her, stroking her cheek.

“Yes, it was,” she says, smiling up at me.

“And if we’re lucky, we might just have made a baby,” I tell her, sliding a hand between our bodies and rubbing her flat belly.

A wide smile spreads across her face, happiness shining from her eyes at the thought of being a mother, just like she’s always wanted. “I hope so.”

So do I. But I’ll breed her as many times as I need to, to make sure both our dreams come true.


Chapter Eleven
Lucy


Even though I could stay in Kieran’s arms forever, I reluctantly pull away from him.

“Hey, where are you going?” he asks, the corners of his lush lips curling up into a smile.

“Well, you’re on your lunch break. The least I can do is make you some actual lunch, so you’re not starving when you go back to work.”

He chuckles and reaches out to cup my breast in his hand, giving it a gentle squeeze. A drop or two of milk oozes out of the stiff nipple, but he emptied me so well that those small drops are all I have left right now.

“I don’t know. I’m feeling pretty full right now, princess. You know I can never get enough of your sweet milk.”

I laugh, trying to hide the way it makes me squirm to think I do a good job keeping him well fed. It always makes me feel hot and needy to know he loves sucking my cream straight from the source.

“I’m going to go make you a sandwich. Wait right here. I won’t be long.”

I lean down to brush my lips against his, letting them linger as I resist the urge to get back into bed with him so we can both satisfy our more carnal cravings a second time. But I long to take care of him in other ways too, so I climb off the bed and pull on my robe.

He grumbles but doesn’t try to stop me as I walk out the door, and a smile lights up my face as I make my way down the stairs and into the kitchen.

My parents won’t be home from work for hours, and the house is silent and still. Even though I’m happy to spend the entire day in bed with Kieran, it feels nice to be able to take care of him for a change. He always does so much for me, and I want to be able to pay it back sometimes.

Maybe soon I will have a baby to take care of as well. I pause and run a hand over my flat stomach, feeling a small smile tug at the corners of my lips. I know twenty-one is young to have a baby, but it’s genuinely all I’ve ever wanted. And when Kieran told me today how badly he wanted to knock me up, there was no way I could refuse. Over the last month, my feelings have morphed from just a crush to something much more serious, and I want nothing more than to carry his baby. Or lots of his babies, if I’m lucky enough.

I hum softly to myself as I open the fridge and take out the ingredients for sandwiches. After laying out the items on the counter, I reach into the cabinet and grab a plate, but just as I do, I hear a knock at the front door.

Weird. My parents have their own keys, and we don’t often get unexpected visitors.

Maybe it’s someone selling something, or maybe the mailman has a parcel they can’t fit through the letterbox.

As the knock sounds again, this time louder, I decide it must be important, so I quickly put the plate back and hurry to answer the door.

But as soon as I do, my heart sinks, and dread settles in the pit of my stomach.

Standing on the front porch, dressed in jeans and a hoodie, his hands shoved in his pockets, is Robbie.

My ex-boyfriend.

And the son of the man who is currently naked in my bed upstairs.

Oh shit.

“Hey, Lucy,” he says, grinning widely at me, revealing a row of perfectly white teeth. His dark hair is ruffled, and his green eyes sparkle as he smiles at me. He looks just like his father, only a few years younger and a lot less distinguished.

His eyes rake over my body, lingering for longer than they should on my legs in my short robe. Despite the fact he looks so similar to Kieran, I feel a shiver of disgust move through me at the way he’s staring at me like a piece of meat. He had his chance a few months ago, and he missed it. That’s his loss.

“Um... hi, Robbie,” I say, nervously chewing my bottom lip. “What are you doing here?”

He pushes past me, walking into my home like he owns the place, and then turns to look at me with a wolfish grin on his face. “I’ve been missing you, Lucy. I tried calling a few times, but you never picked up, so I had no choice but to come over and see you.”

I narrow my eyes at him. “Well, I’ve moved on. We’re not dating anymore. So there’s really no point in you coming over here.”

He smirks, and I can tell that my words haven’t discouraged him one bit.

“Oh, come on, Lucy. You know we were good together. Are you really going to punish me this much over one silly mistake?”

I stare at him with my mouth hanging open, anger bubbling up inside me, and it takes me a minute to respond.

“You cheated on me,” I remind him. “It’s not exactly a ‘silly mistake.’”

“I was drunk,” he says with a shrug, his nonchalance infuriating me. “What was I supposed to do? Say no?”

“Yes,” I snap, clenching my fists. “That’s exactly what you were supposed to do. Don’t blame your mistakes on her. You made your choices, and you can’t expect me to just forgive you.”

Robbie takes a step closer, the scent of his musky cologne tickling my nose, and he reaches out to trail his finger down my cheek.

“I understand you’re angry,” he says, his voice softening. “I’m sorry I did that to you, baby. Just please give me another chance to show you how good we could be.”

My eyes open wide in disbelief. Before I’d met Kieran, I probably would have fallen for Robbie’s sudden change in tactics, but now I know better, and I can see him clearly for what he is. A manipulative piece of shit.

I take a step backwards, moving out of his reach. “No, Robbie. You need to go.”

I pull my robe tighter around my body, and glance towards the stairs, worried that Kieran might appear at any moment. The last thing I want is for the two of them to start fighting over me. I just want to get Robbie out as quickly as possible; then Kieran and I can talk and figure out how we want to handle things with him.

Robbie catches the way my eyes flicker towards the stairs, and a smirk pulls one corner of his lips upwards.

“Oh, I get it now. That’s why you’re dressed in nothing but a robe in the middle of the day. You had a dick appointment? Well, that’s okay, baby. If you’re seeing other guys, we can always figure out a different arrangement. A friends with benefits kind of thing. I’d be more than happy with that.”

“That won’t be happening,” comes a deep, firm voice from the top of the stairs.

Robbie and I both lift our heads towards the sound, seeing Kieran standing up there. He’s wearing his pants now, and his shirt is on, although it is completely unbuttoned. It’s all too obvious that he’s the man I had my ‘dick appointment’ with, and Robbie’s face screws up in anger as he turns back to me.

“Is this what you’ve been doing? Fucking my dad while I was trying to get you back? I never knew you were such a stupid slut, Lucy.”

Kieran is down the stairs and beside us before I even have a chance to respond. He grabs Robbie by the front of his hoodie, hauling him backwards and pinning him against the wall.

“Do not ever speak to her like that again, Robbie,” he growls. “Especially if you ever want me to pay for your tuition again.”

Robbie’s face turns pale. “Dad, I...”

“Don’t say anything. You were the one who cheated on her in the first place, and now she has moved on. She’s found someone who loves her and will take care of her.”

The look of shock on Robbie’s face is priceless, and usually I would be taking great pleasure from it. But right now, all I’m aware of is the warm feeling in my chest while I watch Kieran defend me.

“And you’re over here acting like a spoiled little brat, refusing to take no for an answer because your mother can never say no to your demands,” Kieran continues. “I tried to teach you better when you were growing up, but I only ever had you every other weekend, and apparently it wasn’t enough time to teach you how to be a decent human being while your mom was being too indulgent the rest of the time.”

Kieran shakes his head, and Robbie seems to shrink under his gaze.

“You’ve got to stop acting like this. Your actions have consequences, and you have to learn to take responsibility for them. This is not the way to treat a woman.”

Robbie’s mouth opens and closes, but he doesn’t seem to be able to find any words, which is surprising because he usually never stops talking.

“Now go home, Robbie,” Kieran tells him, releasing his grip and pushing him towards the door.

Robbie doesn’t even argue, he just turns and hurries out, shutting the door behind him.

When he’s gone, Kieran sighs and rubs his forehead. “I’m sorry about him, Lucy.”

I shake my head. “It’s not your fault, Kieran. He’s his own person. But thank you for defending me.”

“Always, Lucy.”

He pulls me into his arms, brushing his lips against my forehead in a tender gesture that makes my heart melt.

“I promise to be a much better father to our baby, princess. I’ll be around more, and I’ll give him or her the best life I possibly can.”

My heart soars, and I can’t stop the grin that spreads across my face.

“You really think we’ve already made a baby, Kieran?”

He chuckles, a deep rumbling sound that sends a shiver down my spine. “I certainly fucking hope so. But I think it’s best we make sure.”

He scoops me up into his arms, carrying me upstairs and kicking the bedroom door closed behind him, forgetting all about the lunch I’d planned to make.


Epilogue
Kieran


Nine months later:

“Come on, princess, one more push. You’re almost there.”

Lucy groans, her hand gripping mine tightly as her body trembles and her face scrunches up with pain.

“I can’t,” she gasps.

“Yes, you can, baby,” I tell her. “You’re doing so well. Our baby will be here in no time.”

I run a hand over her damp forehead, brushing her blonde hair back and smiling reassuringly down at her.

She’s been in labor for several hours now, and she’s exhausted, but the doctors and nurses are constantly praising her for how well she’s doing.

She lets out a groan, and her face contorts with pain as she bears down, her hand gripping mine so tightly that her nails dig into my skin.

“That’s it, Lucy. You’re nearly there,” the doctor tells her.

I lean forward and press a kiss to her temple, my eyes flicking to the monitor where the baby’s heartbeat can be heard, strong and fast, letting me know that everything is going okay.

After a few seconds, Lucy relaxes back onto the bed, panting heavily.

“Come on, princess,” I say. “Just one more. One more push, and we’ll meet our baby.”

She nods, determination filling her face. She’s been amazing today. She’s done so well, and I can’t help but be proud of her.

She squeezes my hand again, and I watch as she pushes with everything she’s got. Her body tenses, and I watch her face carefully, hating to see her in so much pain and wishing I could do more to help.

But a second later, there’s a loud wail, and Lucy’s body goes limp.

“It’s a boy!” the doctor exclaims.

I stare in awe as they place our baby on her chest. He’s tiny, covered in gunk, and he’s screaming the place down.

I don’t think I’ve ever seen a more beautiful sight.

“Hello, my darling boy,” Lucy says, tears running down her cheeks even as a wide smile spreads across her face.

The nurses move around the room, cleaning Lucy and the baby up, and I stay with her the whole time, holding her hand.

Once they’re finished, the nurse takes the baby and wraps him up in a blanket, before handing him back to Lucy.

“Congratulations,” the nurse says. “We’ll give you a few moments alone, but ring the bell if you need anything.”

Lucy nods and thanks her, but she barely takes her eyes off the tiny baby in her arms, her expression one of awe and adoration.

“He’s so perfect, Kieran,” she whispers.

“He is,” I agree, leaning down to press a soft kiss to her forehead. “Just like his mother.”

“I can’t believe he’s here,” she says, still gazing down at our baby.

“I’m so proud of you, Lucy,” I tell her, stroking her hair.

“I couldn’t have done it without you,” she says, looking up at me. “I’m so lucky to have you.”

“Not as lucky as I am, princess. You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me. And so is our little boy.”

I reach down, stroking his cheek with the tip of my finger, amazed at how small and delicate he is.

The door to our private room opens, and Lucy’s mom pokes her head in. “Is it okay if we come in?” she asks.

Lucy nods, and her mom comes inside, followed by Lucy’s dad. They give us both a hug before taking the baby from Lucy’s arms, cooing over him.

It had taken them a while to accept my relationship with Lucy, especially after they found out I’d got their daughter pregnant. But they had come around in time after they saw how crazy we were about each other. And in the last couple of months of Lucy’s pregnancy, they had become so excited about becoming grandparents that their excitement had won out over their disapproval.

Unfortunately, things didn’t go so great with Robbie, and he barely ever talks to me anymore. But then he hadn’t before this either, only coming to me when he wanted something, so it’s not like my new family made things worse between us. It just didn’t make things any better.

But as I stand back and watch Lucy’s parents fawning over the baby, I can’t help but feel grateful for the little family we’ve made together. And I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with Lucy and our children. Because I have a feeling neither of us will want to stop at just one.

As if reading my mind, Lucy turns her head to look at me, her eyes twinkling, and I pull her into my arms.

“We did it,” I whisper into her ear.

“Yes, we did.”

“Are you ready for baby number two?” I ask, a teasing tone in my voice.

She laughs and nuzzles her face against my neck as I hold her close. “Maybe give me a bit of time to recover first. Then we can talk about it.”

I chuckle and brush a kiss against her forehead. “Of course, princess. Anything for you.”

She tilts her head upwards, looking up at me with so much love shining in her eyes that it makes my chest ache.

“I love you, Kieran,” she whispers.

“I love you too, princess. More than anything.”

And I do.


Milked by my Billionaire Boss

Willow Watkins
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Chapter One
Evie


Tears stream down my face as I rush to the bathroom, quickly slamming the door and locking it behind me. When I look in the mirror above the sink, my face is red and streaks of mascara coat my cheeks, while my hair is a disheveled mess. So much for all the time I spent making myself look as professional as possible before work this morning.

But the most noticeable thing about my appearance are the two big wet stains on the front of my white shirt. The fabric is stretched tight across the breasts that have been growing rapidly over the last couple of weeks and it’s clinging to my nipples, which are painfully erect and showing through the sheer material.

I quickly pull my shirt and bra off, then grab some tissues from the nearby shelf, dabbing at the creamy white liquid that is dripping from the puffy tips. My nipples are so sensitive that each brush of the soft tissue against them forces a small gasp from my lips.

I’d meant to visit the doctor about my growing problem but, in all honesty, I’d been putting it off because I was worried it might be something serious. After all, I’m twenty, and way past the point in life where hormones cause a woman’s breasts to balloon in size. But now, I regret not doing it.

Now, I have to live with the humiliation of everyone in the office seeing me with big, leaking tits. They were all laughing and pointing, and I’ll never be able to show my face again.

I let the tissues drop into the bin and stand there staring at my naked chest. My breasts are definitely bigger - much rounder and fuller than they have ever been. But what could be causing it? And why have I suddenly started lactating?

As I watch myself in the mirror, I cup my breasts in my hands, noticing how much heavier they feel. It’s like I’ve grown two watermelons almost overnight, and there is still milk dripping out of my hard nipples, along with a deep aching pressure in each of the creamy mounds.

I can’t believe I have milk coming out of me, and my whole body heats up at the thought.

My heart beats faster in my chest, and the tingling feeling in my stomach intensifies. A strange wetness has formed between my thighs, and I clench my legs together, trying to force the feeling away.

But a knock on the bathroom door startles me, and I move my hands down to my sides quickly, as if the person out in the hallway might be able to see me fondling my new, bigger breasts.

“I’ll be out in a minute,” I call out, wondering if they’ll mind waiting until I’ve dried my shirt under the hand dryer before I emerge.

“It’s me,” comes a familiar voice.

I’ve only been working as an intern at an accounting firm for the last month, and most of my colleagues have been nothing but rude to me. I guess it’s some kind of initiation or something. I don’t know. But the only exceptions are Millie, who is currently standing outside the bathroom, and Mr. Julian Baxter himself, the CEO of the company. He also happens to be my dad’s best friend, and the man who makes my heart flutter every time I see him.

“Are you okay in there, Evie?” she asks through the door. “I saw what happened. Can I come in?”

I let out a sigh. “Okay, just give me a sec.”

I quickly pull on my shirt, wet patches and all, and fumble with the buttons until I’m looking semi-decent. Then I look around the small bathroom, notice my bra lying on the floor, and stuff it into my purse before unlocking the door.

Before Millie can even enter, I step back and fold my arms across my chest, trying my best to hide the mess my big, leaking mounds have caused.

“Hey,” Millie says, closing the door behind her and giving me a sympathetic look.

“Hey,” I repeat, unsure what else to say.

“I’m sorry,” she says softly. “If I’d known she was actually going to go through with it, I would have warned you. I thought she was all talk. Who could be this cruel to someone?”

My heart hammers in my chest as I try to figure out what Millie’s talking about.

“Warn me?”

She lets out a sigh. “A few days after you started working here, I heard Lilith telling a couple of other people that she was planning on putting some herbs in your drink that would make you lactate. But I swear I never thought she was going to do it.”

Herbs. That’s what caused it. So there isn’t anything wrong with me after all. I don’t know whether to be relieved or to go out there and slap Lilith for putting me through this.

“Do you know why she did it?” I ask, tightening my arms around myself, even though the increased pressure makes my breasts hurt.

Millie gives a little shrug, and her face turns red. “She said that it would teach you a lesson for being the boss’s pet. I got the impression she’s got a crush on Mr. Baxter and doesn’t like the way he looks at you. Or the way he makes an effort to speak to you every day. He’s barely even noticed Lilith, except when she fucks up and he has to set her straight. Which happens way more often than it should because she prefers to set up stupid pranks instead of working.”

I clamp my lips shut, fighting the urge to defend myself by explaining that Julian is my dad’s best friend. We purposely hadn’t told anybody in the office, because I was adamant I wanted to be taken seriously. I didn’t want people thinking I only got an internship because I knew the CEO, no matter how true that might be. But I’m not about to start telling everyone now, just because Lilith decided to be a bitch.

“Look, I’ve got an appointment with a client that I need to get to,” Millie says, reaching out to give my arm a gentle squeeze. “But keep your chin up, Evie. Don’t let her get to you.”

I give her a small smile before she slips out, and I lock the door behind her again.

Turning back to the mirror, I let out a small sigh. I can’t believe this is happening to me. Maybe I should tell Julian and let him deal with it. But then surely all the bullying will just get worse if they know I’m going to run to the boss with every issue that comes up. I feel like it would be better if I deal with it myself.

My eyes drift down to my breasts again, taking in the sight of them straining against the thin material of my shirt. How am I going to hide this when I go back out to my desk?

“Evie?”

A deep, husky voice comes from the other side of the door, and my whole body freezes. I’d recognize it anywhere, even through the heavy wood of the bathroom door. It’s him.

“Y-Yes?” I say, clearing my throat and trying to keep my voice from sounding too shaky.

“Is everything alright in there? I just spoke to Millie, and she told me what happened. Let me in, please.”

I exhale sharply. Millie shouldn’t have told Julian anything, but at least I don’t need to figure out how to handle this on my own anymore.

The lock on the door clicks as I open it and let Julian into the tiny room. He’s dressed in a crisp gray suit that hugs his frame in all the right places. His black hair is peppered with flecks of gray, and he has the most intense green eyes I’ve ever seen. When his gaze falls on my shirt, his eyes darken, and I can tell he’s noticed the wet spots. I fold my arms across my chest a few moments too late.

He steps closer, closing the door behind him and making the space seem even smaller than before. The air is filled with the masculine scent of his cologne, and I feel my knees go weak.

“I promise you that I’ll deal with Lilith,” he says, his voice coming out as a low growl. “She won’t get away with hurting you.”

Julian reaches out and brushes his fingertips against my cheek in a gentle way that makes me want to lean into his touch. But I control myself. Between the intimate gesture and the protectiveness in his promise to punish Lilith, heat pools in my stomach, and a flush rises up my neck.

“How are you feeling?” he asks, dropping his hand and letting his eyes travel up and down my body. “Does it... do they hurt?”

I can’t help the small shiver that runs down my spine as his gaze lingers on my chest. He’s never looked at me like this before, like a man who wants to devour me, and my nipples harden even more under his stare.

“I guess they are a bit sore,” I admit, my face burning. “They just feel very... full.”

His jaw clenches, and he swallows visibly. Then he lifts a hand and runs his fingers gently through my hair, tucking a few strands behind my ear.

“Let’s go back to my office, Evie,” he says, the firm tone of his voice making it clear he’s not just making a request. “I’ll take care of you there.”

I open my mouth to explain that I don’t want to leave the bathroom while the front of my shirt is still soaked, but before the words even come out, he’s pulling off his suit jacket and draping it around my shoulders. The large garment swamps my small frame, and I find myself suddenly surrounded by his scent.

I pull the jacket closer, relishing the warmth and the way it makes me feel safe and secure.

“Thank you,” I murmur, looking up at him.

He stares down at me for a moment, and it feels like time stands still. The intensity of his gaze has my heart beating fast in my chest. But the moment ends when he reaches for the bathroom door and holds it open for me.

“Come with me,” he says.

I do as he says, and we walk past Lilith’s desk. She’s back in her seat, but her face is pale, and she won’t meet my gaze. Julian is walking a step behind me, but I like to imagine he’s shooting daggers at her with his eyes.

He doesn’t stop to talk to her right now, though. Instead, he guides me to the safety of his office with one strong hand on my lower back, taking me away from the shame and humiliation I feel as everyone watches me.

And, even though the office is silent, I can still hear the giggles and whispers from earlier echoing in my ears.


Chapter Two
Julian


The second we are in my office, I lock the door.

Evie stands awkwardly in the middle of the room, staring at me with wide eyes and biting her lip. She’s holding onto my jacket, keeping it tightly closed around herself, and the sight is both endearing and incredibly hot.

As soon as Millie told me what Lilith had done, I’d seen red. She will absolutely be made to pay for hurting Evie in this way.

“Why don’t you sit down and make yourself comfortable?” I suggest, motioning toward the plush couch against one wall. “I’ve got a couple of calls to make, and then I’m all yours.”

Her cheeks flush pink, and her eyes widen. “You don’t need to waste your time on this,” she says. “I’ll be fine, really. It’s nothing.”

“This is not nothing,” I say firmly. “Now go and sit. Please. I’ll be with you in a minute.”

Evie does as she’s told, sitting down on the edge of the couch with her hands in her lap and her eyes downcast.

I pull my cellphone from my pocket and sit down at my desk, dialing the number of one of the guys on my HR team.

“Hey, Mark,” I say when the line connects. “I need you to pay a visit to Lilith. She’s been lacing another employee’s drinks with something she shouldn’t.”

“Oh,” he replies, sounding shocked. “Do we have any evidence of that?”

My gaze flickers back to where Evie is sitting on the couch, my jacket opening around her just enough to show the darkened material of her shirt over her enlarged breasts. The sight of it makes my dick throb, and it’s almost fucking impossible not to walk over to her and rip her shirt off so I can take a proper look.

“Yeah,” I say gruffly. “I’m looking at the evidence right now.”

“Damn,” he mutters. “Okay, I’m right on it.”

“Good. I’ll be busy the rest of the day, so just get me a written report from the disciplinary meeting and send it to me. I want her out of here by the end of the day.”

I hang up without saying goodbye and drop my cellphone onto the desk.

When I stand and turn, Evie is watching me. Her face is a mix of emotions. She looks a little scared, a little nervous, but her eyes are wide, and her lips are parted.

She looks so damn beautiful.

Fuck.

Her father and I have been best friends since college, and I can still remember how proud he’d been on the day Evie was born. Hell, I’d been proud of him, too. Derek’s a great guy, and he deserves all the happiness in the world. But then I’d moved across the country for five years to start up a new branch of my company. When I’d left, Evie had been a shy and awkward girl in her early teens. And when I’d returned home a year ago, I guess I’d expected her to be the same.

She wasn’t, though. Far from it.

Evie had grown up into a gorgeous young woman, with curves in all the right places. I’d done my best to keep my distance from her, despite the fact that my body is always buzzing with desire whenever she’s near me. But then her dad had asked me to give her an internship, and the whole thing had gone out the window.

There’s no way I can ignore Evie now. Not with the way my body responds to her whenever she’s close by. It’s taking all of my willpower not to cross the room and touch her. To run my hands all over her smooth skin and bury my face in those delicious, round tits.

It’s wrong. It’s so fucking wrong.

She’s Derek’s daughter. My goddamn best friend’s daughter. I shouldn’t think about her that way. I shouldn’t want her the way I do.

But fuck if I can help it.

Millie told me that Lilith did this because she’s jealous. Because she thinks I’m attracted to Evie, and she’s right about that. But apparently Lilith also thought that making Evie lactate would make her completely undesirable to me, and that was where she went wrong. Right now, there is nothing I want more than to take a leaking nipple into my mouth and drain every drop from her magnificent breasts.

I cross the room and stand in front of her, looking down into her big, blue eyes. Her lips are slightly parted, and her cheeks are flushed pink. The air is charged with tension, and her breath hitches as I reach out to brush my fingers through her hair.

“I took care of it, babygirl,” I tell her, and a soft whimper falls from her lips. Goddamn, the things I would be willing to do to hear that sound over and over again. “You won’t have to worry about her doing anything like this again.”

Evie bites her lip, looking up at me with a mixture of uncertainty and desire. “Thank you, Julian,” she says softly.

“No problem,” I reply. “But now, I’d like to make sure for myself that you’re okay. Physically.”

Confusion flickers across her face. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, I’d like to examine your breasts, Evie.”

Her eyes widen, and a flush rises up her neck. She bites her bottom lip and nods, but she doesn’t move.

“Okay,” she says, her voice coming out barely louder than a whisper.

I reach out and take her hand, pulling her to her feet in front of me before sliding my jacket off her shoulders. A groan escapes me as her shirt comes into view. The material is wet and stretched tight over her swollen tits, the hard points of her nipples clearly visible through the thin white fabric.

Evie shivers and tries to cover herself, but I gently remove her hands.

“No, babygirl,” I say, cupping her cheek. “You don’t need to be shy. Let me look at you. I need to make sure you’re okay.”

A soft whimper escapes her lips as I trail my hands down her neck and across her collarbone. And when I start unbuttoning her shirt, she doesn’t stop me. Her breasts are heaving with each shaky breath, and I can feel the heat radiating from her skin.

“Tell me if I hurt you at all,” I say, slipping the shirt down her shoulders and off her arms. “Or if you need me to stop.”

She nods, her eyes on my face. “It’s okay,” she whispers, her voice soft and breathy. “I want you to help me.”

Fuck. I’ll do whatever it takes to make her feel better. And if it can get her moaning my name at the same time, I’ll be in heaven.

My gaze travels down towards her chest. Her breasts are round and heavy, and my mouth starts watering instantly at the way droplets of her sweet cream drip from the puffy tips.

A low growl escapes my throat. Evie’s breasts are bigger than I ever remember them being, and the creamy mounds look ready to burst with the pressure building up inside them. Her nipples are rock hard, standing proud and begging to be touched.

“Oh, fuck Evie,” I mutter, unable to take my eyes off her magnificent tits.

Her breathing becomes more rapid as she looks down, her face flushing crimson.

“Julian,” she says softly, her voice a mix of confusion and lust.

“It’s okay,” I reassure her. “I’m going to help you.”

Before I can change my mind, I cup her breasts in my hands, lifting the weight of the full mounds and marveling at the way they fill my palms. They are soft and heavy, and when I roll her nipples between my fingers, her whole body shudders.

Evie moans, and a stream of white liquid trickles from her right nipple, spilling over the back of my hand. The sight makes my cock so fucking hard it’s painful, and I have to suppress a groan.

“Are they sore, babygirl?” I ask, moving a hand to her lower back and pulling her closer.

“Y-yes,” she gasps, arching into my touch.

“Then let me help you,” I say. “They’re not going to feel better until they’ve been properly drained. And I know the best way to do that for you, Evie.”

She lets out a small whimper and looks up at me with wide, trusting eyes.

“O-okay,” she stammers. “D-do it. Please.”

“Do what, babygirl?” I ask, knowing that I need to hear her say the words.

“Help me. Drain me. Please, Julian.”

“With pleasure, Evie,” I growl, before wrapping an arm around her waist, lifting her off her feet and walking with her back to the couch.

Once I’m seated with her in my lap, her huge breasts are level with my face. The smell of her sweet milk fills the room, driving me wild. I’ve got no doubt she can feel my erection as she straddles my thighs, but I’m not ashamed of it. I want her to know how badly I want her. After holding back for the last year, I’m not sure I can resist anymore.

“Ready, babygirl?” I ask.

“Yes, Julian,” she moans, threading her fingers through my hair and gently tugging me closer. “So ready.”

Without wasting any more time, I lean forward and capture her left nipple in my mouth, sucking the hard bud deep into my mouth and drawing on it. A groan escapes me as her sweet, warm milk fills my mouth.

And it becomes suddenly obvious to me that no matter how much milk she has in her, it won’t be enough.

Because nothing could ever quench my thirst for Evie.


Chapter Three
Evie


A shudder runs through my entire body as Julian’s hot mouth closes over my aching nipple. His lips are warm and soft, and his tongue is swirling around the bud, drawing the milk from my engorged breast.

It feels amazing, and the relief is instant. As his mouth works on me, the pressure and pain in my chest begins to subside. And the way he’s gripping my waist with one arm, holding me firmly in place, makes a thrill run through my core.

My panties are already soaked.

Julian draws hard on my breast, and a whimper escapes my lips. His other hand is gripping the underside of the swell, and his fingertips are digging into the tender flesh, squeezing it gently as if trying to get my cream to flow even faster.

“Oh, god,” I murmur, unable to stop myself. “That feels so good.”

He growls against my skin, and a flood of wetness rushes from my pussy, dampening my panties even more. There is an ache between my thighs that’s overwhelming, and it takes me far longer than it should to realize I’m practically humping his thigh in an effort to get some friction where I need it most.

“Evie,” he murmurs, taking his mouth off my breast with a wet pop. “Fuck, babygirl. You’re going to be the death of me.”

I feel his erection beneath his suit pants, straining against the material. His hands move from my waist, sliding up and down the curve of my back as he pulls me closer. I can’t resist rolling my hips, rubbing myself shamelessly against his thick, hard cock.

Oh god. What’s wrong with me? I shouldn’t be acting this way with my dad’s best friend. But I’ve wanted him for so long, and the feel of his strong, masculine body pressed up against my soft curves while he feasts eagerly on my milk is driving me crazy.

Julian’s lips return to my nipple, and I moan, rolling my hips and grinding my pussy against his thigh.

“Good girl,” he says, his voice muffled as he pulls more of my breast into his mouth.

His praise makes me shudder. My heart is racing, and my pulse is pounding in my ears. He’s not just doing this for my sake, but also because he wants it.

“Oh, Sir,” I moan, the word slipping from my lips before I can stop it. He’s a sexy, dominant silver fox, and calling him sir just feels natural.

Apparently Julian likes it too, because he groans around my tit flesh, his cock throbbing beneath me to press insistently against my pussy through our layers of clothing.

He doesn’t stop drinking from my breast. Not that I’d want him to. Every time his tongue laps at the sensitive tip, a fresh wave of arousal floods my panties, and the feeling is exquisite. I don’t ever want it to stop.

My other breast is aching, the milk dripping incessantly from the tip to trickle down my body and soak into our clothes. Thirty minutes ago, I would have been dying of shame about the mess my body is making. But seeing Julian’s obvious excitement over my predicament, and the way he’s helping me without an ounce of hesitation, makes me feel safe and wanted.

And so goddamn horny.

The feeling of his strong, capable hands on my skin, touching me in places nobody has ever touched me before, makes me feel hot and needy. It’s not long before I’m rubbing my pussy back and forth along the length of his cock, aching for my virgin hole to be filled.

He grips my hips firmly in both hands, and for a moment, I think he’s trying to stop me. But then he’s pulling me down harder against him, guiding my movements.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he says, pulling his lips from my breast. “Rub your pretty little pussy against me. Make yourself come.”

I let out a loud, wanton moan as he leans down and takes the other nipple into his mouth, lapping at the creamy liquid that has been dripping constantly from the hard bud.

The combination of his hot, wet tongue on my tingling nipple, the dirty talk and the way he’s grinding me down against his thick, long erection is almost enough to send me over the edge. My clit is swollen and pulsing with need, and the pressure is building up inside me.

“Sir,” I gasp. “Oh, fuck.”

His lips pop off my nipple, and I whine at the loss of sensation, but then his big, strong hand is cupping the heavy mound and squeezing gently.

“Do you want to come for me, Evie?” he asks, his voice rough.

I’m panting with need, but still I hesitate. This is wrong. So, so wrong. I’m not supposed to want my father’s best friend. I shouldn’t be letting him suck on my engorged, leaking breasts and dry humping him like a bitch in heat.

“Babygirl,” Julian says, squeezing my hip firmly. “Answer me. Do you want to come?”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I gasp, giving in to the sensations coursing through my body.

I’m burning with desire. There’s an aching throb between my legs that won’t be sated until he fills me there, and I can’t think about anything other than getting the release I’m desperate for.

“Good girl,” he says, his lips curling into a smug grin. “Now show me how much you love it when I’m sucking your creamy tits.”

He pulls me closer so that each roll of my hips has me grinding even harder against his cock. Even though we are both fully clothed, the feeling of him throbbing and straining against my aching core is driving me wild.

Julian’s mouth closes over my breast again, and the pressure builds even faster this time. I can feel my pussy flooding, the slick juices soaking into the material of my panties, and I know it won’t be long before they start seeping through to his pants.

My skirt has ridden up high around my hips, and Julian’s hand slides under the material, running over the curve of my ass. His fingers dig into my flesh hard enough to make me think he’s trying to mark me with his touch. And as he continues to guide my hips, grinding my soaking pussy against the outline of his cock, he starts moving, too.

He thrusts up, rolling his hips to grind against me, and it’s not long before we are both moaning and panting with need.

“Sir,” I whimper, the tension building fast inside me.

Julian sucks harder, squeezing my breast with one hand while the other kneads the flesh of my ass. My clit is pulsing, and my pussy is dripping, and every time the thick, hard length of his cock rubs against the swollen bundle of nerves, it’s like electricity running through my veins.

“I’m going to... I’m going to...”

“Fuck yes,” Julian groans, his mouth still so close to my breast that his lips brush against my nipple with each word. “Come for me. Let me feel how much you love it, babygirl.”

The sound of his voice, low and rough, pushes me over the edge, and my orgasm hits hard. It starts deep inside me and rushes through my whole body. The pleasure is so intense, it almost hurts, and a scream is torn from my throat as Julian’s lips close over my nipple once again.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, my hands gripping the back of his head. “Sir. Yes. Oh, god. Oh, god.”

He doesn’t stop drinking the creamy white fluid as I come. If anything, his greedy mouth and hungry hands become even more insistent, his fingers digging into my flesh so hard it makes me moan.

I’m shaking all over as the waves of pleasure crash through me, and Julian is grunting and groaning, his cock throbbing against my clit. He’s still moving his hips, his erection rubbing deliciously against my sensitive pussy, and soon enough, he’s coming with me, his body tensing as he shoots his load inside his pants.

We hold on to each other, panting and moaning, as the last tremors of our climaxes shudder through us. And when I finally open my eyes, Julian’s are already on mine.

“Are you feeling better, babygirl?” he asks, his voice still a little rough.

“Yes, Sir,” I reply. “So much better. Thank you.”

He grins, and it makes him look so handsome and sexy that it almost takes my breath away.

“Good,” he says. “I’ll do whatever I can to help you. You’re special, Evie. Beautiful, smart, and so goddamn sexy. You deserve everything, babygirl.”

My face flushes pink, and a shy smile tugs at the corners of my lips. Nobody has ever spoken to me this way before, and hearing the words come from an incredibly successful billionaire who’s twice my age feels surreal.

Julian reaches up and brushes his knuckles gently across my cheek.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, and then I’ll take you home,” he says.

“Thank you,” I reply.

He helps me to my feet, and I can’t help noticing the stain on the front of his pants. But he doesn’t seem embarrassed. Instead, his eyes are raking over my naked breasts, and he’s staring at them with a hungry, almost possessive expression.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, taking a step closer and running his fingers lightly over the curve of my waist. “I’ve wanted you ever since I returned home a year ago. And now I’ve had you, I’m not ever going to let you go.”

My breath catches, and my stomach does a little flip. I can feel the heat rising in my cheeks, and a shiver runs through me as his hands move slowly up and down my sides, his touch so light and feathery it makes me tremble.

“Julian,” I whisper, biting my lip.

“Yes, babygirl?” he asks.

“I...” I trail off, not sure what to say.

I’m not sure what’s happening. My head is spinning, and the only thing I can focus on is the way his touch makes me feel. My body is humming with excitement, and the ache between my thighs has started building again.

“Don’t you want that, Evie?” he asks, sliding his arm around my waist and pulling me close. “Don’t you want me to claim you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groan, unable to hold back. “I want you. So badly.”

A dark, predatory look comes over his face.

“Good girl,” he says. “Because I’m going to fuck you hard tonight. And once I’ve claimed your sweet, tight little cunt, you’ll be mine forever.”

A flood of wetness rushes from my aching pussy, and I’m suddenly desperate to feel his thick, hard cock inside me.

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, leaning into him. “Please.”

“I’m going to take such good care of you, babygirl,” he murmurs, kissing his way along the column of my neck. “I’ll give you everything you’ve ever wanted. You just need to be a good girl for me.”

“I will,” I moan, my head falling back as he starts sucking on the tender flesh at the base of my neck. “I’ll be your good girl.”

Julian lets out a low, feral growl, and I feel his cock throb against me.

“Let’s get you cleaned up and ready to go,” he says, taking a step back. “Because once we’re in my bed, I can’t imagine I’ll be letting you leave it again any time soon.”

His words make me flush crimson, but the thought of being trapped beneath his huge, powerful body, having his thick, hard cock filling my tight little pussy again and again, is enough to drive all thoughts of shame and decency from my mind.

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp, looking up at him with a mixture of desire and lust. “Take me home. Claim me. Please.”

His hand slides down to my ass, squeezing the round globe firmly.

“With pleasure, babygirl,” he growls. “With pleasure.”


Chapter Four
Julian


Once Evie’s clean and dressed, we head outside and make our way across the parking lot to my car. She looks beautiful, with her long, blonde hair hanging loose around her shoulders, and a bright flush staining her cheeks. Her tits are full and heavy, jiggling with every step she takes, and I have to force myself not to reach out and fondle them right there in the middle of the parking lot.

As we near my car, I unlock the doors with a button on my key fob and open the passenger side door for her. Evie gives me a shy smile and a quiet thank you as she slips into the seat.

I close the door, walk around the front of the vehicle, and climb in behind the wheel. As I’m turning the key in the ignition, Evie leans over, pressing her tits against my arm and whispering in my ear.

“Thank you, Julian,” she murmurs.

“For what, babygirl?” I ask, my eyes on hers as the engine purrs to life.

“For taking care of me,” she says, her voice low and sultry. “And for helping me feel better.”

“You’re welcome, babygirl,” I say, giving her a smile. “But don’t thank me just yet. There’s plenty more I’m going to do for you once we’re home.”

Her face turns bright red, but her breathing speeds up, and she nods, sitting back in her seat.

“Good girl,” I murmur, putting the car into gear and driving out of the parking lot.

As I drive, my gaze keeps drifting back to Evie. She’s a vision of perfection, with her blonde hair shining in the sunlight and her blue eyes sparkling. She’s got her hands folded primly in her lap, and her tits are straining against the material of her shirt, the fabric stretched tight.

I reach over and put a hand on her knee. She lets out a small gasp, but doesn’t move away, and when I start to slide it higher up her thigh, she spreads her legs apart.

“You’re such a good girl, Evie,” I say, moving my hand even further up her thigh. “And you’re so beautiful. You make my cock so hard.”

She’s wearing a skirt today, and it’s ridden up her thighs, exposing her smooth, creamy skin. My fingers trace lazy patterns on the soft flesh, and I can’t help thinking about the way her pussy was grinding against me earlier, making me come in my pants.

Goddamn, I can’t remember the last time I blew my load before even pulling my dick out. Evie does things to me that no other woman ever has, and I’m planning to find out how much more she’s capable of.

She might be shy, but there’s a dirty girl hidden inside her, and I can’t wait to set her loose.

I trail my hand higher, teasing my fingertips against the lace of her panties. The material is soaked, and I can smell the scent of her arousal. She whimpers and spreads her legs even wider.

“Sir,” she gasps, her hips lifting from the seat as if begging for more.

“Yes, babygirl?” I ask, a smirk on my lips. “What do you want?”

“More,” she breathes.

I run my finger along the damp material while keeping my eyes fixed on the road ahead, teasing her pussy through her panties.

“Like this?” I ask.

She shudders and nods.

“Yes, Julian. Please.”

I push the thin material aside, sliding a finger through her slick folds, touching my girl’s pussy for the first time. She’s soaking wet, and my cock throbs in my pants as her juices coat my fingers.

“You’re dying to feel my big hard cock inside your pussy, aren’t you, babygirl?” I growl, pushing one thick digit inside her. My other hand remains on the wheel, keeping control of the car while I get my milky princess all worked up again. By the time I get her home, she’s going to be begging for my dick.

She lets out a little moan, and her walls clamp around my finger, drawing me in.

“Oh, god, yes,” she says. “I need it, Sir.”

“I promise I’m going to fuck you so much better than any of the boys you’ve dated so far, babygirl. Your sweet little cunt will be sore for days by the time I’m finished with you.”

She whimpers and goes still, her squirmy movements stopping as she closes her thighs together. I can’t tell if she’s trying to stop me touching her, or trying to trap my hand in place between her legs. I glance over at her, seeing how the color has drained from her face.

I quickly slide my finger out of her warm, wet little hole and pull over to the side of the road, turning in my seat so I’m facing her.

“What’s wrong, Evie? Why did you freeze up?” I ask, keeping my voice calm and steady.

“I... I’m a virgin,” she says, her eyes lowered

Fuck.

My cock is painfully hard, and my heart is pounding.

Evie is untouched. A sweet little virgin, ripe for the taking.

She’s perfect.

“I just don’t want you to be disappointed when we get back to your house and I don’t know what I’m doing,” she continues, her voice barely above a whisper. “And if you’ve changed your mind and don’t want to do this anymore, then I’ll understand.”

“Oh, babygirl,” I say, reaching over and cupping her chin in my hand. “Look at me.”

She raises her eyes to meet mine. They’re full of fear and anxiety.

“I haven’t changed my mind,” I tell her. “If anything, finding out you’re a virgin has made me want you even more. I can’t wait to be the first man to claim your innocence. The first to taste your sweet, untouched pussy. To feel it wrapped around my cock. I can’t wait to claim you with my seed, babygirl. And I’m going to make damn sure you’ll never want anybody but me for the rest of your life.”

Evie stares at me for a long moment, then her cheeks flush pink, and she smiles.

“Really?” she asks, her voice shaky. “You still want me, even though I’m a virgin?”

“Fuck yes, I do,” I say. “Now, let’s get you home so I can claim what’s mine.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpers.

I lean forward and kiss her lips softly. She lets out a moan and melts against me, her body soft and pliable under my touch. Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer, and I deepen the kiss, thrusting my tongue into her mouth. She moans and parts her lips, letting me in.

My hands move down her body, cupping her breasts and squeezing gently. Her nipples are rock hard, and when I tease one between my thumb and forefinger, she cries out, arching her back. I feel more of her sweet, warm milk soaking into her shirt, and I let out a moan.

“You’re so sensitive,” I murmur, moving my mouth to her neck. “It’s like your whole body is desperate for my touch.”

She gasps, her fingers threading through my hair as I trail kisses down the length of her neck.

“Yes,” she whispers. “Please touch me.”

My cock is aching. It’s been straining against the zipper of my pants ever since we started this drive, and now it’s threatening to burst through. I need to be inside her. Need to feel her pussy clenching around me. But first, I have to get her home and spread out on my bed.

Reluctantly, I break our kiss and sit back, putting the car into gear and merging back into traffic.

“Hang in there, babygirl,” I say. “We’re almost home.”

“I can’t wait, Sir,” she replies.

A smirk curls the corners of my lips, and my hands grip the steering wheel tight.

“Me either, babygirl,” I tell her. “Me either.”


Chapter Five
Evie


As we pull up in front of Julian’s huge home, my jaw drops. The building is enormous, and it looks like something out of a magazine or a movie. It’s practically a mansion! I’d known he was doing well for himself. After all, he’s the CEO of a company that has several branches spread out across the country. But it’s strange seeing the evidence of his obvious wealth right in front of me when he’s the most down to earth man I’ve ever met.

Julian climbs out of the car, walks around the front, and opens my door. He helps me out and pushes me back against his car, his mouth finding mine again in a kiss that’s fierce and possessive. His lips move to my neck, and he trails hot, open-mouthed kisses down the sensitive skin, making me moan.

“Let’s get inside,” he growls. “I need to claim you, babygirl.”

His words send a rush of arousal through me, and I shiver as his teeth graze against the side of my throat.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper, clinging to him.

He lifts me, carrying me into the house and slamming the door behind us. The place is gorgeous, and the entryway alone is bigger than my entire apartment. But I don’t have time to take it in, because Julian is kissing me again, his lips soft and urgent against mine.

He carries me up the stairs, his mouth still moving hungrily over my own, and down a long hallway. At the end is a set of double doors, and he pushes them open, carrying me inside.

The room is huge, and the floor-to-ceiling windows offer an amazing view of the city below. But that’s not what draws my attention. Instead, it’s the massive, king-sized bed in the middle of the room.

It’s the perfect place for Julian to claim me. To fuck me hard and deep.

A shiver runs through me, and the ache between my legs becomes unbearable. I need him inside me. Now.

Julian sets me down on my feet, then steps back, looking at me with dark, hungry eyes.

“Strip,” he commands.

My hands tremble as I obey his order. I fumble with the buttons on my shirt, finally managing to undo them, and slip the garment off my shoulders. Next, I reach behind me and unclasp my bra, which I’d rescued from my purse earlier and dried in Julian’s bathroom at the office. I let it fall away, exposing my heavy, milk-filled breasts.

Julian lets out a groan, and I can see the outline of his hard cock straining against his pants.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. “Now your skirt.”

I nod and slowly slide the zipper down, letting the fabric pool at my feet. My panties follow, and I stand before him, completely naked.

Julian stalks towards me, and when he’s only a few inches away, his hand shoots out and tangles in my hair, tugging my head back. His lips are on mine a second later, and he’s devouring me with his mouth.

I moan and reach up, wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him close. My full, heavy tits press against his chest, and I can feel the pressure build inside them again, making me crave to feel him suckling my sweet cream once more.

“You’re mine,” he growls, nipping at my lower lip.

“Yes, Sir,” I say, pushing aside my worries about how my father will react when he finds out about this. He’s going to be so mad at both of us. But right now, all I can think about is the desire coursing through my veins to consume me completely in this fire of lust.

I’ll worry about my parents later.

“All mine,” he repeats.

He spins me around and bends me over the edge of the bed, his hands moving to my ass and squeezing firmly while I place my palms flat on the mattress to steady myself.

“I’ve already tasted your sweet, warm milk,” he growls, “but now it’s time for me to taste another part of you, babygirl. A part that I’ve been craving to taste all day.”

His hand moves from my ass to between my legs, his fingers finding my slick folds and stroking slowly.

“Tell me where you want me to taste you,” he says.

“Between my legs,” I whisper. “Please.”

“Your sweet little pussy?” he asks, slipping one thick digit inside me and making me gasp.

“Yes, Julian. Please.”

He chuckles, and his other hand comes down on my ass, spanking me firmly.

“I’m going to fuck your tight virgin pussy with my fingers and my tongue first,” he growls. “And then I’m going to spread your legs and give you the real thing, babygirl. Are you ready for that?”

“Yes, Sir,” I pant, pushing back against him as his finger slides deeper into my wetness. “Please.”

“Good girl. And I’m going to fill you with my seed, babygirl. I’m going to claim your pussy and mark it as mine forever. I can’t wait to see your belly growing big and round with my baby.”

His words force a loud gasp from my lips, but as his free hand slides under me to caress my flat stomach, I realize how badly I want that, too. I want to belong to Julian so completely that my body becomes a vessel for his babies.

“Oh god,” I moan, arching my back and pushing my ass into the air.

“So beautiful,” he groans, spanking me again and making me gasp. “My sweet babygirl.”

His hand moves towards one of my round, heavy breasts as it hangs down beneath me, his fingers squeezing the fleshy globe until a spray of creamy milk hits the bed.

“Such a good girl. You’ve got more than enough milk in there to keep me and a baby so well fed,” he groans.

I moan as he slides another thick finger inside my pussy, pumping them slowly in and out of me. His thumb brushes over my clit, and I let out a strangled cry, grinding back against his hand.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard, Evie. Make you scream with pleasure,” he growls, leaning down and kissing the nape of my neck. “You’re never going to want anybody else, babygirl. Nobody will ever satisfy you the way I can.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper. “Only you. Please.”

“Such a good girl,” he says, sliding his fingers from my pussy.

He crouches down behind me, his hands on my ass cheeks now as he pulls them apart. Knowing he’s so close to my pussy makes me feel shy and self-conscious, but I don’t have time to worry about it because a second later, his tongue is licking slowly along my slit.

“Mmm,” he groans. “You taste so fucking good.”

I shudder as his mouth closes around my clit, sucking it gently while his tongue swirls around the swollen bud.

“Oh, god,” I moan, my fingers tangling in the bedsheets as I try to stop my knees from buckling beneath me.

Julian’s mouth is magic, and he’s driving me wild. His tongue slips inside me, and he starts licking my pussy, drinking down every drop of honey that flows from me. He laps at my wetness, groaning against me, and when his teeth scrape over my clit, I cry out, my entire body trembling with desire.

“Sir!”

“Mmm,” he murmurs, licking up my slit again before returning his mouth to my clit and sucking the bud harder.

My legs are shaking, and my pussy is aching with need. I’ve never felt so turned on, and I can’t believe that I’m letting a man twice my age eat my pussy. But damn, does it feel good. As my arousal grows, the heavier my tits feel, the pressure in them almost unbearable. I feel like I’m about to start leaking milk all over his bed.

Julian continues to lick and suck, his mouth driving me crazy as he brings me closer and closer to the edge. When his fingers find my dripping wet entrance, and he pushes them inside again, stretching me open, I cry out, bucking back against him. My breasts ache as they sway back and forth beneath me while my body rocks, and when he begins pumping his thick digits in and out of my tight, wet channel, the pressure in them grows unbearable.

“Sir,” I gasp, unable to hold back any longer.

“Come for me, babygirl,” he orders, his voice firm. “Let go.”

He curls his fingers inside me, hitting a spot that sends a rush of pure ecstasy through my body, and a split second later, my pussy clenches around his fingers, and I scream his name. My orgasm hits me hard and fast, and I shudder, my legs nearly giving way as he continues to suck on my clit.

Milk sprays from my nipples as the pleasure courses through me, soaking the sheets. Julian keeps licking and sucking, prolonging my orgasm and sending shockwaves through my body.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan, collapsing onto the bed, his fingers still inside me.

Julian stands and leans over me, pressing his body against my back and kissing the side of my neck. His mouth is slick with my juices, and the smell of sex fills the air.

“Are you ready for more, babygirl?” he whispers.

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp, pushing back against him.

He chuckles and slides his fingers from my pussy. The bed shifts as he stands, and I hear the sound of his zipper being lowered. A moment later, his hands are on my waist as he flips me over easily onto my back. He grabs my ankles, lifting them and spreading my legs wide apart.

“Such a pretty pussy,” he murmurs, sliding the head of his cock between my slick folds. “I can’t wait to sink deep inside it and find out how good your sweet little virgin hole feels when it’s gripping my dick.”

His words send a fresh wave of desire through me, and I can’t help the whimper that escapes my lips.

“Please, Sir,” I beg.

“Hold still,” he commands. “This may hurt a bit, but once the pain is gone, it will feel good.”

I nod, trying to control the urge to squirm against him as the anticipation builds.

“You’re so sexy, babygirl,” he says, his voice low and husky. “I can’t wait to fill your pretty pussy with my seed. It’s going to feel so fucking good.”

His hand finds one of my breasts, squeezing the fleshy globe and making more milk spill over his fingers. He rubs the creamy fluid over the head of his cock, coating himself in the slippery substance. Then he guides the tip of his hard shaft towards my entrance, pressing it against me.

“Just relax,” he murmurs. “It will feel good.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan.

As his cock pushes into me, stretching me wide open, I grit my teeth. There’s a sharp pain as he eases his way inside, but when he starts moving, pushing a little deeper each time, the discomfort disappears.

“You’re so fucking tight, babygirl,” he growls. “Your pussy was made to fit my cock.”

My hips rise off the bed, taking more of him.

“That’s it,” he says, his hands moving to my breasts again and massaging them gently. “Take all of my cock.”

He pushes into me, burying himself to the hilt. My eyes widen, and a moan escapes my lips. I’ve never felt anything like this before, and the sensation is overwhelming. My pussy is stretched open, and his thick length is filling me completely.

“Good girl,” he whispers, his hands continuing to tease my sensitive nipples. “Such a good girl.”

He begins to thrust slowly, his hips rocking back and forth as he slides in and out of my dripping wet channel. Each time his cock bottoms out, I feel a jolt of pleasure course through me. My pussy clenches around him, and he groans.

“Fuck, babygirl,” he mutters, his hands sliding down to my hips, holding me still. “Your tight little cunt feels so fucking good.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper, gripping the bedsheets and trying to control the urge to buck against him.

He keeps moving, picking up the pace, and the sensation is incredible. His cock feels so big inside me, and when he hits a spot deep inside that makes my whole body tremble, I can’t help but cry out.

“Oh, god, yes,” I moan. “Please. Harder.”

He chuckles, his grip tightening on my hips as he thrusts faster. His cock pumps in and out of me, and I can feel another orgasm building. The pressure is intense, and the feeling of him filling me so completely is driving me wild.

“Fuck, babygirl,” he gasps, his rhythm becoming erratic as his cock swells inside me.

“Please, Sir,” I beg, arching my back.

He lowers his head, capturing one stiff nipple in his mouth and sucking greedily. My milk spurts onto his tongue, and he lets out a deep groan, his cock throbbing inside me.

The sensations are overwhelming, with his mouth draining the sweet cream from my breast while he pounds into me, and it doesn’t take long before I’m right on the edge of another release.

“Sir,” I cry. “I’m going to come!”

“Yes, babygirl,” he says, his mouth moving to the other nipple. “Come for me. Come all over my cock.”

His tongue swirls around the bud, and his hips piston, pounding into me hard and fast. The pressure inside me is building, and my pussy is clenching around his cock. I can feel myself about to fall over the edge, and when he sucks my nipple into his mouth, it’s enough to send me hurtling into ecstasy.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan, my body convulsing as my orgasm washes over me.

My pussy clamps down on his cock, and I feel his length pulsing as his seed shoots deep inside me.

“Fuck, yes,” he groans, his hips rocking, his cock pumping, emptying himself fully into me. “I’m going to knock you up, babygirl. I’m going to put a baby inside you.”

“Yes, Sir. Give it to me,” I cry, wrapping my legs around his waist and pulling him deeper inside me.

I feel his cock pulse again, and he shudders, his orgasm rolling through him. His seed splashes against my inner walls, filling me up and painting my womb with his sticky essence.

We ride out the waves of pleasure together, clinging to each other, our bodies intertwined. Finally, we both collapse, panting and spent.

Julian rolls off of me and gathers me into his arms, kissing the top of my head softly.

“How was it, babygirl?” he murmurs.

A lazy, tired grin spreads across my face. “You were right, Julian. You’ve ruined me for other men. I’ll never want anyone else.”

He chuckles, hugging me tighter. “Good. Because you’re mine, Evie. All mine.”

I nuzzle my face against his chest, listening to the rapid beating of his heart for a few moments before I speak.

“Do you really mean it?” I ask quietly. “What about my parents? I doubt they are going to approve of us.”

Julian brushes his thumb across my cheek, looking down at me tenderly.

“I’ll talk to them, babygirl. It may take some convincing, but I’ll make them see that we belong together. You’re mine now, and nothing is going to change that.”

I let out a contented sigh, leaning into his touch. “Thank you.”

“Anything for my babygirl,” he whispers.

We lay there, enjoying the afterglow, until exhaustion finally takes over, and we drift off to sleep, wrapped in each other’s arms.


Epilogue
Evie


Two years later:

I walk into the kitchen to see Julian making pancakes. The scent of them fills the air, and my stomach growls.

It’s difficult to believe I’m lucky enough to have such an amazing husband. He’d proposed to me the day we found out I was pregnant with our first baby, and while my parents hadn’t been happy about it, they didn’t have much choice but to accept it. Julian and I are perfect together, and I can’t imagine my life without him.

“Hi, Julian” I say, coming up behind him and wrapping my arms around his waist.

“Good morning, babygirl,” he replies, turning his head and planting a soft kiss on my forehead.

I’m wearing only a t-shirt and panties, and my round, pregnant belly presses against his back. My tits are full and heavy, and they brush against him as I hug him tight.

“Are you hungry, Sir?” I ask.

“For pancakes, or for you?” he asks, turning to kiss me on the mouth.

“Both,” I reply, grinning.

He chuckles, flipping the last pancake onto the pile and turning off the stove.

“Come here,” he says, pulling me to him and kissing me deeply.

His hands slide up under my t-shirt, cupping my full, swollen breasts.

“Oh god,” I moan, the sound muffled against his lips.

“These need to be drained, babygirl,” he murmurs, tweaking one nipple and making a trickle of milk leak onto his fingers.

“Mmm, yes please,” I agree.

Despite the fact that I only just finished feeding our daughter, Amelia, a little while ago, my breasts are already full again. She fell back to sleep after her feed, but she didn’t take enough to give me any relief. Pregnancy has increased my milk supply, and Julian always seems to need to drain my tits. Especially now that Amelia is over a year old and feeding much less often. Luckily, Julian is always ready and eager to help.

He lifts me and settles me down on the kitchen counter. Then his hands slide up my sides, tugging my shirt off, and a few moments later, his mouth is latched onto one swollen, pink nipple, sucking and tugging.

“Oh, god, Sir,” I moan, tangling my fingers in his hair.

He continues to nurse greedily, his tongue swirling around the stiff bud, drawing the creamy fluid from my breast.

I reach down, palming his hard cock through his sweatpants, and he groans against my skin.

“Fuck, babygirl,” he growls, his mouth moving to the other nipple and sucking hard.

“Mmm,” I murmur, stroking his erection and feeling it strain against his pants.

Julian pulls his mouth away from my breast and reaches down, pushing his sweatpants down and releasing his hard cock. It springs free, standing at attention, and I can’t resist wrapping my fingers around his thick shaft and stroking slowly.

“Yes, babygirl,” he says, his hand moving between my legs and rubbing me through the thin fabric of my panties. “Such a good girl. You know exactly what I need.”

I continue stroking his hard cock, the silky skin gliding beneath my palm. He slides a finger under the crotch of my panties, rubbing the pad of his finger against my clit. I moan, leaning back against the counter, my thighs trembling.

“Oh, Sir,” I gasp.

“Good girl,” he says, his fingers finding my entrance and slipping inside.

He starts thrusting his digits in and out, his thumb rubbing my clit, driving me crazy.

His mouth is on my breast again, his lips and tongue tugging and swirling around the nipple, drawing the sweet cream from my sensitive flesh.

“Fuck,” I moan, squeezing his cock tighter.

I can feel the pressure building inside me, and I’m teetering on the edge of release.

“Oh god” I gasp, my body trembling. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me, babygirl,” he urges, his fingers pumping in and out of my wet pussy.

“Yes, Sir,” I moan, my legs shaking.

He sucks harder on my nipple, his thumb rubbing circles over my clit, and it’s all I can take. I cry out, my pussy clenching around his fingers as a powerful orgasm washes over me.

“Fuck, yes,” he growls, his mouth moving to the other breast, sucking eagerly as my milk spurts in a steady stream onto his tongue.

He keeps thrusting his fingers in and out of me, drawing out my pleasure, and when the last shudder subsides, I’m left feeling breathless and sated.

Julian pulls his fingers from my pussy and steps back, his hands moving to his hard cock, stroking slowly.

“That’s a good girl,” he says, his eyes blazing with desire.

I grin back at him, sliding down from the kitchen counter and lowering to my knees as gracefully as I can with my huge baby bump getting in the way. Which isn’t very gracefully at all.

“I’m hungry too, Sir. Now it’s time for you to feed me.”

“Yes, babygirl,” he groans, his hand moving to the back of my head, guiding me closer to his aching cock.

I open my mouth wide, taking the thick length of his shaft into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the head. He lets out a deep groan, his fingers tangling in my hair as I start bobbing my head up and down, taking him deeper and deeper.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he says, his hips jerking forward.

His cock hits the back of my throat, and I gag a little, but I keep going, determined to take all of him. He’s so big, though, that I have trouble getting his entire length down my throat, but he still seems to enjoy it.

“Fuck, Evie,” he gasps, his cock pulsing in my mouth.

He reaches down and caresses the side of my face as I continue sucking and licking his shaft.

“You’re such a good girl,” he growls. “You look so sexy on your knees, with your big round belly, your huge milky tits, and my cock in your mouth.”

I moan, the sound vibrating around his cock, and he lets out a strangled groan.

“Shit, Evie,” he pants, his hips thrusting, fucking my mouth. “Your mouth feels so good. I’m going to come.”

I can tell by the way his cock swells, and his breathing becomes more ragged, that he’s close. I double my efforts, sucking and licking, taking his length as deep as I can.

“Yes, babygirl. Take it all,” he growls.

He lets out a deep grunt, his hips jerking, and a second later, his warm cum is spilling down my throat. I swallow every drop, sucking and licking, until he’s completely spent.

“Good girl,” he whispers, helping me up and pulling me into his arms.

He holds me tightly, and we stay there for a moment, basking in the afterglow.

Finally, I pull away and give him a coy smile.

“Now can I have some pancakes, Sir?”

He chuckles and brushes a kiss on the tip of my nose.

“Of course, babygirl. Anything you want.”
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Chapter One
Hudson


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two
Summer


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I nod, suddenly feeling tongue-tied.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That sounds perfect.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Three
Hudson


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But it’s impossible to stop.

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

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

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

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

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

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

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

She deserves better than an old man like me.

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


Chapter Four
Summer


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

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

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

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

Easy.

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

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

“Uhh, yeah, I did. Thanks.”

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

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

“Yes, please.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you okay?” I ask him.

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

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

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

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

“Sure. Sounds great.”

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

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

“What?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But that doesn’t stop my imagination running wild.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, please.”

“Good. I hope you like it.”

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

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

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

“This is...”

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

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

“Thank you,” he replies.

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

But then he blinks, and the moment is over.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Great. Thank you.”

“Follow me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I have no idea.

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

Shit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Five
Hudson


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Keep going,” she pleads.

And how can I refuse her?

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

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

But I can’t. Not yet.

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

She is everything.

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

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

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

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

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

“Come for me, babydoll,” I murmur.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I’m glad.”

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

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

“What about me?”

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

“I do, babydoll. I want you so bad.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That was amazing, babydoll,” I murmur.

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

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

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

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


Chapter Six
Summer


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Do you like it?” I ask.

“Yes. Fuck yes,” he growls.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe. Is it working?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Are you sure?” he asks.

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

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


Chapter Seven
Summer


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hudson,” I breathe.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I’m all his, and he’s all mine.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eight
Hudson


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

And it makes me so damn happy.


Chapter Nine
Summer


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why don’t you come in?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

His grin widens, and his eyebrows shoot up.

“Oh really?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

He nods and turns his gaze to her.

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

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

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

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

“Whatever you say, babydoll.”

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

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

I want a baby with him.

So, so much.


Chapter Ten
Hudson


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“On the bed, babydoll,” I order.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fuck,” I breathe.

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

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

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

“Oh my god, Hudson!”

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

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

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

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

“God, Hudson, it feels so good.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Her pussy clenches again, and she gasps.

“Hudson! Oh, god, yes!”

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

“Oh, god, Summer,” I moan.

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I hope it worked.”

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

“Me too, babydoll. Me too.”

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


Epilogue
Summer


Eight months later:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Maybe...”

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

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

“Very needy,” I whisper.

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s what you do to me.”

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

“You like that, babydoll?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I love you too, Summer.”

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

I’ve finally found everything I’ve ever dreamed of.
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Chapter One
Jessica


I step back from the kitchen counter and smile to myself as I look down at the Christmas cookies I just finished decorating. There are trees and snowflakes, and even cookies shaped like candy canes with red and white iced stripes. I love baking cookies, and this time of year, I love it even more.

It’s Christmas Eve, and while I’m usually the only one of my siblings still living with my parents, my brother and two sisters are all staying for a few days, along with their partners and kids. It’s a full house at the moment, and I know I’ll be lucky if all these cookies last for even ten minutes. But I know the sight of all my nieces and nephews enjoying my baking will make it completely worth it.

“Wow, they look amazing,” says a deep and sexy voice from behind me.

I turn quickly and find Santa standing behind me. Well, not the Santa obviously. But the older neighbor I’ve had a crush on for the last two years agreed to dress up and bring some gifts over for all the kids to make their Christmas a little more special. And somehow, he manages to make even the red and white outfit look sexy.

Brandon is tall and muscular, with dark hair that has started to go a little gray at the sides. It matches his salt and pepper stubble, which gives him a rugged, masculine appearance. His blue eyes twinkle, and he’s so handsome, it’s impossible not to stare. He has a great body too, which I have often caught myself drooling over whenever I’ve seen him walking around in a tight t-shirt.

“Hi Brandon,” I say, offering him a shy smile.

He takes a step closer and leans in to inspect the cookies. As he does so, I find myself trapped between his big, hard body and the kitchen counter. My cheeks grow hot, and I can feel a tingle growing between my thighs. He smells like wood smoke and cinnamon, and the heat radiating off his body makes my nipples grow hard and sensitive inside my bra.

“You really have a talent for this, Jessica,” he murmurs.

He turns his head and looks at me, his eyes burning into mine. I can feel my pussy getting wet, and a pulse starts throbbing deep in my core. I want to tell him how I feel. That I have wanted him since the first time I met him, even though I am only twenty and he has to be in his mid-forties. How every time he smiles, or even looks at me, my knees get weak and my panties get damp. But the words won’t come out. Instead, I just stand there, staring up at him like a lovesick fool.

Brandon looks down at my lips, and for a second, I think he is going to kiss me. But then he takes a step back, and I have to bite my lower lip to stop a whimper of disappointment escaping. That would be embarrassing.

“How are things going in there?” I ask, ignoring the way my voice comes out like a little squeak. “Are my niblings being good?”

He laughs, and the sound is deep and warm. It sends a shiver down my spine, and I can feel myself getting wetter. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to stop the ache between them.

“Of course they’re being good for me. I’m Santa,” he says, flashing me a wink that makes my heart stutter. “And the gifts are going down a treat. It’s great to see them all enjoying themselves. All the adults in there seem to be having fun, too. Why are you hanging out alone in here, rather than having fun in there with us?”

Brandon reaches out and touches my arm. It’s just a light brush of his fingers against my bare skin, but I gasp at the contact, and a shockwave of arousal pulses through me. God, how does he manage to do that to me when it’s the smallest of touches? I can’t even begin to imagine how good it would feel if he touched me more intimately.

I quickly push that thought aside. Now is not the right time to be thinking those kinds of things. I can save it for when I’m in bed tonight and I can touch myself in all the ways I wish Brandon would.

“I love baking,” I say, even though it must sound dumb. “And I thought it would be fun to bake these for tomorrow. Would you like to try one before they all disappear?”

A wide grin spreads across his face. “Thank you. I’d love to. I actually just came out here to get a drink because this suit is so damn hot, but a cookie is the perfect addition. It’s just what I needed.”

His comment about how hot his suit is, makes my eyes slide down his body, and I realize just how right he is, even if he meant it in a different way. The red jacket hugs his big, broad shoulders and chest, and the white fur trim makes me want to snuggle up in his arms to find out how soft it is. My breath catches in my throat and I force myself to meet his eyes.

“Well, help yourself,” I say.

He leans in once more, and even though I know I should step to the side to get out of his way, I can’t bring myself to do it. Being this close to him is intoxicating, and it’s like my brain has stopped working. And I’ve got no idea if he’s enjoying this as much as I am, or if choosing the right cookie really is causing him this much of a dilemma, but he doesn’t seem to be in a rush to move away.

Every inch of my body is throbbing with desire. He’s so close, and so big. I could reach out and touch him if I wanted to. Hell, I could even kiss him. But I don’t dare. He’s so much older than I am, and so much sexier. Brandon is way out of my league. Plus, there is that tricky little issue that would make dating anybody difficult at the moment, so I know for sure nothing can happen. I’ll just enjoy the moment now and think about it tonight with one hand in my panties.

Finally, he picks up one of the snowflake cookies and leans back slightly, although he doesn’t move away completely. His blue eyes meet mine as he takes a bite, and a moan escapes him. The kind of moan I imagined he’d make while slowly sliding his cock into my wet, virgin pussy.

Damn it, I’m so fucking turned on right now that I can’t think straight.

“Wow, Jessie, these are incredible. You’ve got a real talent.”

He uses a nickname no one has called me since I was a little kid, but instead of sounding weird coming from him, it makes me melt.

“Thanks,” I say in a soft voice. “I really enjoy doing it.”

As he eats, he remains close, and it becomes hard to catch my breath. I’m gripping the edge of the countertop behind me, fighting the urge to reach out and touch this perfect specimen of a man in front of me.

“They really are amazing, Jessie. Would you mind making some just for me one day? I’d pay you for your time and the ingredients.”

“Oh, there’s no need to pay me,” I say, dragging my gaze up from the floor to look at him. “I’d be happy to make you some.”

I realize his gaze is locked on my chest, and a soft gasp escapes my lips. There is a fire in his eyes, and the air around us seems thick with tension. The way he looks at me makes me feel like the most desirable woman in the world. Like he wants me as badly as I want him.

It’s not until I follow his gaze that I work out what he’s really staring at, and the lust I’d been feeling just a moment ago is quickly replaced by shame. A hormonal condition means that, for the last couple of months, my body has been lactating. And, apparently, I’d been so caught up in Brandon that I hadn’t noticed the feeling of my milk starting to flow.

I bring my arms up to cover my chest, hiding the two large wet patches on the front of my t-shirt.

“Shit,” I hiss, trying to side-step him so I can rush upstairs and change. But he follows me, keeping me backed up against the kitchen counter.

“Is that milk?” he asks, sounding more curious than disgusted. Which is how I assumed he would feel.

“Yes,” I answer quietly, feeling my cheeks blaze with heat. “Ummm, it’s a hormonal thing. The doctor says it should go away on its own...”

My voice trails off when I realize I’m rambling. None of it matters. I just need to get to my room so I can die of shame in peace. God, my milk leaking like this in front of the only man I’ve ever wanted is the worst thing that could happen to me. He’s never going to want me now.

Brandon gently grips my wrists and pulls my arms down to my side. I don’t try to stop him, not when I look up into his face to find him licking his lips and staring at my breasts like a man who's been starved for days.

“Does it hurt, Jessie?”

“Sometimes, like now, it can get uncomfortable,” I explain, my voice shaking slightly. “They get so full that sometimes they leak. But most of the time, it feels okay.”

Something I said makes him groan softly and he takes a step closer, pressing his body against mine. I gasp when I feel the hard length of his cock pressing against me, and my pussy pulses.

“Let me help you,” he says, his voice low and gruff.

“What do you mean?”

“Let me make it feel better, Jessie. Let me make you feel good.”

My breath catches in my throat. Surely, he doesn’t mean what I think he does? But the way his blue eyes are sparkling tells me that’s exactly what he means.

“Some sweet, warm milk would be perfect to wash the cookie down.”

“Really?” I ask, feeling the shame melt away. He likes me like this. I never thought I’d find anyone who would like me once they found out about my milk. But Brandon is turned on by it. The evidence of that is currently pressing against my hip, and even through our clothing, I can feel the heat of his erection searing my skin.

“I promise, Jessie. I’d love to make you feel good. To taste your sweet, creamy milk. Would you let me do that for you?”

“Yes,” I whisper, a shiver of anticipation running down my spine.

“Good. And Jessie, if you want me to stop, all you have to do is say.”

I nod and whimper, words escaping me completely at the moment.

Brandon glances over his shoulder at the doorway before turning back to me. “I don’t want anyone walking in on us, babygirl. So go upstairs to your room, and I’ll be up in a minute, okay?”

“Okay,” I agree, biting down on my bottom lip.

He lets go of my wrists, and steps to the side so I can hurry out of the room. I glance back over my shoulder as I reach the doorway and see him watching me. His gaze is burning with lust, and it sends a wave of heat rushing through me.

I hurry up the stairs, and as soon as I’m in my room, I pull off my wet t-shirt. But I can’t bring myself to pull off the bra and leave myself completely topless, even though the thin material is saturated with my cream. I’m too shy to do something as bold as that.

So I sit on the edge of the bed, trying to steady my breathing so I don’t pass out before Brandon even gets here.

Oh god, I can’t believe this is about to happen!


Chapter Two
Jessica


I’m not sure what takes Brandon so long, but by the time he sneaks into my bedroom, I’m hugging my knees to my chest and shivering a little from the cold, while looking out the window at the snow that’s just started to fall.

I turn my head to look at my sexy older neighbor, appreciating his profile as he notices the snow falling. But his attention quickly snaps back to me, and then he’s pulling off the red Santa jacket with white fluffy trim. My jaw drops as I realize he’s not wearing anything underneath it. He’s got the kind of physique that men half his age would envy, and his broad shoulders, strong chest, and firm stomach are enough to make my pussy tingle.

“You look cold, Jessie,” he says, while striding across the room to my bed so he can drape the garment over my shoulders.

I have to hold back a moan as I’m instantly surrounded by the heat that still lingers on the material from his body, and his scent, that same combination of wood-smoke and cinnamon, invades my senses.

“Thank you,” I whisper, so overwhelmed with my need for him that it’s difficult to think of anything more meaningful to say.

“I probably shouldn’t stay long. I told your parents I had to go, then I snuck up here to see you. I might need your help to sneak out again a bit later. I can’t imagine your parents would be happy to find out I’ve been with you in your bedroom.

I let out a little huff, knowing he’s right about that. But I’m twenty, and old enough to make my own decisions. If I want Brandon, there’s nothing my parents can do about it.

He lowers himself to the edge of my bed, then wraps a strong arm around my waist, pulling me into his lap and helping me straddle his thick, muscular thighs. The position puts my breasts at the perfect height for him, and even before I give him the go-ahead, he’s already reaching beneath the Santa jacket to unclasp my bra.

When my tits are finally freed, he growls in appreciation. It’s such a primal sound that it makes my pussy clench and gush. I’m already soaking wet for him.

“I’m so fucking thirsty, babygirl,” he says, his voice still holding that growly tone. “I can’t wait to drink the warm milk straight from your beautiful breasts.”

“Oh,” I gasp.

The combination of his dirty talk, his deep, gruff voice, and the sensation of his hot breath on my hard, sensitive nipples is almost too much. It’s overwhelming.

“Can I have a drink, Jessie?”

“Yes, please, Brandon,” I whisper, not even caring how desperate I sound.

The sound of his moan vibrates through me, and I’m rewarded with the feeling of his warm tongue on my left nipple.

“Oh god,” I moan, as pleasure floods through my veins.

Brandon wraps his big, strong hands around my hips, and his fingers dig into the soft flesh as he holds me in place. My hips jerk forward as his mouth closes around the nipple and he begins to suck. My eyes roll back in my head, and I reach out to hold his shoulders for support. His bare skin is hot under my touch, and the feeling of his muscles tensing under his skin is intoxicating.

“Your milk is so fucking sweet, babygirl,” he growls against my tit, before going back to sucking.

The feeling of his mouth on me, combined with the gentle suction and the occasional teasing flicks of his tongue, is sending me so close to the edge that I can’t believe I haven’t fallen apart yet. Being in Brandon’s arms, while he feasts hungrily on my milk, feels better than I ever could have imagined.

“Brandon,” I moan, rocking my hips against him. “It’s so good.”

“I know, babygirl. So sweet and delicious. Can I have some more?”

“Please,” I whine, needing him to continue.

I run my fingers through his hair, gripping the strands tightly, while holding his face close to my breast. I’m surprised by how shameless and needy I’m being, but he doesn’t seem to mind. In fact, I swear his cock grows harder beneath me.

He moves his mouth from one nipple to the other, giving it the same treatment, and the sensation of him drinking from me, and the sound of his moans, is driving me crazy. Brandon reaches up to cup my other breast in his hand, gently squeezing and kneading the sensitive flesh. He rubs his thumb over the tip and then rolls the hard little nub between his fingers.

His teeth graze against the nipple in his mouth, making me gasp at the slight sensation of pain, then he lets the little bud fall from his lips so he can look up at me.

“Having your tits sucked makes your pussy tingle, doesn’t it, Jessie?”

I whimper and nod, feeling my face flush. But there’s no point trying to hide it. I have been trying to hump his thigh non-stop for the last several minutes, after all.

“Do you need me to take care of that tingle, babygirl?” he asks, his sexy voice somehow managing to drop an octave lower.

I hesitate for a moment, wondering if he means to use his fingers or his cock to make me come. Or maybe even his mouth or some other method I haven’t even thought of. But then I realize I don’t care. I want him to do all those things to me, so why would it matter which one he wants to start with?

“Yes, please, Brandon,” I whimper.

A grin spreads across his handsome face, and his blue eyes sparkle.

“Don’t you worry, babygirl. I’m gonna take such good care of you.”

His words, and his deep voice, are making me dizzy. All I can do is hold on to his shoulders and wait while he reaches between us. He slides a hand into the front of my leggings and then pushes the thin fabric of my panties aside. I whimper and push my hips forward as his fingertip presses against my wet, throbbing clit.

“That’s right, babygirl. You’re going to come hard for me, aren’t you?”

“Yes!” I gasp, rocking my hips and grinding against his finger.

He presses his palm against my pelvis and slides a finger deep into my slick entrance. My pussy tightens around the digit, and he growls.

“You’re so tight, Jessie. Am I the first person who has been inside your pussy?”

“Yes,” I gasp. “I’m a virgin.”

He groans and pushes a second finger into my pussy, stretching me wider and making me cry out.

“Fuck, babygirl. Does that feel good?”

“Yes,” I whisper, grinding against him. “It feels so damn good. Please don’t stop.”

Brandon pumps his fingers in and out of me, slowly at first, and then picking up speed as he learns the perfect rhythm. His thumb moves to circle my clit, and I throw my head back, arching my spine, and pressing my chest forward.

“Such a good girl,” he growls. “Taking my fingers so well.”

“Brandon,” I moan. “I’m gonna... Please...”

“Don’t fight it, babygirl,” he tells me. “Just let go. Let me make you feel good.”

That’s all the permission I need. He curls his fingers inside of me, rubbing against a sensitive spot deep within, and the next thing I know, an orgasm like nothing I’ve experienced before rushes through me. I cling to his shoulders and ride his hand, thrusting my hips and grinding my clit against his palm.

“Oh,” I gasp, my breath coming in shallow gasps.

“That’s it, babygirl. Come for me,” he murmurs, as he continues to work his fingers inside me, then his mouth latches onto my nipple again, sucking more of my milk. His mouth on my breast only makes the sensations even more intense, and it feels like the pleasure is never-ending.

I moan and tremble as the aftershocks of the most intense orgasm of my life rush through me until I collapse against him. He pulls his fingers free from my pussy and releases my nipple from his mouth, before pulling me close to his bare chest and holding me gently in his arms.

“Are you okay, Jessie?” he asks.

“Yeah,” I answer, panting and clinging to him. “That was... Wow. So good.”

“You liked it when I touched you and made you come, babygirl?”

“I loved it,” I answer.

“Good. And I love how sweet your milk tastes.”

“Thank you,” I whimper.

I wriggle a little in his lap as I try to get comfortable, and it’s only then that I notice how hard he is still.

“What about you, Brandon?”

“Me, babygirl?”

“I mean, I came. So it’s your turn, isn’t it?”

He chuckles, the deep sound rumbling through his chest. “You want to make me feel good, too, babygirl?”

“Yes,” I answer. “You were so good to me. I want to be good for you, too.”

Plus, my curiosity about him is getting the better of me. I’m desperate to touch his cock and find out how big he really is. He feels huge through his pants, but surely that’s just my imagination?

“Well, I’m not going to stop you, Jessie,” he says, reaching for my hand and bringing it down to his lap.

I gasp and then smile, biting my bottom lip. He guides my hand into the waistband of his Santa pants and helps me wrap my fingers around his thick shaft. His cock is hard as steel, covered by velvety-soft skin. It’s hot and throbbing in my hand, and it’s just as big as I thought it would be. A soft whimper escapes me as I imagine what it would feel like inside me. But he’s so thick and long, I’m not even sure if he’d fit.

That doesn’t stop my needy pussy from quivering at the thought of being filled and stretched by the beast in my hand, though.

“You can stroke it, babygirl,” he tells me, his voice dropping lower, and sounding a little huskier. “It likes to be played with.”

I run my hand along the length of his cock, enjoying the way it twitches and pulses. He moans softly and rocks his hips, pushing into my hand.

“You’re doing such a good job, babygirl,” he growls. “Can you feel how hard I am? It’s all for you.”

“Does it feel good?” I ask, looking up at him, while still stroking his cock.

“It feels fucking amazing, Jessie,” he says, running a hand up and down my back.

My hand doesn’t even reach all the way around him, and my pussy is pulsing at the thought of taking something so big inside me. I know it will hurt. I can’t deny that. But the thought of him tearing through my virginity and making me his, makes me want him even more.

Not that he’s even mentioned anything about wanting to fuck me. I might be jumping to conclusions. But I can still fantasize about it if I want to.

I’m pulled out of my thoughts by the feel of Brandon’s hands on my tits again. He cups them in his palms, pushing them together and squeezing them, and when milk begins spurting from both hard little buds, he lets out a loud groan.

“Fuck, your tits are so amazing, babygirl. I can’t get enough of them.”

He leans forward, sealing his lips around a nipple once more before he begins sucking hungrily again. I can hear him gulping down the milk that flows freely from my breast, and I’m mesmerized by the sight of him drinking from me.

But then I remember the hard cock in my hand, and start stroking it again. Brandon’s hips jerk, and he grunts, and his reaction spurs me on. I tighten my grip a little, and pump his shaft faster, and he pulls his mouth away from my breast, moaning loudly.

“Oh, Jessie. That’s so good. Just like that.”

He closes his eyes and tilts his head back, his mouth hanging open and his breathing getting faster and louder. His hips move, thrusting his cock through the tunnel of my fist. It’s a strange sensation, watching him lose control. But it’s also thrilling. I’m proud that I can do this to him and make him feel so good.

“Brandon, please. I want you to come. Show me how much you like it.”

“Keep going, babygirl,” he whispers. “I’m so fucking close.”

And a moment later, Brandon roars. His hips buck, and his body trembles. The muscles in his stomach tighten and flex. He groans, and his cock pulses and twitches in my hand. A moment later, thick ropes of hot, white cum are shooting out of the tip and spraying up over his chest and abs.

“Oh, fuck. Yes!” he gasps, as his cock keeps twitching and spilling cum.

I can’t believe how much there is, or how far it sprays, but the sight of him losing control like this, and the sounds of his moans and feral growls, are so arousing that my pussy is aching again. I’m throbbing and clenching around nothing, wishing his cock was inside me.

I keep stroking him until he’s spent, and he collapses back on my bed, pulling me down to lie beside him. He wraps an arm around my shoulders, and holds me close, and we just lie together, both of us trying to catch our breath.

Unable to resist, I run a finger through one of the sticky, white trails on his chest, scooping up some of the cum and bringing it to my lips. Brandon’s eyes flash with heat as he watches me suck my finger clean.

“You like the taste, Jessie?”

“Mmmhmm,” I nod, and lick my lips.

“Not as much as I love the taste of your sweet cream,” he says. “I’m not sure I’ll be able to resist you anymore now I know how delicious you are.”

“Is that a bad thing?” I ask, my lips curling up into a little grin.

“Not bad at all,” he growls. “Just a warning. Now I’ve had a taste, I won’t be able to stop.”

“Good,” I answer, cuddling closer and resting my head on his shoulder.

Because I know I need more of Brandon, too. He makes me feel things no man has ever made me feel before. And now that I know he’s interested, I don’t plan on letting him go any time soon.

Even if my parents would kill me for dating someone so much older.


Chapter Three
Brandon


I lie on the couch in front of the television, some cheesy holiday movie playing in the background, while I’m lost in my own thoughts of Jessica. My babygirl. I’ve been unable to stop thinking about her since I left her home two hours ago. She’s all I can think about. Her beautiful smile. Her gorgeous body. The sweet taste of her milk.

And, most importantly, her sweet, virgin pussy.

The way she was able to make me come, just by using her hand, was incredible. There’s no doubt in my mind that when the time comes, and I finally claim her, it’s going to be the most amazing experience of my life. I’ve had more than my fair share of women over the years, but none of them compare to my beautiful young neighbor.

My cock stirs just at the thought of finally being with Jessica. I can’t wait to have her. To claim her as my own and make her mine. I’ve wanted her ever since I moved in to this place a year ago, and it’s been so difficult trying to keep my distance. Especially knowing her parents probably wouldn’t approve of her dating me.

Jessica is too young and too sweet for someone like me. I should stay away from her. But I’m not going to. Now that I’ve had a taste of her, I can’t resist.

I push down my sweatpants and free my hard dick. I wrap a hand around the shaft and begin slowly pumping. All I can think about is her. How sweet she was, and how much it turned her on when I’d suckled at her full tits. Her milk was so creamy and delicious. The best thing I’ve ever tasted.

My cock throbs and twitches in my hand as I stroke it.

“Fuck,” I groan, imagining what it would be like to have my cock deep in Jessica’s pussy while I drink from her.

It’s not something I’ve ever done with a woman before. Or even thought of until tonight. But seeing those wet patches on the front of Jessica’s t-shirt tonight and realizing her perfect breasts were overflowing with milk had awoken something in me, and now it feels almost like an addiction.

I can’t get the image of her luscious tits out of my head. I stroke myself harder and faster, needing to come, while thinking about her. Needing her.

My cock pulses, and another drop of precum leaks from the tip. I rub my thumb over the head, and use the moisture to slick my palm, then start working my hand up and down the hard shaft again.

“Fuck,” I grunt, imagining how Jessica’s virgin pussy would feel wrapped around my dick.

She was so fucking tight when I pushed a couple of fingers inside her earlier. It had felt like she’d never been touched before, and when she’d confirmed that, I’d felt like the luckiest man in the whole damn world. I wonder how long she’s been waiting for someone like me to come along and give her what she needs.

It doesn’t matter, because from now on, I’ll always be there to give her everything she could ever desire.

My hand moves faster and tighter, and my balls ache. A low growl rumbles through me, and I’m close. So fucking close.

“Fuck!” I gasp, arching my spine, and pushing my hips off the couch, while stroking myself furiously.

A knock at the door quickly pulls me out of the moment, and I’m left panting and cursing under my breath.

“Shit,” I hiss, pulling up my sweats, ignoring the fact that my cock is still so fucking hard and leaving an obvious tent in the front of them.

I stalk towards the door, in a foul mood after being interrupted. But my mood quickly changes when I see who is standing on my front step.

Jessica. And she’s holding a plate of cookies.

It’s dark, and snow is raining down in flurries all around her while she’s wearing a cute Christmas sweater with a snowman on the front. I’m pretty sure she couldn’t get more adorable if she tried.

Her gaze drifts down to my crotch, and her eyes widen in surprise. Muttering more curse words under my breath, I tug my sweater down and try to hide the bulge in my pants as much as possible.

“Um, Merry Christmas,” she says, lifting the plate a little higher.

“Thank you, Jessie. Would you like to come in?”

“Yes, please,” she answers, her cheeks flushing with color.

I step aside and gesture for her to enter, and her gaze falls to my crotch again as she walks past me. The look of hunger in her eyes only makes my dick even harder. Fuck, if any more blood flows down to my cock, I’m likely to pass out.

“Are those cookies for me?” I ask, as I lead her into the kitchen.

“Of course,” she says. “You asked me to make some for you. So I did.”

“But it’s late, babygirl. And it’s Christmas Eve. Shouldn’t you be enjoying time with your family?”

Despite my words, I take the plate and place it down on the counter, then pull her into my arms. She’s cold, and her hair is damp, and her body is shivering, so I rub her back, trying to warm her up.

“Everyone else is asleep already, but I couldn’t sleep,” she explains. “So I thought I’d bake the cookies you asked for. They’re... ummm... special cookies, though. I made them with your favorite milk.”

“Did you, babygirl?”

She nods, biting her bottom lip, and a thrill rushes through me. The thought of her sweet cream infused into the cookies has me instantly hungry.

“Well, let’s try them then,” I say, releasing her from my arms and picking up a cookie.

“Okay. Let me know if you need something to wash them down with again,” she says, a small, seductive smile teasing at the corners of her lips.

I hold her gaze for a moment, then take a bite. It’s delicious. Soft, chewy, and buttery. But the best part is the sweet, milky taste.

“They’re perfect,” I say, taking another bite, and finishing the cookie off.

I reach out to her, pulling her close again, loving the way her smaller body tucks in so perfectly against mine.

“You’re such a good girl, bringing me milk and cookies like this. How did you know they are my favorite snack?”

She looks up at me, a grin on her lips. “Everyone knows Santa loves milk and cookies.”

I laugh. “Oh, were you hoping I’d still be dressed in the Santa suit, huh?”

Her cheeks turn pink again, and she nibbles on her lower lip for a moment before speaking. “Well, you did look sexy in it earlier.”

I grin and pat her bottom. “Wait here, I’ll be right back.”

Before she can say anything, I rush up the stairs, taking them two at a time. If my babygirl wants a night with Santa, that’s exactly what she’ll get. I strip out of my clothes and pull on the Santa suit as quickly as I can, and I’m back in the kitchen in less than five minutes.

Jessica’s face lights up when she sees me. Trust me to find a woman with a Santa kink. Oh well, so long as she lets me keep drinking her sweet cream, I’ll do anything she likes.

I take a seat on one of the kitchen chairs and pat my knee.

“Come sit on Santa’s lap, Jessie.”

She rushes over to me and settles on my lap, straddling my thighs. Unable to wait any longer, I pull the cute Christmas sweater off over her head and drop it to the floor, before doing the same with the red lace bra that had been hiding beneath.

My hands instantly find her tits, cupping and squeezing the heavy globes. A soft moan escapes her lips as I roll the hard peaks between my fingers.

“Now, you are definitely on my good list this year, babygirl,” I say, while I continue playing with her nipples. “Especially after you brought me my favorite snacks tonight. So tell Santa what you’d like for Christmas.”

She’s squirming in my lap, grinding her pussy against my hard dick just like she had been doing earlier today. I wonder if she knows she’s doing that, or if she’s able to drive me wild with need without realizing it.

“Well, I can think of a few things I’d like,” she says, sounding a little breathless.

“Good girl,” I growl. “Start listing them while I take a drink. I’m feeling so damn thirsty again.”

I dip my head and take one nipple into my mouth, sucking hard for a few moments before Jessica’s sweet cream begins to flow. I moan, and suckle harder, drawing as much of her breast into my mouth as possible, swallowing greedily.

“Oh god. That feels so good,” she whimpers, tangling her fingers in my hair to pull me closer.

I give her a gentle pat on the bottom, hoping it will serve as a reminder that she’s supposed to be giving me her Christmas list, because she tastes too fucking good for me to stop what I’m doing and give her a verbal reminder.

Her milk flows down my throat, filling me with warmth. God, she’s addictive. She moans and grinds her pussy against me again, and I groan in response, the sound muffled by her tit in my mouth.

“First of all, I’d love to get on my knees and taste you properly, Brandon.”

Oh fuck. My dick throbs and pulses. The thought of her perfect little lips wrapped around my cock is almost enough to send me over the edge.

“Mmm,” I mumble, not letting go of her tit.

“And maybe have you tie me up. That’s always been a fantasy of mine.”

I growl at the thought of her being helpless, at my mercy, while I do whatever the fuck I want to her.

“Then maybe find out if your mouth feels as good on my pussy as it does on my breast,” she continues.

Oh, fuck yes.

“And I want you to take my virginity. I want to feel your big, hard cock inside me.”

I let out a muffled groan against her soft tit flesh. Damn. This girl is going to be the death of me.

“That’s enough,” I tell her, pulling my mouth off her breast and licking a trail up her neck.

She shivers, and her nails dig into my shoulder, while she continues rocking her hips against me.

“Tell me you’re sure, babygirl.”

“Please, Brandon,” she whispers.

Her plea is enough for me. I push to my feet, lifting her up. She wraps her legs around me, and her arms around my neck, and I carry her up the stairs to my bedroom.

Jessica’s been such a good girl that I’m about to give her every fucking thing on her Christmas list.


Chapter Four
Jessica


As soon as we enter his room, Brandon throws me down on his bed and quickly strips me of the rest of my clothes. I’m left lying naked on his bed while he stands beside it and removes the Santa costume. He’s so damn sexy. His muscles are toned, and his body is ripped. God only knows how many hours he must spend at the gym each week to look this damn good.

My eyes are drawn down to his cock, and my breath catches in my throat. His erection is huge, and standing straight up. And there’s a bead of precum leaking from the tip.

“I believe the first item on your wish list was that you wanted to taste me?” he says, giving his dick a couple of strokes before moving closer to the bed. “So come get on your knees, babygirl. It’s time for a gift from Santa.”

He grins at me, and the sight sends butterflies fluttering around my stomach. Damn. This is really happening. My fantasy is coming true. I’m going to get to experience all the things I’ve ever fantasized about with my hot older neighbor. The man I’ve had an obsessive crush on over the last year.

I quickly slide off the bed and settle on my knees in front of him. His cock is right in front of my face, and the head is glistening with moisture. I lean forward, and my tongue darts out, licking across the slit and tasting his salty essence.

Brandon groans, and his hand moves to the back of my head, pulling me closer.

“Open your mouth, babygirl,” he growls.

I do as I’m told, and his other hand wraps around his thick shaft. He guides the head of his cock between my lips, and a thrill rushes through me as he pushes a bit deeper. I suckle gently on his flesh, enjoying the sounds of pleasure that emerge from him even though I’ve got little more than the tip in my mouth.

“Fuck, that feels so good,” he murmurs.

I suck him harder, wanting to hear him moan and lose control. His fingers curl to grip my hair, and he slowly thrusts in and out of my mouth. I suck and swirl my tongue around him, loving the taste of him.

“Oh, Jessie. That’s so fucking amazing.”

His voice is gruff, and he’s breathing hard, and the noises he’s making are only spurring me on. I slide a hand down between my thighs and touch my clit, wanting to relieve some of the tension that’s building inside me.

“Ah ah ah, babygirl,” he admonishes, pulling his cock from my mouth. “You’re not allowed to touch yourself without permission. That’s for me to do. From now on, I want to be the one who always makes you scream with pleasure. Now get up on the bed, Jessie. It’s time for your next gift from Santa.”

“But I didn’t finish pleasing you yet,” I protest, my lips turning down into a little pout. “I wanted to make you come, too.”

He lets out a little growl and crouches in front of me, sliding his hand between my legs to cup my mound. I moan at the touch and squirm on my knees, whimpering as the movement causes me to rub myself against his hand.

“Trust me, there will be plenty more opportunities for you to taste my cum properly. But tonight, I’m not coming until I’m balls deep in your tight little cunt.”

I gasp at his words, and my pussy clenches in anticipation of being filled. “But do you have a condom? I’m not on birth control, and I didn’t think to bring anything with me.”

My heart is pounding in my chest as he takes a while to think it over, and for a moment, I worry that the night is over before it’s truly begun. What if he doesn’t have protection and we have to stop? I don’t want that. I want him inside me.

“If my gift to you is fulfilling each one of your wishes, maybe your gift to me could be letting me breed your fertile womb? Would you enjoy being full of my cum?”

I moan softly, surprised by how much his words are turning me on. “Yes, Brandon,” I breathe.

“Good girl. Now get on the bed. You’re going to get your next Christmas present now.”

I rush to obey him, climbing onto the bed and spreading my legs wide, ready and waiting for him.

He pauses for a moment; his gaze locked on the apex of my thighs, and the heat and desire in his expression sends a shiver of excitement rushing through me.

“Damn, you’re so fucking wet. Is that all for me, Jessie?”

“Yes,” I whisper, squirming on the bed a little. “Only you.”

He leans forward, and his thumb slides across my pussy, making me gasp at the sensation.

“Do you know how beautiful you are, babygirl? I want to spend the entire night worshipping your body.”

I moan at his words, and his thumb begins circling my clit.

“Please,” I gasp.

Brandon gives me a grin. “What’s wrong, Jessie?”

“I need you,” I whimper. “I’m so wet for you. Please fuck me.”

“Soon, babygirl. Soon. I have other plans first.”

He moves away from the bed, leaving me whining pitifully at the loss of contact, and walks over to his wardrobe. I watch curiously as he begins looking through his collection of ties, wondering what he’s going to do next.

“Hmmm, this one should be perfect,” he says, pulling out a novelty Christmas tie covered in little Santas. “Hands above your head, babygirl. Your second wish is about to come true.”

My heart flutters with excitement, and I do as he’s asked, lifting my hands above my head and waiting for him to do whatever he wants to me. The idea of being helpless for him is beyond thrilling.

“Oh, such a good girl,” he says, his gaze roaming over my body. “I'm going to enjoy having you as my toy.”

He climbs onto the bed and straddles my chest, making his big cock impossible to miss. The thought of that thing inside me is a little scary, but I want it. I want it more than anything.

“Hold still, babygirl,” he instructs, leaning over me and using the tie to bind my wrists together, and then looping it through the metal bars of the headboard.

Once he’s finished, he moves lower down the bed, kneeling between my parted thighs while his eyes roam over every inch of my naked, helpless body.

“Now, where was I?” he asks. “Oh, that’s right. It was time for your third wish.”

He leans forward, and his tongue trails a path along my collarbone, and then up the side of my neck. My breath catches in my throat at the contact, and his lips close over the pulse point beneath my ear, sucking hard and marking my skin.

“Mine,” he growls.

I shudder, loving the feeling of his possessive hold. I don’t care what my family might think about the age difference. In my heart, I’ve belonged to Brandon since the first moment we met.

“Always yours.”

“That’s right, Jessie. You’re all mine now. My babygirl. My little slut. My toy.”

His voice is a low growl, and each word makes my pussy throb.

“Please, Brandon,” I beg. “Please. Please.”

“Patience, babygirl. Patience. I’ve got all night, and I plan to use it all up, enjoying every inch of you.”

His lips move lower down my body, kissing a trail between my breasts, and then licking over each of the sensitive globes, while his fingers pinch and squeeze the peaks.

“Oh god,” I moan.

“You’re so delicious, Jessie. I can’t wait to taste every inch of your body.”

“Yes,” I gasp, writhing beneath him, my pussy clenching desperately. “Please.”

His head dips lower, and he runs his tongue across my stomach, tracing circles over the soft skin, before moving even lower, and nipping at the crease where my thigh meets my hip.

I’m so close to losing control, and I know he knows it, because he’s driving me wild with need.

“Please, Brandon.”

His eyes lift, and he gazes up the length of my body, his expression intense.

“Please what, babygirl? Tell me what you want. I love hearing the filthy words falling from those innocent lips.”

“I need your mouth on my pussy,” I whisper, feeling my cheeks heat as I say the words.

“Such a good girl,” he praises, before his mouth descends to my clit.

He laps at the little nub, teasing it with his tongue, and then sucking on it gently. I whimper and writhe, trying to grind against his mouth. I’m not sure how long he licks and sucks at my clit, but by the time his finger begins teasing at my entrance, I’m almost delirious with need.

“More,” I gasp.

“Oh, Jessie. You’re so fucking responsive. You’re going to be so much fun to play with.”

A second finger joins the first, stretching my tight channel, and he pumps them in and out of me. I can’t stop moaning.

“Brandon. Oh god.”

He groans against my clit, and the vibrations of his voice send a jolt through my body.

“Are you going to come for me, babygirl?” he asks, before sealing his lips around the sensitive bundle of nerves and sucking hard.

My pussy tightens, and the pressure builds within me. I’m so close.

“Yes! So close.”

His fingers thrust faster and deeper, curling them within me to hit that sweet spot deep inside. My body tenses, and then I let out a loud cry, exploding into the most intense orgasm of my life.

Brandon doesn’t slow down, though. He keeps his mouth pressed against me, continuing to suck and lap at my pussy while I ride out the waves of ecstasy. And he doesn’t stop until I’m limp on the bed and panting for air.

When the aftershocks have subsided, he slowly pulls away from me, his lips and chin glistening with moisture, and grins.

“It turns out your pussy tastes just as good as your sweet cream, babygirl. I think from now on, you might be my favorite snack.”

He lays down over me, positioning himself between my thighs, and I whimper with need when I feel the thick head of his cock brushing against my entrance.

“Is this what you need, Jessie? Do you want me to claim this virgin cunt?” he growls, rubbing the tip against my slit.

“Yes, please,” I beg, arching up, trying to get him to push inside me.

He chuckles, and then grabs a fistful of my hair and yanks hard, forcing me to meet his gaze.

“Say it, babygirl. Tell me what you need.”

“I need you,” I gasp, squirming beneath him, and tugging at the restraints binding my wrists. “Please untie me, Brandon. I want to touch you so badly.”

He brings his lip to my ear, nipping the lobe gently. “I like having you at my mercy, Jessie. I’m not going to untie you until I’m finished. Or unless you need me to stop. So tell me what it is you really need.”

I moan softly, my entire body alight with need at the knowledge he likes keeping me tied up and helpless. It turns me on so much that I’m willing to go without being able to touch him for now. Not that I have much choice in the matter. But luckily, I like not having a choice.

“I need your cock inside me, Brandon,” I whimper. “I want you to fuck me and breed me, and claim my virgin pussy as yours.”

Brandon lets out a guttural moan, and then his hips rock forward, and the head of his cock begins pushing into me. He’s so damn big. It’s stretching me almost painfully, and there’s a flash of fear that it’s too big and I’m never going to be able to take all of him.

“Breathe, Jessie. I’ve got you, babygirl. I’ll take care of you.”

His hand moves between us, and he starts rubbing circles over my clit, causing sparks of pleasure to shoot through me. And he slowly sinks deeper into me, inch by inch.

“So fucking tight,” he growls.

By the time his dick is fully sheathed within my body, I’m already teetering on the edge of another climax. It feels so good. Better than anything I ever imagined. And he’s buried so fucking deep within me, our bodies pressed flush against each other, while Brandon braces his weight on his elbows either side of my head.

He holds himself still, giving me time to get used to the feel of him stretching and filling me.

“Fuck, that’s amazing,” he murmurs, his forehead resting against mine, his eyes locked on my face.

“It feels so good,” I say, arching up against him and moaning at the movement.

“Fuck. You’re squeezing me so tightly.”

He’s panting, and his voice is strained, and I know he’s fighting to keep himself in check. I love that he’s struggling not to lose control.

“Please fuck me,” I beg, rocking my hips a little and whimpering when the movement causes him to rub against that sensitive spot within me. “Please, Brandon.”

Brandon growls and starts moving, sliding out of me and then slamming back in hard.

“Is this what you want, babygirl?”

He pounds into me again, and a low moan escapes me.

“Yes,” I pant. “Please. More.”

Brandon begins to move faster, thrusting deep and hard into me, and hitting that sweet spot over and over. He fucks me so hard that the headboard rattles, and the bed frame squeaks. And the sounds of his grunts and my whimpers fill the room, mixing with the wet, slapping sounds of our flesh colliding.

I’ve never felt anything so incredible. His big, thick cock stretching me so wide, his body covering mine and pressing me into the mattress. My hands tied above my head so I’m completely helpless to his desires.

“Fuck, your greedy little pussy is gripping me so tightly,” he growls.

My legs wrap around him, trying to pull him deeper into me, and my nails dig into my palms as I fist my bound hands.

Brandon dips his head and takes a nipple into his mouth, sucking on the hard bud until my milk lets down and starts spraying into his mouth. He moans against my flesh, sucking harder and swallowing my cream while he keeps thrusting hard and deep inside me.

I’m teetering on the brink of release, and it only takes a few more thrusts of his cock before I’m toppling over the edge, screaming his name.

My nipple slips from his lips with a little pop. “That’s it, Jessie. Milk my cock with your cunt,” he groans, and his thrusts become faster and more erratic.

My body quivers, and he continues pounding into me, chasing his own release, and prolonging mine. And when he finally reaches his peak, he lets out a deep roar and hides his face against my neck. His body shudders, and I can feel his hot cum filling my pussy while he holds himself as deep inside me as possible.

“Mine,” he growls, thrusting once more, and then going still, his body blanketing mine, and his dick twitching within me.

“Yours, Brandon,” I whisper, relaxing beneath him, and letting myself bask in the aftermath.

My body is tingling all over, and my pussy is pulsing. I’ve never felt so good. It’s like every cell of my body is thrumming with energy, and the whole world has a soft, rosy glow.

Brandon lifts his head, and his lips find mine, kissing me with a tenderness that takes my breath away. It’s like nothing else exists except for him and his kisses. Like the world could crumble to dust around us, and we’d be none the wiser, so long as his lips remain sealed over mine.

And when he finally breaks the kiss, I’m left feeling breathless and giddy.

“How do you feel, babygirl?”

“I’ve never felt so happy before,” I tell him.

He smiles and gives me a quick peck on the lips. “You’re incredible, Jessie. Absolutely amazing.”

I grin up at him, and he returns the smile before leaning forward and undoing the tie holding my wrists captive. He pulls me into his arms and rolls onto his back, cradling me against his chest.

I nuzzle into his warmth, loving the feeling of his big, strong arms wrapped around me.

“I can’t believe you’re finally mine,” he whispers, kissing the top of my head.

“I always was,” I reply.

Brandon chuckles. “Maybe you’re right. I think I’ve been half in love with you since the first moment we met.”

My heart flutters, and I tilt my head to look up at him.

“Half in love with me? Just half?” I tease. “I guess that means I love you most, because I’ve been head over heels since the day you moved in next door.”

He laughs and gives me a squeeze.

“Oh, babygirl. What am I going to do with you?”

“Love me forever and ever?”

“Yes. That, I can definitely promise you.”


Epilogue
Brandon


One year later:

I smile over at Jessica, watching her holding baby Sara. She’s practically glowing. Despite the exhaustion that comes with being a mom to a three-month-old, she’s happier than I’ve ever seen her. Jessica was made for motherhood, and I have to admit I’m way too tempted to knock her up again.

“Santa! Do you have any more gifts for me?” little Hannah asks. She’s one of Jessica’s nieces, and I think she’s the six-year-old in the bunch of kids. She’s wearing a pretty pink party dress, with a plastic tiara on top of her head, and she’s practically bouncing with excitement. I hope Sara will be just as cute when she’s Hannah’s age, but then I’m pretty sure that’s guaranteed. So long as Sara takes after her mom and not her old dad, of course.

“Be patient,” Jessica’s mom gently scolds, although she’s laughing, so I don’t think she’s actually mad.

When Jessica’s parents had found out about our relationship, they’d tried to warn us to stay away from each other. But over time, they’d realized we were crazy about each other and could not be kept apart. And then, when we announced the pregnancy, and the engagement, they gave up trying to forbid us from being together. Now they’ve warmed up to me much more, after seeing how happy Jessica is with me. And they even invited me to come play Santa again this year.

“Let me look in my sack and see what I can find.”

It’s almost empty now, and I have to dig deep to find the small wrapped box with Hannah’s name on it. Her little face lights up when she sees it, and she thanks me before grabbing the gift and running to open it with her mom.

Jessica stands and walks across the room to sit beside me. I lean over and stroke baby Sara’s cheek, smiling at how contented she looks bundled up in her mommy’s arms.

“Have you got anything in your sack for me?” Jessica whispers

I chuckle. “I haven’t. But tonight, when we’re back home, I have another sack that I might need your help to empty.”

I flash her a wicked grin, and she almost chokes as she tries to hold back a laugh.

“Oh? Is that so? What’s in it for me?”

I smirk and roll my eyes, keeping my voice low so none of the surrounding family will hear us. “Well, besides the many orgasms I plan to give you, I heard a rumor that you have a thing for men dressed as Santa.”

“Me?” she asks, trying to keep a straight face. Although with the way her cheeks are turning an adorable shade of pink, I have no doubt she knows exactly what I’m talking about.

I nod and grin. “If I remember correctly, the last time you were around a guy wearing a Santa suit, you ended up getting pregnant.”

Jessica covers her mouth to hide a small, embarrassed laugh. “Well, that’s true enough. Although I think it had more to do with the man inside the suit, rather than the suit itself.”

“Maybe. But maybe we should see if the magic of the old Santa suit still works when we get home and Sara is in bed.”

“What do you mean?” Jessica asks.

“I mean, how about I see if I can breed you again? You looked so damn sexy walking around with a big tummy when you were carrying Sara. I want to get you pregnant again. And again. And maybe even a few more times after that.”

She lets out a quiet whimper that only I can hear.

“But isn’t it a little too soon for that?”

“I don’t think so. It’s only too soon if you’re not ready for that yet. But I’m more than ready, babygirl. I’m ready to plant my seed inside you again.”

She captures her lip between her teeth, but not quickly enough to stifle the small moan that escapes her.

“Okay,” she says when she regains her composure. “Let’s do it. I’m ready.”

I let out a small growl and lean in to press a gentle kiss to her lips. “Good girl. We’d better tell them all that Santa needs to go. I’m not sure I can wait now that I know I’m going to get my babygirl knocked up again.”

She smiles up at me and nods, her eyes bright with excitement.

“I can’t wait either. Let’s go!”

***
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