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INTRODUCTION


All characters in this book are consenting adults over 18 years. This book contains mature themes. In addition, triggers include insta-love, insta-lust, a heavy dose of cringe, lactation kink, adult breastfeeding, anr/abf, hucow milking, pregnant sex, pregnancy kink, breeding kink, unprotected sex resulting in a pregnancy.

If you don’t enjoy any of these kinks or are uncomfortable with any of these themes, please don’t read. The author does not endorse the characters’ actions, beliefs, or behavior.


ONE


Willow

“Willow Bennett? Is that really you?” A familiar voice cuts through the quiet hum of the gas station, and I freeze, a chill running down my spine. I turn slowly, trying to hide my unease behind a smile.

Standing at the pump is Bobby Fletcher, a face I hadn’t seen in years, though his features remain as sharp as I remember. Bobby used to be a few years ahead of me in school. I recognize the look in his eyes before he even says anything more. The curiosity. The judgment. The way he looks at me with that slight smirk, as if to say, you’re back.

“Been a long time, Willow,” Bobby says, his tone layered with a hint of something more. Maybe gossip. Maybe judgment. I can’t tell. Maybe it’s just me.

“Yeah, it has,” I reply, keeping my voice light, like this is just another simple interaction. The breeze tugs at my hair, making me wish I’d put it up. The last thing I need right now is my curls making a mess of my face as I stand here, trying not to look like I’m hiding something. Because I am.

“Came back to stay, huh?” Bobby leans against his truck, arms crossed. “Didn’t expect to see you here, to be honest. Thought you’d be too busy with that big city life, working at that fancy brewery of yours.”

I swallow, trying to keep my composure. Big city life. I want to laugh at the way he says it like it’s some sort of distant dream, not the reality I lived for the past few years.

“I just needed a break,” I say, a little too quickly. “My mom needed me. She’s... well, you know. Getting older.”

“Yeah, I heard about her fall,” Bobby says, nodding. “Sorry to hear that. She doing okay?”

“Yeah, she’s fine,” I say, but I can’t bring myself to look Bobby in the eye for too long. The words don’t feel quite right in my mouth, but I push them out anyway. “She’s adjusting. I’m here to help.”

Bobby raises an eyebrow, then glances down at my bags in the back of my car. I can feel his gaze linger, making a note of how I’m not just passing through. He’s not one to miss the details.

“You know, if you’re sticking around... Griffin’s still running the brewery,” he says, his voice dropping into a more knowing tone. “I heard it’s doing better than ever. Big things happening over there.”

The name lands like a stone in my stomach, and I instantly feel the weight of the years flood back into my chest. Griffin. It’s like a distant echo of something I thought I’d buried. But here it is, resurfacing like a dark shadow.

“Yeah, I heard,” I say, the words stiff in my mouth. I don’t look at him. I don’t want him to see how much this is affecting me.

Bobby tilts his head, a slow, almost predatory smile creeping onto his face. "You still have a thing for Daddies, Willow?"

I can feel the heat rushing to my cheeks, my heart hammering in my chest. I want to snap at him, to tell him it’s none of his business, but I know this town. I know the whispers. And there’s no escaping them. Not now. Not here.

It wasn’t bad enough that I was dating Griffin, a man fifteen years older than me, in a town like this. Four years ago, Bobby discovered us drunk and making out behind the bar one day. I was calling Griffin daddy, and since then it has been an open secret that I have a daddy kink. I admit I’m into the whole Daddy Dom-Little Girl dynamic. It makes me feel…secure, seen, and safe. And it makes sex amazing. Not that I’m telling Bobby about it.

I laugh weakly, though it doesn’t quite reach my eyes. “What? No, Bobby. That’s... that’s not what I⁠—”

“I’m just sayin’,” he interrupts, glancing toward the small town behind us. “You and Griffin? That was... something. Hell, everyone knew about it.”

I can feel my skin burn, but I force my face into an expression of indifference. I don't want to be the center of gossip anymore. Not here, not with him, not with anyone. Especially not Griffin.

“Well, I’m just here to help my mom,” I say quickly, shifting the conversation away. “Thanks for the chat, Bobby. I should get going.”

But Bobby’s gaze lingers on me for just a second longer than I’m comfortable with, and I feel the familiar ache deep in my chest, like something unresolved. The door to the past creaks open, and I don’t know if I’m ready to walk back through it.

“Take care, Willow,” he says, his smile still hanging in the air like a question I don’t want to answer.

I slide into my car and start the engine, my hands gripping the wheel harder than necessary. I pull away, the dust from the gravel road swirling in my rearview mirror, but Bobby’s words follow me, lingering in the back of my mind. You still have a thing for Daddies?

[image: ]


When I left Pine Range three years ago, I swore to myself I’d never come back. Like every other young girl, I assumed that life in a bigger city would enchant me. The bright lights, the noise, the endless possibilities—I thought I’d escape this sleepy town and all its memories.

I got a job at one of the world’s best breweries, and it was hectic enough to keep me occupied. It wasn’t just about the beer; it was the fast-paced environment, the city’s pulse that kept me on my toes. I hardly thought about home, though I’d call my mom every week to check in.

But I couldn’t completely shut off the part of me that had left Pine Range with so much unfinished business. Every time a guy at the brewery asked me out, I would smile and decline. They were nice enough, but they didn’t have that… spark. That certain pull that Griffin had, the pull that I could never really forget. I’d tell myself that I wasn’t rejecting them because of him, but deep down, I knew the truth.

They weren’t Griffin.

“You can unpack later,” my mom says, breaking me from my thoughts. Her voice is softer now, more measured than I remember. She’s sitting in her wheelchair by the window, her white hair twisted into a neat knot at the top of her head, just like it always used to be. I was scared she’d look frail, but she looks fine—at least physically. Except for the part where she can’t walk because she fell down and broke a few bones. The accident shook me, more than I wanted to admit, but seeing her now, I realize it’s not just the physical changes I’m adjusting to. It’s the shift in our dynamic. She’s getting older, and I’m all she has.

The breeze blows softly against my skin as I stand by the window, and I try to remember the last time I truly felt like I belonged here. The wind messes with my blonde curls, which I usually keep pinned back but didn’t bother with this morning. I’m twenty-five now, a woman, and I can see it in the way my body has changed. I still have my athletic frame, but my hips are wider, and my thighs are fleshier. My breasts are fuller, too, no longer the lithe figure of my younger self.

As I dig through my luggage, I come across all my bras—plain, practical things. Black. White. All T-shirt bras with padding. But they’re not all I have. I swallow, pushing back the thickly padded bras, the ones I bought because of my recent problem, along with the breast pump. Mom will freak out if she sees those.

My breasts tingle as the fabric of my bra brushes against my sensitive nipples. I feel a tight coil of tension in my pussy as my swollen nipples cry at the pain from fabric rubbing against my soft skin. I moan rubbing my engorged breasts, knowing I need to express milk before the pain gets worse.

I was diagnosed with galactorrhea, a rare condition that causes my breasts to lactate even though I’m not pregnant. The doctor gave me some medication so I hope it’ll be gone soon. Until then, I need to avoid any mishaps. The last thing I need is two wet spots on my T-shirts, announcing the state of my milky breasts to the whole world.

Mom lifts her eyebrows and says, “I guess you weren’t lying when you said you weren’t dating anyone in the city. Your taste in lingerie has definitely changed.”

I roll my eyes, but there’s a tightness in my chest. I used to pick out colorful, delicate lace for him. Griffin had a way of making me feel beautiful, irresistible even. I wanted him to see me in something bold, something sexy, something that made him lose control. But life in the city, the job, the endless hours of work—it demands practicality. And practicality means no-nonsense, simple bras.

“People change as they grow,” I say, tossing the bras into my old closet with a sense of finality.

Mom watches me carefully, her gaze sharp despite her frailty. “Well, one thing hasn’t changed,” she says with a small, knowing smile. “Griffin Dawson is still the biggest source of gossip in this town.”

I groan at the mention of his name. My body betrays me instantly—my skin tingles, my heart races. It’s a sharp reminder of how much I haven’t fully moved on. The memories flood in: his touch, the way he made me feel. I can’t escape it.

But my body reacts before my mind does, and I feel the familiar stir between my legs. The thought of him still affects me like a drug. I left this town hoping the memory would fade. That with time, I could forget the intensity of what we shared. But here I am, back in Pine Range, and all it takes is one word to spark that old, forbidden desire.

“What did he do now?” I force myself to sound indifferent, but my voice shakes. “Is he dating someone even younger than me?”

The thought sends a tight wave of jealousy through me, though I’m not sure why. Griffin was never mine to keep, and I left him. I ran. My ribcage tightens at the thought of him with another woman. A younger, prettier woman who wouldn’t ask him for things he couldn’t give. Who wouldn’t leave when it got too much.

Honestly, I wouldn’t be surprised if Griffin had taken it up with a younger girl. He was born to be a daddy dom, to make women feel safe and treasured. And he was so good at it, too. I should know—I was once his little girl, his entire world. He worshipped my body, made me feel precious, desired. I shared parts of myself with him that even my mother doesn’t know about.

The thought of him with someone else makes my body ache in a way I can’t ignore.

“No,” Mom says, her voice steady but carrying that unmistakable tone of amusement. “He’s still hung up on you. The whole town knows about it. Since you left, he’s been holed up in that brewery. Though he does sometimes hang out at the bar in town.”

Her words hit me like a punch, and I struggle to keep my composure. I feel the weight of his absence in the pit of my stomach. He’s still thinking about me. After all this time. It’s hard to believe, but it sends a rush of emotions through me—anger, longing, and something darker, something I can’t quite define.

My mom gives me a look that says everything without saying anything. She knows me too well. She knows I can’t help but care.

I clear my throat, trying to brush off the emotions swirling inside me. “That’s why they’re gossiping?”

“Well, last week it was because his brewery won an award,” Mom says casually, rubbing her chin. “And before that, the town was buzzing because he crossed over ten million dollars in revenue—or was it profit? I can’t remember. But you know him. Even though his heart is broken, his business is thriving. You could work for him if you wanted to.”

My heart skips a beat at the mention of working for Griffin. It’s everything I’ve avoided coming back to. He’s the last person I’d want to work with, not after everything that happened between us. But the truth is, I need a job. And if I want to stay in town, I might have to swallow my pride.

I cough, more out of discomfort than anything else. “No, thanks.”

Mom raises an eyebrow. “So you have your heart set on waiting tables, then?” Her sarcasm drips with knowing. And she’s not wrong.

There are few options in a small town like Pine Range, especially for someone like me. I specialized in quality control for distilleries and breweries, and while I could do that anywhere, I worked at one of the top breweries in the city. Now, coming back here, the thought of working for Griffin seems almost impossible.

“I heard Griffin’s been looking for people like you,” my mom continues, “He’s hired a few lads from other towns because he couldn’t find the right manpower here. There was a problem with quality at his brewery a couple of months ago. I’m not sure if it’s been fixed yet, but I thought you might want to know.”

My interest piques despite myself. I’m a problem solver, it’s what I do. And that’s the thing—I can’t ignore the call of my expertise. I was good at my job for a reason, and Griffin’s brewery, with all its expansion, is the perfect place for me to put my skills to work.

“I don’t care what Griffin does.” I try to sound casual, but there’s a tremor in my voice. “I’m not going to be seeing him.”

Mom scoffs, not buying a single word. “He and his family are royalty around here, Willow. They employ half the town, and the other half would do anything to get closer to them. You were lucky Griffin even dated you.”

“Mom—”

“I know,” she cuts me off, a knowing smirk on her face. “I’m not asking you to get back together. If you don’t like him, that’s fine. But we don’t have the restaurant anymore. I’m worried you won’t find anything stable here.”

My mother’s voice softens at the end, and I know she’s worried about me. The diner wasn’t doing well, and when she fell, it made sense to close it down. I understand, but that doesn’t make the reality of it any easier to stomach.

“I’ll figure something out.” I try to sound confident, though the doubt lingers. “I talked to Anna last week. She needs someone to watch her store while she has her third kid.”

A coldness passes over me as I mention my old friend. We’re the same age but she’s already having kids. I’m happy for her. Three years ago, I wanted to have kids, too. I wanted Griffin to breed me, to make me his in every way. I wanted to be pregnant and carry his child. It was such a taboo desire, the desire to bear children for a man so much older than me. My mom would have had a heart attack if I’d told her.

Griffin would have, too. When we started dating, he said he didn’t want kids. That’s why I never told him. I didn’t want to break his heart, to ask too much from him. Griffin has the right to have his own values and vision for his life. But if Griffin’s vision didn’t include babies, I knew I couldn’t be a part of his life long-term.

I decided to leave before I feel deeper in love with him, before it’d be impossible to stomach the thought of living without him.

I cried for days. I’d imagined an idyllic future with him, a life spent helping him build up the brewery into a world-class enterprise, a life filled with family, laughter, and the legacy we’d create together.

It was a young girl’s dream. Too idealistic. I couldn’t burden him with it, couldn’t make him feel guilty for not wanting what I wanted. He wasn’t wrong for choosing the life he had chosen. But I couldn’t deny my desires, either.

I guess we weren’t meant to be.

My breasts prickle the moment I think of kids. Milk spontaneously trickles out of my breasts, soaking into the pads on my bra. It’s not enough to make the spots visible on my chest but the release of breastmilk gives me temporary relief. My breasts are still filled with milk, but now they feel lighter.

I finish emptying my luggage and push Mom’s wheelchair, taking her for a stroll in the garden. It’s summer so the weather is warm and nice. I inhale the air, noting how it smells of nostalgia.

I hate to admit it, but I missed Pine Range.

And it’s good to be back home.


TWO


Griffin

The bar smells of stale beer, fried food, and the kind of wood that’s been polished by years of elbows resting on it. It’s small, tucked away at the corner of Pine Range’s main street, where everyone who’s anyone still comes to blow off steam at the end of the day. The ceiling fans creak with the weight of the summer heat, and the low hum of conversation fills the space, punctuated by the occasional raucous laugh from the younger guys at the far end of the bar.

It’s Friday night, which means the younger crowd is out, trying to make their marks on the weekend with cheap beer and flirtation. Some of my staff members, the younger ones, dragged me along. They think it’s funny, or maybe they’re just desperate for me to loosen up. To have fun, they say. But nothing about this feels fun. Nothing about this feels anything but empty.

I sip my drink slowly, watching as the younger guys lean in toward the women across the bar. They flash their bright smiles, acting like it’s all a game. They don’t have to try. They don’t know the weight of a woman’s gaze. The way it can crush you. They don’t know the way those soft touches can feel like a thousand tiny arrows digging into your skin, each one reminding you of a love that was too damn deep, too damn real to let go of.

And then she walks in. Willow Bennet. The woman who left a hole in my heart.

There she is. Cloaked in light, taking up all the space and attention in the bar. Willow.

I haven’t seen her in years, but the moment she walks through that door, it’s like no time has passed. Every inch of her radiates the same fire that burned me from the inside out. The same fire I couldn’t extinguish no matter how hard I tried.

She’s fucking gorgeous with her full, bitable lips, high cheekbones and baby blue eyes that make my gut clench. When she tilts her head, oxygen deserts my lungs. She smiles at the bartender, and I swear, it feels like every nightmare I’ve had over the last few years grew heads and came alive in this moment. Her presence is an electric shock, jolting me right back to when she was mine. The way she used to look at me—soft, needy, trusting.

It’s all too much. The weight of her presence is suffocating. Her presence makes my belly clench. A slow ache pulses through me, deeper than anything I’m willing to admit. My cock swells with heat and a primal, desperate longing. It’s like my body hasn’t forgotten how to want her. How to ache for her.

A frisson of electric longing ripples through my groin.

I’d heard the news, of course. This is a small town. People talk. Willow and I were the most controversial couple in town. A twenty-year-old girl and a thirty-five-year-old man? The judgment was relentless. Cradle robber, they said. Pervert, some others whispered behind my back. But I didn’t care. I didn’t care because every evening, I’d get to come home to her. To pull her into my arms and call her babygirl. She was mine. And I was hers.

But then she left. Without a word. Just gone. And I’ve been trying to make sense of it ever since. Why? What changed? What happened to us?

Before I can fully process Willow, I feel a presence beside me. A woman, her voice smooth and inviting.

“You look a little lonely over here, Griffin,” she says, her hand lightly grazing my arm as she slides onto the barstool next to me. I force a smile, but it doesn’t reach my eyes. She’s wearing too much perfume, her hair too perfect. I know her type. Too eager, too pushy.

“I’m good,” I murmur, trying to keep my focus. But it’s hard when all I can think about is the woman across the bar, the one who’s just a few feet away from me. The one who still haunts my dreams.

Every day without Willow has been a raw ache. It’s a wound that never healed, and now that she’s back, it feels like I’m reopening it. It hurts in ways I didn’t think possible. And all I want to do is close the distance between us. To make her feel safe again. To make her feel like she’s mine again.

The woman beside me leans in closer, her voice dropping into a sultry tone. “I heard your brewery’s doing well, Griffin. Real well. You don’t need to be sitting here by yourself.” She smiles, her fingers lightly brushing my chest. “You’re a man who knows how to take care of business. I’m sure you know how to take care of me too.”

I don’t even respond to her flirtation, but she presses on, undeterred by my silence. Her gaze follows mine.

My eyes have been glued to Willow since she entered. She moves gracefully, like she was born to seduce. Her jeans hug her generous ass perfectly. Her butt, so round and plump, awakens the desires that I have buried for years. Power fills my blood. The desire to be dominant, to take her over my knee and spank her swirls in my veins like a living creature.

I inhale sharply, imagining my palm smug against Willow’s soft ass, while I growl, “That’s your punishment for leaving me, babygirl.”

My eyes move up to her generous breasts, straining against her thin T-shirt. I do a double take. Willow was always well-endowed but her breasts are massive now. They’re spilling out of her V-neck T-shirt. The tops of her boobs peek over the neckline, perfect swells that make me want to lick them.

My cock is getting uncomfortable. My jeans feel too tight. I shift in my chair.

“You’re still hung up on a woman too young for you, huh?” says the woman next to me, a cocky smile curling on her lips. “I can tell. The way you keep staring over at her. I get it. But come on, Griffin, you deserve someone who gets you. Someone who knows how to enjoy the finer things in life.”

I finally glance at her, meeting her gaze with a coldness I don’t often show. “I’m not interested,” I say, my voice low but firm.

She raises an eyebrow, her smirk widening. “Right. Because she is the one, huh? The little girl who left you in the dust?”

I feel the words like a slap. The nerve of her. She doesn’t know shit about Willow, about what we shared. And she sure as hell doesn’t know the truth.

Before I can retort, one of my younger employees, James, steps in. He’s standing by the door, watching the exchange with a look of amusement. “Allison,” he says, his tone sharp. “I think Griffin’s made it clear he’s not interested.”

The woman glares at him, clearly annoyed at being called out, but she doesn't push back. “Fine,” she mutters, before standing up and storming off toward the other side of the bar.

James looks at me with a quick nod. “I know you’re not into that kind of attention, but it’s clear you’ve been stuck in the past for too long.”

I roll my eyes, the last thing I need right now is a lecture. “Not now, James,” I mutter.

He doesn’t take the hint, though. “You need to talk to her, Griffin. Willow’s back. And you need her at the brewery. After the quality control issues we’ve been dealing with, we can’t afford to wait.”

I exhale slowly, feeling the weight of his words press down on me. He’s right. We need someone with her skills, and we can’t keep running on the threadbare team we have now. But the thought of being near her again, after everything, makes my insides twist with something I can’t quite name.

“Fine,” I growl, dragging myself toward the bar where she’s sitting.

I approach slowly, letting the distance between us linger. Willow’s talking to a friend—her pregnant friend, I realize with a twinge of something I can’t place. Her friend’s hand rests on her belly, and Willow seems to be staring at her friend’s baby bump, too.

I note the intense longing in her eyes and it startles me. I had no idea Willow ever thought about having kids. I told her I wouldn’t have any with her because she was too young and I didn’t want to ruin her future by getting her pregnant so young.

But deep inside, I longed to see her body swollen with my child. To see her bred and stuffed with my child.

Up close, she’s even more beautiful. Willow’s curves are sinful. I want to grip her fat hips and push my cock into her. My balls are heavy with cum. I want to spurt every last drop inside her tight, wet cunt, hear her scream ‘Daddy’ as I give her the orgasm that will make her body shatter. I want to fill her unprotected pussy until my seed starts growing in her womb.

Afterward, I’ll embrace her and tell her how good she was for me as she smiles, hazy with the aftereffects of her orgasm.

I close my eyes. The sexual images were one thing, but imagining myself being intimate with her again, being vulnerable...that’s more than I’m prepared for.

I sit down beside her, and as I do, my arm brushes against hers.

The electricity that sparks between us is immediate. The air thickens with tension, and I feel it all over again—the way she used to make me feel. Her breath catches for just a second, and her eyes flick to mine. That same spark I’ve spent years trying to ignore flares back to life.

“Willow,” I say, my voice rougher than I intend. Her name tastes like something both forbidden and necessary, like I’ve been starving for it. “You look... good.”

Her eyes snap to mine, and there’s no softness there, just hostility—a look that’s cold and biting. “What do you want from me, Griffin?”

I hold up my arms in a gesture of peace, but I know I’m not fooling anyone. Not her. “I just came over to say hello.”

Her frown deepens, and the words that leave her lips hit me like a slap. “You’re the last person I want to see.”

The tension between us is suffocating. The way she’s looking at me—it’s like I’m the source of every bad memory she’s ever had, and I’ve earned that. She’s not wrong.

“We can’t avoid each other forever,” I mutter, my fingers tightening around the glass of beer. The cool condensation does nothing to ease the heat crawling through my veins. “This is a small town. Besides, I was going to offer you a job. We need you at the brewery. There’s been some... quality control issues. We could really use your expertise.”

I watch her closely, searching her face for any sign of softness, but she gives me nothing.

“Oh, fuck off,” she spits, her fiery words striking like a match, lighting something dangerous inside me. Gooseflesh erupts on my thighs, and for a second, I forget how to breathe. The bratty attitude that used to drive me wild sends a familiar surge of heat between my legs. Damn, I want to fuck it right out of her.

“I’m not working for you, Griffin,” she continues, her voice like ice.

I can feel the sharpness of her words, but I can’t let it go. I’m not just going to walk away. Not when she’s here. Not when I’ve spent so many nights wishing for this moment.

“If this is about compensation, we could discuss⁠—”

“No,” she interrupts, the venom in her tone thickening, “this isn’t about the money.”

She bares her teeth at me, and I’m reminded of the woman I once knew—fierce, unapologetic, full of fire. The way she used to demand everything from me, take it all without hesitation. It’s both a warning and a temptation. I ache to get closer, but I keep my distance, my body coiled tight with frustration.

Her pregnant friend, the one who was right behind her, has disappeared—probably off to tend to the flowers, her third child growing heavy in her belly. Her husband works at the brewery, too. But it’s Willow I’m focused on. Willow, and her sharp, beautiful defiance. The way she holds herself, tense, like a wound-up spring.

I know I shouldn’t push, but I can’t stop myself. “Willow⁠—”

“Stop.” She cuts me off again, but this time, her voice falters slightly. I catch the shift in her posture, the subtle way her chest rises, her hand lifting to rub over it as if she’s suddenly out of breath. It’s a momentary crack, something vulnerable slipping through her carefully constructed defenses.

She gets up hastily, like she’s trying to escape, but the movement is too abrupt. Her balance falters. I see it happening in slow motion—her feet wobble, and she stumbles backward.

I’m on my feet in an instant, my hand reaching out instinctively to steady her. “Careful, babygirl,” I whisper, the endearment slipping out before I can think. It’s like she never stopped being my little girl. Like I never stopped being her Daddy dom. A part of me, a delusional, wishful part of me, believes we could pick up where we left off, that things could go back to how they were again as if nothing had happened.

We could erase our breakup, how she left me without a word, how she slammed the door in my face after I tracked her down in the city and visited her years ago, saying she didn’t need a Daddy.

“I’m grown up now, Griffin,” she had said, her voice hard as stone. I knew she was lying because her bottom lip was trembling. Willow will always need a daddy, need a safe space. Not because she’s weak—she’s anything but weak. After her father passed, she took on responsibilities no one should have to at her age. She helped her mother run that small diner, became the rock for both of them. I admire that strength. I love that strength. But because of it, she’s had to build up walls.

I know Willow. I know she hides the soft, needy side of herself because she’s afraid of the world seeing it. She wears the mask of the professional, the competent woman, but underneath that armor is the same fiery brat who once begged me for love, for attention. The same woman who needed to be pleasured, needed to be taken care of in ways she wouldn’t admit to anyone else.

I can still hear her soft whines in the dead of night, when no one else was around. I can still feel the warmth of her skin beneath my fingertips.

When she was away, my days looked bleak. It was an endless dance of anger and longing. But now she’s near, the suffering is worse. To be so close and yet so far away. To smell the scent of her hair and not be able to bury my face in it. To see the curve of her neck and not be able to kiss it. It’s torture.

Willow makes a desperate noise as she pulls away from my grip. Her breasts jiggle, two huge mounds of flesh that hypnotize me.

And then—I see it.

Wet spots on her chest, right above her nipples. Like she’s leaking breastmilk.

Her eyes widen. Her teeth press down on her generous lower lip. “Shit.”

“Babygirl, are you pregnant?” I grab her shoulders. Disbelief pounds through my veins. I can’t make sense of this.

I could tell Willow’s body was different. Curvier. Fuller. Like she was carrying a baby. Was that why she was talking to the florist? To discuss her own pregnancy?

“Griffin, no. It’s not like that.” She casts her eyes downward, refusing to face me. Her cheeks are red, flushed with embarrassment. As we talk, her T-shirt gets wetter.

“Then why are you producing breastmilk?” I demand. I keep my tone gentle. I don’t want to scare her, not when she’s already going through something like this. My protective instincts kick in. Without thinking, I take off my jacket and put it on her to hide the wetness on her chest.

Willow murmurs, “Thank you.”

“Come on. I’ll take you home.” I put an arm around her, leading her through the crowd. There are eyes on us. This wasn’t how I thought I’d end my evening. But I’m glad I got to touch her once more. Protect her. Be her knight in shining armor.

My heart is thudding at a dangerous pace as I drag Willow out of the bar. The moment we’re outside, I lead her to my car.

She hesitates, but I won’t let her walk home all alone in her condition.

“Get in,” I say. “Willow, listen to me.”

Something flickers in her eyes. Something familiar. She follows me without any protest, remembering what it felt like to be under my dominance, to surrender and be soft when she was vulnerable.

Inside the car, she sits beside me. But I don’t start the engine. I need answers first.

“I meet you again after three years and you’re with a pregnant woman, staring at her belly. The next thing I know, you’re soaking through your T-shirt.” I rub my throbbing temples, placing a hand on her shoulder for comfort. I lower my voice, molding it into the loving, caring daddy voice that I effortlessly slip into when she’s around, “Tell me what’s going on.”

“I have a rare medical condition called galactorrhea,” she says in a soft whisper. “It makes my breasts produce a lot of breastmilk even though there’s no baby to feed. It’s a hormonal issue. Or something. I have to keep draining my breastmilk with a pump or it gets…well, you saw what happens.”

“Oh, babygirl.” I don’t even think. I don’t have to. Seeing her in this state, soaked in her own breastmilk does strange things to me. I want to put my mouth on her nipples and devour her titties, make her pain go away. But as her daddy, I need to make sure she’s emotionally okay first. “Does it hurt? How long have you had this?”

“I only discovered it two weeks ago. It should go away. I’m taking medicine. But yeah, my breasts feel engorged and sore when they’re filled with milk. And if I’m not in a position to use a breast pump, the milk starts leaking…” She cries. I realize her breasts are pressed against my chest and that’s probably making the sting in her nipples worse.

I scoop up her breasts, rubbing gentle circles around her areolae. All I can feel is the thick padding of her bra and the dampness under my fingertips. “Does it hurt now?”

She nods, biting her bottom lip, looking like a needy girl who needs her daddy’s comfort at a time when her body is making milk.

“Want me to make it better?” I ask without even thinking. It’s a reflex.

I’m shocked when she swallows and asks, “How?”

“With my mouth on your perfect titties.” I squeeze her breasts and she whines. The sound settles in my belly. This is real. This is happening. I’m touching her. And if I’m lucky, I’ll be tasting her. “I’ll make you tremble as I drain those swollen tits. Daddy will take care of your milky breasts and your needy pussy at the same time.”

I undo the buttons and drag down the zipper of her jeans, pushing my fingers under the waistband of her panties.

As my thumb settles against her plump clit, Willow makes a loud noise. I reach lower, to her slick folds, then even lower, to the wet entrance of her pussy.

“Such a filthy little girl, dripping for Daddy.”

Willow cries out. “Please….”

Her voice is laced with desperation, with that tight note that tells me she’s somewhere between pleasure and pain, needing me but unable to admit it. But I’ve had enough of her rejections. I want to be her Daddy, but only if she wants me to.

“Please what?” I whisper against her ear, my other hand molding around her engorged breast, pinching the hard beauty that is her nipple.

White milk squirts from the swollen bud, trickling over my finger.

Fuck. My cock reacts instantly, turning hard. Current ripples through my veins. I never knew how sexy Willow would look leaking fresh breastmilk from her swollen titties but now that I’ve seen the white streaks painting her chest, I’ll crave this experience again. And again.

There’s something so beautiful, ripe, and luscious about a woman’s milky breasts, filled with the promise of forbidden nectar that will make sex more taboo. And more exciting.

I want to taste her forbidden cream.

“Please milk me, Daddy. Please suck my titties and make me come on your fingers. I’ve missed you so much…” Her voice trails off as a blush reddens her cheeks. She admitted her need for me in a moment of weakness, but she still held herself back.

I guess her resistance, her reluctance to fully give in to me isn’t gone yet. But I’ll break her walls. I’ll show her pleasure, show her how beautiful our daddy-babygirl bond is until she can’t deny it, either.

But for tonight, I’ll settle for whatever she has given me. After all, seeing her wince in pain isn’t something I enjoy. My protective, nurturing instincts are fraying my psyche, demanding that I make my woman feel better, make her feel safe and taken care of.

I don’t hesitate before latching on to one full breast. I suck on her ripe bud, creating a rush of milk that slides straight down my throat. It’s cool and sweet. Perfect.

As the forbidden liquid trickles down my throat, it creates a fire in my groin. My balls tighten, radiating fiery arousal, trapping me in a prison of inescapable desire. I feel it in my gut, that coiling tension that never goes away, that demands to be sated. My balls feel heavy, burdened with seed that I want to spill inside her tight pussy.

My cock jerks when Willow moans.

“Oh my god…that’s even better than the breast pump.” She makes a filthier sound when I circle the tip of my tongue around her distended nipple, soothing the ache in her boob. “Your tongue makes me feel like I’m in heaven.”

I pull her onto my lap. She’s petite and small, and she fits perfectly. Her pussy presses against my hard rod. The friction of my jeans rubbing against my shaft makes me groan. The pressure building inside me is intense. I might come in my pants.

I take control, grabbing her boob more aggressively, squeezing out every last drop of breastmilk she’s hiding inside. She shifts on my lap, her ass grinding against my arousal in tantalizing ways.

Wet sounds reverberate inside the car as I milk Willow.  

I’m ravenous. I can’t stop drinking my pretty babygirl’s nectar. I’m addicted to the taste, to the intimacy that envelopes us as I suckle from her tits.

She rewards every flick of my tongue with a spurt of milk, spraying the back of my throat with her maternal liquid.

I suck harder, rougher. Hard enough to make her cry. I bounce her on my lap, using my fingers to stroke her clit, to tease her wet pussy hole.

“Daddy…” Willow sounds like she is under my spell. “More.”

Her needy plea triggers a firestorm inside me. Blood pumps straight to my cock, making it throb with agony. I can’t shove my dick inside her, not tonight. No matter how badly I need her.

All I can do is worship the milky, curvy goddess who let me touch her again. And make it so good that she’s begging me to milk her morning and night. I need her to come back to me, to need me in the same way that I’ve needed her all these years.

I thought Willow was over me. That she meant it when she said she didn’t need a daddy. I was scared she’d become too tough. That she’d grown up and life in the city had given her things I could never give her. Excitement. Freedom. Youth. A sense of belonging.

But peel away that mask and she’s soft and needy, desperate to be pleasured. And I always treasured that side of her. The fiery little brat who whines for her daddy’s love and attention when she’s away from the world’s prying eyes.

I release her breast with a wet pop.

“Oh my god.” Willow cradles my face, staring at me as if I performed a miracle. “You made that feel amazing, Daddy. Your mouth is still the best.”

I grin, an easy smile plucked from the depths of my heart. Seeing my babygirl happy is the best thing in the world. “You’ll be eating your words once my fingers are inside your pussy.”

I shove two digits into her wet cunt. Willow releases a heavy breath that tickles my face. She grinds against my fingers, seeking to be filled deeper. I press my thumb against her clit, pumping my fingers in and out of her tight pussy. She takes me so well like she still remembers the touch of my rough fingertips inside her. Her soft, velvet walls mold to my touches, gripping my fingers with fervor.

She rides my fingers, her breasts slapping my face, spraying milk all over my cheeks and beard. It’s exhilarating, like fucking a storm. Like taming a tsunami.

Willow’s hair whips around, wild and untamed, just like her. When I curl my fingers inside her, hitting the perfect spot, she drenches my fingers in slick arousal.

She grips my shoulders, fighting her orgasm, fighting what’s right between us. I still remember all her weak spots and her erogenous zones, and I’m not above using that knowledge to make her mine again.

I kiss the crook of her neck where she’s sensitive, whispering, “My filthy little slut. You lied to me when you said you were over me. Your body still craves Daddy’s touch.”

“I’m sorry…” Her words face as she bounces on my lap. I spear her pussy with my fingers every time she sits back down. It’s rough and intense, as I push in and out of her without mercy. She closes her eyes, making the most unguarded, honest noises. Just the way I like them.

She’s like a bitch in heat, all animosity forgotten. She’s lost in the moment. She has given herself completely to the undeniable spark between us, allowing me to take the lead.

I mold my mouth around her other boob, taking in her areola and the tight peak of her nipple. She arches her back, feeding more of her breast to me, allowing me to take liberties with her body that she has never allowed any other man.

She cups the back of my head, stroking my scalp as I guzzle milk from her tit.

Pride and masculine satisfaction make my chest swell. I graze her areola with my teeth, inviting a loud noise from her throat. Her pussy clenches hard around my fingers. Knowing that I can still make her respond, make her give herself completely to me, sends a powerful surge of ecstasy through me.

My cock is suffering but my mind is ecstatic.

She’s still mine, in the only way that matters.

I bite into her juicy, milk-filled nipple, shocking her into spurting milk down my throat. She cries out as I rock my fingers into her cunt, driving her closer to the edge.

When I curl my fingers against her G-spot at the same time as biting her nipple, she comes so hard, she squirts straight onto my jeans.

Her release soaks my hand, washing my skin with her pussy juices. It's proof of how good I made her feel.

I empty the last droplets from her breast before pulling my mouth away.

“All better now, babygirl?” I ask as she pants, her face flushed, her body still melting from the orgasm I gave her.

At least she’s not moving on my lap anymore. My cock is one second away from exploding. But I hold it in.

I cup her chin, kissing her forehead as I mutter, “Daddy’s here now.”

“Thank you.” Her face collapses against my chest as rides out her orgasm. “I’m glad you were here.”

“I’m glad you’re back,” I reply. “You’ve always belonged in Pine Ridge. On my lap. With me.”

Willow doesn’t reply. But I know she agrees.


THREE


Willow

The next morning, the sound of the doorbell rips through the quiet of the house, jolting me from the haze of a restless night. My muscles ache from lying awake for hours, tangled in sheets, my mind refusing to let me forget last night. The memory of Griffin’s touch, his weight against me, his voice… It keeps circling in my head like a broken record.

I push my hair back, wiping a hand over my face as I shuffle to the door, trying to shake the overwhelming feeling of regret. When I open it, I almost wish I hadn’t.

Standing there is Griffin.

He’s holding a couple of bags of groceries in one hand, looking effortlessly handsome in a button-down shirt and jeans. His smile is polite but there’s something else behind it. I can see the same tension in his eyes that I’m feeling. Neither of us says anything for a beat, and then he steps forward, breaking the silence.

“Hey, Willow,” he says quietly, his voice steady, but it does nothing to ease the knot in my chest. “I thought I’d stop by and see how you’re doing.”

I nod, forcing a smile. “I’m fine. Just… getting settled in.”

He’s too polite, too calm, and yet I can tell he’s trying not to make things awkward. The way he shifts his weight from one foot to the other, the bags of groceries dangling loosely in his hand—it’s almost like he’s giving me the space to breathe.

But I don’t want that space. Not right now. Not when the idea of him pushing me against the wall and kissing me breathless is far more tempting.

Griffin drove me home last night after he milked me, gave me a mind-blowing orgasm, and held me soothingly afterward. He gave me the whole daddy experience, leaving no stone unturned. It was so deeply satisfying and refreshing that I didn’t want to let him go. I kissed him when he made me get out of his car, just so I could prolong being in his presence. That was a terrible idea. Now he thinks I want him back. Which I do. But I know it’s not gonna happen.

“You look good,” he adds, his gaze skimming over me, his words slipping out like a compliment he didn’t intend to make.

I nod stiffly, not meeting his eyes, but the heat creeps into my cheeks anyway. Damn him. Damn his ability to make me feel like I’m the only one in the room with him. It’s always been like this.

I step aside to let him in, watching him as he moves through the front door with that same confident stride, the one that used to make my heart race. He’s still the same Griffin—calm, collected, and somehow effortlessly in control.

“Is your mom home?” he asks, his voice warm as he looks around the living room. “I heard she wasn’t doing well.”

“Yeah, she’s in the back and she’s fine now,” I murmur, still keeping my distance, unwilling to let him in fully.

He nods and heads toward the back room, calling out a polite greeting as he goes. I stand in the doorway, watching him, fighting the urge to follow.

As soon as he’s out of sight, I close the door behind me, leaning against it for support. I’m not ready for this. I’m not ready for whatever this is between us. Last night shouldn’t have happened. It was a moment of weakness, of desperation. A lapse in judgment. And I’m paying for it now.

I force myself to shake it off, my chest tight, my thoughts swirling. I can’t think about it now. I can’t let myself go there.

A few minutes later, Griffin comes back into the living room, pushing my mom’s wheelchair with ease. The sight of him, standing there, helping her with that gentle care, makes my heart clench in a way I’m not prepared for. He’s always been kind to her, always respectful, but seeing him do it now—it feels different. More real. More... intimate.

My mom looks up at me, her eyes twinkling with knowing amusement. She says nothing, but the soft curve of her lips tells me she saw the same thing I did—how effortlessly Griffin has slipped back into our lives.

“Well, I’ll leave you two to catch up,” she says, her voice full of intention. “I’m going to watch some TV.”

I watch as she rolls away to the living room, leaving me alone with him. I shift uncomfortably, feeling the silence settle between us like a physical weight.

“So,” Griffin starts, breaking the tension, though his voice still carries that careful, respectful tone. “I figured I’d stop by and see how you’re doing. I know you’re getting settled in, but I wanted to check in.”

I bite my lip, refusing to meet his gaze. “I’m fine. Really.”

There’s a long pause as he stands there, leaning against the wall with his arms crossed. I can feel his eyes on me, sharp and observant, as if trying to read something that’s not there.

“What happened last night, Willow?” he asks quietly, his voice low, like he’s testing the waters.

I flinch at the question. I thought I could ignore it. I thought I could play it off as nothing, but the moment he speaks, I know I can’t avoid it. Not with him.

“It was just a moment of weakness,” I reply quickly, my voice defensive, though I’m not even sure I believe it myself. “My milk came suddenly and I didn’t know what to do. You just happened to be there.”

Griffin doesn’t look convinced. He watches me for a long moment, his eyes dark with something unreadable.

“It wasn’t just that, though,” he says softly, almost to himself. “You don’t just let someone in like that... unless there’s more.”

I swallow hard, my throat tight. I know he’s right. It wasn’t just weakness. I don’t know what it was, but it wasn’t weakness. I could feel it too—how much I needed him. How much my body craved the familiar heat, the familiarity of his touch. It wasn’t just a fleeting moment. It was everything I had buried deep inside me.

“Griffin, I…” I begin, but I don’t know how to finish. I don’t know what to say. I want to scream at him, tell him to leave, but I know that would be a lie. I want him here. I want him to be close to me, but I can’t admit that—not yet.

He shifts slightly, his body moving closer to mine, but not enough to make me feel trapped. “Listen, I don’t want to push you,” he says gently. “But we need to talk about what happened. We need to figure out what this is. I want to help you. I want to take care of you and if you need me to milk you again, I’ll do that. No strings attached.”

I inhale sharply. Just the memory of his mouth on my breast, suckling milk from me, is enough to raise my body temperature. My pussy clenches like a whore, needing to be filled. My breasts prickle, full of milk, demanding the teasing touch of his tongue. A breast pump pales in comparison to Griffin. Don’t I know that. “I’ll take care of that myself. Last night was just... a moment of bad judgment.”

But even as the words leave my mouth, I know they’re a lie. There’s no “over now.” Not when my body is still aching for him, when every part of me still remembers how it felt to be held by him.

Griffin doesn’t say anything at first. He just watches me, his gaze steady. He’s not fooled.

“You’re not going to avoid this, Willow,” he finally says. “And I’m not going anywhere. Not until we figure this out.”

I turn away from him, walking to the window to look outside. The sky is overcast, the gray clouds mirroring the heaviness in my chest.

“There’s nothing to figure out. We’re over, Griffin. Last night was just a…sexual mistake. Don’t turn it into something more,” I say, my voice tight.

Griffin sighs, exasperated, like Daddy who knows his girl is lying. “It wasn’t a mistake, Willow. Not for me.”

“I was anxious.” I scratch my arm, the conversation from yesterday popping up. “I had planned to work at the florist shop. But things changed. The job fell through. So... I was feeling unstable. And you were right there, solid as a rock, ready to break my fall and give me the comfort and stability I needed. So I took it without questioning anything.”

Griffin’s presence lingers around me like a cloud of smoke that I can’t escape. His aura looms large, so overwhelming that every breath smells like him. “You don’t have to figure it out alone. I could use your help at the brewery. I need someone with your skills.”

I feel a mix of emotions crash through me—reluctance, desire, and a lingering sense of vulnerability that I haven’t felt in years.

“You want me to work for you after what happened last night?” I ask, my voice still thick with uncertainty.

He nods. “Yeah. And if you’re concerned about your breastmilk situation, you can take breaks to pump. I’ll make sure you have a space where you won’t be disturbed.”

I stare out the window, my heart racing. I can’t deny that the offer makes sense. It’s practical. It’s the right move. But everything about this feels wrong. It feels like I’m walking straight back into a past I tried so hard to leave behind.

But the truth is, I’m stuck. And Griffin knows it.

“Okay,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper. “I’ll help.”


FOUR


Griffin

The low hum of machinery, the rich scent of hops, malt, and warm yeast—the familiar rhythm of the brewery wraps around me like a second skin. The tanks gleam under the ceiling lights, copper and steel towering like soldiers at attention, steam rising in lazy spirals from the mash tun. The place is running smoother than it has in months. Fermentation schedules are back on track, inventory’s balanced, and even the new seasonal recipe is holding up under taste testing.

And still, I can’t focus.

I’m up in the office that overlooks the floor, hands resting on the railing as I look down through the wide glass window—and at her.

Willow.

She’s wearing a tight-fitting tee, jeans that cling to her curves, and her wild hair is pulled back in a loose ponytail. She's laughing—God help me, she's laughing—with Bryce, one of the newer guys who runs the quality control side.

Jealousy surges sharp and unexpected.

He’s just showing her around. She barely knows him. He’s harmless. But the sound of her laughter cuts deep. That easy smile that used to be just mine. She used to light up like that for me. Now she won’t even meet my eyes for more than a second.

She’s been here three days, and I’ve kept my distance. Let her adjust. Let her breathe. But every moment I’ve spent watching her—working, moving, smiling at everyone but me—has been hell. I want her back. Not just in my bed, though God knows I crave that. The feel of her under me, the way she clings when she comes, her moans etched into my brain like a brand. No one else ever sounded like that. No one ever felt like home the way she did.

But more than that, I want the rest of it, too.

I want to wake up next to her. Hear her grumble in the mornings, make her coffee how she likes it, kiss her neck before she brushes her teeth. I want to be the one she laughs with, not some kid trying to flirt with her over fermenter specs.

And then I see it—that tiny wince.

She rubs her side subtly, one hand ghosting over her chest like she’s trying to mask it. I know that look. I saw it enough when she was nursing.

Her breasts are full. She’s uncomfortable. She’s in pain.

I’m already moving.

I take the stairs two at a time and stride across the floor, each step fueled by something primal. Possessive. Protective. She may be trying to keep her distance, but that doesn’t mean I’ll stop looking out for her. For her body. For her comfort.

“Willow,” I call out, and she turns to face me, lips parting slightly, surprised. “Can I see you in my office for a moment? Work stuff.”

Her eyes flicker—hesitant, wary. But she nods.

Bryce gives her a casual smile. “Catch you later.”

I don’t acknowledge him. I don't need to. The message is clear.

She follows me back up the stairs, and I hold the door open for her before closing it behind us. The moment it shuts, the air shifts.

She leans against the desk, arms crossed defensively.

“You okay?” I ask, keeping my voice even.

“I’m fine,” she replies quickly, too quickly.

I take a step closer, watching her carefully. “You winced down there. Are you hurting?”

Her chin lifts slightly, ever defiant. “It’s manageable.”

“Which means yes.”

She huffs. “It’s nothing I can’t handle. I’ve been through worse.”

“I don’t care if you’ve been through worse,” I say, voice low and deliberate now. “If you’re in pain, I want to help you.”

She looks away, her shoulders tense.

“Get off work for the day. You need rest. And if you want—if you’ll let me—I can help you feel better.”

Her eyes flash at that, but she stays quiet.

That stubborn silence, the way she holds herself back—it makes something in me snap. I shift closer, letting the control drop, letting the authority bleed into my voice the way I know she remembers.

“Lift up your top, Willow,” I say, voice dropping into that low, commanding tone that used to make her squirm. “If you’re really fine like you say, I want to see for myself.”

She freezes.

Then her eyes narrow, breath catching. I see it—the flicker of heat, the recognition. That part of her that still responds to me, even if her pride won’t admit it.

“You’re as bossy as ever,” she murmurs, her voice husky now.

“I’m your boss now,” I say, stepping into her space, not touching her yet, just surrounding her with my presence. “So do what you’re told.”

She bites her lip, that mouth I’ve dreamed of for three long nights curling into the hint of a smile. Then, slowly, seductively, she lifts her top.

The fabric slides up, exposing creamy skin, the curve of her waist, and finally—her breasts straining against the tight clasp of her bra.

With deliberate slowness, she reaches behind her, unhooks the clasp, and lets the cups fall forward.

My mouth goes dry.

She’s full, heavy, nipples tight from the pressure. Her breasts are massive. Big enough to overflow from my palms. And they’re capped with thick, swollen buds. I press my lips as I register the white droplets of milk clinging seductively to her hard nipples. Her areola are painfully dark and purplish, like storing all that milk in her breasts is physically straining her. Veins form a dark web under the pale globes of her tits. She’s so fucking alluring, standing in my office, dripping milk from her tits like a milky goddess created only for my eyes.

When she pushes her breasts forward, mouth tightening, the drops of milk on her nipples loosen themselves, plopping down on the floor, creating a barely noticeable wet stain.

Heat strokes up my spine, making my brain feel like it’s melting under the spell of her milky breasts. My groin cramps like it’s being stroked by an invisible hand. I feel a buzz in my skull, feel my thoughts and self-control dissolving as another drop of milk beads at the tips of her breast. I need to taste her sweet breastmilk to quench my thirst.

I advance toward her, gripping her shoulders tightly as I look down upon her pretty, doll face. Her lashes are so thick that I can’t help but kiss them.

“You’re a filthy little slut, leaking milk all over Daddy’s office floor.” I bite the lobe of her ear. “You deserve to be punished for that.”

“Please.” Her protests have transformed into a pliant surrender. I suppose the cold air whooshing against her full breasts is torturous for her and she wants me to relieve her of the ache in her breasts.

Her skin is flushed, her breathing shallow. She looks like a goddess—pain-stricken, yes—but undeniably aroused.

And at that moment, I know I won’t be able to keep my mouth off her delectable breasts. Those nipples, so wet and ripe, make my cock jerk like I’ve been smacked my violent thunderbolts.

I act instantly, pushing her against the wall, caging her body with my arms. I prod my knee between her legs, forcing her to open wide for me.

“You’ll owe me for this one,” I whisper in her ear. “And I’ll fuck you this time. Whether you’re ready or not. That’s your punishment.”

“Were you jealous I was talking to Bryce?”

“You already know the answer.” I kiss her neck, pepper more kisses along the slender slope of her shoulder. “I’ve always been possessive when it comes to you.”

She raises one eyebrow. I can see the fear in her eyes even though she’s pretending to be strong. “You didn’t find another young girl to be your babygirl?”

“I can’t be anybody else,” I tell her. “You were special. You always knew what I needed. You fulfilled my needs like a good little slut, always willing to let Daddy use your cunt. So eager to please.”

I press my fingers around her chin.

Willow bites down on her fat bottom lip, staring at me with a vulnerable expression. She doesn’t refuse. She remains silent, too proud to beg me, but she straightens and undoes the buttons of her jeans. She slides it down her voluptuous hips and thick thighs, giving me a strip tease that makes my cock weep with agony.

In just pale pink panties and cream oozing from her breasts, she’s a vision of fertile femininity.

I pull down her panties, throwing them on the floor. I tackle my own clothes next, getting rid of my jeans and boxers. My cock is primed. Pre-cum coats from the tip. I rub the wetness against her stomach, imagining her painted with my cum. She’d look even prettier.

I press my hard erection against her as I squeeze her fleshy lips and growl, “Legs around me, babygirl. I’m going to be rough with you today.”

My cock slots between her fat outer pussy lips as she locks her legs behind my waist. I hold her up, pressing her body securely against the wall as I latch onto one leaking breast. I suction hard, triggering her let down.

Milk warms my mouth, trickling over my tongue to my throat.

My cock rubs against her slick folds, teasing her clit. Every time I move against her slit and slurp on her breasts, she pushes her lips forward.

“Oh my god, I’m already floating.” Her tight, lazy moan chills my veins.

The air reeks of sex and fresh breastmilk. I'm dizzy from the combination of the scents and her slick folds lubing up my cock as I rub it between her legs. My shaft throbs, veiny and angry red at the tip.

"Fuck Willow," I grunt before sucking her breast hard. She tastes heavenly, sweeter than any other woman I've been with. It must be because she's my goodgirl and a mother.

I take my time, sucking every last drop. Burying my face between her mounds. Biting the stiff buds. Pinching her nipples and milking her full breasts.

Milk drips down my chin as I devour more. Rivers of it streak my skin, paint my jaw and neck white. I clutch both her breasts with my hands, kneading them roughly as I lap and suckle more from her tit bountiful tits. The wet, squelching sounds of my vulgar act with her nipples spills into my ears.

"You should have called Daddy sooner. You're hurting yourself, aren't you babygirl? You needed Daddy's touch so badly."

I can feel her body tremble as I draw out more milk, my tongue swirling around her swollen nipple before I graze it with my teeth. She yelps, her legs tightening around me, pulling me closer to her hot, wet center. I can feel her arousal coating my cock, dripping down my length, making me slick and ready to plunge into her. Her breasts are a fucking marvel, overflowing with sweet, warm milk that fills my mouth and drips down my chin. I growl against her flesh, the vibrations making her squirm.

“Fuck, Willow,” I murmur, moving to her other breast, latching on and sucking hard. Her body arches into me, offering more of herself. “You’re a fucking goddess like this. Your tits are a fucking feast, babygirl.”

She moans, her head falling back against the wall, exposing her neck. I can see her pulse racing, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps. Her hips grind against me, begging for more friction, more contact. I can feel the heat of her pussy, the wetness that’s all for me.

I groan, positioning myself at her entrance. She’s so slick, so ready, that I slide in with one hard thrust. Her body tenses around me, her walls gripping my cock like a vise. I can feel every inch of her, every ridge, every pulse. She’s so tight, so perfect.

I groan, positioning myself at her entrance. She’s so slick, so ready, that I slide in with one hard thrust. Her body tenses around me, her walls gripping my cock like a vise. I can feel every inch of her, every ridge, every pulse. She’s so tight, so perfect.

“Fuck, Willow,” I grunt, pulling out and slamming back into her. “You’re made for me. This cunt is mine. You’re mine.”

She cries out, her body moving in sync with mine. Her tits bounce with each thrust, milk dripping from her nipples, coating my chest. I lean down, capturing one in my mouth again, sucking hard as I pound into her.

“You’re my filthy little slut, Willow,” I say, releasing her nipple with a pop. “You’re going to take my cock like a good girl, aren’t you?”

She nods, her eyes rolling back as I hit a particularly sensitive spot. “Yes, Daddy,” she moans. “I’m your good girl. I’m your slut.”

Her words send a surge of primal possession through me. I grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I fuck her harder, deeper. I want to imprint myself on her, make her feel me for days. I want her to know that she’s mine, that she’ll always be mine.

“I’m going to fill you up, babygirl,” I growl, my body tensing as I feel my orgasm building. “I’m going to breed you, make you mine in every fucking way.”

My cock is fully sheathed inside her, impaling her deep in her womb. I piston in and out of her in rhythm with the intensity with which I'm eating out her tits.

"Yes, Daddy please." she whimpers, tightening her legs around me, needing more of my dominance inside her stretched pussy. "I can't handle my titties filled with milk. I'm so full it's making me dizzy."

The angle I'm pounding into her is hitting her cervix. I'm sure I'm bruising her insides, since I'm drilling her so uncomfortably deep. But the way her pussy squeezes my cock, I don't think Willow minds. She bounces in my arms, breasts jiggling beautifully, ready to be seeded deeply inside her womb.

"You're my cocksleeve to use." I cut her off by smothering her lips with my own. Shoving my tongue down her throat, I taste the inside of her mouth with the same vulgar ferocity that I abused her tits with.

Breaking apart, I adjust her legs higher around my waist as I crouch lower between them.

I palm and grope her spilling breasts, rubbing circles around the swollen nipple of the breast I haven’t fully drained yet.

My cock finds its way back into her tight pussy hole and her walls wrap around me reflexively, drawing a grunt from my throat. She’s squeezing me so tight, my cock feels like it’s going to explode.

"You're leaking like a faucet, disgraceful little slut." I grind in as deep as I can go, ramming against her cervix. "It’s so easy for Daddy’s cock to slide in and out of your tight little pussy.”

She whimpers, her body convulsing around me as her own orgasm hits. Her walls clamp down on my cock, milking me, urging me to come with her. I can feel her milk dripping onto my chest, her body trembling as she rides out her pleasure.

I thrust into her one last time, my cock pulsing as I release, filling her up. I can feel my cum coating her walls, marking her as mine. I stay inside her, my body pressing her against the wall as we both come down from our high.

Her breathing is ragged, her body limp in my arms. I look into her eyes, seeing the satisfaction, the submission. She’s mine. She’ll always be mine.

“You’re never getting away from me, Willow,” I say, my voice soft but firm. “You’re mine to fuck, mine to breed, mine to love. Forever.”

She smiles, her eyes fluttering closed as she leans her head against my chest.

And in that moment, I know that everything is right in the world.


FIVE


Willow

I feel him before I see him.

There’s a ripple in the air, a shift in pressure, a low hum in my bones that tells me Griffin’s here—watching me. I keep my head down, pretend not to notice, even as my hands move on autopilot, wiping down the counter and handing off the clipboard to the evening shift lead.

But the moment I step into the soft glow of dusk, I know. He’s behind me. His presence is like a gravity field, pulling at me from the shadows.

My steps slow as I cross the empty parking lot, heels crunching on gravel. My fingers tighten around my keys. I don’t unlock the car.

And then he’s there—his hands sliding around my waist from behind, warm and sure. I gasp as he pulls me into his solid chest, my body molding to his like it belongs there.

“Griffin—”

“Shh.” His voice is low, rough velvet in my ear. “You didn’t think I’d let you leave without repaying me, did you?”

I breathe in deep, and it’s all him—cedar, clean soap, faint hops, and something darker, more dangerous. My body remembers too much. The heat of him pressed against me. The strength in his hands. The way he held me like I was something precious while taking everything I gave him.

“What kind of repayment?” I ask, keeping my voice light, teasing—though my heart is pounding.

He turns me in his arms. His eyes are storm-dark and focused, taking me in from head to toe like he’s hungry.

“A date,” he says simply. “I read your proposal this morning—the one about quality improvements in the bottling line. It was impressive.” His lips brush the shell of my ear as he leans in, his breath hot against my skin. “Daddy’s proud of his babygirl’s brain. And he wants to spoil her.”

Heat pools low in my belly. I hate how easily he affects me. How those words—Daddy’s proud—send a thrill down my spine.

I lift a brow. “Spoil me how, exactly?”

His smile is pure promise. “You’ll see.”
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I don’t expect the house.

It rises at the end of a winding road, surrounded by tall trees and shielded from the world. Dark wood siding. Warm, golden lights glowing through huge windows. It’s secluded. Expensive. Quiet in a way that feels intimate.

Griffin opens the door, his hand on the small of my back as he guides me inside, and my breath catches.

The interior is sleek but warm—high vaulted ceilings with exposed beams, wide-plank hardwood floors, leather furniture that looks like it was made to be lounged on, and a massive stone fireplace crackling in the living room. It smells faintly of cedarwood and something rich and mouthwatering.

“This is…” I blink, stepping further inside. “Really nice.”

“It’s home,” he says simply.

“It’s different from the last time I was here,” I can’t help blurting it out. “You’ve made improvements.”

Griffin cocks his head, a bittersweet smile tracing along his lips. “I’d say it was because I wanted to modernize the place but the truth is, I just wanted to forget about you.”

My chest feels like it has been pricked by a million needles. How much money did Griffin spend trying to redecorate his place, just because he couldn’t imagine it without me? For the first time, I’m ashamed of myself for hurting him. For making him feel so desperate. He’s the nicest and most protective man I know, the kind even my mother approves of. I had no choice but to leave him back then. I was falling too deep, too hard, and the future he wanted wasn’t the future I wanted. It would have been worse to leave him later. For both of us.

I swallow the thick lump of regret in my throat.

As I slip off my coat, our bodies brush. Just a graze of his arm against mine, the heat of him so close it makes me dizzy. My skin tingles, and my heart gives a panicked little flutter. I feel too much around him. Always have.

He moves to the kitchen and pulls a tray from the fridge, covered in foil. “Short ribs, truffle mashed potatoes, garlic butter asparagus. My cook left it for us to warm up.”

I lean against the island, watching him. “Fancy.”

“You’re worth it.”

I can’t stop the smile. “Let me help.”

I open the drawer and start pulling out silverware, moving around the kitchen like I belong there. It’s too easy. Too natural. That scares me.

Then he’s behind me again—closer now. His nose brushes my neck as he inhales deeply.

“You smell incredible,” he murmurs. “What is that?”

“New perfume. Jasmine and bergamot, I think.”

“City purchase?”

I nod. “Yeah. Thought I needed something fresh.”

“Did you like living the big city life? Was it everything you dreamed of?”

I pause, setting down the last fork. “It was okay. Busy. I learned a lot. Worked too much. But…” I shrug, keeping my back to him. “It got lonely sometimes.”

Silence stretches out behind me. I turn, and Griffin’s looking at me like I’ve just said something that hurts.

“I would’ve protected you from that,” he says quietly. “I would’ve been there, if you’d let me.”

“You showed up once. I wasn’t expecting you.”

“And you slammed the door in my face.”

I wince. “I didn’t mean to. I just… didn’t know how to handle it. You and me. Everything.”

He steps closer, close enough that I have to tilt my chin up to look him in the eye. His hand rises, fingers brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. His touch lingers.

“Why did you leave, Willow?” His voice is raw. Honest. “Why did you walk away that night without a word?”

The air thickens between us. Every beat of my heart echoes in my ears.

And for a moment, I wonder—if I speak the truth now, will it break me open… or bring us back together?

I hesitate.

The words are right there, caught in my throat, hovering just behind the fear. It’s been years. Years of silence, years of trying to forget him, years of burying this ache in my chest. And now… here we are.

Griffin’s eyes search mine, waiting.

“I left,” I whisper, “because I wanted kids.”

His brows draw together, the faintest crease between them.

“You told me, back when we were seeing each other, that you didn’t want them,” I continue. “You were clear about it. And I believed you. I knew if I stayed, I’d fall harder. And I’d end up resenting you or worse… trying to change your mind.”

A shadow passes through his expression. Then he steps in even closer, his hands rising to gently grip my hips, his touch warm and possessive.

“Willow,” he murmurs, voice thick, “I said that because you were so young. You were figuring yourself out, and I didn’t want to scare you off before I could be your Daddy.”

My lips part, stunned.

“I wanted you too badly,” he admits. “So I told myself it wasn’t the right time. But the truth? Every time I saw you—your curves, your soft little belly, those hips—I imagined putting a baby inside you. It scared me because it wouldn’t have been right to impregnate you when you were just getting started with your career.”

Heat flashes over my skin.

Griffin’s palms glide over my sides, up to my waist, and suddenly he lifts me with effortless strength, setting me on the kitchen counter. I gasp, heart thundering.

He slides a hand under my shirt, fingertips brushing my stomach reverently. His gaze darkens, hot and possessive as he whispers, “You’d look so pretty with a hot mommy body, baby. All swollen and round with Daddy’s baby.”

A blush floods my cheeks, but I can’t stop the soft sound that escapes my throat. My legs fall open instinctively, inviting him in.

His brow arches, amused and full of want. “Do you want to be Daddy’s filthy little girl tonight?”

I can barely breathe. “Yes,” I whisper. “I need it. I need you.”

My throat thickens. “It’s been hell without you. I kept looking for you in every man I met… but no one came close. No one cared about me. Not like you do.”

A tear slides down my cheek before I can stop it.

Griffin gently brushes it away with the pad of his thumb, his eyes soft with emotion. “It was worse for me, baby. You were my whole damn world and I lost you.”

A long, aching silence stretches between us. Then he kisses me. Tender. Worshipful. Like I’m something to be cherished.

His lips move slowly, savoring me as his fingers trace lazy circles over my stomach, whispering promises against my skin without saying a word.

And then—ding—the oven timer goes off.

The smell of rich short ribs and truffle potatoes fills the air, breaking the spell.

Griffin chuckles softly, kissing my forehead. “Stay there. Let me serve you, sweetheart.”

I watch him plate the food, strong hands moving with purpose. He’s confident, capable. And utterly mine, even if I’m still trying to believe it’s real.

I slide down from the counter and walk to the table, sinking into one of the chairs as the buzz of our moment still hums under my skin.

He places a plate in front of me with a wink. “I believe in proper dates, you know.”

I smile. “Is that what this is?”

“Dinner before bed. That counts.”

We eat slowly, the conversation easy. Griffin’s dry humor has me laughing more than once.

“I like this,” I murmur, twirling a forkful of potato. “Eating with you. Talking.”

His gaze warms. “So do I.”

I glance up. “What do you usually do at night? When you’re not luring women into your kitchen with truffle mash?”

He chuckles. “Stay at the brewery too long. Or drink at the bar in town.”

“Exciting.”

“Yeah, real thrilling.” His smile fades a little. “I’ve been lonely too, Willow. I tried filling the nights with work, noise, anything. But nothing felt right. Not until you walked back into my life.”

Something flutters in my chest. Hope, maybe. Or longing.

After we finish eating, I start to stand, but Griffin waves me off.

“Nope,” he says, already loading the dishwasher. “Not lifting a finger while you’re in my house.”

“You’re really committing to this spoiling thing.”

“I take care of what’s mine.”

Warmth floods me at those words.

When the dishes are done and the kitchen is clean, he comes over and draws me into his arms. I melt into him, resting my cheek against his chest.

“Stay tonight,” he murmurs against my hair. “Just let me hold you. No expectations. Just… be with me.”

I nod, unable to say no even if I wanted to.

He presses a kiss to my temple and whispers, “Welcome home, Willow.”

My throat feels tight. This place used to be my home years ago. And even though, the aesthetic has changed, the feeling hasn’t. Home will always be where the heart is. And my heart has always been with Griffin.

He pulls back just enough to tilt my chin up with two fingers. His eyes search mine for the briefest moment, and then his lips find mine—slow, tender, reverent.

The kiss deepens as his hand moves to cradle the back of my neck. His tongue brushes against mine, a lazy, sensual exploration that leaves me breathless. He tastes like wine and warmth and everything I’ve missed. Every pass of his mouth over mine reignites the fire that never really burned out between us. It’s not frantic. It’s not rushed. It’s homecoming.

When he finally pulls back, we’re both breathing heavily, and I feel like my legs might give out.

Griffin doesn’t let me wobble.

Instead, he scoops me into his arms like I weigh nothing, holding me against his chest as he carries me up the stairs. I wrap my arms around his neck, pressing my cheek to his shoulder as my heart thuds.

His bedroom is like the rest of the house—luxurious but lived in. Dark wood furniture, deep navy bedding, and the softest lighting that casts everything in a golden glow. He gently places me on the bed and climbs in beside me, tugging me into his arms until my head rests on his chest.

I feel his lips press to the top of my head, and I squeeze his hand, threading our fingers together. My body fits against his so perfectly it’s almost surreal.

The TV flickers on in front of us, some old comedy rerun playing, and we watch it in companionable silence. Every now and then, we banter about the show—he teases me when I giggle too hard, and I nudge him with my elbow when he quotes a line before it happens.

I’ve never felt so safe.

Wrapped in his warmth, the scent of his skin surrounding me, his hand still holding mine tightly—I feel it in my bones.

This is where I belong.

The world outside fades away. The ache, the years apart, the wondering. It all goes quiet.

Before I even realize it, my eyelids grow heavy. Griffin shifts just enough to wrap both arms around me, his breath steady against the top of my head.

Sleep comes easily.

And for the first time in what feels like forever, I fall asleep knowing I’m exactly where I’m meant to be.


SIX


Griffin

The soft rays of morning light filter in through the half-drawn curtains, casting golden lines across the bed. I wake slowly, reluctant to leave the warmth wrapped around me.

Willow is sprawled across my body—one arm draped over my chest, one smooth thigh hooked possessively over my hip. Her face is nestled against my shoulder, her breath warm and even against my skin. It’s the kind of closeness I used to dream about. Hell, still do.

I tighten my arm around her, palm resting low on her back. She shifts slightly, nuzzling closer, and her leg presses right up against my morning wood.

Of course.

I huff a quiet laugh, then tilt my head and brush my lips against her hair. “Morning, baby.”

She stirs, a sleepy hum leaving her throat. Her lashes flutter open, and she blinks up at me with that hazy, just-woken softness I could stare at forever.

Then she winces slightly, her hands adjusting against her chest.

I lift an eyebrow. “You okay?”

She nods, though her mouth twists. “My breasts… they’re aching again. And my stomach feels empty.” She takes my hand and places it on the soft swell of her stomach. Right where her womb is. I can feel her sacred feminine organ pulsing under my touch, calling out to me to fill it, to make it heavy with a baby.

That ache flickers through me—part concern, part something darker, more primal. “Mmm.” I grin. “Are you telling me to get started on making babies with you, sweetheart?”

She meets my gaze, unflinching. “That’s exactly what I’m saying.”

Her voice is quiet but sure, steady in a way that makes my chest clench. She doesn’t blush. Doesn’t laugh it off.

She means it.

And God help me, I want to give her everything she’s asking for.

I shift beneath her, brushing a hand along her hip. “You’re serious.”

“What’s stopping us?” she asks, eyes searching mine. “We’re in the same town again. We’re working together. We clearly still want each other.”

She bites her bottom lip for a second, her hand resting over my heart. “I’m not scared anymore, Griffin. I know what I want. And I want you. All of it. All of us.”

The words hit me hard—straight through the ribs, right to the center of my damn soul.

I cup her cheek, thumb stroking gently across her soft skin. “You really want the full ride? The whole damn thing? Marriage, babies, growing old together?”

She smiles and kisses the tip of my nose. “Yeah. The whole damn thing.”

I pull her into a slow kiss—deeper, lingering—pouring all my emotion into it, needing her to feel just how serious I am too. Her fingers curl in my hair, her body arching instinctively toward mine.

The tension hums between us, thick and electric, but this time, it’s wrapped in something sweeter. Something real.

I break the kiss just long enough to whisper against her lips, “Then let me take care of you, baby. Let me give you everything.”

She nods, her eyes shining. “Start with breakfast?”

I laugh, pressing my forehead to hers. “You drive a hard bargain, woman.”

She giggles and climbs off me, and I already miss the weight of her. But I follow her out of bed like a man possessed.

Because this time, I’m not letting her go.

I bring her downstairs wrapped in one of my flannel shirts—her legs bare, hair a mess, and face flushed from sleep. She’s never looked more beautiful.

In the kitchen, the air still carries the faint scent of last night’s dinner. I open the fridge and pull out leftover quiche the chef made—spinach, goat cheese, a buttery crust that practically melts in your mouth. She hums in approval when I warm it up, stealing a tiny piece before it hits the plate.

“Thief,” I murmur, grinning.

She smirks and leans against the counter, fingers brushing mine. “You love it.”

I do.

Once everything’s plated, I settle on a stool, but she surprises me—climbs right onto my lap, straddling me as naturally as if she’s done it every morning of her life.

My hands immediately settle on her hips. “This how you plan on eating from now on?”

She smiles, slow and mischievous. “Depends. You gonna feed me like a spoiled little princess?”

I chuckle, tearing off a bite-sized piece of crust with my fork. “Open.”

She does, lips parting as I slide the fork in gently. Her mouth closes around the bite, and a satisfied moan slips out. My jeans tighten immediately.

“You sound like that again, baby, and breakfast’s gonna be delayed.”

Willow laughs, tossing her arms around my neck, but doesn’t move from my lap. I feed her slowly, deliberately, watching the way her lips close around each bite, the way her throat moves when she swallows. When a bit of cheese clings to the corner of her mouth, I grab a napkin, brushing it away gently.

“You’re so fussy,” she teases, eyes sparkling.

“You’ve got food on your face,” I mutter. “And you’re mine. I take care of what’s mine.”

Her expression softens—just for a beat—before she leans in and kisses me. It’s not rushed. Not hungry. Just deep and warm and meaningful. Her lips are soft, her tongue gentle but insistent as she explores my mouth with slow reverence.

She pulls back and whispers, “I want to take care of you, too.”

That lands in my chest like a sucker punch.

I press my forehead to hers, breathing her in. “You already do. Just by being here.”

She brushes her fingers through my hair, tucking a strand behind my ear. “I’m serious. I know you act all tough and in control, but I see it, Griffin. The weight you carry. The way you’re always taking care of everyone else.”

I stare at her, heart tight in my chest.

“Let me do that for you now,” she murmurs. “Let me carry something for once.”

I can’t even speak. So I pull her back in, kissing her slow and deep, her body soft and pliant in my arms. Her fingers clutch the back of my shirt, anchoring herself to me like she’s not planning on letting go again.

And God, I hope she doesn’t.

“Carry my babies,” I tell her. “Be my wife, my family, the keeper of my heart. Carry my heart and make sure it’s always safe.”

Willow blinks. “Wife?”

I sigh. “I want to marry you, Willow. The years apart have made it clear that nobody can take your place in my life. If we’re going to have kids, I’d like them to be raised in a traditional family. One where we show them what it’s like to have parents who love each other and work together on the business.”

A bright grin shifts Willow’s lips. “I like that,” she says. “You’d be a great dad; you know?”

“You’d be a wonderful mom, too,” I tell her. “Warm, easy, and generous. And stricter than me. God knows I’m better at spoiling than disciplining.”

“You’re pretty good at punishment.” Willow leans in, darting out her tongue. She traces my cupid’s bow. My heart bangs against my ribcage. I’m shocked at her forward behavior and how easily she has taken to the idea of having my children and building a family with me. I thought it would be harder, and I was ready to do whatever it took. But I’ve never broken her heart, never done anything I have to apologize for. It was all just a misunderstanding.

“I can still feel the orgasm you gave me when you punished me in your office,” she continues, her gaze fixed on me.

“That sounds like you’re asking to be bred again. Does my filthy little slut want Daddy’s seed dripping down her thighs at work all day?”

Willow thighs clench around me. “That sounded so sexy.”

I slide my hands under the flannel shirt, feeling her smooth, warm skin. She’s naked underneath, just like I want her to be forever. “You feel so good, babygirl,” I murmur, my voice a low growl. “I want easy access to this pussy anytime I want. The moment I put a ring on your finger and you move in with me, you’re not allowed to wear underwear anymore.”

She gasps, her eyes widening, but I see the heat there. She likes the idea. My filthy little slut.

My hands move up to her breasts, full and heavy, leaking milk. I squeeze them, feeling the warmth and the wetness against my palms. Milk sprays out, dripping down her stomach, soaking the shirt. I groan, the sight making my cock throb painfully against my jeans.

“Look at you, babygirl,” I say, my voice hoarse with desire. “You’re a fucking milky fountain. I want to drench my cock in your milk. I want to feel you gush all over me while you ride me like the dirty, milky slut you are.”

She moans, her head falling back, her hips grinding against me. I can feel her heat, her wetness. She’s ready for me. Always ready for me.

I unbutton my jeans, pushing them down just enough to free my cock. It’s hard, throbbing, pre-cum leaking from the tip. I take her breast in my hand, massaging it, making more milk spray out. I coat my cock in her milk, using it as lube. It’s warm, slippery, perfect.

“Stand up, babygirl,” I command, and she obeys instantly. I slide the shirt off her, leaving her completely naked. Her body is a fucking masterpiece—curves in all the right places, breasts full and leaking, nipples hard and dark. I want to worship every inch of her.

I lift her up, positioning her over my cock. “Slide down, baby,” I say, my voice rough with need. “Take me in. Take all of me.”

She does, crying out as she sinks down onto my cock. She’s tight, so fucking tight, but she takes me all the way in, her walls gripping me like a vise. I can feel her, every inch of her, and it’s heaven.

Her breasts bounce as she starts to move, milk spraying out with each thrust. I grip her hips, guiding her, controlling her movements. I want to hit that sweet spot deep inside her. I want to make her scream.

“Fuck, Willow,” I grunt, my body tense with the effort to hold back. “You feel so good. So fucking good.”

She moans, her hands clutching my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin. Her body is flushed, her breath coming in short gasps. She’s close. I can feel it.

“Come for me, babygirl,” I say, my voice low and commanding. “Be a good girl and come on my cock. I want to feel you gush. I want to feel you milk me. Only then will I give you my seed.”

Her body tenses, her walls clamping down on me, and then she’s coming, screaming my name, her body convulsing around me. Milk sprays from her breasts, coating both of us, making us slick and slippery.

I groan, the sight and feel of her coming undone pushing me over the edge. I thrust up into her, once, twice, three times, and then I’m coming too, filling her up, painting her pussy walls with my cum.

“Fuck, Willow,” I pant, my body shaking with the force of my orgasm. “You’re mine. You’re fucking mine. And I’m never letting you go.”

She collapses against me, her body limp, her breath hot against my neck. “I’m yours, Griffin,” she whispers. “Forever.”

And in that moment, I know it’s true. She’s mine. My wife. My family. My everything. And I’ll do whatever it takes to keep her safe, to make her happy, to give her the life she deserves.

We stay like that for a while, her body pressed against mine, my cock still inside her. I can feel my cum dripping out of her, coating her thighs, marking her as mine. It’s a fucking beautiful sight.

Eventually, she pulls back, a soft smile on her lips. “I love you, Griffin,” she says, her voice soft but sure.

I cup her cheek, my thumb brushing against her soft skin. “I love you too, Willow,” I say. “More than anything. And I can’t wait to start this new chapter of our lives together.”

She smiles, her eyes shining with happiness and love. And I know, right then, that everything is going to be perfect. Because we have each other.


SEVEN


Willow

Two weeks.

That’s how long I’ve been back in Griffin’s bed, in his arms, in his life.

And somehow… it feels like I never left.

I hum as I brush my hair in front of the hallway mirror, smoothing a hand over my hips as I glance back at the cozy living room. Mom’s watching her morning news with her cane propped next to her, but when she sees me grab my bag, she calls out.

“You look happy.”

I pause, caught mid-step. “Do I?”

She tilts her head and gives me the kind of look only mothers can. “Happier than you were two months ago, that’s for sure. Things better with Griffin now?”

I bite back a grin, heart already thudding at the thought of him. “Yeah. Things are… really good.”

Okay. Really hot. And frequent. And intense.

If we keep having sex like this, I’ll be pregnant by next week.

I blush at the thought.

“I love him,” I admit softly, my fingers brushing the doorknob. “And I think we might be taking things to the next level soon.”

Mom sighs dramatically, shifting to sit a little straighter. “I’ve always wanted to see a grandbaby before I go. Hopefully that man knows how to put one in you already.”

“Mom!” I spin to face her, horrified and laughing.

She just shrugs, smug. “I’m old, not blind. You glow when you walk into a room. There’s only one kind of glow that comes from that kind of loving.”

My mouth opens. Then closes. Then opens again. “We’ll see what happens,” I mutter, half mortified, half giddy.

She chuckles and waves me off. “Go on then, lovebird.”

But I don’t even get to step outside before I freeze.

Griffin is standing on the porch, leaned against his truck like he’s walked out of a dream, hands in his pockets, smile lazy and devastating. “Good morning, baby.”

My heart skips. “What are you doing here?”

“I’m stealing you for the day.” He steps forward, presses a kiss to my forehead. “We’re both taking off work. Don’t argue.”

“But—”

“No buts.” He opens the truck door like a gentleman and helps me in. “You deserve to be spoiled.”

I melt into the seat and let him drive.

We hit the highway and cruise into the city. He keeps glancing at me like he has a secret. I don’t push. I enjoy the ride, the way his hand squeezes my thigh every few minutes like he’s reminding himself I’m real.

It isn’t until we pull up to a jewelry store that I realize what’s happening.

“Griffin?”

“I want you to pick it,” he says simply. “The ring. I’m not going to risk getting it wrong.”

My breath catches as we walk in.

The place is elegant, filled with glittering glass displays and rows of velvet boxes. A man greets us, clearly recognizing Griffin—of course he’s the kind of guy who knows high-end jewelers by name.

My fingers skim over sapphires and emeralds, but it’s the diamonds that catch my eye. There’s a delicate oval cut with a rose gold band that makes my heart stutter, and a vintage-style ring with small etchings along the edges that feels like something out of a romance novel.

“Try this,” Griffin says, lifting a diamond necklace from its perch.

He moves behind me and gently clasps it around my neck. His fingers brush the curve of my skin, and a shiver races through me.

In the mirror, I see his eyes watching me. He’s not just admiring the necklace. He’s admiring me.

“You’re glowing again,” he murmurs.

I smile, reaching up to touch the cool stones. “It’s beautiful.”

“You’re beautiful. I’ll buy you a diamond tiara, too, if you want one.”

I laugh. “That’s excessive.”

“I want you to look like a real princess on our wedding day.”

My heart practically jumps out of my chest.

We spend another twenty minutes narrowing down rings until we finally land on the one I can’t stop staring at—a cushion-cut diamond on a slim band with tiny diamonds woven into the side. It’s elegant, timeless. Me.

As we step out of the shop, I nudge him with my elbow. “You haven’t actually proposed yet, you know.”

Griffin stops in his tracks, turning to face me fully. “Want me to get down on one knee right now? Because I will. Right here on this sidewalk.”

I snort. “You’d do that?”

“Try me.”

I glance around. People are walking by, unaware. The air smells like fresh coffee and rain. “I don’t need the grand gesture,” I say quietly. “I just need you.”

He lifts my hand, kisses my knuckles. “You have me.”

Then he slides the ring onto my finger.

The moment it settles into place, I feel a shift in the air. Like everything’s real now.

“I love you, Willow,” he whispers. “You’re mine. Always. I’ll be your Daddy, your husband, your protector. You don’t ever have to be alone again.”

Tears sting my eyes.

“I love you, too, Griffin. I can’t imagine a life without you. I was miserable when you weren’t around. Looks like we’re both meant for each other.”

I rise onto my toes and kiss him, tasting love and salt and the forever I’ve always wanted.
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The bar is already buzzing with music and conversation when Griffin opens the door and places his hand firmly on the small of my back.

His other arm wraps around my hips, strong and possessive like I’m already his in every way that counts. Maybe because I am. My fingers toy with the diamond ring on my hand—it still feels surreal.

We step inside, and it’s like the world tilts.

Heads turn.

Voices drop.

Then someone whistles low.

“Holy shit,” Bobby says from behind the bar, pointing straight at my hand. “I knew this was going to happen. Took you two long enough.”

Griffin chuckles, his arm tightening around me. “Guess you win the town betting pool.”

“Damn right I do,” Bobby smirks. “Congrats, you two.”

Before I can respond, people begin coming over—locals we’ve known forever, brewery regulars, even a few curious newcomers. They clap me on the shoulder, shake Griffin’s hand, grin at us with genuine warmth in their eyes.

Even Michelle—my sweet, very pregnant friend—waddles over with a glowing smile. “I knew you two had something special,” she says, rubbing her belly as if the baby agrees. “True love always finds a way, Willow.”

Her words hit deep, and my eyes sting.

Because for a long time, I didn’t believe that. But standing here now, wrapped in Griffin’s arm, I do.

“Thank you,” I whisper, overwhelmed by the joy in the room.

A few more folks crowd around, exchanging hugs and congratulations. Someone leans in and teases, “So… are you already pregnant? Gonna make Griffin a daddy for real now?”

I go hot in the face. “W-what?”

Griffin growls low under his breath and pulls me tighter to him. “You wanna try asking that again?” he says, half teasing, half dead serious.

The guy backs off, laughing. “Hey, I’m just saying. The way you two are lookin’ at each other? Doesn’t take a genius.”

I hide my face in Griffin’s chest, giggling despite myself. His body vibrates with amusement.

“You okay, baby?” he murmurs in my ear.

“Very,” I say, nuzzling closer.

Even my mom is here, leaning on her cane but smiling from ear to ear as she chats with old friends, proudly showing them that she’s doing better. She waves at me and lifts her brows like, I told you so.

The whole night is magic.

Warm lights, cold drinks, laughter that rings through the room.

Griffin never leaves my side, always keeping me close, whispering into my hair, touching the small of my back, kissing my temple.

He’s proud.

He’s mine.

“The date isn’t set yet,” I tell someone when they ask. “But it’ll be soon.”

“She still needs a dress,” Griffin adds with a grin, glancing down at me like he already knows exactly how I’ll look walking toward him in white.

My stomach does a somersault. “Guess we’ve got some shopping to do.”

We stay until the music starts to fade and the crowd begins to thin out. Griffin helps my mom into a cab, kissing her cheek and telling her to call if she needs anything.

She just winks. “You take care of my girl, you hear?”

“Always,” he promises, then holds the door for me.

The night is cool, crisp with the scent of pine and summer air as we walk to the truck.

He helps me in, then kisses me slow and sweet across the seat before starting the engine.

When we get home, I pull him close, my voice a whisper against his lips.

“Make love to me slowly tonight,” I breathe. “I want to feel my Daddy’s arms around me when I fall asleep.”

His pupils darken, and he cups my cheek.

“You’re mine now,” he says, voice rough. “My fiancée. My girl. And I’m going to love you all night long.”

I smile through the flush in my cheeks, heart pounding. “I still can’t believe it.”

He kisses me again, slow and deep, and whispers into my skin, “Believe it. You’re mine forever. And I’m going to prove it to you.”

I follow Griffin up the stairs, my heart pounding with anticipation. He leads me into his bedroom, the space filled with his scent, his presence. The room is dimly lit, casting long shadows that dance across the walls. He turns to face me, his eyes dark with desire and something softer, something that makes my heart flutter.

He steps closer, his hands reaching for the hem of my dress. “You look so beautiful tonight, babygirl,” he murmurs, his voice a low rumble that sends shivers down my spine. “But I need to see you. All of you.”

He lifts the dress slowly, his knuckles brushing against my skin as if it were a sacred ground. I raise my arms, allowing him to pull the dress over my head. He tosses it aside, his eyes never leaving mine. I stand before him in my lace bra and panties, feeling vulnerable yet powerful under his gaze.

“Fuck, Willow,” he whispers, his eyes roaming over my body. “You’re perfect. Every inch of you.”

He reaches out, his fingers tracing the lace edge of my bra. “These are gorgeous,” he says, his voice thick with appreciation. “But they’re not as gorgeous as what’s underneath.”

He unhooks the bra, freeing my breasts. They spill out, heavy and full, my nipples hardening under his gaze. He cups them, his thumbs brushing over my nipples, making me gasp. “These tits,” he growls. “They’re fucking art, babygirl. So full, so soft. And all mine.”

He leans down, taking one nipple into his mouth. He sucks gently, his tongue swirling around the sensitive bud. I moan, my head falling back, my fingers tangling in his hair. He moves to the other breast, giving it the same attention, making my knees weak.

He trails kisses down my stomach, his hands sliding my panties down my hips. “And this pussy,” he says, his voice a low growl. “It’s mine too. Always so wet, always so ready for me.”

He presses a kiss to my mound, inhaling deeply. “Fuck, you smell good, babygirl. I could live off your scent.”

He stands up, his hands going to his belt. He unbuckles it, his eyes never leaving mine. “Now it’s your turn to watch, babygirl,” he says, a wicked smile playing on his lips.

He undresses slowly, teasingly, revealing his hard, muscled body inch by inch. When he’s finally naked, his cock standing proud and hard, I can’t help but lick my lips. He’s magnificent, every sculpted muscle, every ridge, every vein. And he’s all mine.

He steps closer, his hands gripping my hips. “Lie down, babygirl,” he commands, his voice dominant, leaving no room for argument. I obey, my body trembling with anticipation.

He climbs onto the bed, his body covering mine. He kisses me deeply, his tongue exploring my mouth, his hands roaming over my body. He positions himself at my entrance, the head of his cock pressing against my wet folds.

“You’re so fucking wet, babygirl,” he growls. “You’re ready for me, aren’t you? Ready for Daddy to fuck you hard and deep.”

I nod, my breath coming in short gasps. “Yes, Daddy,” I whisper. “I’m ready.”

He thrusts into me, his cock filling me completely. I cry out, my body arching to meet his. He starts to move, his hips pistoning against mine, his cock driving into me with hard, deep thrusts.

“Fuck, Willow,” he groans. “You feel so good, babygirl. So tight, so wet. Like a fucking dream.”

He leans down, his lips brushing against my ear. “You like it when I talk dirty to you, don’t you, babygirl?” he murmurs. “You like it when Daddy tells you how much he loves fucking your tight little pussy.”

I moan, my pussy clenching around him. He’s right, I love it. I love every filthy word that comes out of his mouth.

He chuckles, a low, wicked sound. “That’s my good girl,” he says. “Come on, babygirl. Come all over Daddy’s cock. Show me how much you love it.”

His words send me over the edge. My orgasm hits me hard, my body convulsing, my pussy clamping down on his cock. He groans, his body tensing, his cock pulsing inside me.

“Fuck, Willow,” he growls. “I’m gonna come, babygirl. I’m gonna fill your pussy with my cum. I’m gonna breed you, make you mine in every fucking way.”

He thrusts deep, his cock pulsing, his cum filling me. I can feel it, hot and thick, coating my walls, marking me as his. He collapses on top of me, his body shaking, his breath ragged.

“You’re mine, Willow,” he whispers, his voice soft but firm. “My fiancée. My filthy slut. My cum dump. The mother of my children. My everything. And I’m going to treasure you forever.”

I wrap my arms around him, holding him close, my heart overflowing with love and happiness. I’ve never felt so cherished, so adored.

I’m Daddy’s little slut. That’s all I ever want to be.


EIGHT


Griffin

Two months later…

“Willow, baby,” I call from the living room, glancing at my watch. “We’re gonna be late for your dress fittings, sweetheart.”

No answer.

I frown and head toward the hallway, loosening the cuffs of my shirt as I go. It took weeks to get this appointment at one of the most coveted bridal boutiques in the city. I had to make calls, call in favors, and even flirt with some executive assistant I haven’t seen since college to get a slot today.

But none of that matters if she’s not coming.

“Willow?” My voice softens as I knock gently on the bedroom door. “You okay in there?”

Still nothing.

The silence prickles under my skin. She was quiet at breakfast—barely touched her toast, just moved the food around her plate like it offended her. Her eyes looked tired, her skin pale.

That’s not like her.

I push the door open.

She’s sitting on the edge of the bed, arms curled around her waist, her face pale and pinched like she’s trying not to cry. My stomach tightens.

I’m across the room in a second.

“Baby,” I murmur, kneeling in front of her, my hands cupping her thighs. “What’s going on? Are you sick? You’re scaring me.”

She lifts her head slowly. “I… threw up this morning.”

My brows knit together. “An upset stomach?”

She hesitates, then shakes her head, looking like she hates even saying it aloud. “I don’t think so.”

I brush her hair behind her ear. “Then what do you think it is?”

“I don’t know. I just… I don’t want to get your hopes up,” she whispers. “Maybe it’s just a bug. But I’ve been feeling off for a few days now.”

Hope flickers in my chest like the spark of a match.

She doesn’t say the words.

She doesn’t have to.

“You think…” I swallow hard, heart thudding. “You think you might be pregnant?”

“I don’t know,” she says, her voice cracking. “I don’t want to get excited if it’s nothing. And I’m sorry—I just… I don’t think I can handle dress fittings today.”

I don’t even blink. “Don’t apologize, baby. Come here.”

I slide onto the bed beside her and pull her into my arms, cradling her against my chest. She melts into me like she’s been waiting for this all morning, and I stroke her back, trying to take the worry from her bones.

“I’m sorry you had to throw up alone,” I murmur, kissing the side of her head. “I should’ve been there.”

She exhales softly. “I feel better now that you’re holding me.”

My chest aches. She always tries to be strong, but she doesn’t have to be—not with me.

I kiss her hair again. “I’m gonna cancel the dress fittings. Then I’ll go to the pharmacy and get a pregnancy test and whatever meds you need. Okay?”

She nods, her arms tightening around me. “I’m so glad I have you, Griffin.”

“No, baby,” I whisper, tipping her chin up. “I’m glad I have you. You’re the one going through this. You’re the one who might be carrying our baby. You’re already doing more than I could ever ask for. So let me take care of you, yeah?”

She gives me a small smile, and I can’t resist kissing it. She leans into the kiss, her lips soft, her body trembling slightly as I run my hands down her arms.

“Lie back,” I say gently. “Let me help you relax a bit.”

She reclines, and I shift to sit on the bed, lifting one of her feet into my lap. I start massaging slowly, working the tension from her arch, then moving to the other foot. She moans softly, head dropping back against the pillows.

“God, that feels good.”

“I’m just getting started,” I say with a grin.

I trail my hands up her calves, then gently cup her breasts through her top, stroking the sides with careful reverence.

“They sore, baby?” I ask.

She nods, biting her lip. “Yeah.”

I massage them carefully, my fingers slow and soft, worshipful. Her body relaxes beneath me, and I swear, I’ve never felt more protective of anything in my life.

“You rest,” I whisper, kissing her temple. “I’ll be back in twenty. We’ll find out for sure.”

She clings to my hand as I stand, eyes big and glassy. “You’ll really be here, no matter what the test says?”

I lean down, press a kiss to her lips—slow, deep, and full of every promise in my heart.

“I’m not going anywhere, Willow,” I tell her. “You’re mine. And if there’s a baby in that belly of yours… you better believe I’m going to spend the rest of my life taking care of both of you.”

Then I grab my keys and head out the door, heart pounding in my chest like it already knows⁠—

Our lives are about to change.
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I’m pacing the hallway like a man waiting on a jury verdict.

The pregnancy test box lies torn on the counter. Two sticks. Five minutes. Five damn minutes. But it feels like a lifetime.

Willow’s in the bathroom. She asked for privacy, but I’m hovering outside the door like a lovesick idiot, palms sweating, heart thudding loud enough to echo off the walls.

She finally cracks the door open.

Her eyes are wide. Lips parted. She’s clutching the stick like it’s something sacred. My breath catches in my throat as she steps into the light.

“I… it’s positive,” she says softly.

And just like that, the world tilts.

I don’t wait for another word. I pull her into my arms, lifting her off the ground with a deep, guttural sound I don’t even recognize coming out of my chest. My mouth finds hers—urgent, hungry, ecstatic. I kiss her deeply, my tongue sliding against hers, tasting the tears and joy on her lips.

“You’re pregnant,” I whisper against her mouth, almost in disbelief. “You’re really pregnant.”

She laughs, breathless and trembling, her fingers gripping the back of my shirt. “I can’t believe it.”

“Oh, but I can.” I pull back just enough to look at her—really look at her. Her glowing face. Her red-rimmed eyes full of wonder. “You’ve been such a good girl for Daddy. Getting knocked up so fast.”

She gasps, laughing. “Griffin!”

“It’s true.” I kiss her again, slower this time. Reverent. “I knew these curves would get me in trouble. You’re just built to carry my babies.”

She leans into me, burying her face against my chest. Her voice is soft. “What if I’m too sick to go through with the wedding? I’ve been feeling awful, and by the time I feel better, I’ll have a bump.”

I pull away just enough to cup her face. “Sweetheart, you’ll look even prettier as a bride with a baby bump. Hell, I’d marry you right now in your pajamas if I could.”

She laughs, but there’s a shimmer of emotion in her eyes.

I lower myself to my knees, lifting the hem of her shirt. Her stomach is still flat, soft, but I press my lips to it like it’s already full of life.

“I’m gonna love you through all of it,” I whisper against her skin. “When you’re swollen, when you’re big, when you feel like crying over spilled cereal or can’t sleep at night—I’ll be there.”

Her hands thread through my hair as she gazes down at me, her eyes full of trust.

“I want to marry you before the baby comes,” I tell her, standing and wrapping my arms around her again. “I’m a traditional man, Willow. I want you to be my wife before you’re a mother. That’s how I was raised.”

She nods against my chest. “Then I’ll do whatever you need from me, Griffin. I love your old-fashioned heart. I love you.”

I scoop her into my arms and carry her to bed, settling her down gently before sliding in behind her. We curl together, her back against my chest, her hand stroking mine where it rests over her stomach.

We lay like that, warm and tangled, and I’ve never felt so complete.

“What do you think it’ll be?” she murmurs. “Boy or girl?”

“I don’t care,” I say honestly. “As long as it’s healthy. But if it’s a girl… she’s never dating. Ever.”

She laughs. “And if it’s a boy?”

“He’s gonna have your heart,” I say, kissing her temple. “But he better not get your stubborn streak.”

She turns her face toward mine, smiling sleepily. “We’ll name them something beautiful. Something strong.”

“We’ll name them together,” I promise.

She sighs happily, nuzzling into me. “I love you, Griffin.”

“I love you more, Willow,” I murmur. “You’re my world now. You… and our baby.”

And in the silence that follows, I swear I can already hear the heartbeat of the life we’re building—steady, strong, and full of love.


EPILOGUE


Willow

Five months later…

The scent of roses and sweet spring air drifts through the open windows of the little white chapel as sunlight pools across the polished wooden floor. I stand in front of the mirror, barely believing the reflection staring back at me.

My white dress hugs my body gently, flowing like a dream around the curve of my six-month belly. The bump is impossible to miss now—round, firm, and proud beneath the delicate lace. Griffin said he wanted me to look like a princess, and the man meant it. He bought the dress for a ridiculous price, and when it didn’t fit quite right because I kept growing, he paid even more to have it altered twice. It fits perfectly now—comfortable, elegant, and tailored to the shape of the life growing inside me.

“Sweetheart,” my mom murmurs, taking my hand, her cane leaning against the vanity. “You look beautiful.”

I glance at her through the mirror. She’s glowing as much as I am.

“I can’t believe this is real,” I whisper.

She squeezes my hand gently. “You found the right man. And he loves you something fierce.”

“I know.” My voice catches as I turn to face her. “Mom… I’m so glad you’re here. That you’re healthy enough to be here. If you hadn’t fallen, I never would’ve come back. I never would’ve reconnected with Griffin.”

She smiles, eyes glassy with unshed tears. “Then I’m glad I took that tumble. I always said I was going to play fairy godmother one day. I just didn’t think I’d do it with a broken leg and a stubborn daughter.”

We both laugh, and I pull her into a careful hug, mindful of the bump between us. “Thank you, Mom. For everything. I love you.”

“I love you more, my baby girl.” She wipes under her eyes with a tissue. “Now go get married before I cry off all my makeup.”

The music swells, and I step into the hallway, my hand shaking just slightly around my bouquet of white peonies and baby's breath.

And then I see him.

Griffin.

He’s standing at the front of the chapel, tall and broad-shouldered in a perfectly tailored charcoal gray suit. He looks devastatingly handsome—his dark hair slicked back, a subtle scruff lining his jaw, and his eyes locked on me like I’m the only thing that exists in this world.

When I walk down the aisle, he doesn't look away. He drinks me in like I’m water and he’s been dying of thirst. And when I reach him, his hand curls protectively around my waist, right over our baby.

“You look like a goddess,” he whispers, leaning in.

“And you look like a man who’s about to cry,” I tease softly.

“Only if you say no,” he replies, kissing my cheek.

The ceremony is short, heartfelt, and full of emotion. We say our vows with tears in our eyes, promising forever in front of everyone we love. I vow to stand by him, to raise our child with him, to always be the home he comes back to. He vows to protect me, cherish me, and love me even when I'm tired, swollen, or grumpy—especially then.

And then he kisses me.

It’s not a quick peck.

It’s a deep, slow, toe-curling kiss that makes the guests hoot and laugh, but I don’t care. His tongue teases mine, his hands firm on my back, and the feel of him reminds me—like it always does—that he’s the only one I’ll ever want.

When we finally part, breathless and dazed, he leans in and whispers, “My wife. My baby mama. My good girl forever.”

And I whisper back, “Your forever girl, Daddy.”

The chapel roars with applause as we walk out hand in hand, the sun catching the glint of my ring and the tiny diamond necklace he gave me months ago.

I’m six months pregnant. I’m married to the only man who’s ever made me feel seen. And I’ve never felt more beautiful, more wanted, or more loved.

This is our happily ever after.

And it gets even better once we’re done with the party, the dances, and the guests. When we get home, it’s quiet and peaceful.

We’re both ready to burst through our skin. Being so close to each other all day has made us horny. Griffin adores me with a baby bump and has a harder time keeping his hands off me since I started showing.

He scoops me up in his arms, kissing my forehead. “Our first night as husband and wife. I’m going to make it memorable. I’ll make your swollen belly bounce as I thrust into you from behind.”

My core warms. Heat races between my thighs, filling my pussy with moisture. When Griffin looks at me like that—like he wants to devour me—it makes me melt into him. I was afraid he’d stop desiring me once I had grown pregnant. So many husbands do just that. But Griffin is loyal and he’s the real deal.

He held my hand and my hair every time I threw up, massaged my swollen feet, catered to my ridiculous requests for midnight snacks, and went above and beyond in spoiling me while all I did was put my feet up and grow our baby in my womb. Of course, I’m still working at the brewery. That’s my passion. Plus, it helps keep my mind off the pain in my back from carrying a huge kid in my stomach.

The brewery is doing great. I feel even more determined to preserve its legacy, knowing that my children will inherit it one day.

I wrap my arms around Griffin’s neck as he carries me effortlessly up the stairs to our bedroom. His eyes are dark with desire, his jaw tense with the restraint he’s been exercising all day. He kicks the door open and lays me down gently on the bed, his hands already tugging at the silk of my dress.

“You’re so damn fertile,” he growls, his voice thick with lust. “I can’t wait to breed you again.”

He tears off my clothes, his breath hitching as he reveals my naked body. His eyes roam over me, appreciation and hunger shining in them. He pauses at my stomach, his expression softening. He leans down, pressing gentle kisses all over my stretched skin.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Willow,” he murmurs. “Your body is a temple, growing our child. You’re a goddess.”

His words send a shiver of pleasure down my spine. I feel beautiful under his gaze, powerful in my femininity. I reach out, running my fingers through his hair as he continues to worship my body with his mouth.

He looks up, his eyes meeting mine. “Get on your hands and knees, babygirl,” he commands, his voice dominant and leaving no room for argument. “I want to see that beautiful, wet pussy.”

I obey, turning over and positioning myself on all fours. I can feel his eyes on me, his gaze burning into my skin. I’m already so wet, my arousal dripping down my thighs.

“Fuck, Willow,” he groans. “You’re soaking, babygirl. Your pussy is begging for my cock.”

I hear him undressing behind me, the rustle of fabric hitting the floor. Then he’s there, his hands gripping my hips, his cock pressing against my entrance.

“You’re such a dirty slut, Willow,” he says, his voice a low growl. “Getting knocked up even before our wedding. You love my cum, don’t you? You love it when I fill you up.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I moan. “I love it. I love being your slutty little wife. That’s why you can’t stop coming inside me.”

He chuckles, a low, wicked sound. “That’s right, babygirl. You’re the most tempting thing I’ve ever seen.”

He thrusts into me, his cock filling me completely. I cry out, my body arching to meet his. He starts to move, his hips pistoning against mine, his cock driving into me with hard, deep thrusts. His hands roam over my body, one gripping my hip, the other cradling my pregnant stomach.

“You feel so good, Willow,” he groans. “Your pussy is so tight, so wet. And your belly, fuck, it’s so sexy.”

He leans down, kissing my shoulder, his teeth grazing my skin. “You’re mine, Willow. Every inch of you. Every curve. Every stretch mark. You’re all mine.”

I can feel every inch of Griffin as he moves inside me, his cock hard and throbbing. His body is slick with sweat, his muscles taut and flexing with each powerful thrust. His breath comes in ragged gasps, matching my own desperate pants. His fingers dig into my hips, holding me steady as he plunges deeper, his pace increasing, becoming more urgent.

“God, Willow,” he growls, his voice raw and primal. “You feel incredible. So fucking tight and wet.”

His hips slam against mine, the sound of our bodies meeting filling the room. My breasts bounce with each thrust, and I can feel my stomach, heavy and full, swaying gently. Griffin’s hands move to cup my breasts, his fingers teasing my nipples, sending jolts of pleasure straight to my core.

“These tits,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “They’re going to be full again soon, babygirl. Full of milk for our baby. And for me.”

The thought sends a rush of heat through me, making my pussy clench around his cock. He groans, his body trembling with the effort to hold back. My galactorrhea was cured after I took the medicine the doctor gave me. But soon, I’ll start making milk again, because I’ll have a baby to nurse.

“Come for me, Willow,” he commands, his voice low and dominant. “Come all over my cock. Let me feel you.”

His words push me over the edge. My orgasm hits me like a wave, my body convulsing, my pussy clamping down on his cock. I cry out, my voice echoing through the room. Griffin’s grip on me tightens, his body tensing as he finds his own release. He pulses inside me, his cum filling me, coating my walls.

“Fuck, Willow,” he groans, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. “I’m going to fill you up again. I’m going to make you pregnant again. We’re going to have a big family, babygirl. Just you wait.”

He slows his pace, his thrusts becoming gentle, almost lazy. He leans down, pressing kisses along my spine, his hands rubbing soothing circles on my stomach. I collapse onto the bed, my body spent, my breath coming in soft gasps.

Griffin pulls out of me, his cock still semi-hard and glistening with our combined arousal. He climbs onto the bed beside me, pulling me into his arms. He spoons me, his body curling around mine protectively. His hand rests on my stomach, rubbing gentle circles.

“I can’t wait to meet our little one,” he murmurs, his voice soft and filled with wonder. “I can’t wait to see you holding our baby, your breasts full of milk again.”

I smile, my heart swelling with love and happiness. I lean back into his embrace, feeling safe, cherished, and adored.

“I can’t wait either,” I whisper, my voice thick with emotion. “I love you, Griffin. So much.”

He kisses the top of my head, his arms tightening around me. “I love you too, Willow. More than anything. And I can’t wait to spend the rest of my life with you, growing our family, loving you, and being loved by you.”

As we lie there, wrapped in each other’s arms, I know that this is just the beginning. The beginning of our life together, of our family, of our love story. And I can’t wait to see what the future holds for us. Together, we can face anything. Together, we are unstoppable. Together, we are a family. And that’s all that matters.

Epilogue 2

Griffin

Ten years later…

Ten years.

It’s been ten years since I married the love of my life in that little white chapel while she was six months pregnant with our first child. I still remember how her belly pressed against me when I kissed her at the altar, how she whispered “Your forever girl, Daddy” like a promise sealed in fire.

Now?

Now, I’ve got that promise in every corner of my life.

I’m sitting on the back porch of our house, the evening sun dipping low over the horizon. The backyard is alive with the laughter of our kids—three of them so far, and a fourth tucked safe inside Willow’s swollen belly. Our oldest, Jacob, is eight and built like me already—broad-shouldered and full of mischief. His sister, Molly, is six, sassy and sweet with Willow’s eyes and my stubborn streak. And then there’s Caleb, our almost-two-year-old, currently latched onto Willow’s breast, dozing in her arms while she hums gently and rocks him on the porch swing.

My wife.

My heart.

Still the most beautiful thing I’ve ever laid eyes on.

She glows in the golden light, her long hair a mess of soft curls falling down her back, her white maternity dress stretched over her belly. She’s rounder now, heavier with the weight of our fourth child, and somehow more radiant than she’s ever been. I still look at her and ache—because I love her more every damn day.

“Feet up,” I murmur, crouching in front of her and gently lifting her legs onto my thighs.

Willow smiles sleepily. “Griff, you don’t have to⁠—”

“I want to,” I interrupt, rubbing my thumbs slowly over her arches, careful not to jostle the baby asleep in her arms. “You’ve been on your feet all day chasing our little gremlins around.”

She lets out a soft moan of relief. “Mmm, Daddy, I swear—if you keep rubbing my feet like that, I’ll have your fifth baby too.”

I chuckle, leaning in to press a kiss to her shin. “We’ll see how you feel after this one’s out. You’re already carrying my fourth. I think I’ve earned a few husband points.”

“You’ve earned all of them,” she whispers, brushing her fingers through my hair. “You take care of all of us, every day.”

I’ve tried my best to be the kind of reliable and responsible husband Willow deserves. Someone who’ll be there for her through thick and thin, who’ll take the burden off her shoulders. She has been doing great at work. The brewery has expanded so much since she joined. We’re making a lot of money. Our kids will have nothing to worry about in the future. And I hope Willow can retire early, so she can spend her days lazily curled up on the bed at home. But she loves brewing as much as I do, so the chances of her retiring early are slim.

I glance at our kids—Jacob helping Molly push a wagon full of sticks, both of them muddy and laughing like lunatics. And in Willow’s arms, Caleb stirs, his chubby little hand curling tighter around her dress. His mouth is latched onto her swollen nipple. He’s guzzling her breastmilk. She has tried weaning him off but he’s addicted to his mother’s breastmilk. Just like I am.

My cock pulses at the sight of very pregnant wife holding our baby over her swollen stomach as she nourishes him with her breastmilk like the perfect, loving mother she is. Motherhood suits Willow so much. She’s happy when she’s feeding and playing with our kids. And I admire her strength and maternal instinct as much as I admire her soft femininity and loyalty as a partner.

“This,” I say quietly, resting my cheek against her knee. “This is the future I dreamed about, back when I thought I’d lost you. You, full of my babies, nursing one while the others run wild. Me rubbing your feet at sunset like a damn simp.”

Willow laughs softly, her voice full of affection. “A very handsome simp.”

I grin. “Damn right.”

She shifts just enough to lean forward and kiss my lips, slow and soft. Caleb sighs in his sleep, tucked between us like he knows he’s safe.

“I’m glad you’re mine,” she whispers. “I’m glad we have this.”

I take her hand and press it to my lips. “This is everything. You. The kids. The chaos. The noise. The love.”

The stars start to peek out overhead, and the cicadas begin their evening song.

And as our family gathers close—sticky fingers, bedtime stories, little feet scampering through the grass—I hold my wife’s hand tighter, her skin warm and familiar.

Ten years ago, I made her my wife.

Today, she’s still my good girl and my filthy little slut.

And forever, she’ll be the home I never stop coming back to.
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