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Chapter One


Lucy:

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It has,” I agree.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Right.”

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

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

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

“Of course,” I respond.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I know, I know. I’m sorry.”

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

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

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

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

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

“Okay.” I breathe a sigh of relief.

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Two


Kieran:

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

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

Lucy deserves someone so much better than Robbie.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“No pain or tenderness, then?”

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

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

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

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

“I’m almost finished,” I tell her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You can sit back down,” I tell her.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“I... no. I don’t think so.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Pull yourself together, Kieran,” I mutter.

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

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


Chapter Three


Lucy:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

There’s no point fighting it any longer.

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

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

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


Chapter Four


Kieran:

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

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

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

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

“Hi, Dr. Jameson. Come on in.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’re having trouble doing it yourself?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why, Kieran?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Is that right?”

“Uh huh.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My milky princess is impossible to resist.


Chapter Five


Lucy:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I want him. All of him.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes,” I gasp. “Please, Kieran.”

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

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

“Oh god, yes.”

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

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

“Yes, Kieran. I love it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Let go, princess. Come for me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes, Kieran,” I whisper.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But, Kieran...” I whimper.

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

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

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

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

And I’m not ready for it to be over.


Chapter Six


Lucy:

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

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

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

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

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

“Well, there’s this guy...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Seven


Kieran:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Why would you do something like that?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Kieran,” she gasps. “Oh god.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eight


Lucy:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Open your mouth,” he commands.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yes. Oh fuck, yes!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“That sounds perfect,” I murmur.

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

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


Chapter Nine


Kieran:

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

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

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

“Ready, princess?”

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

“There you go. Nice and warm.”

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

“Is it tender?”

“A little.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You’d rather what, princess?”

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

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

She hesitates, but eventually meets my eyes.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You think so?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I smile, my heart swelling with emotion.

“Of course, princess. Anything for you.”

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

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

I’m falling in love with her.

Fuck.

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

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

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

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

Because she’s mine.

Mine to love, protect, and care for.

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

Forever.

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

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

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

“Comfortable?”

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

“At what?”

“Taking care of me.”

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

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

“You already do, Lucy,” I tell her.

She doesn’t reply, her eyes drifting closed.

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

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

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

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


Chapter Ten


Kieran:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We can’t have that, can we?”

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

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

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

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

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

“Please what, princess?”

“Help me.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Kieran, I’m gonna... oh fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Oh,” she whimpers.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


Chapter Eleven


Lucy:

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My ex-boyfriend.

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

Oh shit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Robbie’s face turns pale. “Dad, I...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Always, Lucy.”

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

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

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

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

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

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


Epilogue


Kieran:

Nine months later:

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

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

“I can’t,” she gasps.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“It’s a boy!” the doctor exclaims.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“We did it,” I whisper into her ear.

“Yes, we did.”

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

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

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

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

“I love you, Kieran,” she whispers.

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

And I do.
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When I suddenly start dripping with milk at the office, I don't know why it's happening. It's never happened before, and now I have to deal with the shame and humiliation of knowing that all my colleagues saw the wet patches on my shirt.

My day gets even worse when I find out this is all the result of a prank by a colleague.

But my sexy older boss promises she won't get away with doing this, and he promises to take care of me. I shouldn't feel this intense attraction towards Julian - especially when he's my dad's best friend - but my body responds to him in such a primal way. I've always wanted him, even though I know he's completely off limits.

Once he sets eyes on my new overflowing curves, though, there is no holding back. Julian has an unquenchable thirst, and when he gives in to it, he makes all my wildest dreams come true.
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Falling for the Father of the Bride

My best friend is getting married tomorrow, and here I am, sitting alone in a bar and wishing I'd lived life with a little less caution. After all, I'm twenty-two and haven't even been in a proper relationship before.

But maybe tonight is the night when I can change. When I can start taking risks.

And I think I'm going to start with the hot older man sitting on the bar stool beside mine. The one who can't stop looking at me, and who creates an excited flutter deep in the pit of my stomach every time our eyes meet. Perhaps he is just what I need.

But when he shows up at the wedding the next day, ready to walk my best friend down the aisle, I realize I've made a terrible mistake.

I've fallen for the father of the bride.
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Adrianna: Her Fertile First Time

When a clumsy mistake means that my hot silver fox CEO discovers all my dirty thoughts about him, I want the ground to swallow me whole. Surely I've just ruined any chance of a future at the company?

But Mr. Harrison doesn't seem upset though. Quite the opposite, in fact.

He enjoyed reading my filthy fantasies so much that he wants to help me recreate them. In person. Right there in his office. On his desk.

Then he finds out no other man has ever touched me before, and he becomes even more determined to claim my younger, fertile body as his own. And he won't stop until my tummy is growing round with his baby.
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