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Chapter One


Lily: 

The bar’s lighting is dim, doing little more than casting a warm glaze over the room. In the background, the air is filled with quiet piano music and the buzz of many hushed conversations all happening at once. I sit on a high stool, my fingers wrapped around a cold glass of club soda with a twist of lime. Something simple and refreshing. I take a sip, letting the bubbles dance on my tongue, but it does nothing to ease the restlessness swirling around inside me. 

I don’t know anyone here. I barely even know this town. I came from out of state just for the weekend, and I thought I would explore a little tonight. Now that I’m here, though, I’m kind of wishing I hadn’t bothered. I’d hoped that being around other people would make me feel a little less lonely but, if anything, it’s only made me feel even more alone. 

My best friend is getting married tomorrow, and I should be buzzing with excitement. I am, for her. Really. But sitting here, just me and my sad little drink, I can’t shake this hollow feeling in my chest. 

I’ve waited so long, holding out for something special. I wanted to meet someone who made my heart race. Someone who could make me laugh and who would make me feel safe. But all this caution, all this... holding back... and here I am, alone on the eve of my best friend’s wedding. Sophie is getting married. Meanwhile, at twenty-two, I’ve barely even been on a proper date, let alone been in love. Or kissed someone who made me weak in the knees. 

I stare down at my almost-empty glass, letting out a sigh. What’s wrong with me? Why can’t I just... live a little? All I ever seem to do is wait and dream, watching life pass by from the sidelines, while everyone else dives headfirst. 

The bar hums with a quiet buzz of conversation, the clinking of glasses and laughter mingling together to make me feel like even more of an outsider. All around the room, couples lean close to each other, murmuring softly, eyes locked. I watch them and wish, for just a second, that I could have someone else in my life, the way they all do. 

I’m so lost in my thoughts that I barely notice when someone sits down on the stool beside me. He doesn’t say anything at first; he just orders a whiskey, neat, and I can feel his presence next to me, steady and strong. 

I glance over, my curiosity getting the better of me, and nearly choke on my drink. He’s older, maybe mid-forties, with a jawline that could probably cut glass and just enough gray at his temples to give him a kind of rugged, timeless appeal. His eyes are intense, a gray-blue that seems to capture the low light and hold it, and he’s got an aura of confidence that makes my heart skip a beat. 

When he catches me staring, he raises an eyebrow, a hint of a smile tugging at the corners of his mouth. “Everything all right?” 

I feel a rush of heat flood my cheeks, and I dip my head quickly to hide the blush from him. “Oh, yeah. Sorry. Just, um, zoned out, I guess.” 

“If you don’t mind me saying, you caught my eye as soon as I entered this place, but you looked like you had a lot on your mind, so I didn’t want to interrupt. But now I’ve got your attention; how about I get you a refill?” 

His words surprise me, and before I can think too deeply about it, I nod, letting him wave down the bartender. I sip at the new drink as I try to figure out what to say. Because he’s watching me now, really watching, with an intensity that makes my stomach flip. 

Wow, I don’t know what I’ve done to be lucky enough to catch this guy’s attention, but I’m determined not to blow it. Him turning up just as I was wishing for something more in my life feels like a sign, and for once in my life, I’m not going to let an opportunity pass me by. 

“I’m Lily, by the way,” I say, my voice sounding a little too breathless for my liking. I swallow, lifting my gaze to meet his and trying to act as if I have even a fraction of his confidence. 

“Dan,” he replies, his hand reaching out to shake mine. His grip is firm and warm, lingering just a second longer than necessary. “Nice to meet you, Lily.” 

As he holds my gaze, my heart starts pounding in a way I don’t think it ever has before. 

“So what brought you here tonight, Lily?” he asks, and the way he keeps saying my name creates a pleasant tingling warmth between my thighs. 

I take another sip of drink, trying to calm the fluttering in my stomach. “I’m not sure, really. Just... looking for a change, I guess.” 

His gaze sharpens slightly, like he can read between the lines of what I’m not saying. “A change can be good,” he says softly. “Sometimes it’s exactly what we need.” 

I nod, feeling some strange comfort in his words. “Do you ever get that feeling, like you’re just... waiting for something to happen? Like everyone else is moving forward and you’re still standing in the same place?” 

I’ve got no idea why I’m opening up so much to this handsome stranger. It just feels right, in a weird way. A way I can’t explain. 

Dan’s expression grows thoughtful, and he lets out a soft breath. “Yeah, I know that feeling. I think everyone does at one time or another.” He pauses, offering me a faint smile. “I don’t usually talk about this kind of thing with strangers at a bar, but sometimes, I think we spend so much time waiting for life to happen that we forget we can make things happen, too.” 

I smile, surprised at how much his words resonate. He feels safe, somehow. Steady. Like someone who’s comfortable in his own skin, and who’s lived enough to understand the messier parts of life. 

“So, what would that look like?” I ask, a little braver now. “Being more... I don’t know, spontaneous?” 

His eyes glint with a hint of challenge. “That depends. What would it look like for you?” 

The question catches me off guard. I know what I want to say, but it feels so personal. So exposing. But the way he’s looking at me, with that genuine interest, makes me want to be honest. 

“I don’t really know,” I say, my voice soft. “But I guess it would mean just letting go a little. Not always overthinking everything. Just going with the flow and seeing what happens.” 

Dan nods, his eyes never leaving mine, and something in his gaze stirs a warmth inside me. “Well,” he says, leaning in slightly, his voice lowering, “maybe you should try it. You might enjoy it. A lot.” 

A small thrill races down my spine at the suggestion, and I capture my lower lip between my teeth, half-amused, half-nervous. 

“Maybe,” I murmur, feeling my pulse quicken a little. “But it’s hard to break out of a habit of always being careful.” 

His smile is soft, understanding. “Sometimes, careful is just another word for scared,” he says quietly. His fingers rest on the bar, so close to mine that our hands are nearly touching. “Life’s too short to keep waiting, Lily. Trust me on that.” 

The warmth in his words, and the way he says my name, send a shiver through me. Suddenly, I don’t want to be the person who holds back. I don’t want to sit here in silence, thinking about everything I could do. I want to do something. And right now, sitting next to Dan, with his gaze locked on mine, I know exactly what that something is. 

I reach out, my fingers brushing over his in a tentative, lingering touch. It’s such a small thing, but it feels monumental, like I’m finally taking a step to do something outside my comfort zone. And that is exhilarating. 

His hand covers mine, warm and steady, and my breath catches as he smiles, his thumb tracing a soft circle over my knuckles. 

“What would you say,” he murmurs so quietly I have to strain to hear his words, “to finding somewhere a little less... public?” 

My heart thuds wildly in my chest. This is crazy. I don’t even know him. But right now, I don’t care. Right now, I want this. I want him. 

“Yes,” I say, the word slipping out softly, almost breathless. And in this moment, I feel more alive than I have in years. 

We stand, and he takes my hand, guiding me towards a quieter corner in the back of the bar, away from the eyes of strangers. He tucks me into the corner, shielding me from view with his broad body, and I find myself leaning into him, feeling the solid warmth of him against me. My heart is thudding so loud I’m worried he must be able to hear it even over the buzz of ambient noises coming from behind him. 

I can’t believe I’m doing this. I’m going to kiss this gorgeous stranger. And maybe even let him do more than that to me. 

I close my eyes as his hand lifts to cup my cheek, and then his lips are on mine, and the whole world stops. 

His kiss is gentle but insistent, his tongue parting my lips and claiming me with a fierce need. I open for him, sighing against his mouth, and suddenly it’s like all my senses are alive. The taste of his whiskey is sweet on my tongue, the stubble of his jaw rough beneath my fingers. He presses me back into the wall, his hips pressing against mine, and the solid bulge of his erection is unmistakable. 

He pulls back, breaking the kiss, and I feel the loss immediately, wanting nothing more than to dive back in and pick up where we left off. 

“Come home with me,” he rasps, his voice rough with want. 

I look up at him, my heart pounding so hard it feels like it might burst. A part of me wants to say no, so I can pull back and retreat to my safe, familiar life. But I’m done with that. Tomorrow, I will be beside my best friend as she gets married, and everything will go back to normal. But tonight I can be someone else. Someone who takes risks. Someone who follows her heart. 

“Yes,” I whisper. 

Dan takes my hand and leads me out of the bar, and I feel a thrill of exhilaration unlike anything I’ve ever known. 


Chapter Two


Lily: 

As Dan guides me out of the bar, his fingers entwined with mine, all I can think about is that kiss. How right it felt, and how badly I want to feel it again. 

The air outside is crisp, and I shiver a little in the breeze. Dan notices and wraps an arm around me, pulling me close. I sigh, the heat of his body warming me through, and we start walking down the sidewalk. 

I’ve got no idea where we’re going, but right now, I trust this man completely. It’s a new feeling, and a strange one. I’ve never been the type to do something like this. To trust a stranger. But then, he doesn’t really feel like a stranger. Not anymore. 

“It’s only a few blocks,” he says, his breath a soft huff in the night air. “Is that okay?” 

I nod, letting him guide me. I can feel the tension in him, the way his muscles are coiled tight, and it makes my heart race, knowing that this gorgeous, confident man is holding himself back. Waiting. For me. 

The streets are fairly empty, just the occasional couple out walking, or a few late-night stragglers weaving their way home. The sidewalks are well lit, but the city’s nighttime shadows make the edges feel dark and secretive. It’s a strange contrast, and a new feeling, walking these unfamiliar streets, and I feel a flutter of nerves mixed with a kind of exhilaration. 

I’m not the type of girl who does things like this. Ever. But that’s exactly why I’m here, isn’t it? Why I came to the bar alone, why I’m letting a man I don’t even know take me back to his home? Because I’m tired of being the girl who stands on the sidelines. Who’s always careful. Tonight, I want to throw caution to the wind and just... let go. 

Dan’s arm is still wrapped around me, his hand resting on my waist, and the closeness of his body is driving me crazy. I want more. So much more. 

We walk together, his stride long and purposeful, and the anticipation builds until it’s like a physical ache, thrumming through me. 

Finally, we stop in front of a big house, tucked away from the street in a quiet, private-looking neighborhood. 

Dan unlocks the front door and leads me inside, closing it behind us and locking it again. 

As soon as we’re alone, he turns and steps close, caging me against the door, his hands planted either side of my head. He looks down at me, his gaze burning into mine. 

“I want you,” he murmurs. 

My breath catches. I’ve never heard those words before, not directed at me. And now, the way he’s looking at me, like he’s the hunter and I’m his prey, is making me feel things I never knew existed. 

I can barely speak, and when the words come out, they’re a whisper. “I want you, too.” 

His mouth claims mine in a fierce kiss, and my hands slide up his chest, gripping his shirt as he devours me. His arms wrap around me, lifting me up, and my legs go around his waist. 

He carries me effortlessly through the house, our mouths locked together, and by the time he sits down on the couch with me in his lap, I’m already soaked with need. 

“Fuck,” he mutters, his voice a low growl. His hands slide up my thighs, his thumbs tracing small circles over the sensitive skin. 

I moan, the sound muffled by his lips, and press closer, grinding down against the thick bulge of his erection. His fingers slide up under my skirt, the material bunching as he pushes it up. I gasp as his fingers slide over the wet lace covering my core, and I squirm in his lap, my breath coming faster. 

“So fucking wet,” he growls, his fingertips sliding over the fabric. 

My heart races, and I arch my back, pushing my breasts against his chest. My nipples are hard, the lace of my bra rasping over them, and every sensation seems to be amplified. 

I’ve never felt like this before. So hot. So desperate. Unable to resist the desire to be even closer to him, I pull my dress off over my head, whimpering as he devours me with his eyes. 

He slides a hand behind me, popping the clasp of my bra, and I shrug it off. It drops to the floor, and Dan’s hands are on me instantly, cupping my breasts, his thumbs brushing over my hard nipples. 

“You’re beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice a soft rumble in his chest. He leans down, capturing a nipple in his mouth, and sucks, making me cry out. 

His stubble is rough against the delicate skin of my breasts, the scratchy abrasion only heightening the pleasure. He switches sides, giving the other nipple the same attention, and I writhe against him, panting and whimpering. 

“Oh, God,” I moan. 

He pulls back, and the intensity of his gaze makes my heart stutter. 

“Tell me what you want, Lily.” 

His hands are still on my breasts, his fingers teasing and playing with the sensitive buds, and I’m so overwhelmed by the sensation that I can barely think. 

“You,” I pant, pressing closer. “I want you. Please.” 

My fingers are trembling with excitement as I begin working open the buttons of his shirt. I need him. Need to feel the heat of his skin against mine. 

As I tug the shirt free from his pants, he shifts his grip on me, lifting me up and flipping us so I’m lying on the couch. 

He stands beside me, his gaze raking over my naked body. My chest rises and falls quickly with my heavy breathing, and the way he looks at me, like he’s drinking me in, only serves to ratchet my desire even higher. 

I watch as he pulls his shirt off, and his movements are quick and sure, his muscles shifting smoothly under his tanned skin. There’s a smattering of hair across his broad chest, and his stomach is flat and defined, his skin golden from the sun. 

He moves with a controlled grace, and there’s a predatory focus to his gaze that makes my blood heat. 

My fingers curl into the couch cushions, gripping them as he undoes his pants and slips them off. He’s not wearing anything underneath, and my heart pounds at the sight of his cock, thick and hard, jutting out from between his thighs. 

I’m all too aware that I should probably be nervous. This is my first time, after all, and he’s huge. Surely it’s going to hurt when he tries to fit that inside me. But I’m too far gone to be scared. My panties are soaked through with my desire to take him inside me. To feel him filling me with every thick, hard inch. And I’m not backing out now. I can’t. 

While he peels my panties down my legs, I reach out to wrap a tentative hand around his cock. The silky skin is hot against my palm, and he groans, his eyes falling closed for a second. 

“God, your hand feels so good wrapped around me like that, babydoll. But if you keep touching me, this will be over a lot sooner than I want it to be.” 

He takes a step back, until I can no longer reach him from my spot on the couch, and then he’s kneeling down on the floor beside me, his big hands gripping my thighs and pulling me towards him, spreading my legs wide. 

The move is so smooth and controlled that it should surprise me, but somehow, it doesn’t. Somehow, I just know that this is who he is. Confident. Experienced. Dominant. 

It should probably bother me that he’s so much older than I am, that he’s obviously done this before, many times. But instead, it makes me feel safer. Like, maybe, if this is a one-night thing, at least it won’t be a disaster. 

“Fuck, you’re pretty,” he growls, and I let out a small gasp as he pushes my legs even further apart, opening me up completely. His thumbs stroke along the soft skin of my inner thighs, moving higher and higher. “I can’t wait to find out if you taste as sweet as you look.” 

He leans forward, his head dipping between my legs, and before I can even fully process his words, his tongue is stroking against my slit, lapping at my wetness. 

“Oh god,” I cry out in surprise, and he lets out a low hum of approval as his tongue dips deeper, tracing a teasing circle around my entrance. 

“Taste so good,” he murmurs, his mouth still pressed to my pussy. “So fucking good.” 

I grip the cushions again, my breath coming in short gasps. His tongue feels amazing, teasing and stroking and sending pulses of pleasure racing through me. When he licks up the length of my slit, the tip of his tongue flicking lightly over my clit, I let out a high-pitched moan, arching my back, trying desperately to get closer. 

“That’s it, babydoll,” he rumbles, his voice vibrating against me. “Let me hear you. Tell me what feels good for you. I want to do all the things that are going to keep you screaming with pleasure all night long.” 

He sucks my clit between his lips, rolling his tongue over the sensitive bud, and a wave of intense heat rushes through me. 

“That,” I gasp, and he hums his approval. “That feels so good.” 

“More?” he murmurs, his tongue swirling around my clit. 

“Yes. Please. Don’t stop.” 

I’m so close to the edge, the pleasure building inside me with every stroke of his tongue. He teases and tastes me, licking and sucking, and the sounds of his moans and my cries fill the air. 

When he slides a finger inside me, I almost come apart right there. The feeling is incredible. His thick digit fills me in a way that I never knew was possible. 

“You’re so tight,” he growls, his mouth still pressed to my skin. “I can’t wait to fuck this sweet little pussy.” 

The dirty words make me blush, but I can’t deny the effect they have on me. 

He adds a second finger, stretching me, and the feeling is almost overwhelming. I’m so close, the pleasure building inside me until it feels like I might explode. 

“Please,” I whimper, and I can feel him smile against me. 

“You want to come, babydoll?” 

“Yes,” I gasp. 

“Then come for me. Come all over my tongue.” 

His fingers move faster, pumping in and out of me, and he sucks my clit between his lips, grazing the bud with his teeth. The sensation is incredible, and I arch my back, crying out as the orgasm crashes over me. 

Dan doesn’t stop, his fingers thrusting and curling, his mouth sucking and licking. It’s too much, and not enough. My body is shaking, and I’m gasping for breath, the pleasure so intense it’s almost painful. 

He pulls his mouth away, his fingers still buried inside me, and looks down at me, a small smirk tilting his lips. 

“Fucking beautiful,” he rumbles, his gaze hot and possessive. “You taste so damn sweet, Lily.” 

He slowly eases his fingers out, and my body clenches around the sudden emptiness, desperate for more. 

“You’ve got me so fucking hard, babydoll. So damn ready to fuck this tight little pussy.” 

The words send a shiver of anticipation through me, and he smirks again, as if he knows exactly what I’m feeling. He leans down, his mouth finding mine, and the kiss is searing, his tongue thrusting into my mouth, letting me taste the lingering hint of my own sweetness. 

His hand is on the back of my neck, holding me close, and the weight of his body pressing against mine as he lowers himself down on top of me is a delicious kind of pressure. 

“I want to feel you,” I murmur, my voice soft and husky. “All of you.” 

Dan’s gaze is heavy with desire, and his touch is tender as he brushes the hair back from my face. 

“I’ll give you everything you want,” he says, his voice a low rumble. “I’ll give you everything, and then some.” 

He kisses me again, his lips soft and demanding, and his hands move down my body, caressing and teasing. His cock is thick and heavy, resting against my thigh, and the feel of it makes me shiver with need. 

His hands slide over the curve of my hip, his fingers gripping me tightly, and then he’s lifting me, angling my hips up. 

“Are you sure about this, Lily?” he asks, his eyes searching mine. 

My heart is pounding, but the truth is, I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life. 

“Yes,” I breathe. “Please, Dan.” 

The way he’s looking at me is enough to steal my breath. Like he wants to consume me, like he’ll devour me. It should scare me how intense his desire is. But instead, it excites me. I want him, too. More than anything. 

I spread my legs wider, the move inviting, and he shifts, lining his cock up with my entrance. The broad head presses against me, and I inhale sharply, anticipation racing through me. 

“Breathe, babydoll,” he murmurs, his voice thick. “Just relax.” 

I take a deep breath, and then he’s sliding into me, inch by slow, thick inch. 

My fingers curl as I grip his biceps, my long nails digging into his muscles. It’s an intense feeling, the stretch and burn, but it’s not painful. It’s exquisite, and the fullness of him inside me is indescribable. 

“Fuck,” he grits out. “You’re so tight.” 

He moves slowly, giving me time to adjust, and the sensation of his thick cock sliding deeper has my breath coming in short gasps. It’s amazing, and I can’t help but wonder why the hell I’ve waited this long to do this. 

When he’s fully seated, his pelvis pressing against mine, I let out a long moan. It’s intense, and a little overwhelming, and I close my eyes, focusing on the feeling of his body against mine. 

“Jesus, babydoll, you feel so fucking good.” 

He pulls out slowly, the motion almost too much, and then slides back in. It’s incredible, and my nails dig into his skin, holding onto him as he begins to move. His rhythm is steady and deep, his thrusts long and languid, and each one sends a wave of pleasure washing over me. 

His hands are on my hips, his grip almost bruising, and his mouth finds mine, claiming me in a searing kiss. He swallows down my moans, his tongue plundering and claiming, and his cock slides in and out of me, filling me again and again. 

“You’re so fucking tight,” he growls, and I whimper, the pleasure building inside me. “Anyone would think you’re a virgin, babydoll.” 

His words are like a bucket of cold water, and I freeze, the realization that he’s worked out the truth hitting me like a sledgehammer. 

“I... uh...” 

“Shh,” he murmurs, kissing the corner of my mouth. “Don’t say anything. It’s okay. Just let me make your first time feel good, okay?” 

I swallow, nodding. 

“You feel amazing, Lily,” he says, his voice rough with lust. “You’re perfect.” 

His words are soothing, and the feeling of his body pressed against mine is intoxicating. He picks up the pace, his thrusts growing harder, and I can’t help the noises that fall from my lips, little moans and gasps of pleasure. 

His hand slides down between our bodies, his thumb finding my clit, and the extra stimulation is enough to push me over the edge. 

“Dan,” I cry out, my body shuddering as the orgasm rips through me. 

“That’s it,” he rumbles, his hips driving into me. “Come for me, babydoll. Come all over my cock.” 

My nails dig into his biceps as I ride out the waves of pleasure, and he doesn’t stop, his thrusts hard and fast, driving me higher. 

“So fucking good,” he mutters, and I can feel him losing control, his thrusts growing more erratic. 

His cock swells, and he groans, burying himself deep inside me. 

“Jesus, Lily,” he growls, his hips jerking as he comes. “Fuck.” 

I can feel him pulsing inside me, and the feeling is incredible. It’s like nothing I’ve ever experienced, and I’m completely lost in the moment, lost in him. 

We stay like that for a long moment, both of us breathing heavily, and I can’t help but wonder if it’s always like this, or if it’s just him. If this is something that only he can do to me. 

He leans in, kissing me, and the gentle affection is unexpected, and yet, somehow, it fits. 

“How was that, babydoll?” 

“Amazing,” I breathe, my voice trembling a little. 

He smiles, his lips brushing over mine. “Good. You were incredible.” 

I can’t help the blush that stains my cheeks, and I laugh nervously. “Thanks. I feel like I didn’t exactly do much, though.” 

He grins down at me. “Now that’s not true, Lily. You took a chance tonight, which I know was a big step for you. And I’m so damn grateful you did, because that was one of the most amazing experiences of my life.” 

He strokes my hair back from my face, his gaze full of sincerity. 

“Thank you,” I murmur, unable to look away. 

His mouth curves into a smile, and he kisses me again. 

“You’re welcome. Now, let’s go upstairs, because we’ve only just started.” 

A shiver of anticipation runs through me, and I nod eagerly. 

Dan pulls out of me, and we both groan. He gathers me into his arms, and carries me up the stairs, and I can’t help the contented sigh that escapes my lips. 

“This is crazy, isn’t it?” I whisper, leaning my head against his chest. 

He grins, kissing the top of my head. “Crazy good. And don’t worry, Lily, we’ve got all night.” 

I smile to myself, my heart racing at the thought. This night may be one I never forget.


Chapter Three


Dan: 

The first thing I feel when I wake up is the warmth beside me. Lily’s curled up against me, her soft, steady breathing letting me know she’s still in a deep sleep. I don’t blame her. It’s so early that the sun hasn’t even risen yet, and I didn’t exactly let her get much rest last night. She was a sweet temptation that I couldn’t resist. 

I take a moment just to watch her, the way her dark hair spills across my pillow, her face peaceful and soft. She’s so damn beautiful, and I can’t believe she captured my heart so damn quickly. As soon as I saw her sitting at the bar last night, her long, dark hair cascading over her shoulders, her blue eyes bright with nerves and determination, I knew she was special. 

There was something about her. Something different. 

And now, here she is, tucked up in my bed. The sheets are tangled around her waist, and her soft breasts are on display. There’s something incredibly erotic about seeing her naked, the creamy skin of her body bare and vulnerable. And knowing I’m the only man to have seen her like this - the only man to have been inside her - creates a fierce, protective instinct in me. 

I want her to be mine, and only mine. 

Unable to resist, I trace a light circle over her shoulder with my thumb, reluctant to wake her but needing to touch her. It’s been too long since I’ve had a morning like this and I want to enjoy it, despite my limited time today. 

Lily stirs, her lashes fluttering slightly. She blinks a few times, her eyes hazy and soft as they meet mine. For a second, I wonder if she’s going to pull away, get up, leave. But instead, she smiles. A shy, sleepy smile that’s so genuine it just about undoes me. 

“Good morning,” she murmurs, her voice still drowsy. 

“Good morning,” I reply, keeping my voice low. I brush a stray lock of hair away from her face, tucking it gently behind her ear. “How did you sleep?” 

She stretches a little before settling back onto my chest with a contented sigh. “The little sleep you let me get was the best I’ve had in a long time,” she says, looking up at me with a playful tilt to her lips. 

I laugh softly and tighten my hold on her, wanting to keep her as close as possible. “It’s not my fault I couldn’t keep my hands off you, babydoll,” I say, enjoying the way her cheeks flush the slightest shade of red whenever I call her that. “You should maybe try being a little less irresistible.” 

Lily giggles softly while her fingers trace small, absentminded patterns over my chest, and I feel my pulse quicken. It’s such an innocent touch, a simple gesture, but there’s something about it that feels so intimate. Like we’ve known each other for so much longer than just a few hours. 

“So, when are you going to let me take you out on our first proper date, Lily?” I ask, keeping my voice firm so she knows I’m serious about this. I don’t just want one night with her. I want an entire lifetime with her, and I’m not even sure if that would feel like enough. 

She shifts and moves into a sitting position, tugging the sheets up to cover herself. “Well, the thing is,” she begins, and my heart starts pounding erratically. Is she going to deny the connection between us? Surely she can’t. “I don’t actually live around here. I’m from Chicago, but I’m just visiting for the weekend.” 

Her words send a slight pang through me, though I don’t let it show. So she’s not local. Just passing through. But Chicago is only a couple of hours away. It’s not the end of the world. I’m determined to make this work, and I’ll make her see that we belong together. I will just have to use this weekend to prove that to her, and then we can work out the details of our relationship afterwards. 

Except it’s my daughter’s wedding today, and I can’t miss that. Fuck. 

“When do you leave?” I ask, trying to keep my voice neutral. 

“I need to be back at work Monday morning, so I was thinking I’d drive back some time Sunday afternoon.” 

I nod, frowning at how little time we have together. “What is it that you do?” I ask, pulling her back down to lie on my chest. 

“I just started working as a junior graphic designer,” she says, a small smile on her lips. “It’s pretty exciting. I love design, and I can’t wait to learn as much as I can. This job is an amazing opportunity for me.” 

I kiss the top of her head, enjoying the way she feels tucked up in my arms. “That’s fantastic,” I say, pride flowing through me. She’s so young, but she’s already doing something she loves. I couldn’t be more impressed by her. I didn’t have a clue what I wanted to do with my life when I was twenty-two.

“What about you?” she asks, and I chuckle. 

“Me?” 

“Yeah. What do you do?” 

“I’m an architect. I run my own business,” I say, and her eyes light up. 

“Wow. That’s really cool. What’s your favorite thing about it?” 

Her questions make me smile. It feels like a very long time since anyone was genuinely interested in me and my life. “I like that every project is unique,” I say. “I get to design something completely different every time.” 

“That’s great,” she says, smiling up at me. 

I smile and brush my lips gently against hers, relishing the sweetness of her kiss. She moans softly, her mouth opening slightly as her tongue meets mine. Her lips are soft and yielding, and she tastes so damn good. 

The way she surrenders to every kiss and touch drives me wild, and I’m not sure how much longer I can keep myself in check. My cock is already rock hard, and her sweet little moans are making it almost impossible to hold back. 

“Lily,” I murmur, reluctantly pulling away from the kiss. 

“Hmmm?” 

“As much as I’d like to stay in bed with you all day, I’m going to need to get moving soon. I’ve got something going on all day that I really can’t miss. But I want to spend as much time together as possible with you tomorrow. If you’re only here for a short time, I want to make the most of it.” 

“Okay,” she says, nodding, her face lighting up. “I’d love that.” 

“Good.” I lean in, capturing her lips again, and the kiss is slow and lazy, neither of us in a hurry. When we finally part, I can’t help but notice her flushed cheeks and the way her chest is rising and falling rapidly. Her arousal is clear, and a quick glance at my watch tells me I’ve still got a little bit of time before I need to get ready and leave. 

I grin and roll over on top of Lily, pushing her onto her back. She lets out a little gasp of surprise, but she doesn’t fight back. 

“Let’s make the most of the time we have,” I say, leaning in and nipping at her lower lip. 

She moans softly and arches her back, pushing her breasts against my chest. 

I grin. My girl’s needy. Good. 

I can’t resist kissing her again, my mouth demanding and hungry. She kisses me back, her body pliant beneath mine. I can’t get enough of her, and I never want to let her go. Before I have to leave, I need to hear her screaming my name one last time. 

I break the kiss, moving down her body, trailing kisses over her neck, her collarbone, the tops of her breasts. Her nipples are already pebbled, and when I draw one into my mouth, sucking and nibbling, she lets out a long moan, her fingers threading through my hair. 

I reach between us, sliding a hand between her thighs. She’s already slick with desire, and it makes my cock throb with need. I want to bury myself deep inside her, and lose myself in the feeling of her tight, hot pussy gripping me. 

But right now, I want to give her pleasure. I want to see her come apart for me, knowing it’s my touch that’s sending her spiraling into ecstasy. 

I tease her entrance, circling her clit with the tip of my finger. She’s so damn responsive, her body trembling, and her breath coming in soft, short gasps. I can’t help the surge of pride and possessiveness I feel, knowing I’m the only man who’s ever made her feel like this. 

“Please,” she moans, her hips arching, trying to grind against my hand. 

“Please what, babydoll?” 

“Please, Dan. Don’t stop. I need more.” 

Her words are like music to my ears, and I slide two fingers inside her, curling them just right, hitting that perfect spot. She cries out, her hands releasing her hold on me as she grips the sheets, and I can’t help the grin that spreads across my face. 

She’s so damn gorgeous, and the way she reacts to my touch is intoxicating. 

I thrust my fingers in and out of her, slowly and steadily, enjoying the way her slick inner walls cling so tightly to the digits and flutter around them. Dipping my head once more, I suck and bite her nipple, feeling the way her pussy reacts to my attention. Her body writhes beneath mine, her cries growing louder and more desperate, and I know she’s close. 

“Come for me, babydoll,” I growl. “Let go and come all over my fingers.” 

After a few more thrusts, she lets out a loud cry, her body shuddering, and I feel her clamp down on my fingers as her orgasm rushes through her. I can’t help but groan, the thought of her gripping my cock like that making me wish I could spend all day deep inside her. 

Fuck. I’ve never been this turned on by a woman before, and the urge to claim her is almost overwhelming. 

Her cries and moans fill the room, and when her body finally relaxes, I remove my fingers from her, sucking the moisture from them. She tastes so damn good, and it’s almost enough to make me forget that I have somewhere else to be. Almost. 

I pull away from her reluctantly, kissing her gently before rolling off her. 

“That was amazing,” she breathes, her cheeks flushed. 

I grin. “Just wait until tomorrow, babydoll,” I promise. 

She smiles, her eyes sparkling, and I kiss her again, wishing that tomorrow was here already. 


Chapter Four


Lily: 

The mid-morning light streams in through Sophie’s bedroom window, bathing the room in a warm golden glow. It’s the perfect day for a wedding. The skies are clear; the air is crisp, and there’s a tangible sense of excitement that seems to ripple through the house. 

Sophie stands in front of her mirror, a look on her face that seems to be equal parts nerves and excitement as I fasten the tiny pearls along the back of her dress. 

I meet her gaze in the mirror, giving her an encouraging smile, but my mind keeps drifting back to last night. Dan. My lips still tingle from his urgent kisses, and there is a soreness between my thighs that isn’t altogether unpleasant. After all, it’s a reminder that I gave myself to Dan for the first time, and a reminder of all the pleasure he gave me. The memory sends a shiver down my spine, a warmth curling low in my stomach. 

“Are you okay, Lil? Sophie asks, her voice snapping me back to reality. I blink, realizing my hands have paused while gripping the final tiny pearl between my fingers. I nod, forcing myself to focus as I secure the last delicate button in place. 

“Yeah, I was just admiring how beautiful you look today,” I say, smiling. And it’s true. She looks radiant, her dark hair swept back in loose waves, her makeup soft and natural. She’s breathtaking. Matt is a lucky man indeed. 

She beams, her cheeks flushing a little. “Thanks, Lil. I honestly don’t know what I’d do without you here.” 

“Like I’d ever miss this,” I say, squeezing her shoulders gently. 

But even as I busy myself with finding her veil and helping her put on her jewelry, my mind keeps wandering back to Dan. There was an unexpected connection, and I’m already trying to figure out if maybe we could make things work despite the distance between us. When I go back to Chicago, things would be more difficult, but with all the technology available these days, surely it would be possible to keep the connection strong. No doubt I’d be coming to visit Sophie often in this house she’s just bought with her husband-to-be, so it would be easy to meet up with Dan too. 

For just a moment, I consider telling Sophie all about Dan, but I can’t. This is her special day and I don’t want her to think I’m trying to steal the limelight. There will be plenty of time after today to tell her all about the amazing man I met last night. 

I take a deep breath, grounding myself in the task at hand and reminding myself of the role I’m here to play. Today, I’m Sophie’s bridesmaid. I’m here to support her and give her everything she needs. 

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

“Come on, Lily,” Sophie says, smiling widely as she grabs my hand. “That will be my dad. I can’t wait to introduce you two.” 

She rushes down the stairs, pulling me behind her, and I can’t help but laugh. Her happiness and excitement are infectious. 

But when she opens the front door, my heart stops. 

It’s Dan. 

He’s dressed in a black tailored suit, his hair neatly combed, and his smile is the most dazzling thing I’ve ever seen. I’m frozen, every thought screeching to a halt as I stare at him. 

Dan is Sophie’s father. 

My cheeks burn, my pulse racing as a whirlwind of emotions surge through me. I can’t believe it. I slept with my best friend’s dad. Sophie and I met when we were both attending the University of Chicago, and I never met her family before now. From what she’s told me, she’s not close to her mom. But she’s never had anything but the most amazing things to say about her dad. He mostly raised her alone, and it seems they are really close. 

And now I feel like the worst best friend in the entire world. If I’d known who he was last night, I never would have gone home with him. 

Damn it. 

Sophie’s voice pulls me back into the room, cheerful and completely oblivious to the awkward looks Dan and I are giving each other. “Dad!” she exclaims. “I’m so happy you’re here! This is Lily. You know, my best friend from college.” 

He swallows hard and nods. “I remember you talking about her. Hi Lily. A pleasure to meet you.” 

Dan’s gaze lingers on me for a little longer than is appropriate, and it takes every ounce of willpower I have to look away from him. 

“It’s nice to meet you too,” I say, my voice sounding strained and awkward. 

To my relief, Dan turns his attention back to Sophie, a radiant smile breaking out across his face as he looks her up and down. 

“You look beautiful, sweetheart,” he says, his voice soft. He steps forward, his movements calm and steady, as if everything is normal right now. As if we haven’t just realized we’ve betrayed someone we both adore. 

Sophie rushes over to hug him, and I use the moment to try and pull myself together. To mask the absolute shock and confusion that’s currently flooding through me. I can’t react. Not here, not now. I need to keep it together, for Sophie’s sake. 

When Dan pulls back from the hug, his gaze shifts to me once more. His expression is controlled, his face a careful mask of composure. But I see the way his jaw clenches, and the way his hands flex slightly at his sides. He’s as affected as I am, even if he’s better at hiding it. 

“Thank you for helping Sophie get ready,” he says, his tone perfectly even. 

I nod, unable to form coherent words. My mind is spinning too much from the revelation to be able to think clearly. 

Sophie, oblivious to the tension between us, reaches for her bouquet, beaming up at him. “Are you ready to take me to the church, Dad?” she asks, her voice light and excited. 

Dan nods, his face softening as he looks at her. “Of course. I can’t believe my little girl is grown up enough to be getting married.” 

He holds out his arm to her, and she slips her hand into the crook of his elbow. 

I watch them, my heart twisting in a confusing tangle of emotions. I see how much Sophie means to him. The quiet pride in his eyes as he takes in her wedding-day beauty, his smile warm and genuine. 

But, despite the shock, the awkwardness, and the guilt swirling inside me, I can’t deny there’s still something drawing me to him. A spark. A pull. An ache that’s overwhelming. Even now, knowing who he is, I still feel it. 

“Come on, Lily,” Sophie says, gesturing for me to follow her out the door. 

I swallow hard and pick up my own smaller bouquet, taking a deep breath as I force myself to focus. I’m going to have to get through this day, somehow. And I’ve already decided I’m going to drive back to Chicago tomorrow morning, so that hopefully I can avoid Dan completely. As much as I’d been looking forward to our day together, I can’t let it happen now. It would be wrong. 

Instead, I blink back the tears that are stinging the corners of my eyes and focus on Sophie. 

I follow them out the door, determined to put the events of last night behind me. 

But as we walk down the steps and towards the waiting car, Dan glances over his shoulder, his gaze meeting mine. There’s an intensity in his eyes, a longing, and I feel it mirrored within myself. 

We can’t let it happen, but damn it, it’s pretty obvious that neither of us wants to let go.


Chapter Five


Dan: 

Sophie’s arm trembles slightly as she clings to mine, and I glance down at her, catching the faintest sheen of tears in her eyes. She looks absolutely stunning, her white dress trailing behind her, the long train like a ripple of light catching the morning sun streaming through the stained-glass windows. It’s obvious she’s nervous about the ceremony, but her happiness is lighting her up from the inside. 

She’s ready to start her new life with Matt, and I couldn’t be more thrilled for her. 

“You’re beautiful,” I whisper, and her lips curve upwards into a wide smile. 

“Thanks, Dad.” 

Her voice is soft, but I can hear the emotion behind it. This is her moment, the one she’s dreamed of since she was a little girl. I focus on her, on each careful step down the aisle, the piano playing softly in the background. It’s a picture-perfect scene. The kind of memory that I’ll carry with me forever. 

But no matter how much I try to stay in the moment, I can’t ignore the presence behind us. 

Lily. 

She walks just a few steps back, her hand holding the edge of Sophie’s train. She’s graceful, her head held high, her dark hair catching the light, but her presence is anything but subtle to me. I feel her there, as if every cell of my body is alert to her closeness. 

I glance over my shoulder, catching the faintest glimpse of her in the corner of my eye. She’s breathtaking, the soft blush of her dress complementing her perfectly. And when her gaze flickers up, meeting mine for the briefest moment, my breath catches in my chest. 

I force myself to look away, focusing instead on the altar ahead, where Matt stands waiting. His hands are clasped in front of him, his expression a mix of excitement and nerves. He’s a good man—steady, loyal, the kind of partner Sophie deserves. 

But even that thought can’t drown out the storm inside me. 

Each step down the aisle feels heavier than the last, not because of Sophie, but because of Lily. I shouldn’t be thinking about her right now. Hell, I shouldn’t be thinking about her at all. She’s my daughter’s best friend, too young for me, and this... whatever this is... can’t happen. 

And yet, I can’t stop it. 

When we reach the altar, I turn to Sophie, taking her hand in mine. For a moment, everything else fades. This is my little girl, radiant and happy, and I need to focus on her. 

“You’re going to be amazing,” I whisper. 

Her smile wobbles slightly, her tears threatening to spill, and I guide her hand into Matt’s. 

“Take care of her,” I say to him, my voice low but firm. 

“I will,” Matt replies, his voice steady despite the emotion in his eyes. 

I step back, moving to my place in the front pew, but I can feel Lily’s presence as she takes her place with the bridesmaids, standing off to the side. I force myself to look straight ahead, to focus on the ceremony unfolding before me, but it’s a losing battle. 

When my gaze finds Lily again, it’s like I’m pulled into her orbit all over again. She’s not looking at Sophie or Matt. She’s looking at me. 

Our gazes collide, and this time, neither of us looks away. There’s something unspoken passing between us, a mixture of longing and uncertainty, of questions neither of us has the courage to ask yet. Her cheeks flush, and she lowers her eyes to the bouquet in her hands, but I can see the quick rise and fall of her chest, the way she’s struggling to keep herself composed. 

I know exactly how she feels. 

It’s wrong. God, it’s so wrong. She’s my daughter’s best friend. She’s too young for me. I should have let last night be nothing more than a fleeting moment, a memory to tuck away and forget. 

But I can’t. 

The officiant speaks of love and commitment, of standing by one another through life’s challenges, and my thoughts twist and turn as I watch Sophie and Matt exchange vows. 

Isn’t that what everyone wants? Someone to stand by their side, no matter how complicated or messy life gets? 

I clench my hands, my knuckles pressing against my thighs. I shouldn’t be thinking about Lily right now, not here, not with Sophie standing just feet away, radiant and glowing on the happiest day of her life. 

And yet, I can’t help myself. 

When I look at Lily, it’s like something inside me shifts, something that’s been locked away for years. I’ve been going through the motions, living my life as a father, as a businessman, as a man resigned to being alone. 

But with her... 

I feel alive. 

The ceremony moves forward, the words and motions blurring together as I fight to keep my emotions in check. Sophie and Matt exchange rings, their voices trembling with emotion as they speak their vows. 

“By the power vested in me...” 

The officiant’s voice rises, signaling the final moments of the ceremony, and the crowd leans forward in anticipation. 

“I now pronounce you husband and wife. You may kiss the bride.” 

Applause erupts as Matt leans in to kiss Sophie, their happiness radiating through the room. I clap, a smile on my face, but my mind is elsewhere, tangled up in the impossibility of Lily and the undeniable truth that I don’t want to let this go. 

When the recessional music begins and Sophie and Matt make their way back down the aisle, I steal one last glance at Lily. She’s watching me again, her eyes wide and searching. 

At that moment, I make a decision. 

I’ve spent too much of my life holding back, convincing myself that some things aren’t worth the risk, that some feelings are too complicated to pursue. 

Not this time. 

It’s not going to be easy. There are a million reasons why this shouldn’t happen, why it can’t happen. But the thought of walking away from her, of pretending this connection doesn’t exist, is unbearable. 

For the first time in years, I want something for myself. 

And I’m not going to let it slip through my fingers.


Chapter Six


Lily: 

The reception is in full swing, and I’m doing everything I can to keep my distance from Dan. It’s harder than I expected. The room feels smaller somehow, every glance in his direction pulling my gaze like a magnet I can’t fight. 

He’s over by the bar now, his suit jacket draped over a chair, his tie loosened just enough to look casual but not sloppy. His sleeves are rolled up, revealing strong forearms, and I can’t stop my mind from wandering back to last night. The way his hands felt on me, the way he looked at me like I was the only person in the world. 

I shake my head, trying to banish the thoughts. It’s Sophie’s wedding day, and I won’t ruin it by letting my feelings for her father turn into some sort of scandal. 

Still, every time I catch his eye—whether it’s across the dance floor or during the speeches—it’s like the rest of the room fades away. His gaze is heavy, intense, and I swear I can feel it lingering on me long after I look away. 

“Lily!” Sophie’s voice snaps me out of my thoughts. She’s beaming, her cheeks flushed from laughter and champagne, her hand wrapped around Matt’s. 

“You’re not dancing,” she says, pouting playfully. “It’s my wedding, and I can’t have my bridesmaid sitting on the sidelines.” 

“I’m fine,” I say quickly, smiling at her. “Just enjoying the atmosphere.” 

“Nope, not good enough.” She pulls me up from my chair, and I stumble slightly, caught off guard by her determination. 

“Sophie, seriously, it’s fine—” 

“I know the perfect partner for you!” she announces, cutting me off and ignoring my protests. My stomach drops when she looks towards the bar. Towards Dan. 

“Oh no,” I mumble under my breath. 

“Dad!” Sophie calls, waving him over. 

He looks up, his eyes immediately finding mine, before shifting to Sophie. There’s a flicker of something in his expression—hesitation, maybe—but he crosses the room toward us with that easy, confident stride that makes my heart race. 

“What’s up, sweetheart?” he asks Sophie, his voice warm but slightly cautious. 

“You need to dance with Lily. She’s been hiding all night.” Sophie grins, clearly pleased with her plan. 

Dan’s eyes lock onto mine, and for a moment, the air between us feels electric. I want to say no, to make some excuse, but my tongue feels heavy, and I know a definite refusal would only make Sophie suspicious, which is the last thing I want right now. 

“I—uh...” 

“It’s fine,” Dan says smoothly, his gaze never leaving mine. “If Lily doesn’t mind.” 

He’s giving me an out, but I can’t take it. Not without drawing even more attention to us. 

“Of course,” I manage, forcing a smile. “Why not?” 

Sophie claps her hands together, satisfied, and flits off to rejoin Matt, leaving me standing there with Dan. 

He extends his hand, and I hesitate for the briefest moment before placing mine in his. His palm is warm, his grip firm but gentle, and my heart skips as he leads me to the dance floor. 

The music slows, the band playing a soft, romantic melody, and I’m hyper-aware of every single point of contact as Dan pulls me closer. One hand rests lightly on my lower back, the other holding mine against his chest. 

“You’ve been avoiding me,” he murmurs, his breath warm against my ear. 

I glance up at him, my cheeks flushing. “No, I haven’t.” 

He raises an eyebrow, a small smirk tugging at the corner of his mouth. “Lily.” 

“Okay, maybe I have,” I admit, my voice barely above a whisper. “But you can’t blame me. This...” I trail off, glancing around at the other couples swaying nearby. 

“This is complicated,” he finishes for me. 

I nod, biting my lip. 

“And yet, here we are,” he says, his voice low and rough, sending a shiver down my spine. 

I can’t reply, not when every nerve in my body is focused on the way his hand feels on my back, the way his body fits so perfectly against mine. And then I feel it. His arousal pressing against me, undeniable even through the layers of fabric between us. 

My breath catches, and I know he notices. His grip tightens slightly, his fingers flexing against my waist. 

I don’t know what to do. I need him so damn badly that every inch of my body is tingling just from being this close to him. But he’s my best friend’s father. Completely off-limits. I should be running away from him. I should be on my way back to Chicago by now so that I’m out of temptation’s reach. But I’m not doing either of those things. 

Instead, I look up at him, my eyes searching his, and I see everything I’m feeling reflected back at me—desire, frustration, and something deeper that I can’t quite name. 

But then his features morph into a look of determination as his grip tightens on my hand against his chest and he pulls away, practically dragging me off the dance floor. I glance around quickly, my eyes locking on Sophie for a moment. Luckily, she’s so caught up in a slow dance with her new husband that she doesn’t even notice us. 

“Dan...” 

“Trust me,” he says, his voice firm but gentle. 

I don’t resist as he leads me out of the room, past the crowd of laughing, dancing guests, and into a quiet hallway. The music fades behind us, replaced by the sound of my own racing heartbeat. 

He stops abruptly, turning to face me, and before I can say anything, his hands are on my waist, pulling me against him. 

“I can’t stay away from you,” he says, his voice rough with barely contained emotion. 

“Dan...” I say again, as I try to find the words to tell him this is wrong. 

But his lips are on mine before I can finish, and everything else melts away. The world narrows to the feel of his mouth on mine, the warmth of his body, the way his hands grip me like he’s afraid I’ll disappear. 

I shouldn’t want this. I shouldn’t let this happen. 

But right now, I can’t bring myself to care about should or shouldn’t. Not when everything feels so damn right every time he kisses me. 

Dan pulls back slightly, his breathing ragged. His gaze is locked onto mine, searching. 

“Tell me you don’t want this,” he says, his voice husky and thick with emotion. 

I bite my lip, struggling to hold myself together, to not throw myself at him. 

“Lily.” His voice is commanding now, a low growl that sends shivers down my spine. “Tell me.” 

“I can’t,” I whisper, giving in. 

That’s all he needs. 

He crushes his mouth to mine, devouring me in a kiss that takes my breath away. It’s hungry and desperate, a clash of teeth and tongues, his hands roaming my body as if he can’t get enough. 

We’re in a public place, where anyone could see us, but right now, it feels like we’re the only two people in the world. I moan softly as he deepens the kiss, his hand coming up to grip my hair tight in his fist, using it to tilt my head to the perfect angle so he can devour my mouth. 

There’s a frantic urgency to his movements, a far cry from last night when we’d believed there was little more than a couple of hours’ drive keeping us apart. We both know the clock is ticking, that our stolen moments are numbered. 

I can’t let myself think about that. 

Right now, all that matters is him. 

He moves his mouth to my neck, kissing a trail down to the edge of my dress, and I cling to him, my fingers gripping the smooth fabric of his shirt. He pulls the straps of my dress down, his mouth following the path they reveal, and I gasp as he kisses the swell of my breasts. 

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he murmurs, his voice low and rough with need. 

I can’t respond. I’m too caught up in the feel of his hands on my skin, the way his mouth seems to know exactly where to go, as if he’s already memorized every curve of my body. 

The music is still audible from the reception hall, and the distant sound of laughter and conversation drifts through the air. But we’re in a quiet, deserted corridor, far enough away from the main rooms that no one will stumble upon us. Still, there’s a certain thrill in knowing that we could be discovered at any moment. 

Dan pushes me back until my shoulders hit the wall, his hands coming up to cup my breasts, his thumbs stroking my hardened nipples. His lips capture mine in a heated kiss, his tongue plundering my mouth as if he’s claiming me, branding me. 

I moan against his mouth, arching into him. 

“Dan, please.” My voice is breathless and trembling, but I can’t help it. 

I need him. 

He doesn’t answer, but his hand trails down my side, finding the hem of my dress and sliding underneath. His touch is sure and demanding as he moves between my legs, and I gasp as his fingers find my core, stroking me through the damp lace of my panties. 

“You’re so wet for me, Lily.” 

“Yes,” I whimper, barely able to think straight. “Please, Dan.” 

I’m begging him, and I don’t even care. I’m beyond caring about anything but the way he’s making me feel. 

He tugs my panties aside so he can push a thick finger inside me, and I bite back a moan, my eyes fluttering shut. 

“Look at me, Lily.” His voice is a command, and I obey without hesitation, opening my eyes to meet his gaze. 

There’s a storm brewing in his eyes, an intensity that’s almost overwhelming, and I lose myself in the moment, letting the world fall away until all that’s left is the feel of his hands on my body, his fingers buried inside me, the pleasure building within me like a rising tide. 

“Fuck,” he growls, his thumb circling my clit, driving me closer to the edge. “You’re so damn tight.” 

His fingers move faster, curling inside me, and I cling to him, my hips moving in time with his hand, chasing the release that’s so tantalizingly close. 

“That’s it,” he murmurs, his dark eyes locked onto mine. “Come for me, babydoll. Let me feel your sweet little pussy clamping down around my fingers as if you can’t bear to let me go.” 

My head falls back against the wall, my thighs trembling, and I surrender to the sensations coursing through my body, the orgasm ripping through me like a wildfire. I bury my face against his neck, stifling the moan that escapes my lips. 

“Oh God,” I gasp, struggling to catch my breath. 

“You’re so damn beautiful,” Dan whispers, his lips brushing against my ear, sending a shiver down my spine. 

He slips his fingers out of me, and I feel strangely empty, missing the fullness of him. I want more. I want everything. 

As if he can see that written all over my face, he grins wickedly at me and growls. “Don’t worry, babydoll. I’m not even close to being finished with you yet.”


Chapter Seven


Dan: 

I don’t stop to think. I just act. 

My hands are on Lily’s ass, and I lift her off the ground, her legs wrapping around my waist. Our bodies are pressed together, the evidence of my arousal unmistakable, but she doesn’t shy away. Instead, she leans forward, her lips capturing mine, kissing me like it’s the most natural thing in the world. 

Fuck, how could this be wrong when it feels so damn right? 

Her fingers tangle in my hair, tugging me closer, and I groan against her mouth. Every part of me aches for her. My hands grip her tightly, the soft curves of her body fitting against me like they were made to. 

She grinds against me, a breathy moan escaping her lips, and it takes every ounce of my willpower not to tear her panties aside and take her right here, up against the wall. But as much as the primal side of me wants to, I’m not willing to risk that. Not with her. 

So instead, I turn, carrying her through the halls of the reception venue, searching for somewhere private. 

Finally, I spot a door marked “storage”, and I push it open, carrying her inside. 

It’s dark, but the faint glow of the emergency lights is enough for me to make out the crates and boxes stacked in rows, along with the shelves and equipment lining the walls. 

Perfect. 

I set Lily on her feet, pulling her to me, our bodies flush against each other. Her breath is warm against my neck, her heartbeat pounding, echoing the frantic rhythm of mine. 

“Dan...” 

My name on her lips is like a siren’s song, and I’m helpless to resist. I press her against the nearest shelf, my hands cupping her face, tilting her head back so I can claim her mouth in a fierce kiss. 

My tongue slides against hers, and I swallow her moans, my fingers tangling in her hair. She grips my shirt, holding onto me as if she’s afraid I’ll disappear, and a surge of possessiveness courses through me. 

She’s mine. And I’ll do whatever it takes to make that a reality. 

“Fuck, Lily.” My voice is a low growl, raw and ragged with need. “I can’t stay away from you. Not now. Not ever.” 

“But what about Sophie?” she asks, even as her hands begin working the buckle of my belt, pulling it free. 

“I don’t know,” I murmur against her lips. “Right now, the only thing I know for sure is that I want you.” 

She doesn’t say anything else, just presses her mouth to mine, kissing me hungrily. Her hands slide into the waistband of my pants, finding me rock hard and ready. 

Her touch is electric, and I groan, thrusting into her grasp. My cock is throbbing, aching for release, and every brush of her fingers is torture. 

“Lily,” I manage, my voice rough and unsteady. “Fuck, babydoll. That feels so good.” 

I reach behind her, unzipping her dress and pushing the straps down her shoulders, letting it fall to the floor. She’s left standing before me in nothing but her white lace lingerie, and she looks like a goddess. 

Her eyes are wide and luminous in the dim light, her skin glowing, and I can’t hold back any longer. 

My hands are on her, tearing at the flimsy material of her bra and panties, leaving her bare and exposed. She gasps as I lift her up, setting her down on the nearest crate. 

“Open your legs for me, babydoll,” I command, and she obeys without hesitation. 

I take a moment to appreciate the sight before me—Lily, naked and flushed, her lips swollen from our kisses, her pussy glistening with her arousal. She’s a vision, and I’m the only man who gets to see her like this, the only man who gets to make her come. 

My hand slides between her thighs, finding her slick and ready. 

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I growl, circling her clit with my thumb. 

She whimpers, her hips bucking toward me, and I keep stroking her, teasing her entrance, driving her closer and closer to the edge. 

“Dan,” she moans, her eyes fluttering closed. “Please.” 

I can’t resist the plea in her voice, and I slide a finger inside her, followed by another, my thumb still working her clit. She cries out, her nails digging into my arms, and the sound sends a jolt of arousal through me. 

I pump my fingers in and out of her, my cock throbbing, begging to be buried deep inside her, but I ignore the ache. I want to feel her shatter again first. I need to. 

“Come for me, babydoll,” I urge, my voice low and rough with need. 

Her slick walls flutter around my digits as I pump them in and out of her at a frantic pace, desperate to see her come undone for me. Needing to know that no matter how complicated things are between us, that she feels this intense connection and that I’m not the only one who can’t fight the pull between us. 

I press the pad of my thumb harder against her clit, and the added pressure is all it takes to push her over the edge. She cries out, her body trembling as the waves of pleasure crash through her. 

“Dan!” 

Fuck, I’m so turned on I can hardly think. 

I need to be inside her. Now. 

My free hand moves to her throat, and I tilt her chin up so I can look her in the eyes. They’re heavy-lidded and glazed with desire, and the sight makes my cock twitch. 

“You ready for me, babydoll?” I murmur, leaning in so our lips are barely an inch apart. “Ready for me to take what’s mine?” 

She nods, her breath catching. “Please.” 

Her words send a jolt of electricity through me, and I crush my mouth to hers, kissing her fiercely. Our tongues tangle, our teeth clashing, and I can’t hold back any longer. 

Reaching between us, I line myself up at her entrance and slowly push inside her. She gasps, her tight pussy stretching to accommodate me, and I groan, the sensation almost overwhelming. 

She’s perfect. So fucking perfect. 

Her hands slide under my shirt and up my back, her long fingernails clawing at my skin as I begin to move, rocking my hips against hers. 

We’re lost in the moment, in each other, and the rest of the world falls away. There’s no wedding, no Sophie, no complications. There’s only us. 

Our bodies move together in a frenzied dance, a primal need driving us, and soon, we’re both gasping and moaning, our climaxes building. 

I can feel her tightening around me, her inner walls fluttering, and I know she’s close. My hands grip her hips, pulling her against me, and I pound into her, giving her everything I have. 

“Oh, fuck, Lily,” I grunt, my hips jerking erratically. “I’m gonna come.” 

“Yes,” she moans, her head falling back. “Yes, Dan, please.” 

I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to spill inside her. Not yet. I want to watch her come first. 

My thumb finds her clit again, rubbing furiously, and it only takes a few more seconds before she’s tumbling over the edge, her orgasm ripping through her. 

Her pussy clenches around me, and it’s too much. 

“Fuck, Lily,” I gasp, and then I’m coming too, emptying myself inside her, spilling my seed deep in her womb. 

We cling to each other, riding out the waves of pleasure, and I can’t remember the last time I felt this satisfied. This complete. 

“God, you’re amazing,” I murmur, pressing a soft kiss to her neck once the pleasure finally fades. 

She giggles softly, nuzzling against me, and I pull her closer, holding her tight. We stay like that for a few moments, basking in the afterglow, and I can’t help but think that this is where we belong. 

But eventually, the reality of the situation comes crashing back down around us, and I know we can’t stay like this forever. 

“We should probably get back to the reception,” Lily says, a hint of reluctance in her voice. 

“I know,” I sigh, pulling back slightly so I can look at her. 

She smiles, and I lean down, pressing a soft kiss to her lips. 

“You’re amazing, you know that?” I whisper. 

“So are you,” she replies, a blush coloring her cheeks. 

“Come on,” I say, helping her off the crate and reaching for her clothes. “Let’s get you dressed.” 

I can’t stop looking at her as we dress. The way her hair tumbles around her shoulders, the flush on her cheeks, the curve of her lips. She’s perfect. 

And even though I know I should feel guilty, all I can feel is the satisfaction of knowing that she’s mine. I’ll just have to find a way to make sure Sophie is okay with this, because I’m not sure I can live without Lily now. 

We straighten our clothes, making sure we’re presentable, and I can’t help but steal another kiss. 

“Dan,” she giggles, her eyes sparkling. 

“Sorry, babydoll,” I smirk. “You’re just too tempting.” 

She smiles and shakes her head. “We really should get back.” 

“I know,” I sigh, pressing one more kiss to her forehead. 

We make our way back to the reception hall, and it’s almost as if no time has passed. The music is still playing, and the guests are still laughing and dancing.

I catch sight of Sophie and her new husband across the room, and the guilt I was trying to avoid washes over me. I need to talk to her, to make sure she’s okay with this, with Lily and I being together. But it’s her wedding day, and the last thing I want is to cause a scene. I’ll talk to her about this as soon as she gets back from her honeymoon. 

That means Lily and I will have two weeks of bliss before we have to face reality. Two weeks of getting to know each other better, of exploring this connection between us. 

Lily and I separate, going our separate ways. She heads straight towards Sophie, and I can’t help but watch as the two of them talk and laugh together. It’s obvious they adore each other, and my heart aches knowing that what I’m doing could jeopardize their friendship. 

But I can’t deny the truth any longer. 

I’m in love with Lily. 

It’s too soon, and even I know that, but I can’t help how I feel. And I’m not going to let her go. 

I’m going to find a way to make this work. To make her mine. And nothing’s going to stand in my way.


Chapter Eight


Lily: 

The music slows, fading into the background as the wedding reception winds down. The dance floor is nearly empty now, with only a few couples swaying under the soft glow of fairy lights. Laughter echoes from the far end of the room where Matt and Sophie are surrounded by their closest friends, their faces flushed with happiness.    

I watch them from my seat, my fingers toying with the stem of my untouched glass of sparkling water. They look so perfect together, so in love, and it makes my chest ache.   

Not just because of them. Because of him.   

Dan.   

I can feel him in the room, even though I’ve been avoiding his gaze ever since the encounter in the supply closet. It’s like there’s an invisible thread between us, taut and unbreakable, pulling me toward him no matter how hard I try to resist.   

But the guilt is suffocating.   

I can still feel his hands on me, the heat of his body, the way he whispered my name like it was the only word that mattered. I squeeze my eyes shut, trying to block out the memory, but it only makes it worse.   

What kind of person sleeps with her best friend’s dad? It might have been fixable with Sophie if it had only happened that one time, when I didn’t know who he was. But after tonight, after I let her father fuck me right here at her wedding reception, it might be impossible to fix. 

I take a shaky breath, glancing toward him one last time. He’s leaning against the bar, his tie undone, his jacket long abandoned, while talking to one of the male guests who I assume is a relative of his, given the striking similarities between them. His hair is slightly mussed, and I know it’s from my fingers pulling at it earlier.   

My cheeks burn, and I look away quickly before he catches me staring.   

I can’t do this.   

The guilt, the temptation... it’s too much. I feel like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff, and every second I spend in Dan’s presence pushes me closer to falling.   

Quietly, I slip away from the table, grabbing my clutch and making my way toward the exit. The night air is cool against my skin as I step outside, the sounds of the reception muffled as the door swings shut behind me.   

My hotel is only a few blocks away, and I walk quickly, keeping my head down. By the time I reach my room, my resolve has solidified.   

This has to end. I can’t hurt Sophie any more than I already have with my actions. 

Inside, I flick on the light and grab my suitcase from the closet. My hands tremble as I begin packing, throwing clothes and toiletries inside with little care for order.   

I’ll leave first thing in the morning. I’ll drive straight back to Chicago and throw myself into work, into anything that will keep me busy enough to forget.   

Forget the way Dan looked at me, the way he made me feel like I was the only thing in his world.   

Forget the way my heart shatters just thinking about leaving him.   

I bite down hard on my lip, trying to hold back the tears threatening to spill.   

By the time I’m finished packing, I’m exhausted. It’s been a long day, and an emotional rollercoaster. I change into the cotton shorts and oversized T-shirt that I usually sleep in, then climb into bed, staring up at the ceiling.   

This is for the best, I tell myself. And even though it’s the truth, it doesn’t make the ache in my chest any easier to bear.   

A soft knock at the door startles me, and I sit up, my heart racing. It’s late. Who could it be?   

The knock comes again, firmer this time.   

“Lily, it’s me.”   

Dan.   

My breath catches, and for a moment, I can’t move. What is he doing here?   

“Lily, please.” His voice is muffled through the door, but still insistent.   

I hesitate, my fingers gripping the edge of the blanket. I shouldn’t let him in. If I open that door, I’ll be back at square one again, trying to fight the temptation he presents. It had taken so much out of me to leave the wedding without him, and I would be undoing all that hard work.   

But my feet are already moving, carrying me to the door as if they have a mind of their own.   

When I open it, he’s standing there, his hair slightly tousled, his shirt untucked, and his eyes burning with something that makes my stomach flip.

“How did you find me?” I ask, my voice breathless.

“I have my ways. You can’t just run out on me like that,” he says, his voice rough.   

“I wasn’t...”   

“Yes, you were.” He steps inside, closing the door behind him.   

I cross my arms, trying to put up some kind of barrier between us. “Dan, this isn’t going to work. It’s too complicated. Sophie...”   

“I know,” he says, cutting me off. “You think I haven’t been thinking about that all day? You think I don’t know how messy this is?”   

I look away, my throat tight. “Then why are you here?”   

“Because I can’t let you go.”   

His words hit me like a physical blow, and I take a step back, shaking my head.   

“You have to,” I say, my voice breaking as I hold back a sob.   

“I mean it, Lily.” He closes the distance between us, his hands gentle as they rest on my arms. “You can try to convince yourself this is too complicated, that it’s better if we walk away, but you don’t believe that any more than I do.”   

I stare up at him, my resolve crumbling with every word.   

“This connection we have... it’s not something that comes along every day. You felt it the moment we met, didn’t you? That pull?”   

I nod, unable to lie.   

“I’m not asking for forever,” he says, his voice softer now. “I’m asking for now. For the two weeks Sophie’s on her honeymoon. I can juggle some things around at work so I can go back to Chicago with you for that time. Please give this a chance so we can see how we really feel about each other.”   

“Dan...”   

He cups my face, his thumb brushing against my cheek. “I’m crazy about you, Lily. I can’t see a life for me now where you’re not in it.”   

My heart aches, the weight of his words crashing over me.   

“But what about Sophie...”   

“She doesn’t have to know. Not yet. We can figure that out later, when we are more certain about our future. Right now, it’s just us.”   

I search his eyes, looking for doubt, for hesitation, but there’s none. Just honesty and an intensity that makes my chest tighten.   

“Okay,” I whisper, my voice barely audible.  

I know it’s selfish of me to agree to these two weeks, but I can’t fight the feelings I have for Dan. Not when he’s right here in front of me. He’s impossible to resist. 

His lips curve into a relieved smile, and he pulls me into his arms, holding me like he’s afraid I’ll disappear.   

I let myself melt against him, burying my face in his neck. His familiar scent washes over me, and a sense of peace settles over me. 

He was right. I don’t know what will happen between us, but I can no longer deny the truth. 

This connection is real. And for now, that will have to be enough. 

Dan lifts me in his arms and carries me over to the bed, placing me down on it gently while he quickly takes off his clothes. Both my heart and my pussy flutter with excitement as I watch him, but when he climbs into bed beside me and pulls me against him, it is the sense of calm and safety that hits me the most. 

I never want this to end. 

“Thank you,” he whispers, pressing a kiss to my forehead. 

“For what?” I ask, snuggling closer to him. 

“For giving us a chance,” he says, his voice thick with emotion. “I promise you won’t regret it.” 

I swallow around the lump in my throat, unable to speak. I’m not sure I trust myself to say anything without crying, so I just close my eyes and breathe him in, letting the warmth and strength of his body lull me to sleep.


Chapter Nine


Dan:

I follow Lily into her apartment the next day, my eyes scanning the space as she flicks on the lights. It’s small, sure, but it’s got this charm to it. Cozy and vibrant, with an undeniable sense of her personality in every corner.

The walls are painted in soft, warm colors that somehow make the place feel bigger. There’s a gallery of mismatched frames on one wall, filled with sketches and watercolors that look like her own work. A small but sturdy bookshelf lines another wall, overflowing with novels, art supplies, and little trinkets that seem to tell a story about her life.

“Okay, it’s not much,” she says, tossing her keys onto a tiny side table near the door. “But it’s home.”

“Not much?” I echo, stepping further inside. “It’s so much more than you realize. It’s... you.”

She gives me a skeptical look, one brow arching. “That’s not exactly a glowing endorsement.”

I grin, leaning casually against the wall. “No, I mean it. It’s colorful, creative, and full of surprises. Just like you.”

A faint blush rises on her cheeks, and she tries to hide it by busying herself with adjusting a throw pillow on the couch.

I walk over to the bookshelf, my fingers brushing over the spines of her books. They’re an eclectic mix of classic literature, art theory, and a couple of romance novels that make me smirk. I pick up a small clay figurine, a slightly lopsided bird painted in bright colors.

“Did you make this?” I ask, holding it up.

She turns, sees what I’m holding, and laughs. “Oh, God. That’s from a pottery class I took in college. It was supposed to be a dove, but it ended up looking more like a pigeon on steroids.”

I chuckle, setting the bird back in its place. “It’s charming.”

“Charming is code for ‘horrific,’” she teases, crossing her arms.

“Charming means charming,” I counter, stepping closer to her. “Like the person who made it.”

She rolls her eyes, but I catch the hint of a smile tugging at her lips.

“You’re dangerous, you know that?” she says lightly.

“Only in the best ways,” I reply with a wink.

She shakes her head, a laugh slipping out. “Okay, Mr. Smooth Talker. Make yourself comfortable. I’ll grab us something to drink.”

Lily waves toward the couch, where a crocheted blanket is draped over the back and a small coffee table sits cluttered with sketchpads and pencils. I sit down, sinking into the soft cushions. The couch is ridiculously comfortable, and it smells faintly of her. Something floral and sweet.

She disappears into the kitchenette, and I can hear her moving around, opening cabinets and clinking glasses.

“You’ve got a nice setup here,” I call out, glancing around again. “Better than my place.”

“I don’t know about that,” she replies. “Your house looked really nice. Well, the little I saw of it, anyway.”

A grin spreads across my face. I certainly hadn’t let her see much more of my place than the bedroom the other night, and I have a feeling I kept her too distracted to really appreciate the place in any way.

“It’s functional,” I admit with a shrug. “Not much personality, though. And definitely no clay pigeons.”

She laughs, her head poking around the corner. “Sounds like you need someone to help you decorate.”

“Know anyone?” I tease.

She rolls her eyes but doesn’t hide her smile as she comes back into the room, holding two glasses of iced tea.

“I might know a girl,” she says, handing me a glass before sitting down beside me. “She’s got an eye for color, but her pottery skills are questionable.”

“Sounds like she’s got potential,” I say, taking a sip of the tea before placing it down on the nearby table.

She nudges me with her elbow, and I grin, taking her glass from her and setting it down beside mine. I wrap an arm around her waist and tug her into my lap so she’s straddling my thighs, her chest pressed against my own. The closeness has me instantly hard, and I have a feeling she knows from the way she begins wriggling in my lap. The friction only makes me stiffen even more, and I have to hold back a groan.

“I can’t believe you’re actually here in my apartment,” she says, her voice soft and breathless. “It feels surreal.”

“Oh, it’s definitely real, babydoll.”

She exhales a shaky breath, and when I reach out to tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, she leans into my touch like she can’t help herself.

“I’ve been wanting to do this since the second we walked through that door,” I say, my voice low.

“What’s stopping you?” she whispers.

“Not a damn thing,” I reply before leaning in and kissing her.

The moment our lips meet, it’s like a dam breaking. Her arms wrap around my neck, and I pull her closer, the kiss deepening as every ounce of tension between us melts away.

Her fingers thread through my hair, and I lose myself in her. The taste of her. The feel of her. The quiet little sounds she makes as she presses closer.

By the time we pull apart, we’re both breathless, and she’s looking at me like she’s just as lost in this as I am.

“Ummm, I should probably take a shower before we take this any further. I feel gross after sitting in a hot car all morning.”

I grin and rise to my feet, keeping her in my arms. “A shower sounds perfect. Which way?”

Lily lets out a surprised gasp as she realizes I intend to get in the shower with her, and my grin widens. She’s too fucking cute.

She points toward a small door at the far end of the apartment, and I carry her across the room and into the bathroom. It’s tiny, but it’s got a big enough shower, and that’s all that matters.

Once inside, Lily reaches over and flicks the dial, setting the water to a good temperature, and I strip off my shirt and jeans. She bites her lower lip as she watches, her gaze hungry.

Fuck, the way she looks at me like that makes my blood boil.

I reach over and tug her top off, tossing it aside before getting rid of her shorts and underwear. When I look back up, her nipples are stiff, her eyes dark and wide.

“God, babydoll, you’re so fucking gorgeous,” I say, pulling her in for a deep, heated kiss.

The feel of her naked body against mine has my cock throbbing with an urgent need to be deep inside her. I want to bend her over and fuck her hard, right here in the bathroom, but that will have to wait.

Right now, I just want to feel her, to take my time exploring every inch of her.

When the bathroom starts to fill with steam, we break apart and step into the shower. The hot water feels incredible, and I sigh as it sluices over my body. Lily stands under the spray, her head tipped back and her eyes closed, and I take a moment just to watch her. She looks so relaxed, so beautiful.

She opens her eyes and smiles at me, reaching out for a bar of soap and a washcloth.

“Here,” she says, her voice almost shy. “Let me.”

I nod, and she lathers up the cloth, running it over my chest and down my stomach. Her touch is gentle but firm, and my breath catches as she reaches lower, cleaning my thighs and legs before finally taking my aching cock in her hand.

She works the cloth over my shaft, her eyes never leaving mine. I can’t look away, can’t speak. All I can do is watch as she slowly strokes me, her touch sending sparks of pleasure through my body.

“Fuck, babydoll,” I groan, my voice ragged. “You’re going to make me come if you keep that up.”

Her smile widens, and she picks up the pace, her hand moving faster, the pressure more intense.

“That’s the idea,” she says, her tone teasing.

“No way,” I tell her, gripping her wrist firmly to stop her before she makes me come embarrassingly fast. “I’m not coming until I can feel your sweet little cunt wrapped around my cock like a glove.”

Her breath catches, and she lets out a soft moan. But then she blinks a few times, and the arousal disappears from her face.

“That reminds me,” she says, her face flushing red, although I have no idea if it’s embarrassment or the heat of the shower causing it. “I need to go to the pharmacy tomorrow to get the morning-after pill. We haven’t been careful at all this weekend.”

I know she’s correct about that. It’s absolutely the right thing to do. It’s probably reckless of me but we haven’t used a condom once. But the idea of her using contraception, of taking any steps to prevent a pregnancy with me, feels wrong. It’s ridiculous. I know that. We’ve only just met, and things are complicated between us, but the thought of her being pregnant with my baby makes my chest ache.

“Please don’t,” I tell her, pulling her closer. “I want to fill you up with my cum, and then I want to stay inside you until it takes hold. Until your belly swells and grows heavy with my child. I know we barely know each other, and this might sound crazy, but I know how I feel. This is something I want.”

Her eyes widen, and she stares up at me, her expression unreadable.

“Dan...”

“If it’s not what you want, that’s fine,” I rush to assure her, although the idea of her turning me down on this makes me feel sick. “We can be safe if that’s what you want.”

“No, I mean... it’s not that. It’s just... a lot. All of this is a lot.”

“I know, babydoll,” I say, stroking her cheek with my thumb. “But that doesn’t make it any less real.”

Her lips curve into a soft smile, and she nods, leaning in to kiss me gently.

“Okay,” she whispers. “No birth control. Whatever happens, happens.”

Relief floods through me, and I can’t stop the grin that spreads across my face. I lean in and claim her lips again, our tongues sliding together. She moans against my mouth, and I reach down, grabbing her ass and lifting her into the air.

Her legs wrap around my waist, and her arms tighten around my neck as I press her back against the wall of the shower, bracing one hand against the cool tiles.

The head of my cock brushes against her wet folds, and she gasps, her nails digging into my shoulders.

“Please,” she whimpers, rocking her hips forward, trying to get me inside her.

I tease her, rubbing the tip along her slit, enjoying the way she shudders against me.

“You want it?” I murmur, pressing soft kisses along her jawline.

“Yes,” she pants, her voice strained.

“Then beg me for it,” I growl.

Her eyes flash, and her breath quickens.

“Please,” she whines, her voice desperate and needy.

It’s the most beautiful sound in the world.

“Please, Dan, please fuck me. Please fill me with your cum. I need it.”

My self-control snaps. With one hard thrust, I bury my cock deep inside her, and we both cry out, our bodies shuddering with pleasure.

I begin pounding into her, our moans mingling with the sound of the shower spray, and I can feel the tension already building, coiling tighter and tighter with every thrust. The knowledge that I’m going to cum inside her with the intent of knocking her up makes everything feel so much better. So much more urgent.

“Fuck, Lily,” I groan, my voice rough with desire. “You feel so fucking good.”

“Yes,” she gasps, her eyes closing, her head tilting back. “Yes, Dan. Fuck me. Fill me up. I want it all.”

“That’s my girl,” I growl, driving into her harder, deeper.

She cries out, her muscles clenching around my cock, and I know she’s close.

I reach behind her, rubbing a wet finger between her ass cheeks to find her tight hole. As soon as the pad of my finger presses against her ass, she lets out a long, shuddering moan.

“Do you like that?” I ask, pushing just the tip of my finger inside her.

“Oh God,” she moans, her breath hitching.

I push a little deeper, and she trembles, her cunt squeezing my cock in the most delicious way.

“You’re such a good girl,” I praise, my finger sinking into her tight, forbidden hole. “Taking my cock and my finger. You’re going to take my cum, too, aren’t you? You’re going to let me fill you up and get you pregnant.”

“Yes,” she whines, her voice high and needy. “Yes, please, Dan. I want it.”

I groan, driving into her harder and deeper, my cock throbbing as I get closer and closer to the edge.

“Fuck,” I grunt, feeling her pussy clench and spasm around my shaft.

I lean in, sucking and nibbling on her neck. She lets out a desperate, breathy moan, and her muscles contract, milking my cock.

“Cum for me, babydoll,” I whisper against her skin. “Cum for me, and I’ll give you my seed. I’ll knock you up with my baby.”

That does it. With a loud cry, she throws her head back, her body convulsing as her orgasm tears through her. The feeling of her pussy spasming around my cock is all it takes to push me over the edge. I groan, my own climax erupting, and I shoot my load deep inside her, filling her up with rope after rope of my thick, hot cum.

“That’s it, baby,” I murmur, holding her close, feeling her body relax. “Take it all. Take my cum. Let me breed you.”

She shivers in my arms, and I know she loves it when I talk dirty to her.

We stand there for a moment, our bodies still entwined, the warm water raining down on us. I lean in and kiss her softly, savoring the taste of her lips, the feeling of her breath on my skin.

This is everything I’ve ever wanted.

And, somehow, I’m going to find a way to keep it.


Chapter Ten


Lily: 

I can’t resist watching Dan as he sleeps, even though I wonder if he wouldn’t find it a little creepy. He’s lying on his back, his arms flung above his head, his face relaxed and peaceful. 

He’s beautiful. 

His features are strong and masculine, but there’s something boyish about him when he’s like this. So open and unguarded. 

There’s no doubt about it. I’m falling for him hard. But I haven’t got a clue what to do about it. We’ve already gone too far, and it’s going to be impossible to stop what we started. Especially after last night, when he told me he wanted to knock me up, and I agreed to let it happen. 

Even now, just knowing that all weekend he’s been pumping me full of his seed and that I might already be pregnant creates a flutter of intense longing somewhere deep in my core. It’s crazy, but it feels so damn right. If it wasn’t for Sophie, I’d be diving into this relationship headfirst. But the feelings between Dan and me are so strong that I already feel like I’m being swept away by them, helpless to control the urges that are so strong whenever I’m with him. 

I’m in way over my head. 

With a heavy sigh, I snuggle closer to his sleeping form, resting my head against his chest so I can hear the steady beating of his heart. His closeness instantly soothes all the anxiety whirling around inside me, and I find myself relaxing into him. 

Dan shifts slightly, bringing one arm down to wrap it around me. He lets out a contented sigh, and I can feel the warmth of his breath against the top of my head. 

It feels good, being in his arms. Safe. 

“Morning, babydoll,” he mumbles, his voice still heavy with sleep. 

“Morning,” I reply, smiling up at him. 

He cracks open one eye, a sleepy grin spreading across his face. 

“What time is it?” he asks, stifling a yawn. 

“Not sure,” I say, glancing at the clock on the bedside table. “Nearly seven, I think.” 

He turns towards me, laying on his side as he pulls me into a tighter embrace. I let out a small gasp as I feel his hardness pressing against my hip, and my pulse starts to race. 

“And what time do you have to go to work?” 

“I have to be there by nine. But are you going to be okay here on your own all day while I’m at the office?” 

Dan chuckles softly and presses a gentle kiss to my forehead. “I’ve got a lot of work to do too, babydoll. I’ve brought my laptop and I’ll be working remotely while I’m here. So no need to worry about me.” 

“Okay, good,” I murmur. 

He leans in and captures my lips in a kiss, slow and sensual. The warmth of his lips on mine sends a wave of heat through me, and I can’t resist wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. He rolls onto his back, pulling me with him so I’m straddling his thighs, his erection pressing against my core. 

“You know,” he murmurs, trailing his fingers up and down my spine. “We have plenty of time before you have to leave.” 

“Is that right?” I say, my voice teasing. 

He smiles, and his hands find my hips, guiding me to grind against his hard length. 

“Mmhmm,” he replies, his eyes dark with desire. 

“Well, that’s good. Because I’ve woken up with a craving.” 

I nibble nervously on my lower lip, and I can feel my face grow hot, but I’m not going to let my sudden shyness get the better of me. Dan’s eyes widen, and a slow grin spreads across his lips. 

“And what’s that, babydoll?” he asks as he reaches up to cup my breast in his hand, his thumb brushing back and forth across the hard peak of my nipple in a way that sends pleasure rippling through me. “Perhaps I can help you satisfy that craving.” 

“Oh, I definitely think you can.” 

Keeping my eyes on his, I move lower down the bed, until I’m kneeling between his parted thighs. He watches me intently, his chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. 

I lean in, pressing a kiss to the tip of his cock, and he groans. The sound of pleasure sends a rush of pride through me, despite the nervousness I feel. I’ve never done this before, but I’m desperate to please him. Desperate to feel Dan’s hard, throbbing flesh between my lips while I try to give him the same kind of pleasure he’s given me over the last few days. 

“Babydoll,” he growls, his voice thick with desire. 

His eyes are fixed on me, dark and hungry. The way he watches as I take his length into my hand, stroking him slowly, creates a desperate heat between my thighs. But I ignore it for now while I focus on him. I’m mesmerized by the way his cock pulses in my grip, the way his breathing grows ragged. 

I run my tongue along his shaft, swirling around the head before taking him into my mouth. The salty taste of his precum on my tongue is intoxicating, and I want more. So much more. 

“Fuck,” Dan moans, his fingers tangling in my hair. 

The slight sting of pain from him tugging on the strands is delicious. His touch only encourages me to continue, and I begin bobbing my head, sliding my lips up and down his length. 

“God, yes, babydoll,” he grunts. “Suck my cock.” 

The sound of his voice, thick with desire, only serves to spur me on, and I pick up the pace. 

I look up at him as I take him deeper, and the way his eyes are locked onto mine sends a thrill through me. It’s so intimate, and the look of pure need on his face makes my core ache. 

He’s so big that I already know it’s going to be impossible to take all of him in my mouth. But I keep a hand wrapped around the thick base, stroking him in time with the movement of my lips up and down his shaft. 

Dan’s hands tighten in my hair, and he lets out a deep, guttural groan. The sound of pleasure makes me ache with need, and I can’t resist grinding my hips against the bed, desperate for friction. 

“Fuck, babydoll, you look so good like that,” he says, his voice ragged. “Taking my cock like a good girl.” 

The praise fills me with a warm feeling, and I hum with delight. His eyes are wide, and he stares down at me, his expression a mix of awe and hunger. 

“That’s it, Lily,” he murmurs. “Keep going. You’re doing so well.” 

His words have a strange effect on me. I feel... powerful. In control. And the knowledge that I’m the one driving him crazy, making him feel this good, is incredibly erotic. 

I increase my pace, hollowing my cheeks as I suck on his cock, and he grunts in approval. His hips begin thrusting, meeting each bob of my head, and I can tell he’s close. 

Just when I think he’s about to explode in my mouth, he pulls me off his cock with the hand in my hair, leaving me whining with disappointment. But the look on his face tells me not to complain. He looks positively feral. 

“I need to be inside you, babydoll,” he says, his voice hoarse. “Need to fill you up with my cum. I need to breed my girl.” 

Oh god. 

My pussy flutters with excitement at the promise of being filled. Of being bred. I’ve got no idea what it is about it that turns me on so much, but the feeling is intense. Primal. I need Dan to claim my body with his seed. When I think of that, I forget about all the reasons why our relationship isn’t a good idea. Instead, my mind becomes filled with thoughts of a happy future with him, with his baby growing inside my belly. 

I nod eagerly, and he moves quickly, grabbing me and flipping me over onto my back, pinning me down beneath him. He looks wild and hungry, and the heat of his gaze makes me shiver. 

“Dan,” I moan, arching against him. “Please.” 

He grabs my wrists and holds them above my head, using his weight to keep me in place as he pushes his cock against my wet folds. 

“God, you’re so fucking wet,” he growls, his voice low and rough. “Do you want it, babydoll? Do you want me to breed you?” 

“Yes,” I moan, unable to keep the desperation from my voice. “Yes, Dan, please.” 

“Please, what?” he murmurs, leaning in and pressing a kiss to the sensitive spot just below my ear. 

“Please fuck me,” I pant. “Please fill me up with your cum.” 

Dan doesn’t need any more encouragement. He slams his cock into my aching pussy, and I cry out, pleasure rushing through me. 

“Fuck, you feel so good, babydoll,” he groans. “Your tight little pussy always milks my cock so well, like it’s desperate for every fucking drop.” 

He begins moving inside me, his pace fast and urgent. His eyes are locked on mine, and the intensity of his gaze is almost overwhelming. 

I can’t look away. I’m mesmerized by him. By the way he takes control of my body, the way his cock fills me perfectly, stretching and filling me, hitting the perfect spot with every deep, hard thrust. 

I’m already so close. So worked up from giving him pleasure, and his words are turning me on more than anything ever has. 

“I can’t wait to see you with a big, round belly,” he murmurs, his voice raw with emotion. “Knowing I put my baby in you. Fuck, Lily, you have no idea what it does to me. It’s all I’ve ever wanted. I want to breed you, babydoll. Make you mine.” 

His words push me over the edge, and I’m thrown into a spiral of ecstasy. My orgasm washes over me, sending waves of pleasure crashing through my body. I cry out, my muscles tensing, my body shuddering with bliss. 

“Oh God, yes,” Dan groans, his thrusts becoming erratic as he chases his own release. 

“Come for me,” I whisper, still dazed from my climax. “Fill me up, Dan. Please. I need it so badly.” 

With my wrists still pinned above my head, and his powerful body drilling me into the mattress, I’m helpless to do anything but beg him for what I need. What I’m desperate for. 

With a growl, he buries himself deep inside me, his cock pulsing as he shoots his load. He comes harder than I’ve ever felt before, pumping rope after rope of hot, thick cum deep inside me. 

“Fuck, babydoll,” he growls, his voice hoarse. 

I can feel him throbbing within me, his cock still spilling his seed. The sensation is incredible. I feel so full. So utterly possessed. And it’s the most amazing feeling in the world. 

“Mine,” he rasps, leaning down and pressing his lips against mine. 

His kiss is tender and passionate, and it steals the breath from my lungs. 

I melt into him, knowing that I’m never going to be able to let him go. 

“I love you,” he murmurs against my lips. 

It’s the first time either of us has said the words, and I can feel tears springing to my eyes. 

“I love you too, Dan.”


Chapter Eleven


Dan: 

As Lily and I walk side by side along Oak Street Beach, the sun dips over the horizon, leaving splashes of orange and pink to decorate the evening sky. It’s quiet here, just the faint sound of waves lapping at the shore and the murmur of distant voices. 

It’s been an amazing two weeks here in Chicago with Lily, and apart from her time at work, we’ve been inseparable. It’s been a whirlwind of romantic dates, days where we never left the bedroom except to get food, and fourteen perfect nights where I could hold her in my arms while she slept. But I need to go back home tomorrow and face Sophie when she returns from her honeymoon, and while a part of me is dreading it, another part is looking forward to being open about my relationship with Lily. I’ve fallen for her hard, and I want this to be my life. I want to be able to spend every day of the rest of my life with the woman I love. 

Lily walks beside me, her hand tucked in the crook of my arm, her steps matching mine. She’s wearing a light sundress, the hem swaying in the breeze, and her hair shines in the fading sunlight. 

I’m trying to soak it all in - the warmth of her touch, the way her laughter fills me with happiness, the simple fact she’s here, beside me. It’s a selfish thought, but I wish I could freeze this moment and hold on to it forever. Because tomorrow, everything changes. 

After a few minutes, Lily slows, pulling me to a stop. She turns to face the water, her arms wrapping around herself as a breeze brushes past. I slide my arm around her waist, pulling her close, and she leans into me like it’s the most natural thing in the world. 

“This is perfect,” she murmurs, her voice soft. 

I glance down at her, at the way her eyes are fixed on the horizon, her expression unguarded. “Yeah, it is.” 

We stand there for a while, just watching the sun sink lower, the sky shifting from gold to deep pink. Her hand rests lightly against my chest, and I cover it with mine, letting my thumb trace small circles against her skin. 

“You’ve made these two weeks unforgettable, you know,” I say quietly. 

“You’re incredible,” she says, her voice soft, and I’m almost certain I can see tears glistening in the corners of her eyes. “These two weeks have been... amazing. Better than anything I ever could have imagined.” 

Her soft lips curl up into a small smile, while a tear escapes to slide down her cheek. I reach up to cup her face and swipe the tear away with my thumb. 

“You’re thinking about tomorrow,” I say softly. It’s not a question. I already know Lily well enough to understand what she’s anxious about. 

She nods. 

“Yeah. It’s hard not to.” Lily exhales a long breath, dropping her gaze to the sand. “I’ve been trying not to think about it all day. Pretending we’re in some kind of bubble where nothing else exists.” 

I let out a sigh. “We might not be able to stay in our bubble for much longer, babydoll, but that doesn’t mean this is ending.” 

Lily stays quiet for a long moment before speaking again. “How do you think Sophie is going to react? Is she going to hate us?” 

“I honestly don’t know how she’s going to react,” I admit, my voice steady. “But I know how I feel about you. I want you in my life forever, and I’m willing to fight for that.” 

She looks up into my eyes, but she doesn’t say anything else. She doesn’t need to. Her doubt is written all over her face. 

“You’re worth it, Lily,” I say firmly. “Whatever it takes, whatever I have to do, I’ll make this work. For us.” 

Her expression softens, and she leans closer, resting her head on my chest. I wrap my arms around her and press a kiss to the top of her head. 

“You make it sound so simple,” she whispers. 

“It’s not simple,” I reply, stroking my fingers through her hair. “But that doesn’t mean it’s not worth it.” 

We stand there a moment, both of us lost in our own thoughts about the future, and then she lets out a soft, shaky breath. “What do we do tomorrow?” 

I slide my hands down to her waist, holding her steady. “I’ll go home. I’ll meet Sophie when she gets back, and I’ll tell her everything. She deserves to hear it from me.” 

“And what if...” She hesitates, her voice faltering. 

I know what she’s asking, even if she can’t say it. What if Sophie can’t accept this? What if it tears everything apart? 

“We’ll figure it out,” I say, my tone firm. “One step at a time. But I’m not walking away from this, Lily. From you.” 

She lifts her head, looking up at me with glistening eyes as she nods, her hands gripping my shirt a little tighter. “Okay,” she whispers. 

“Okay?” I echo, a small smile tugging at my lips. 

“Okay,” she repeats, her voice steadier this time. 

“Why don’t you come back home with me tomorrow? We can spend the weekend together and figure out what’s going to happen once I’ve spoken to Sophie.” 

Lily glances out over the sea as she thinks about it. “Maybe,” she says after the longest time. “Do you think that’s a good idea? What if Sophie hates me after what I’ve done?” 

I tighten my hold on her, wishing I could take away her anxiety about this. “I don’t know if it’s a good idea,” I admit. “But I do know the thought of being away from you for even one night breaks my heart.” 

“Me too,” she murmurs. 

“So, we’ll figure it out,” I promise. 

She gives me a small smile and nods. “One step at a time. Starting tomorrow.” 

“Starting tomorrow.” 

I lean in and kiss her softly, her lips sweet and pliant. She melts into the kiss, her body relaxing against mine. When I finally pull away, the sun is gone, and the sky is dark, dotted with stars. 

“I guess we should get back,” I say reluctantly. 

“Probably,” Lily agrees. 

But neither of us moves. 

We just stay there, wrapped in each other’s arms, gazing up at the starry sky.


Chapter Twelve


Lily: 

As we pull up outside Dan’s house, I feel a nervous flutter in my stomach. We’ve been silent for the entire drive, both of us wrestling with our thoughts, and the atmosphere is thick with tension. 

“You ready?” he asks, switching the engine off and turning towards me. 

“As ready as I’ll ever be.” 

He reaches out and takes my hand, squeezing it reassuringly. “It’s going to be okay, Lily. No matter what happens, I’m not letting go.” 

I meet his gaze and find a look of determination on his face, and a surge of confidence fills me. He means what he says. No matter what, he’s going to be right there, fighting for us. 

“Okay.” I nod. “I trust you. So when are you going to go over and speak to Sophie?” 

He glances at his watch. “Soon. Her flight came in early this morning. I was thinking we could have something to eat now and then I’ll go over after lunch.” 

I nod, even though my stomach churns at the thought of eating. The anxiety has got far too tight a grip on me to even consider putting anything in my belly right now. 

Dan reaches out, cupping my cheek gently in his large hand and turning my face towards him. “I love you,” he whispers softly, his voice choked with emotion. 

“I love you too,” I reply, my voice shaky. 

He leans in and gently brushes his lips against mine, his touch a comfort. I can’t resist melting into the kiss, parting my lips so his tongue can dance with mine. But he pulls back after a few moments, his forehead resting against mine, his breathing labored. 

“Come on,” he says, his tone firm. “We’d better go inside.” 

“Okay.” 

As we turn away from each other, I notice the front door of his house is open. My heart stops when I see Sophie standing in the doorway, holding a cardboard box, her eyes wide as she stares at us sitting in Dan’s car. 

“Shit,” he mutters, before scrambling out of the car. 

Oh god, Sophie must have seen me kissing her father. This is the worst way she could have ever found out. 

I quickly follow Dan, getting out of the car and running up the driveway after him. 

“Sophie,” he calls out. “Let me explain.” 

Her eyes flick between Dan and me as I approach, her expression a mix of anger and confusion. 

“Sophie, I... this isn’t what it looks like.” I add rather unhelpfully, considering this is exactly what it looks like. But my heart is hammering, and the panic is making me feel dizzy, so it’s hard to think of the right thing to say. 

“Oh, really?” Sophie snaps, her eyes narrowing. “Because right now, it looks like my best friend is making out with my own goddamn father!” 

“Sophie, let us explain,” Dan says, and I glance over at him, surprised at how he can remain so calm and in control in a moment like this. 

“Explain what?” Sophie asks, the bitterness clear in her voice. “I just got back from my honeymoon a few hours ago, and I came back here to pick up some of my things from my old bedroom. And I catch the two of you kissing! Would you even have told me if I hadn’t caught you?” 

“Of course we would,” Dan says, his voice as steady as ever. “I was going to come and talk to you this afternoon, Sophie.” 

My best friend’s gaze keeps flitting back and forth between me and Dan, and the guilt is crushing. 

“I can’t believe this,” Sophie says, her voice shaking. “Lily, you’re my best friend! And you...” she says, turning to look at Dan with narrowed eyes. “You’re my father! What the hell is wrong with you two?” 

“Sophie, I promise you, I never planned for this to happen. Neither of us did. We had no idea...” 

“No idea what?” Sophie spits out, cutting me off. “That this is completely insane?!” 

Dan steps forward, stepping in front of me in a protective gesture that makes my heart melt a little despite the tense situation. 

“When I first met Lily, I had no idea she was your best friend. And she didn’t know that I’m your father. Perhaps if we had known, we could have stopped this from happening, but by the time we found out, it was already too late.” 

“Oh, so what? That makes it okay? The second you did know, you should’ve stopped whatever this is!” 

I peek at Sophie from around Dan’s broad frame, and her face is bright red with anger. 

“It’s not that simple, Sophie,” I say, and even I can hear the pleading tone in my voice. “We tried. But we care about each other a lot. We make each other happy.” 

“Oh, great,” Sophie replies, the sarcasm dripping from her words. “That makes it all better. My dad and best friend care about each other.” 

“Sophie,” Dan says, his voice firm but gentle, “I know this is a shock, and you’re hurt. You have every right to be. But this isn’t something I took lightly. I love you. You know that. And I would never do anything to hurt you on purpose. But I love Lily too, and that’s not something I can control.” 

My best friend places the box on the ground and covers her face with her hands, letting out a groan of frustration. 

I hold my breath, waiting to see what she will say next, my mind racing to try and find something I could tell her that might make this whole situation better. But I can’t think of anything. I’m not sure anything will help. 

After a long pause, Sophie’s shoulders slump and she pulls her hands away from her face. Her eyes dart back and forth between Dan and me once more, as if she is searching for the truth about our feelings for one another. 

“You’re serious about this?” she asks after a long pause. “About each other? This isn’t just some fling?” 

“We are serious,” I reply without hesitation. “This is real. For both of us.” 

“Lily and I both want to make this work,” Dan adds. 

I glance up at him and see that he’s looking at Sophie, his expression open and earnest. “And I hope that, given some time, you’ll be able to accept it. Or at least, understand.” 

Sophie lets out a long sigh, and I can almost see the tension leaving her body. “How long has it been going on?” 

“Since the night before your wedding,” I say softly. “I went to a bar, and we met there. I knew right away that there was something special about him.” 

I don’t tell her that I gave my virginity to him that night. While it was a detail I happily would have shared with her if it was with anybody else, I doubt she’ll want to hear about my first time with her father. 

“You’re asking me to just... what? Be okay with this? With my dad dating my best friend?” 

“We’re not asking you to do anything,” Dan says, his tone gentle. “All we want is for you to listen. To understand. And, yes, I’m hoping that you can be okay with it. In time. Because this is not a choice, Sophie. I didn’t choose to fall in love with Lily, and neither did she. It just happened.” 

I look over at him and find his gaze fixed on me, and I can see the emotion shining in his eyes. My heart skips a beat, and the air leaves my lungs. I’ve never felt like this about anyone. Not even close. 

“This is so weird,” Lily says. “You know that, right? Like, really weird.” 

I can’t stop the nervous laugh from escaping. “I know. Believe me, I know.” 

“We really didn’t mean for this to happen, Sophie,” Dan says. 

She stares at him for a long moment, her expression unreadable. 

“You really love her?” she asks after a while. 

Dan glances at me, his expression tender. “I do. More than I’ve ever loved anyone. Except for you, Sophie.” 

She sighs. “Okay. Okay. Just... give me a minute. I need to think.” 

“Sure.” 

We all stand there in awkward silence as Sophie paces back and forth. I wish there was something else I could say. Something that would make her understand. But there’s nothing. All we can do is wait. 

After what feels like an eternity, Sophie comes to a stop, her eyes meeting mine. 

“Lily, I... I don’t really know what to say.” She runs a hand through her hair and exhales. “I’m still trying to process this, and honestly, this has all left me feeling numb. But, if what you both say is true, and this isn’t just some fling... then I guess I have no choice but to try and be okay with it.” 

“Thank you,” I breathe, relief flooding through me. 

“You’re important to me, Lily. And so is Dad. So, if this is what makes you happy, then I guess that’s all that matters. At the end of the day, that’s what family does, right?” 

I rush over to her, pulling her into a tight hug. “I love you, Sophie. And I know your dad does, too. I hope one day you can see how much we love each other.” 

She doesn’t return my embrace, but she doesn’t pull away either. 

“I hope so too,” she replies, her voice soft. 

“You have no idea how much this means to me,” I say, tears welling up in my eyes. 

“Just promise me one thing.” 

“Anything.” 

She pulls away from me, her eyes searching mine. 

“Don’t hurt him. Don’t break his heart.” 

“I won’t,” I promise, meaning it. 

She gives me a weak smile, then turns to Dan. “Take good care of her, Dad.” 

“Always,” he replies, his voice choked with emotion. 

As I watch them hug, I can’t stop the tears from spilling down my cheeks. 

Sophie may not be okay with us right now, but at least she’s trying. And that’s more than I could have hoped for. 

As Dan and Sophie pull apart, my best friend wipes the tears from her face and gives me a tentative smile. 

“I’d better go,” she says, her voice shaky. “I have a lot to think about. And I should let you two get on with your lives. I’m not saying this is going to be easy, but... maybe we could meet up for dinner or something sometime soon? If you want.” 

“Of course,” I reply quickly, relief washing over me. 

“I’d like that,” Dan says. “You and Matt should come over one night. When you’re ready.” 

“Okay, well... I guess I’ll see you guys later.” 

Sophie picks up her box and heads towards the car parked a few yards from Dan’s house. Damn it. Now I recognize the car as Matt’s, her new husband’s, but I hadn’t noticed when we’d pulled up. If I had, I’d have made sure she heard it from us before she caught us kissing each other. 

“Bye,” I call out as she gets into the car. 

Dan slides an arm around my waist as Sophie pulls out and drives away. 

“That could have gone a lot worse,” he murmurs. 

“She’s taking it a lot better than I thought she would,” I admit. 

“I’m relieved,” he says, a soft smile tugging at his lips. 

“Me too,” I agree, returning his smile. 

Dan pulls me closer, his hand cupping my cheek. “How about we go inside to celebrate her taking the news so well?” he asks, his lips curling up into a wicked grin that tells me exactly how he plans to celebrate. 

“That sounds perfect,” I murmur, anticipation already building inside me. 

“Then come on,” he growls, his voice husky with desire. “Because I’m not sure I can wait a second longer.” 

I giggle as he scoops me up in his arms and carries me inside.


Chapter Thirteen


Lily: 

Dan kicks the front door shut behind us, keeping me in his arms as he walks through the house, and my heart is beating hard in my chest. As we reach the bottom of the stairs, he pauses and sets me on my feet. 

“Upstairs,” he orders, his tone firm. 

I feel a shiver of excitement run through me at the sound of his authoritative voice. He’s in charge right now, and he knows exactly what he wants. 

When I don’t move fast enough, he reaches around to smack my bottom playfully, making me gasp. 

“I said, upstairs,” he growls. 

I can’t suppress the grin that tugs at my lips as I start running up the stairs, and he follows close behind. When we reach his bedroom, he gently pushes me towards the bed, his hands gripping my hips. 

“I want you,” he growls, his breath hot against my ear. “And I’m not going to be gentle. I need to take you hard.” 

“Yes,” I whisper, my breath catching in my throat. 

I need him just as much. 

His hands are already tugging at the hem of my dress, pushing it up and over my head. I feel his hands roaming all over my body, his touch both demanding and reverent at the same time. 

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs, his lips brushing against the nape of my neck. 

I close my eyes, surrendering myself to the sensations that wash over me as he touches me. His fingers hook into the waistband of my panties, sliding them down, his breath warm against my skin. 

“Lie down,” he commands, and I obey without question, lying down on the bed and spreading my legs wide. 

He lets out a low groan, and I can feel his gaze roaming over me, his desire palpable. 

“Look at you,” he breathes. “So beautiful.” 

I can feel my cheeks flush under his intense gaze, but I don’t shy away. I love knowing how much he wants me. 

He leans down, his lips capturing mine in a passionate kiss, his tongue tangling with mine. His hands are everywhere, caressing and teasing, sending sparks of pleasure through my body. 

As he breaks the kiss, I whimper in protest, but he silences me with a finger pressed to my lips. 

“Not a word,” he says, his voice a low rumble. 

He trails kisses along my jaw and down my neck, making me gasp and arch my back. He continues down my body, his lips and tongue exploring every inch of my skin. 

As he moves lower, my breathing becomes ragged, and I grip the sheets, my whole body tingling with anticipation. 

His tongue dips between my folds, and I cry out, unable to contain the pleasure that courses through me. He licks and sucks, driving me higher and higher, until I’m teetering on the edge of ecstasy. 

But before I can reach my climax, he pulls away, leaving me aching for release. 

“Not yet,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. 

He stands, his gaze locking with mine as he begins to undress. 

My eyes follow his every movement, drinking in the sight of his muscular body as it’s revealed to me. His cock is rock hard, jutting out from between his legs, and my mouth waters at the sight of it. 

He climbs onto the bed, his powerful body hovering over mine, and I can’t stop myself from reaching out to stroke him. 

He growls, a low animalistic sound, and captures my hand, pinning it to the mattress. 

“Do you know what I’m going to do to you, babydoll?” he rasps. 

I shake my head, anticipation coiling tight in my belly. 

“I’m going to fuck you so hard that you won’t be able to walk straight,” he growls, his lips brushing against the shell of my ear. “You’ll be sore for days, and it will be a constant reminder that you belong to me. We don’t have to hide anymore. We can be together. You’re mine.” 

I moan as his words send a rush of pleasure through my body. The thought of belonging to him, of him claiming me in such a primal way, is intoxicating. 

“Yes,” I breathe. “Please. I’m yours.” 

“Mine,” he growls again. “All mine. And I’m planning on filling up your fertile pussy with multiple loads of my cum this weekend. I can’t stop thinking about you being pregnant. I fucking need to know my baby is growing inside you.” 

I gasp, his words sending a thrill through me. The thought of being pregnant with his baby is intoxicating. 

“Say it,” he demands. 

“I’m yours,” I whimper. “All yours.” 

“Good girl,” he rasps. 

His mouth crashes down on mine in a bruising kiss, his tongue invading my mouth. As our tongues dance together, the underside of his cock slides between my slick folds, teasing me. 

“You’re so wet for me,” he groans, his breath hot against my skin. 

I arch my back, desperate for more. 

“Please,” I beg. “I need you.” 

He doesn’t hesitate, plunging into me in one swift thrust. I cry out, the sensation almost overwhelming, as his cock fills me completely. 

“You feel so fucking good,” he growls. 

He starts to move, his hips rolling, his cock hitting just the right spot deep inside me. 

I’m lost in the pleasure, every nerve ending alive with sensation. He grips my hips, his fingers digging into my flesh, as he fucks me harder and harder. 

“Oh god,” I cry out, my nails digging into his back. “Please, don’t stop.” 

“Never,” he moans. “Not until you’re screaming my name.” 

He picks up the pace, his thrusts becoming almost frantic, his body trembling with the effort. 

“Fuck, baby, I’m close,” he growls. 

As his movements become more erratic, the pleasure builds inside me, until I can’t hold back any longer. 

“Yes,” I moan. “Oh god, yes.” 

“Come for me, babydoll,” he rasps. “Come for me.” 

The tension inside me snaps, and I cry out his name, my whole body shaking with the force of my release. He keeps pounding into me, driving me higher and higher, until I’m not sure I can take any more. 

“Fuck,” he groans. “I’m gonna come. I’m gonna fill that sweet pussy with my cum. I’m going to breed my beautiful girl.” 

With a final, deep thrust, he erupts inside me, his cock pulsing as his seed spills into me. The feeling of him emptying his load into my pussy, claiming me completely, is enough to trigger another orgasm, and I cling to him, riding the waves of ecstasy. 

After several long moments, our breathing slows, and he pulls out of me, lying beside me and pulling me into his arms. 

“That was amazing,” he murmurs. 

“It really was,” I agree. 

I rest my head on his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat, and feeling a sense of contentment wash over me. It’s such a relief knowing that we can be together properly now, with no doubts or fears about the future.

“I love you,” he whispers. 

“I love you, too,” I reply, feeling like the luckiest woman in the world. 

I have the man of my dreams, and we can finally be together. I can’t imagine anything better than that.


Epilogue


Dan:

Nine months later:

The sterile scent of the hospital fades into the background as I sit in the chair beside Lily’s bed, holding the tiny new arrival in my arms. Our son. His little face is scrunched up, his pink skin soft and wrinkled, his dark lashes fluttering in his sleep. This overwhelming sense of love and pride that has wrapped itself around me since the moment he arrived is surreal. 

Lily rests against the pillows, her hair messy but beautiful as ever, her face glowing despite the exhaustion. Her smile is soft as she watches me cradle our son. 

“You’re a natural,” she murmurs, her voice low and warm. “It’s like you’ve done this all before.” 

I grin, never taking my eyes off the baby. “It’s been so long since I held a baby this small, though. He’s about the size of a football. I keep worrying I’ll fumble him.” 

Lily chuckles, and it’s the sweetest sound. “If you can handle boardrooms these days, I think you can manage a newborn.” 

“Boardrooms don’t cry or spit up on you,” I reply, though there’s no real weight in the joke. Truth be told, I’d take all the crying and spit-ups in the world for this little guy. 

There’s a soft knock on the door, and my heart skips when I see Sophie peeking in. She’s smiling big and bright as she steps inside, holding a stuffed elephant and a bouquet of cheerful yellow daisies. 

“Hey,” she whispers, her eyes sparkling as they land on the bundle in my arms. “Can I meet him?” 

Lily sits up a little, her face lighting up. “Of course. Come on in.” 

Sophie sets her gifts on the side table and comes closer, her gaze full of wonder. “Oh my gosh, he’s tiny. And so perfect.” She looks at me, her voice teasing. “I can’t believe you made something this adorable, Dad.” 

I chuckle, shifting to let her get a closer look. “Hey,” I say softly, so I don’t wake the baby. “This is the second time I’ve made something this cute, so I don’t know what you’re talking about.” 

Sophie grins and kneels beside the chair. “Can I hold him?” 

I glance at Lily, who nods. Carefully, I pass him over, and Sophie holds him with surprising confidence. Her expression softens as she stares down at him. 

“Hey there, little guy,” she whispers. “I’m your big sister. And I promise to teach you all the ways to annoy Dad when you’re older.” 

I groan playfully. “Great, just what he needs. An accomplice.” 

Sophie grins but quickly turns serious, her thumb brushing lightly against the baby’s tiny hand. “What’s his name?” 

Lily and I exchange a quick glance before I answer. “James. James Daniel.” 

Her eyes dart up to meet mine, and for a moment, she looks like she might cry. “James? After Grandpa?” 

I nod, my throat tightening as she mentions my late father. “Yeah. I thought it was only fitting.” 

Sophie smiles, and there’s a quiet gratitude in her expression. “He would’ve loved that.” 

Lily’s hand finds mine, her fingers lacing through mine in a gesture that’s as grounding as it is comforting. I give her hand a squeeze, unable to believe that we’ve done it. We’re married, and we’ve made a baby. Everything feels so damn perfect. 

Sophie leans down, pressing a gentle kiss to James’s forehead before sitting back. “I can’t believe I have a baby brother,” she says softly, her tone full of wonder. “I mean, I never thought I’d say this, but...you two did good.” 

Lily laughs, and I reach over to squeeze Sophie’s shoulder. “That means a lot, Soph. Thank you.” 

She looks up at me, her expression warm but playful. “I’m still not comfortable enough with all this to start calling Lily Mom, though.” 

We all laugh, the sound filling the room with a sense of completeness. I glance at Lily, who’s watching Sophie and James with the kind of love that makes me feel like the luckiest man alive. 

In this moment, everything feels right. The rocky start, the complications, the hard conversations - it all led us here. To this family. To a life I never dared to imagine, but one I wouldn’t trade for anything. 

As Sophie hands James back to me, I hold him close, marveling at how someone so small can hold so much of my heart. 

“Welcome to the world, little guy,” I whisper. “We’ve been waiting for you.” 
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