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ONE


Sergio

“Nonno, you came!” The word hits me square in the chest before I even have time to brace for it. Sofia, my granddaughter, barrels into me, all sun-warmed skin and citrus perfume, her arms tight around my waist like she’s afraid I might vanish if she lets go.

“I said I would,” I tell her, my voice gruffer than I intend. “Didn’t I?”

She pulls back, grinning up at me, dark curls bouncing. “You say a lot of things. I thought you might tell me you were too busy again.”

There it is. The quiet accusation she never voices outright. I deserve it more often than not. It’s not that I don’t love my granddaughter. She’s a smart, lively woman and she’s great company. But her crowd is too young and unfamiliar for me. I prefer the solitude of my own space rather than feeling like a fossil around young girls.

I clear my throat and hand her the wrapped box I’ve been holding since I arrived. “Happy birthday, my dearest. You are growing prettier every year.”

Her eyes widen. “Is this⁠—”

“Open it.”

She tears into the paper without ceremony, gasping when she sees what’s inside. “Nonno. Oh my God. You didn’t.”

“I did,” I say, watching her face soften in a way that makes the long drive to the Hamptons worth it. “You mentioned last month that your old one was giving you trouble.”

She presses the leather portfolio to her chest like it’s something precious. “This is insane. Do you know how expensive this is?”

I pat her head. “You’re worth every penny, Sofia. Now that you’re a working woman, you need to have good quality things.”

She laughs and throws her arms around my neck again. This time, I let myself return the hug, one hand settling between her shoulder blades. Affection doesn’t come easily to me. It never has. But Sofia has a way of slipping past my defenses without trying.

“Thank you,” she says, quieter now. “Really. I’m glad you’re here.”

“So am I,” I admit.

Behind her, the backyard of my son’s vacation home is already in full swing. White tents cover the space. Caterers move with military efficiency. Laughter rises above the low hum of conversation. Most of the guests are young. Too young. Sofia’s friends, coworkers, people in their twenties dressed in linen and optimism. I feel every one of my fifty years standing among them.

My son catches my eye from across the patio, already distracted by a cluster of guests. His wife is beside him, radiant and busy, the perfect hostess. They’re good together. Better than his mother and I ever were.

A trail of lingering anger and resentment crawls up my throat. I push it down, because I don’t intend to ruin my memories of Sofia’s birthday party by remembering my cheating ex-wife and the traumatic sight of seeing her naked in the arms of another man. It has been two decades since our divorce, but that visual is imprinted in my brain. I couldn’t forget it if I tried.

“Come on,” Sofia says, tugging my sleeve. “Let me steal you for a minute before Dad drags you into small talk hell.”

She leads me toward the edge of the pool, where the music is softer. “How’s work?” I ask. “Still surviving under your father’s watchful eye?”

She rolls her eyes. “Barely. He insists on reviewing everything I touch.”

“As he should,” I say mildly. “You joined the company less than a year ago.”

“I know, but I’m not a child. I have work experience. I worked at another company for two years.”

“You had no real responsibilities,” I remind her. It was one of those fresh-out-of-college jobs. It came with a fancy title and a decent salary, but the work itself wasn’t at the level that could mentally challenge Sofia. She has a master’s degree in business. Making coffee and taking to clients on the phone isn’t the best use of her analytical brain or skillset. She wanted to be independent of her dad and me, which is why she chose to not join my company. But after two years in paper-pushing hell, she admitted that she needed something better.

She has thrived under my son’s care. look at her. Really look. She’s twenty-seven now. Confident. Smart. Already making a name for herself, even if it’s under the Rossi umbrella.

She pouts. “I know, but I’m not a child.”

You’re not,” I agree. “But this business doesn’t forgive mistakes easily. Your grandfather built it from nothing. He expects the same discipline from everyone. Including family.”

Her smile turns proud. “I know. I like that about you.”

That surprises me. Most people find me cold. Unapproachable. I’ve been called worse. After the divorce, it became easier to lean into that reputation. Work was simpler than people. Numbers didn’t betray you. Contracts didn’t lie in bed with someone else.

Twenty years ago, I learned that lesson the hard way.

I built Rossi Holdings with my own hands. One acquisition at a time. Long nights. Longer days. By the time I realized my marriage was collapsing, the company was already a machine that demanded everything I had left. When my wife cheated, I didn’t beg. I didn’t fight. I walked away and poured myself into work like it was the only thing that couldn’t leave me.

Since then, my world has narrowed. Family. Boardrooms. The club, on occasion, where anonymity and control keep things clean. Contained.

“Nonno,” Sofia says, nudging me. “You’re doing that thing where you disappear into your head. I don’t want you to quietly sit in a corner all evening and then go back home. You rarely come to social events. I think it’s time you found yourself a new girlfriend. Papa and I are busy these days.”

“I don’t need a girlfriend,” I reply. I don’t elaborate. Nobody in my family knows what I do in my spare time. My son and granddaughter would look at me differently if they found out that I spend some of my evenings at an exclusive sex club in the city, dominating women, calling them ‘babygirl’ and hearing them call me ‘Daddy’.

I suppose my kinks and sexual interests are some of the reasons I’m not as close to my family as I should be. I’m worried about losing them if they find out. Everything I do is consensual, but most people think of older men as sexless, innocent creatures who have no desires.

“You need a friend, at least,” Sofia insists. “You look so lonely. All you do is work.”

“I watch Netflix, too. And read,” I add, carefully. And fuck women and tie them up on weekends, I add mentally.

“Those are not human interactions.” Sofia frowns. “Do you know, loneliness is the biggest cause of death among older people?”

I scoff. “First off, I’m not old. I’m middle-aged. And I’m not lonely. I have a job I love. I have a family I can depend on. And a very cute granddaughter who invites me to her birthday parties. What more does a man need?”

“Someone to share things with,” she replies. “You can’t share everything with us. Even I know that.”

I sigh, wondering if she’s going to start meddling in my love life now. But thankfully, I’m saved by some girl who calls Sofia’s name and rushes over.

She approaches with a hesitant smile, like she’s not entirely sure she belongs here. Curvy in a soft, feminine way that draws the eye without screaming for attention. A simple dress that hugs her hips. Her tits are huge and generous. They spill out of the low-cut neckline of her top, showing a glimpse of swollen mounds and warm skin. Her hair tickles her cleavage, falling loose around her shoulders. When she looks at me, something flickers. Recognition, maybe. Or curiosity.

Something tightens low in my gut. Especially when I notice how her hard nipples are protruding through the fabric of her dress. It’s not a thin or sheer fabric, either. But fuck, she came here not wearing a bra. That means those massive tits are all real, not padding.

I swallow. My throat suddenly feels dry. Heat snakes up my back as the urge to feel the weight of her soft titties in my hands grows into an obsessive thought. An ache coils low in my stomach as she moves and her tits bounce, pressing against the front of her dress. She’s unaware of the effect she is having on me—and probably on every healthy male in her vicinity.

This is the kind of woman I would notice at The Hothouse. The kind I imagine kneeling, trusting, letting me take the reins. The thought is unbidden and unwelcome here, of all places.

I tighten my fingers into fists, dragging my rebellious mind away from her perfectly molded boobs that are making my cock throb like I’m a teenager.

“Nonno,” Sofia says brightly, cutting off my inner thoughts. “This is Quinn. She’s my best friend. We went to Penn State together. Our professional paths diverged after that, but we’ve stayed in touch. She lives in the city like you.”

Quinn’s lips curve, nervous but genuine. “Hi. It’s nice to finally meet you.”

Her voice is slightly breathy in an alluring way. Feminine softness threaded with a hint of maturity. I like it more than I should. When she leans forward, I get an eyeful of her breasts. And when I try to look at the ground to avoid the sight of her bosom, I’m treated with the lushness of her thighs, encased in her bodycon dress. Damn it. Is there any part of her that isn’t ripe, and inviting? I want to sink my fingers into her thick thighs, hold her down as I fuck her and watch those pretty tits bounce with every stroke.

Stop it, my self-control urges me, she’s too young for you. She’d never go for someone like you.

But the problem is that I know that isn’t true. Most of the girls at the club who want to be my littles and submit to me are much younger than me. I don’t have anything against being with older women who are submissive, but it’s always the young ones who are drawn to my maturity and coldness, craving the experience and reassurance I can give them.

“Sergio,” I say, clasping my fingers around the hand that Quinn offered. Her fingers are soft and delicate, fitting perfectly in my palm. The scent of strawberry and melons drifts from her skin. “And the pleasure is mine.”

Sofia beams between us. “Nonno, can you guess what Quinn does?”

Quinn shifts her weight, saving me from guessing by answering the question herself. “I’m an elementary school teacher.”

That earns my full attention. The job suits her. She looks like the nurturing type, the type that would be good with kids. I bet the kids love her. “That’s no small task.”

She laughs. “Some days feel like crowd control. But the good days make the struggle worth it.”

“But the work you’re doing changes lives,” I reply. “You must be proud. “

She blushes, looking at me. “I mean, I don’t run a big business like you do, but I’ve always wanted to be a teacher. It’s my dream job.”

“Not a lot of people chase after their dreams. But you did.” I lower my voice, and it feels like we’re having an intimate conversation, just the two of us. “You’re a brave girl.”

Her eyes spark at that, and for a moment the air between us feels charged. Sofia glances toward her father, who is gesturing for her impatiently.

“I have to go rescue Dad,” she says. “You two talk.”

Before either of us can object, she’s gone.

I brace myself for awkward silence. Instead, Quinn tilts her head and studies me with an openness I’m not used to.

“So,” she says. “Sofia tells me you’re terrifying in meetings.”

I huff out a laugh. “She exaggerates.”

“She says you don’t,” Quinn replies, smiling. “She showed me an article in Forbes once. They were praising you for being a great CEO.”

“Let’s not talk about work. All that praise gets old after a while.” I raise my hand, pressing two fingers to my temples. “Let’s talk about you. I bet you must have more fun than an old man like me. Do you have any hobbies?”

Quinn’s gaze sticks to me. Her pupils dilate, like my question triggered something. “You could say that I have some unconventional hobbies.”

My interest in her sharpens. Something about the way she says that makes my stomach clench with premonition. I’m not sure if I’m imagining it or if there’s actually a sexual edge to her tone. She’s Sofia’s friend, so I have to stay away from her, or my whole family will find out about the sexual stuff I get up to behind their backs.

So I decide to give her the benefit of the doubt. “Would you feel comfortable sharing about any of those hobbies?”

She gives a small, breathy laugh. “No, Mr. Rossi. I think it’s better if I don’t. I don’t want to scandalize someone of your age.”

Her flirtatious tone, so bold and straightforward, makes my cock tighten. I wasn’t imagining things earlier. She is probably into some sexual kinks. Does she suspect I am, too? Is that why she said that to me?

“I don’t want to make you uncomfortable in any way. I’m sorry if I asked the wrong question.”

Quinn shakes her head. “No need to apologize. You didn’t ask the wrong question, you just asked it to the wrong person. I bet if you’d asked anyone else, they’d have told you all about how much they live traveling around the world or going to Zumba.”

“I’m guessing you don’t do either.”

Quinn’s smile is spicy. “Your guess would be correct.”

Heat is spreading through my chest, all over my neck. Being in close proximity to her fills my body with sensations that are a mixture of elation and arousal.

Feeling anything for her would be taboo. She’s off-limits. But the chemistry between us pulses like a live animal, growling in my ear, refusing to be tamed.

I try to move on to safer subjects, like where she lives. Apparently, she doesn’t live far from me, but I don’t tell her that.

In the middle of our conversation, Quinn winces, putting a hand on her breast. My throat feels choked as her grabs one tit and starts massaging it. She’s not doing it in a sexual way. I don’t think she’s aware that I notice what she’s doing. She cups a massive globe of flesh and kneads, making her nipple point straight at me. The bud is hard and angry, needing to be soothed. It’s like a big, juicy pearl I wanted to bite and feel her reacting under me.

I ignore it—until suddenly, she squeezes her tit and a wet spot appears around her nipple. She moans. It’s breathy and helpless, and it triggers both my primal instinct to fuck and primal instinct to protect at the same time.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, realizing her expression has contorted into one of discomfort. “Are you okay? You don’t look…”

“No, it’s….” She shoulders relax as her nipple gets soaked with more wetness, making the spot on her dress bigger. Her other nipple is leaking, too. Wet fabric clings to her hard peaks. “Oh my God, I don’t know what to say.”

She looks around, stressed, eyebrows furrowed. I can tell she’s feeling embarrassed and exposed. Her face is bright red. Her breaths come in noisy, nervous puffs.

I get in front of her body, hiding her chest from the view of the other guests, tentatively placing my hands on her shoulders. “Relax. It’s okay. Look at me.”

She breathes. Her face grows pinker, but she gives me her trust. She tilts her face up, treating me to the most innocent, needy pair of gray eyes. Her eyelashes are thick and beautiful, framing those doll-like eyes. Her lips are slightly parted, her bottom lip red and flushed, bearing a mark from where she bit on it before. She looks like she has been freshly fucked and she wants more.

I sigh internally, wondering how my thoughts always end up going in the wrong direction when I’m with her. This girl has cast a spell on me. I can’t ignore her. And I can’t have her, either.

But I can help her.

“Tell me what’s going on.” I use a firm and paternal tone. I’ve done it many times at the club with my submissives. It’s usually enough to both soothe them and make them feel safe enough to voice their desires. “It looks like you’re…leaking milk from your breasts. Are you pregnant?”

Quinn bites her plump lip. Her small gesture of nervousness sets my veins ablaze with heat. She looks so small and unprotected under me, tits drenched in milk, her dress clinging to her curves.

“No, I’m not pregnant. But I’m lactating,” she answers. “Don’t ask me why. It’s…it’s just too humiliating.”

I can see the way she’s shrinking her body, like she wants to disappear. She looks like a cornered animal, on the verge of tears. But she’s out here in an open space with a lot of people around her, so getting away won’t be easy.

“Can I touch you?” I ask quietly, and when she doesn’t refuse, I run my fingers along her neck. I press my thumb at the knot where her spine starts, and rub firm, gentle circles around the spot. “Does this make you feel better?”

She moans as my fingers caress the side of her face. “A little. But it’s my breasts that hurt. I’m engorged. I didn’t expect my milk to start dripping out like this.”

“Don’t worry. It’s nothing to be embarrassed about.” I skim my hand over her hair. “I can help you get to the nearest powder room. I’ll stay in front of you so nobody sees your…well…breasts.”

“Thank you.” She quickly clings to my arm like I’m a life jacket and she’s on a sinking ship. “I’m sorry to bother you, Mr. Rossi.”

“It’s not a bother.” I take my jacket off and drape it over her. She clings to my arm, and being needed by her, even in the smallest way, makes me feel masculine and protective.

I guide her away from the crowd without making it obvious, angling my body so I’m always between her and the rest of the party. The jacket hangs heavy over her shoulders, swallowing her small frame, and she clutches it closed with both hands like it’s armor.

“Slow down,” I murmur when her steps hitch. “You’re safe. No one’s looking.”

Her fingers tighten around my forearm anyway. “It feels like everyone is.”

“They’re not,” I say with certainty I don’t entirely feel. “And even if they were, they’d see nothing but a man walking a guest inside. That’s all this is.”

Her breathing starts to even out as we cross the lawn. The music fades behind us, replaced by the muted sounds of the house. When we reach the glass doors, I pause just long enough to glance down at her.

“Can you manage the step?” I ask.

She nods. “Yes. I just… thank you. I don’t think I’ve ever felt this vulnerable before. I feel like I’ve exposed all my demons to you at once.”

The admission lands heavier than it should.

“You’re doing fine,” I tell her quietly. “Anyone would be rattled. And I don’t think any less of you because of what happened.”

She shakes her head as we step inside. “No. I mean… like this.” She swallows. “You’re seeing parts of me I don’t let anyone see. Not even Sofia. She doesn’t know about my lactation issue.”

I keep my gaze forward, my jaw set. “Then it’ll stay between us.”

Her grip loosens a fraction. “Really? You’re not going to ask me the reason for it?”

“Your secrets are yours to keep and mine and mine to keep,” I say without hesitation. “I won’t tell Sofia. Or anyone else.”

She exhales, long and shaky, like she’s been holding her breath for years. “You’re nothing like what I thought you’d be.”

One of her perfectly-plucked eyebrows arch up, and that flirty, challenging glint is back in her eyes, making the steely gray sparkle with depth.

The hallway feels too narrow suddenly. I resist the urge to stop, to look at her properly, because I know if I do, I’ll say something I shouldn’t.

“Powder room is just ahead.” I point in the direction. “You’ll have privacy.”

When we reach the door, she hesitates, fingers still curled in my sleeve.

“You’ll stay?” she asks softly. “Just… in case?”

I nod. “I’ll be right here.”

She slips inside and closes the door. The lock clicks, a small, final sound.

I step back and lean against the wall, folding my arms, my attention fixed on the door like it’s the only thing keeping the world in place. From inside, I hear movement. A sharp inhale. Then a soft, strained sound she clearly tries to smother.

I straighten immediately.

“Quinn?” I say quietly. “Do you need anything?”

There’s a pause. Another small sound, almost a whimper, then silence.

“No,” she says after a moment, her voice muffled. “I’m okay. I just… need a minute.”

“Take all the time you need,” I reply. “I’m not going anywhere.”

I stay exactly where I am, listening to the faint sounds beyond the door, my chest tight with something I haven’t felt in a very long time. Desire. Curiosity. The need to know Quinn deeper, to find out more of her secrets.

She’s fascinating. Intriguing. Every sound she makes goes straight to my cock, pumping it full of blood. She is innocent yet she has a bold, flirty side to her. She’s the kind of woman who captivates my mind and my cock.

The door can barely keep out her cries. The noises she makes become filthier, deeper, raspier, dirtier. And all I can do is stand outside the door, hearing her sweet moans, stroking my swollen cock through my pants, telling myself I need to forget about this girl as soon as possible.

I lean my forehead against the cool wall, eyes squeezed shut as I listen to Quinn's muffled moans. My cock is a throbbing presence in my pants, hardening with each sound that escapes her. This feels wrong on so many levels—touching myself while listening to her—but the primal need in me is overwhelming. My hand slips down to my belt buckle, undoing it with practiced ease. I can't stop myself. The way her soft whimpers echo through the door, teasing my ears, sends electric jolts through my body. I’m helpless against this craving, a desire long dormant now roaring back to life.

I grip my cock through my pants, feeling the rigid length almost pulsing with need. It’s been years since I’ve felt this alive, this wild with wanting. The air around me feels charged, saturated with the sounds of her pleasure and pain. I’m nodding to myself, eyes closed, as I stroke my cock through the fabric, the friction both a torture and a bliss.

A knock from the other side of the door startles me. I grit my teeth, willing my body to calm down, but the ache in my balls is almost unbearable. I take a moment to collect myself, breathing deeply before I speak.

“Quinn?” My voice is gruff, barely controlled. “Is something the matter? Did you call for me?”

There’s a hesitant pause, and then her voice, soft and uncertain, “Mr. Rossi… I might need your help. Physically.”

I swallow hard, my stomach tightening. “What do you mean?”

Another pause, and then she says, “Would you be open to coming inside? I think… I think I need help in expressing my milk.”

I take a deep breath, willing my cock to calm down, knowing it’s futile. I open the door and step inside. The sight that greets me almost undoes me. Quinn is standing there, completely naked except for a pair of lacy panties. Her tits are swollen, heavy with milk, painted with droplets that glisten against her pink areolae. My cock explodes at the sight of her, begging for release. My balls feel impossibly tight, tightening with the need to let go.

“I can’t get my milk to come out,” she says, her voice small and embarrassed. “If… if someone suckles from it, it usually triggers my netdown. I know it sounds gross. We're strangers. But I'll be grateful for your help. It’s okay if you refuse.”

“I won’t refuse,” I say, my voice strained. Her tits look delectable, like ripe fruit ready to be savored. The idea of drinking her breastmilk, of feeling it warm and sweet on my tongue, sends a surge of desire through me. I can’t refuse. I won’t. "Not when you look like you're about to cry."

I step closer, reaching for one of her breasts. My fingers brush over the soft, warm flesh, and I feel a surge of possessiveness. I lower my mouth to her nipple, sealing my lips around it. The taste of her milk hits me like a jolt of electricity—sweet, creamy, and slightly nutty. I tease her hard bud with my tongue, feeling her body tremble against me.

Her letdown hits, and I drink it down, swallowing every drop. The sensation is intoxicating, and I can feel my cock throbbing, begging for release. I move to her other tit, massaging it with my hand, getting it ready. Her moans fill the room, each sound sending shivers down my spine.

I glance down and see her panties soaked, arousal running down her thighs. The sight of it makes me groan, my need for her growing with each passing second. I feel her body tremble as I suckle, her fingers digging into my hair, pulling me closer.

“Feeling better?” I ask, my voice husky.

She nods, her breath coming in soft pants. “The pain is gone on one side, at least.”

I reach between her thighs, feeling the slickness there. It coats her inner thighs, sliding down her creamy legs. “You’re pretty turned on,” I murmur, my voice a low growl.

She blushes, her voice a whispered confession. “I have a lactation kink. I took hormone pills and started lactating because I loved the idea of having a grown man drink milk from me. It's always felt so intimate." She swallows hard. “This is my hobby—sex. That's why I didn't want to tell you earlier. I go to a club, but I don’t tell people because they judge.”

I nod, understanding her. She’s more like me than I thought. The realization sends a thrill through me. I cup her other breast, my thumb circling her nipple. “I won't judge. You can be comfortable around me,” I murmur, my voice a soothing tone even as my body burns with need.

“You're pretty open-minded for your age,” she whispers.

I clear my throat, grunting. "Can you keep my age out of this? I know I'm old, but being reminded of the fact that I'm alone in a closed space with a naked young woman is enough to even make me question what I'm doing. Are we doing something taboo, Quinn? Something bad?"

I seek the answer in the depths of her eyes. I need to make sure she's okay with this. She recklessly invited me in, not considering our positions.

"Age isn't bad. Or taboo. We're just two people helping each other. Isn't that right?" She bites her lip again, looking up at me, as if seeking my validation. As if she's asking me to take control.

That's what comes most naturally to me, anyway. I press my hand against the full curve of her ass, feeling her soft skin. "Sit on the counter," I order. "I need to get to your breast more easily. And Quinn? We're only doing this one time. I doubt we'll meet again, but if we do, I want you to not have any expectations."

"I won't. And I won't act awkward around Sofia, either. You don't have to worry. I'm not that young."

I scoop up her other breast, murmuring gentle reassurances. I guide her to sit on the counter, my hand steady on her waist. “Open those legs for me, babygirl” I say, my voice firm but gentle. "I think you're going to need my hand there."

She moves her legs apart, arching her back and pushing her tits into my face. I kiss the distended tip, swirling my tongue around the sensitive bud.

When her milk doesn’t immediately spurt out, I suck harder, then bite her nipple lightly. She gasps, her body pressing against me. “Sometimes that shocks my system and makes me express milk,” she whispers, her voice a mix of embarrassment and need. "How did you know to do that?"

“I guessed." My lips still teasing her nipple.

“You seem to have experience with this,” she moans. I don't offer anything more, because once I start talking, I don't know what I might say.

I focus on her soft flesh. I suckle harder, feeling her body respond. My hand slips down to her panties, rubbing her clit through the soaked fabric. She cries out, her body trembling as I increase the pressure. Everything about her is intoxicating—her sounds, her taste, her scent. I'm drowning in her, lost in the sensations. Warm milk coats my tongue and slides down my throat, pooling in my stomach, where my groin is cramped with heat.

She starts to grind her pussy against my hand that's between her legs as my mouth's pressure on her boob intensifies. She's humping against me shamelessly, and yet, it feels like the most innocent demand she has ever made. She's being true to her body's needs, unashamed of wanting what she wants.

My fingers slip inside her panties, finding her slick and hot. I rub circles around her clit, feeling her body tense with pleasure. Her moans grow louder, more desperate, as I suckle and bite, my fingers working her to the brink.

“Oh God, Mr. Rossi,” she gasps, her body shuddering. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me,” I murmur against her breast, my voice a command. “Let go.”

Her body convulses, waves of pleasure hitting her. She cries out, her fingers digging into my shoulder as she rides the wave. I drink down her milk, feeling her body tremble with each swallow. The taste of her, the feel of her, is driving me wild.

I pull back, my chest heaving, my cock throbbing painfully. Her body is limp, sated, her eyes glazed with pleasure. I brush a strand of hair from her face, my fingers lingering on her cheek.

“You’re incredible,” I whisper, my voice barely audible.

She smiles, a soft, satisfied smile. “Thank you,” she says, her voice a whispered caress. “For everything.”

I nod, feeling a sense of satisfaction I haven’t felt in years. Something about her, about this, feels right. It feels whole. And as I stand there, my body still thrumming with need, I realize I’ve never wanted anyone more than I want her.


TWO


Quinn

The mirror doesn’t lie, but tonight I wish it would soften the truth a little.

Black-and-white cow print clings to my body in the form of a daring bodysuit that leaves nothing to the imagination and everything to judgment. The neckline dips low enough to hint, the fabric snug over my curves, the cut unapologetically bold. I almost chicken out twice while getting dressed. Almost change into something safer. Something that doesn’t scream this is who I am.

But I don’t.

Because ever since that afternoon in the Hamptons, ever since Sergio Rossi wrapped his jacket around my shoulders and spoke to me like I mattered, I haven’t been able to go back to pretending I don’t have needs.

Physical ones. Emotional ones.

Needs that don’t fit neatly into polite conversation or Sunday brunches with Sofia.

I apply my lipstick with steady hands, even though my stomach is a riot of nerves. The Hothouse’s New Year event looms in my mind like a test I didn’t study enough for. I researched it obsessively after that day. Read forums. Reviews. Safety protocols. Consent culture. Zero tolerance for kink-shaming.

A safe space.

I’ve been to other clubs before. Smaller ones. Louder ones. Places that promised openness and delivered curiosity that curdled into discomfort the moment I spoke honestly. Men who smiled until they realized I wasn’t joking. Until they heard the word lactation and suddenly couldn’t look at me without something ugly flickering behind their eyes.

Meeting Sergio felt like a miracle. Not because he shared my kink. I still don’t know if he does. But because he didn’t recoil. He didn’t laugh. He didn’t make me feel like a punchline.

He made me feel safe.

I grab my coat and leave before I can overthink it.
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The Hothouse is everything I expected and more. Warm lighting pours down from the lights hidden in the ceiling. Velvet shadows flicker around the corners. Music so low and dark, it feels like a supporting character, like ghosts watching me from the side of the room. It makes the mood sharper, sultrier. People move with purpose here, with confidence. Their costumes are extravagant and brilliant. They advertise their kinks openly—with collars, leashes, whips, and chains.

It’s like I’ve entered a costume party. I don’t feel as out of place as I did before. This is a space with people like me. I’m going to find someone who will make this night worth remembering. I doubt they can make me come as hard as Sergio did, or surprise me the way he did by biting my breast. But I’m hoping for something pleasant, at least.

Soon, though, I start feeling out of place.

Everyone seems to know someone. They laugh easily. Touch casually. I hover near the edge of the room, nursing a drink I don’t really want, my heart thudding too fast. I’ve ignored three missed calls from Sofia this week. I don’t know how to explain what happened. Or why thinking about her grandfather still makes my chest ache in a way that has nothing to do with embarrassment. I mean, she doesn’t know anything happened, but that night will always live in my spank bank. I need to call her one of these days, when I’m feeling steadier, and act casual. I don’t want to lose our friendship. She’s the only friend I have in this overwhelming and lonely city, where I barely feel accepted.

I drift through the crowd, pretending I’m browsing, pretending I belong.

That’s when I see him.

Mid-thirties, maybe early forties. Thinning hair, and a face that wouldn’t turn heads outside this room. His badge catches my eye more than anything else. Dom. Open to Different Kinks.

I take a breath and approach. My heart kicks like a racehorse. Is it possible that I’ve found the perfect partner who shares my kinks and wants to dominate me at the same time? It feels like fate.

“Hi,” I say, smiling because smiling is easier than explaining myself. “Is this seat taken?”

He looks me up and down, slow and assessing. “No. Go ahead.”

We make small talk. Names. Drinks. He asks if it’s my first time here.

“Yes,” I admit. “New Year’s resolution.”

He chuckles. “Bold one.”

“I’m trying to be,” I say.

His gaze drops briefly to my outfit. “You’re dressed like you know what you want.”

The words send a small thrill through me. “I think I do.”

“Good,” he says. “So what are you into?”

There it is. The question that always feels like stepping onto thin ice.

I hesitate just a second too long.

“Different things,” I say carefully. “Power exchange. Care dynamics. And… lactation.”

The word barely leaves my mouth before his expression changes.

His nose scrunches. His lips twist.

“Lactation?” he repeats, like I’ve just told him I collect roadkill. “That’s… weird.”

My stomach drops.

“I don’t think it is,” I say quietly.

He snorts. “You get off on pretending to be a cow?”

Heat rushes to my face. “It’s not like that. I don’t just look like a cow. I’m lactating for real. We can play with my breastmilk if you’re interested.”

“Breastmilk,” he says, voice louder now. “I don’t get why anyone would do that to their body. It’s gross.”

I freeze.

Around us, the music keeps playing. People keep talking. No one intervenes. My throat tightens, words tangling uselessly behind my teeth.

“I think you should—” I start, but my voice wobbles.

He leans back, crossing his arms. “You should find a therapist instead of a Dom.”

The sting is sharp and immediate. Tears blur my vision before I can stop them.

Then a voice cuts through the noise.

“That’s enough.” It’s low and dangerous, like a lion’s roar.

My heart stutters as I turn.

Sergio stands there like he stepped out of a different world. Gone is the tailored suit, the polished CEO. Tonight he’s all rough edges and quiet menace. Fitted T-shirt. Leather jacket. Jeans that sit low on his hips. He looks younger like this. Dangerous. Like a man who knows exactly how much power he has and doesn’t need to prove it. Even his gray hair, gray beard and dark eyes don’t take away from his edginess.

My breath catches. My stomach shivers, as memories of his hands curling inside my pussy inundate my system. My cunt throbs, moisture trickling out slowly.

“You should stop talking,” Sergio continues, his gaze never leaving the man in front of me. “Every word out of your mouth is only exposing your ignorance further.”

The man bristles. “This doesn’t concern you.”

Sergio steps closer, just enough to make the space feel smaller. “This is a safe space. You just violated one of the club’s core rules.”

The man scoffs. “It’s none of your business what I do. This is between this girl and me.”

Sergio doesn’t raise his voice when he answers. But I don’t miss the way his fists clench at his sides. Or the way his jaw tightens, like he’s trying to hold back violence. In that moment, my whole body relaxes. He’s defending me.

“This is very much my business,” he says evenly. “Everything that happens at this club is my business. I’m one of the owners.”

The words hit me like a shockwave.

Owner. Sergio Rossi, Sofia’s granddad, the man who sucked on my breasts and gave me an orgasm on a bathroom counter, owns the most prestigious sex club in the city? What are the chances of that?

I stare at him, stunned, my tears forgotten for a moment as the man’s face drains of color. I wasn’t the only one hiding secrets that night. Segio’s is even bigger than mine. I’m certain Sofia doesn’t know.

I barely have time to process the words before Sergio moves.

He doesn’t raise his voice. He doesn’t posture. He simply turns his head slightly and says, “Security.”

Two men appear as if summoned by the tone alone.

“This member is done for the night,” Sergio continues, calm and lethal. “Terminate his badge. Escort him out.”

The man sputters. “You can’t⁠—”

Sergio finally looks at him then, really looks, and whatever he sees there wipes the argument right out of the other man’s mouth.

“I can,” Sergio says. “And I am.”

One of the guards takes the badge from the man’s chest. The other grips his elbow, firm but professional. Within seconds, he’s being marched away, still muttering, his bravado dissolving into something small and bitter.

The space around me feels suddenly hollow. I’m standing close to a man who feels like a titan. Power crackles around him like dark miasma. He swooped in and protected me with such ease. I feel safe just having him around, knowing I can lean on him.

My knees wobble, the adrenaline crashing all at once, and I sway before I can stop myself.

Sergio turns to me instantly.

“Quinn.” His voice feels grounding. My body responds instinctively. My nerves relax. My heartrate starts to decelerate. “Don’t push yourself.” I suck in a breath, my chest tight. “I… thank you. I didn’t think I’d ever see you again. And definitely not here.”

His gaze flicks over me, assessing, protective. “Are you okay emotionally? He said something hurtful.”

“Nothing I haven’t heard before,” I say, then watch his eyes narrow in sympathy. I guess he must be used to hearing stuff, too, since he runs a sex club and probably participates in sexual activities himself. At his age, I bet people have all kinds of prejudices about him. “I will survive.”

“Do you want me to speak to the staff? I can get the bartender to make you a drink, if that’ll help you relax. The bar is quieter.”

I shake my head, the movement small. “No. I just… I need somewhere more private.”

He doesn’t question my need, ask for an explanation, or press me. He just nods like he accepts it. That feels incredibly validating after a lifetime of being asked why I am the way I am and why I need the things I need.

That’s when he notices my legs. The way my thighs tremble like they’re about to give out.

His jaw tightens.

Before I can protest, one arm slides behind my knees, the other around my back, and suddenly I’m off the ground.

“Sergio,” I gasp, instinctively clutching his shirt. “What are you doing?”

“You’re in no state to walk,” he says simply. “And I’m not letting you collapse in the middle of my club.”

My face burns, but a traitorous part of me melts at the certainty in his voice. I don’t fight him. I don’t want to.

He carries me past curious glances, his body a solid wall between me and the world, and pushes open a discreet door at the end of the corridor.

Not a playroom.

A private bedroom. Soft lighting falls on a velvet Chesterfield, skimming over the huge bed at the center. There is a tray with drinks, as well as an attached bathroom. I can tell it’s luxurious from the quality of the furnishings. I bet it’s his special privilege to use this place as one of the owners.

He sets me down gently, then crouches in front of me, his presence still overwhelming even at eye level.

“You’re safe now,” he says. “He’s gone.”

I nod, swallowing hard.

“Do you want me to call you a cab?” he asks. “I can have you home in ten minutes.”

The thought of my empty apartment, the clock ticking toward midnight, the echo of this night replaying in my head—it all hits at once.

I reach out and grab his jacket before I can stop myself.

“No,” I whisper. “Please. I don’t want to go back alone. Not tonight.”

He stills. “Quinn.”

“I’m sorry. I just…I don’t want to keep thinking about what he said. And I know I will. Unless there’s something to erase it from my mind. Mr. Rossi, will you please…do what you did with me that night?”

An exasperated sigh falls from his lips. He looks incredibly sexy even when he’s wary. His expressions are cold but honest.

“Quinn, first. Don’t call me Mr. Rossi. Call me Sergio. And second—no, I’m not doing anything with you. That night was a one-time thing.”

“But you were hard. Didn’t you enjoy it? I could feel it. You were a bit into the idea of my milk. And…I loved the way you treated me. Like I was precious yet filthy. I felt desired, yet safe.”

He smiles at my dirty choice of words. But he doesn’t budge. He’s clearly used to being the boss. I will have to up my persuasion skills if I hope to win him over.

“I know,” I rush on, my voice shaking. “I know it was a one-time thing. You made that very clear. But it can’t just be coincidence that we met again like this. Twice. When I needed you.”

His eyes darken, something conflicted passing through them.

“This is a bad idea,” he says quietly. “You’re Sofia’s friend. This is crossing a line.”

“That’s what makes it exciting,” I say, then wince. “No, that’s not— I mean, yes, it is, but that’s not all of it.”

I take a breath, forcing myself to slow down.

“I’ve been a little girl for a Dom before,” I continue, meeting his gaze. “I know what it takes. Structure. Obedience. Trust. I wouldn’t disappoint you.”

His mouth tightens. “This isn’t about performance.”

“Then what is it about?” I ask softly. “Because when you took care of me that day, you didn’t just do it because you’re a good man. You did it because you needed it, too.”

That lands.

He looks away, jaw working.

“I don’t do attachments,” he says. “And I don’t do complications. You’re too young. And women your age get carried away sometimes.”

“I’m not that young. I know my mind. I’m used to having no-strings attached sex. You can’t use my age as an excuse.”

“I’m not asking for forever,” I say. “Just…now. I want you to make me forget what happened. You can impose your rules and boundaries on me. Something we both agree to.”

He scoffs quietly. “Trust me. It’s not as simple as it all sounds. If we do it once, we’ll do it again. Look at what is happening now.”

“Then we can sign a contract. For a few months. Until we can both get each other out of our systems.”

Silence stretches between us. He’s pondering over what I said. Really considering it.

“I’ll sign whatever you want,” I add. “A contract. An NDA. Anything. I won’t tell Sofia. I won’t tell anyone.”

His gaze snaps back to mine. “You shouldn’t have to promise that.”

“I want to,” I say. “Because I want you to say yes.”

For a long moment, he just looks at me. Really looks. Not like a CEO. Not like an owner.

Like a man who’s been alone for too long.

“Short-term,” he says finally. “Strictly defined. No expectations beyond what we agree to.”

Relief crashes through me so hard I almost sag forward.

“Yes,” I breathe. “Anything.”

He exhales slowly, like he’s stepping off a cliff he’s avoided for years. And for the first time that night, I feel steady again.


THREE


Sergio

Quinn sits across from me on the bed, knees drawn together, hands folded in her lap like she’s waiting for judgment. The room is quiet, insulated from the thrum of the club, and the silence presses in on me with uncomfortable intimacy.

This is a mistake.

That thought circles relentlessly as I look at her. Sofia’s friend. Twenty-seven and soft-eyed. Innocent and trusting. Vulnerable in a way that doesn’t feel fake. I’ve spent decades spotting manipulation before it ever reaches my desk. Quinn isn’t doing that. If anything, she’s too honest. Too open.

And that terrifies me more than anything else. Because that means I’ll have to be open with her, too. It has been decades since I let my guarded heart feel anything. My other sex sessions at the club and almost clinical. We play out roles, discuss needs and boundaries, act out the scene, get our release and go home. I don’t know what any of those women do, or what kind of families they come from. And they don’t know anything about me.

I fold my hands, grounding myself. Control first. Always. I can’t be dominant if my mind keeps wandering and I question myself. I’m supposed to reassure Quinn, and for that, I need to be self-assured.

“If we’re going to do this,” I say evenly, “we do it correctly. That means clarity. Consent. No assumptions.”

She nods immediately. “Okay. That sounds good.”

I pull a notepad from the side table. The club keeps them stocked for this exact reason. I’ve signed more contracts in my life than I can count, but this one makes my chest feel tight.

“Tell me your limits,” I say. “Anything you don’t want. Anywhere you don’t want to be touched.”

She hesitates, then leans forward, picking up the pen with careful fingers. “I’ll write them.”

As she writes, I watch her shoulders slowly relax, like structure is something she’s been craving without realizing it. Each line she adds steadies her breathing. It does the same for me.

We move on to rules.

“Once a week,” I say. “No more. Always here. Always at the club.”

She nods again. “Okay.”

“You’ll call me Daddy while we’re here,” I continue, my voice steady even as something deep in my chest responds to the word. “You’ll maintain your submissive behavior and keep up your appearance of softness even when we’re not having sex. That means you walk behind me, seek my orders and let me lead you. Dress in a way that is congruent with your role. Here, you are not Quinn—you’re my submissive. That’s the fantasy. We don’t blur it.”

She swallows, then says softly, “I can do that.”

“And I’ll do my part,” I add. “I’ll present myself as someone worthy of your obedience. I’ll dress and groom myself perfectly, so you can trust my authority. I want you to desire to submit to me. I’ll seduce you, not force you. I won’t make you do anything you don’t feel compelled to do.”

A faint smile curves her lips. “You already look good to me.”

I grunt. “Your standards are too low.”

“No, they’re not. You haven’t been out there, Mr. Rossi. Men like you don’t exist anymore. You wear a suit even to a birthday party, have your life together, know what you want, don’t swear unnecessarily, treat people with respect, and most importantly, you listen.”

Her eloquent words make me proud even though I haven’t done anything. Being respected by a sub, being told that you’re exactly what they want, is the best kind of feeling. “You have a high view of me.”

“It’s an objective view. I bet anybody would agree.”

“Outside this space,” I say firmly, “we don’t have a relationship. No expectations. No promises. If you start developing feelings…we end this immediately. Is that clear?”

It’s bold of me to say that, considering it’s me who is already developing feelings for her. I tuck a strand of hair behind her ear, feeling incredibly satisfied when she blushes. I like her like this—honest, open, and vulnerable. She’s showing me her whole personality, not just what I want to see. And that’s not something I have had before.

She looks down at the page, then back up. “I understand.”

I write it all down, my handwriting precise. When I’m done, I stand. “I’ll have this printed.”

Her eyes widen. “Printed? There’s… an office?”

“There is,” I say dryly. “It has computers and printers that members are free to use. We encourage people to put things in writing. It’s almost a requirement for certain types of acts and relationships.”

She lets out a small, surprised laugh. “I didn’t know this was so… official.”

“It has to be,” I reply. “Power without structure is chaos.”

I pause, then glance at her. “Did you this without a contract before?”

She shakes her head. “I didn’t really do things like this—I mean dominance and submission—before. It’s my first time.”

“And have you… tried anything casually? Other things that you liked?”

Her shoulders tense. She shakes her head again, slower this time. Something about the way she avoids my gaze sets off an instinct I’ve learned to trust.

I sit back down, closer now, and lower my voice. “Quinn. You’re safe here. Talk to me. Why did you suddenly stiffen?”

“You saw that?” Her jaw drops in surprise.

“I observe you, babygirl. You’re mine now. What kind of Dom would I be if I didn’t even notice your reactions? Sometimes, during intense scenes, a sub isn’t allowed to talk. I have to be able to gauge from their subtle reactions whether they’re enjoying It or they’re in pain.”

“Wow, you’re really experienced.” Despite her positive words, Quinn’s shoulders shrink, like she’s trying to avoid saying more.

“What are you thinking?” I urge her, softly. If I’m too forceful, she’ll feel unsafe and withdraw. “Did I say something that offended you?”

“No. I just…when you asked me if I had done other things like this before…I haven’t.”

I rub my beard. “Yes, babygirl. I heard that. I believe you.”

“Ever.” Her voice is a whisper, like she’s saying the words but wishes she didn’t have to. “I haven’t done anything ever. I’m a virgin.”

The world stops. Every thought in my head slams into a wall at once. This—this changes everything. My first instinct is to stand. To call this off. To put distance between us before I do something I can’t undo.

I’ve never had sex with a virgin before. The idea of being the first man to be inside her pussy, to teach her body how to take cock feeds my dominance immensely. But it’s also Quinn we’re talking about. If I take her virginity, she’ll always remember me as the first man who had her. And that will be awkward when we have to interact at Sofia’s birthday parties three years from now.

I’ve been betrayed once. Opened myself up and paid for it in ways I still feel twenty years later. I don’t take innocence lightly. I don’t take responsibility lightly.

“Quinn,” I start, my voice rougher than I intend. “Thank you for telling me. I’ll have to tell you something, too. I haven’t been with a virgin before, so I’m not sure⁠—”

“Please don’t back out!” Her voice rises suddenly. “The reason I’ve never done it is because I always knew what I wanted, but nobody wanted the same things as me. I couldn’t find anyone to give me what I needed. And now I have you. I promise, it’s not a big deal.”

I swallow. I can see the way doubt clouds her eyes, the way her lips are trembling from fear that I’m going to reject her. No wonder she was so tense. She was scared I’d be like the guy downstairs. Only, instead of pushing her away for being milky, I’d push her away for being inexperienced.

“I was afraid to tell you,” she admits, eyes shining with tears. “I thought you’d decide I wasn’t worth the trouble.”

That does something to me. Something sharp and unpleasant. Because I can see it now. How many times she’s been dismissed. Mocked. Made to feel like too much or not enough. I can see all the small heartbreaks reflected in her irises, all the times she was let down, all the times she would have felt hopeless because she couldn’t find someone like her.

I exhale slowly.

“I won’t disappoint you,” I say finally. “But you need to understand what you’re asking.”

“I want you,” she says, simply. “I’m ready for this. I’m not afraid of a little pain. I’m prepared to go all the way.”

I study her face. The hope there. The fear. And beneath it all, trust.

“Come here,” I say.

She moves without hesitation.

“Lay your head on my lap,” I instruct gently. “And look away from me.”

She does, curling against me like she’s done this before, like her body recognizes the safety before her mind does. Her breathing evens out almost immediately.

I run my fingers through her hair, slow and deliberate. The softness of it surprises me. I usually do this when the women are nervous, though I haven’t had to do it recently. I stroke her strands, lightly brushing my fingers over the nape of her neck. I am soft, paternal, because I want her to let go of all the tension.

“I like this,” she murmurs. “It makes me feel calm.”

“That’s the point,” I reply.

I brush my thumb over the shell of her ear, feeling her shiver. Then I reach into the drawer beside us and retrieve a hairbrush. I take my time, brushing through her hair with care, each stroke unhurried.

This is the part no one talks about. Not the chains. Not the blindfolds or punishments.

The care.

It’s the part that makes me feel the most powerful. Because just the fact that I have someone to care for fills the emptiness in my chest. For these few hours, she’s mine, and I can forget that when I return to reality, there will be no one who requires my love or attention.

When she moans and I press the brush into her scalp, it feels like I’m holding the world in my hands.

I set the brush aside and reach for a bottle of lotion, warming a small amount between my palms before taking her hands in mine. I massage it into her skin slowly, methodically.

She glances up. “Why are you doing this?”

“Preparation,” I say. “I want to take care of you before I fuck you. And since I’m your Daddy, I’m allowed to do that.”

Allowed to treasure her in small, meaningful ways that she will never know. Allowed to experience what human contact looks like in its purest form, stripped of lust and desire.

She inhales. “It smells like milk and vanilla.”

“Most people feel attractive when they smell good,” I say. “It grounds them in their bodies.”

She hums softly. “I do feel more expensive smelling like this. I’m getting some of my confidence back.”

I watch her melt under the simplest attention, and something in my chest settles. This—this quiet devotion, this ease with which she lets me take care of her—is where my true satisfaction has always lived.

Taking care of her isn’t a prelude.

It’s the point. And as she relaxes against me, I know with unsettling clarity that whatever I’m stepping into with Quinn will change me.

I don’t rush Quinn. I want her to feel like everything we do is a luxurious experience, not an act of greed.

Slowly, I brush her hair away from her cheeks, and run the back of my hand over them, soft, before bending down to whisper, “May I undress you?”

She gives a barely audible consent. A light, vulnerable whimper that makes me want to shield her.

I roll the top of the body suit down slowly, peeling it away from her soft-looking skin like I’m revealing something precious. As I expose her breasts, my breath hitches. They’re truly a sight: so swollen. Ripe and huge mounds of flesh. Milk-plumped and waiting for my touch.

Her areolae are dark and angry. They’re a swirl of pink and brown shades, and so beautiful to look at. I could look at her perfect titties all day and never get bored. Her tits rise and fall with each breath she takes, and they look much bigger than I remember them.

My veins constrict with desire to feed from her luscious milkers. I push down a bolt of throbbing lust, focusing on her pleasure instead.

I rub lotion into her heavy breasts and she winces, but soon after, my skilled fingers relax her. Leaning in, I rub my thumbs around her hungry nipples, the pressure light so I don’t hurt her. I stop and massage, letting her surrender to the experience of being taken care of.

“Are you okay?” I ask gently. I don’t want to hurt her even in the slightest.

She whines as she nods, “I’m a little sore. But touch feels good.”

“You’re so fucking sexy right now,” I tell her honestly. “You have no idea how delicious you look. All swollen and red and needy.”

Her nipple feels damp. A thick bead of milk drips onto my finger and I lick it off without thinking.

She blinks at me with those big dove eyes of hers. “Really? I just spurted a drop of milk onto you.”

I nod. “The way your body’s reacting is driving me wild. You look like a hucow in heat. That’s a compliment.”

She moans. “I’ve been having all kinds of filthy dreams, Daddy.” The word ‘Daddy’ from her lips makes my cock twitch with need.

“Tell me some of your fantasies,” I coax softly.

Her gasp follows a moan as she watches me suck her sweet milk from my finger. Her gaze is transfixed on my mouth, her pupils blown wide with desire. She saw the way I closed my eyes, relishing the creamy warmth.

It’s taboo.

I know it.

She knows it.

She wants this just as badly as I do. There’s a nervous energy in her eyes, but it’s not fear. It’s anticipation. The heat fizzing through my veins, like a volcanic eruption, flares as her other breast starts to leak a trail of milk that follows the curve of her huge boob.

Another thick droplet coats my finger. It’s warm. Wet. Inviting.

“You’re so fucking gorgeous, little one,” I murmur into her hair, kissing her forehead. “Smelling like vanilla, soaking Daddy’s finger with your milk.”

Her continuous leaking almost has me ready to come undone. She bites her lips as the thick liquid perks up her peaks.

I lower my mouth to her erect nipples, licking the leaked stream, lapping every last drop while she makes the most mesmerizing, filthy noises.

“Daddy,” she pants, looking up at me with those puppy eyes, laden with desire.

I kiss her forehead, “These tits are a fucking treasure, Quinn. Don’t ever doubt that. Your body is exactly what a woman’s body was created to be…nurturing and nourishing. While also being irresistible.”

My words squeeze a shameful look out of her. She blushes.

“I...I like when you praise me for being milky,” she admits. “I’ve always wanted someone to look at me the way to look at me when I start releasing milk. I feel beautiful and powerful, like a fertile feminine goddess when I feel milk flowing out of my breasts.”

I chuckle softly. “My little innocent babygirl, not so innocent after all.” Her face heats up some more as I reach for her other nipple.

I drink her milk. It fills my mouth in sweet, nitty mouthfuls. Every gush of milk that trickles down my throat fans the flame of my arousal. My cock is hard, barely staying in my pants. I lick her nipple as I finish suckling on one breast, draining it.

“All done. Your such a sweetheart, feeding Daddy your fresh milk straight from the source. Now it’s time Daddy gave your pussy what it needs,” I ask, pinching her nipple. “Would you like to take off Daddy’s pants and hold his cock in your hands first?”

She pauses, and suddenly comes back to life. Lifting her head up from my lap, she nods eagerly.

I roll her off of my lap and come to my feet, standing in front of her so she’s forced to look up at me. I use my thumb teasingly to circle her nipples so she doesn’t forget who is in charge here.

Her hands close over my belt, and I watch as the leather slithers out of the loops and makes that oh-so-satisfying sound of being stripped away.

She tackles my jeans next, and the bulge in my boxers makes her pause.

She gasps. Her slim, feminine fingers skim over my hard length. She tries to hold me, barely able to wrap her hand around my thick, rigid cock.

Her thumb grazes over the sensitive head of my cock, and I groan, a deep guttural sound of pure uncontained lust. Lust shoots through my body. Pleasure rips up my spine. I’ll have to stop her soon if I don’t want this to be over before it even starts.

“That’s enough, babygirl,” I say, my voice firm, when her thumb begins to tease my sensitive tip, gathering my pre-cum. My cock jerks against her fingers, a sharp tug of need.

“I don’t want to stop. Can I suck on your cock, Daddy?” Her eyes, so big and innocent as they look up at me for permission, make my chest swell with both pride and something more.

Then she does something unexpected—she licks my pre-cum off her finger, like she’s telling me she loves tasting me.

I chuckle. “My innocent little hucow is filthy,” I murmur. “You’re covered in your milk, sucking on your finger like a cum-hungry slut.”

I push her back onto the bed and climb over her, my cock bobbing and ready. I glance at her pussy and see her slick, dripping wetness. My fingers part her plump lips, teasing the nub as she whimpers and moans under me.

“Daddy,” she mewls. “I trust you. You don’t have to be afraid of hurting me.”

“I’ll be gentle.”

I tease the soft, distended nipple, pinching the hard nub onto my tongue, rolling it between my teeth, tugging with a light flick. I’ve emptied one boob but the other is still full of milk. Enough to sustain me as I plow into her virgin cunt and pop her cherry.

I run my fingers through her slick folds, rubbing her clit until she squirms under me, drenching the sheets in her need. My thumbs tease her entrance and she clenches, trying to suck me in.

I move my body lower, making sure to cover her legs with my ow. My mouth finds the firm plumpness of her tits. I sink my teeth into her flesh, making her thrash. I take her aching peak in my mouth again and draw out milk while I fist myself, getting ready to claim her.

I examine her closely. Her thighs are slick, glistening, and so are her folds. Her clit is swollen, red, and shiny like a wet pearl. Desperate to be touched.

Dipping my head once more, I roll my tongue around her nipple, suckling with a gentle, soothing motion that has her panting and writhing under me. I bite down gently, and another gush of warm, sweet milk fills my mouth. My cock tugs with pent-up need, almost angry, as I swallow her cream greedily.

The sensations make my cock ache until I have to grab it to keep from coming.

“My Daddy,” Quinn breathes. And I’m stirred by the possessiveness in her voice.

“Quinn, are you ready for this? Tell me you can’t wait for Daddy to stretch your tight little pussy with his cock.”

Her eyes, glassy, meet mine, they’re clouded over with need and deep-seated desire.

Please, Daddy. I’m ready. I’m ready.”

My movements slow down, and I kiss her forehead. “It’s going to hurt a little. But Daddy promises to stop whenever you ask him to. Okay?”

She nods urgently. “Take me, Daddy. Take everything you need from me.”

I pull away slightly, gripping my cock and propping it against her wet, tight entrance.

Slowly, I push into her.

Just the head.

Then a bit more.

My head fall back. The pleasure is unbearable. It’s both breath-stealing and painfully stimulating. Her channel is so tight and I’m barely inside her, but the tightness is unbelievable. She’s squeezing my cock like a vicegrip.

I don’t plan on fucking her. Fucking is fast. Rushing. I pleasantly stretch her inch by inch. Penetrating slowly. Savoring the friction between us, delighting in the way her pussy convulses around my dick.

Quinn pulls at my shirt and tears are streaming down her face by the time I’m half inside of her. I hold my position and caress her pretty boob, cupping her chain and making her look at me.

“You’re doing great, babygirl,” I say soothingly. “You’re almost a big girl now. I’m going to pop this cherry for my babygirl. You can scream into Daddy’s chest if you want, but I know you can be strong for me. Can’t you?”

She nods, her voice breaking with sobs. “Please, Daddy, I’m ready for it.”

Without a word, I slam into her tight cunt, shredding her hymen and pushing past her tight entry. She buries her face in my shirt, muffled screams giving way to a nervous whimper, and her body gives in entirely, the blood making it easy for me to slip through.

It’s wet.

It’s warm.

More than the milk in her tits.

I kiss her lips, brushing her hair out of her face, whispering words of praise as I swallow her little sob.

“There we go, Quinn,” I whisper against her skin. “Daddy’s cock is all the way inside you.”

I’m balls-deep inside Quinn. I didn’t think I’d get this deep. But I realize her heels are digging into my back, her legs are locked around my torso and she has been taking me like that all this time so I could push into her deepest core.

“I’m going to move inside you. This is when it starts to feel good,” I tell her, before I start to shallow-thrust into her newly deflowered cunt. As she adjusts, and her pained cries transform into breathy sighs, I deepen my strokes. Increase my rhythm.

I shove my cock into her, harder and harder each time. I hold her so her body can take it.

Her hips are fleshy. I love feeling her ripe femininity as my fingers into them. My grip on her hips is a bruising force she’ll remember for days. The friction is delicious. Animalistic. It leaves us both wanting more.

Her clit is hot and rubbing against my groin as I enter her. Each thrust is a drag against her, a rugged pull at her intimate flesh. She moans with every searing caress along her inner walls, every time my cock plunges deep into her cunt.

Each stroke bathes my cock in her slick. I gradually push deeper. The cries coming straight out of her throat are primal and raw.

Sweat lines my temple. We’re close to each other, like we were in that bathroom, eyes locked, breathing coordinated. Her milky tits aren’t feeling any less massive under me, being squished.

“Daddy!” she calls for me, lost in ecstasy.

I pound her harder, eyes never leaving hers.

“Touch yourself, my greedy milkslut,” I grunt.

She feels ephemeral, shifting under me—one moment she’s solid in my grasp, the next, she’s slipping. I’ve got one hand on her hip, steadying her body. The other yanks at her hair, bursts of pain and bursts of pleasure giving an intensity to the intimacy.

Each glide of my cock has her clenching around me, arching her back, her tits bobbing closer to my face.

My drive to claim her grows into ragged need.

She’s panting, breathing hard enough to break. I shift my hold, gripping her hips, pounding into her harder as she comes right there, clamping around my cock.

“Oh my god.” She exhales as her facial muscles relax. “Did I? Was that…an orgasm?”

I smooth the lines on her forehead. Her face is glorious. Her mouth is hanging open, drool slipping out, and her eyes are glazed with pleasure, like she’s no longer aware of what’s happening.

“Looking at your expression, I think it is,” I reply.

I groan as her pussy milks me brutally, crushing my cock in it is iron grip.

“Quinn!” I sigh and then I’m coming, spilling my seed deep inside her, my virgin little hucow.

The violent thrill of release racks my body and her cries fill my ears as I push into her one last time and come rough, harsh and fast. I release rope after rope of semen into her freshly-fucked pussy, creaming her full of cum.

She said she was opening to have unprotected sex when we signed the contract and since she’s a virgin, I have nothing to worry about.

Being inside her bare, slicking her pussy walls with my seed feeds my primal possessiveness. I’ve popped her cherry, marked her in a way she can never deny.

I set my mouth to her nipple once more, drinking down the milk that comes from her with every ragged breath. It is warm. Sweet.

I can feel her throbbing around my cock as the sensations between her legs keep cresting.

She holds me close, shaking as her legs spasm. I slowly slip out of her and curl my body around hers.

I don’t ask if she’s okay.

I don’t have to.

And I end up saying something that I’m scared I mean, “Daddy loves you, babygirl.”


FOUR


Quinn

Sergio: Good morning.

Did you sleep?

How does your body feel today?

I smile at my phone before I even open my eyes.

Me: Good morning, Daddy.

Yes, I slept.

And I told you yesterday I’m fine.

Three dots appear. Disappear. Reappear.

Sergio: Humor me.

This is part of my job.

Me: Your job, huh? Funny how all these questions make me think you want to know about my body for other reasons.

A pause. Then:

Sergio: Don’t tempt me on a Tuesday morning. I’m being responsible.

I laugh softly, rolling onto my side. Five days. It has been five days since the club. Since the contract. Since the night that changed the way my body feels when I breathe.

The soreness is gone now. What remains is something warmer. Quieter. Like my body remembers being handled with care.

Me: I promise I’m okay.

No pain. Just… awareness.

Sergio: Good. I sent vitamins and the ginger chews anyway. They should arrive today.

Me: You already sent chocolates. And soup. And that ridiculous heating pad.

Sergio: It wasn’t ridiculous. It was medical.

Me: You don’t have to go out of your way for me.

Sergio: You’re worth the effort.

My chest tightens at that. Sergio isn’t just hot and experienced at dominating. He’s the nicest guy I’ve ever interacted with. He respects me. He listens to me. And he’s that way with almost everyone. I may have no sexual experience, but I have dated guys before. They weren’t like him. Maybe that’s why, I didn’t sleep with them.

Me: By the way…I saw a very expensive car outside my school on Friday.

A beat.

Me: Are you stalking me?

This time, the dots stay longer.

Sergio: I prefer the term checking in. I wanted to make sure you were actually all right. A lot of women say they’re doing fine when I text them after sex, but they’re actually struggling.

My lips curve into a grin I cannot hide. The spot between my thighs throbs as I look at his texts. No one has ever looked out for me so much. I feel cherished. Like I matter. Like someone wants me to matter.

Me: You know that’s not normal behavior, right?

Sergio: I’m not a normal man. And you don’t live with anyone. That makes me cautious.

I pause, my fingers hovering.

Me: You noticed that?

Sergio: I notice things. Do you have family nearby?

I swallow.

Me: Not really. My dad left when I was young. My mom worked all the time. I helped raise my siblings. They’re grown now.

It’s just me.

The reply comes slower this time.

Sergio: I’m sorry. You shouldn’t have had to do that.

Me: I learned how to take care of people early. I guess it stuck. Besides, my siblings were all lovely. It was a pleasure looking after them. I was pretty bossy. I love taking care of people, you know.

Sergio: You are a born nurturer, after all.

Another pause. Longer. Before I can overthink it, I type what has been on my mind since yesterday.

Me: Do you live with anyone?

Sergio: No. I live alone.

I hesitate, then add:

Me: You don’t have to answer this. But… why did you get divorced?

The silence stretches. I almost regret asking when my phone buzzes.

Sergio: My wife cheated on me. Twenty years ago.

My throat tightens.

Me: I’m so sorry. That shouldn’t have happened to you.

Sergio: I bet a lot of people would agree that I deserved it. I bought her gifts and did everything I should have done, but ultimately, I was a workaholic. And now I’m a divorcee.

Me: You were working hard for your family. She should have talked to you if it bothered her.

Sergio: The irony is that it didn’t bother her. You know, she said she never liked me. She only stuck with me because I was gone most of the time. So maybe my workaholism is the only reason I was married for as long as I was married.

Me: That is such a horrible thing to say.

Sergio: You don’t know me, Quinn. I’m dominating even out of bed. I’m not easy to be with.

Me: And that’s supposed to be a valid reason for someone to cheat on you? You can’t help the way you are.

Sergio: I have always been this way.

Me: That says nothing about you. Only about her.

Three dots. Gone. Back again.

Sergio: You’re a good person, Quinn.

I stare at the screen, my heart thudding.

Me: I’m starving, by the way. School is exhausting today.

Sergio: Have you eaten?

Me: Not yet. I finish in a few hours.

Sergio: I’ll take you out to eat.

I blink. As foolish as it is, talking to Sergio, opening up about my family and hearing about his divorce makes me realize that he’s easy to talk to. We talked about other stuff when he texted me earlier in the week, too. Like the show I was watching. And the deal he was closing. I like our interactions. They’re not sexual, but they’re not perfunctory, either.

I haven’t been able to think of anything all week except losing my virginity to Sergio. The experience was transcendental, and what came later was even better.

The aftercare was great. Sergio bathed me and cleaned up the fluids and blood between my thighs, as well as the milk streaks that had dried on my skin.

I didn’t think my first time would end in an orgasm. I’m so glad I decided to do it with Sergio. He made the experience filthy and exciting, but also sacred and safe. He worshipped my body like a temple while making me feel like a filthy, milky whore.

I loved his solid body, and I clung to it because it was the warmest thing in the world.

But I’m really starting to be fascinated by the man he is underneath the ‘Dom mask’, too.

Me: Wouldn’t that be a violation of our contract?

Sergio: No. It’s aftercare. I need to make sure you’re eating well and that your body is recovering from what I put it through.

Warmth spreads through me.

Me: I like the sound of that.

Sergio: What time do you finish?

Me: Three.

Sergio: I’ll pick you up.

Me: I’ll text you the address of my school.

I lower my phone just as another teacher passes by my desk.

“Boyfriend?” she asks, smiling.

I glance back at the screen, at his last message waiting for me.

“I guess you could say that,” I reply, grinning.

And it hits me then, clear and undeniable.

I am floating.

Time slips by when I talk to him. The day feels lighter. My body feels held even when he is not here.

Two more days until the club.

And for the first time in a long while, I can’t help wishing that I didn’t have to wait.


FIVE


Sergio

I arrive earlier than planned and park across the street, content to wait. Waiting is something I’m good at. I’ve built entire empires on patience.

What I am not prepared for is the sight of her through the iron gates.

Quinn stands in the school courtyard, sunlight catching in her hair, a canvas tote slung over one shoulder. She’s laughing, bending slightly to listen as a group of children crowd around her legs, all talking at once. She doesn’t hush them. She doesn’t rush them.

Then one of them, a small boy with scuffed sneakers and a missing front tooth, launches himself at her without warning.

She catches him easily, arms wrapping around him on instinct.

My chest tightens.

“Bye, Miss Quinn,” he says into her shoulder.

“I’ll see you tomorrow,” she replies, warm and certain. “Don’t forget to practice your reading.”

He nods solemnly before running off.

I don’t move. I just watch.

Good with children. Naturally so. Not performative, not forced. It’s woven into her. The thought comes unbidden and immediate.

She would be a good mother.

The realization startles me with its clarity.

I’ve had submissives before. Plenty of them. But I’ve never seen them like this. Never as women with full lives, responsibilities, light in their eyes that has nothing to do with pleasing me. And I’ve never given so much of myself away so easily. Not my past. Not my solitude. Not the parts of me I keep locked behind boardroom doors and iron discipline.

Quinn spots my car and her face brightens in a way that hits me square in the ribs.

I step out, and she’s already walking toward me.

“Hi,” she says, like we haven’t been exchanging messages all day.

“Hi,” I reply, my voice softer than usual.

I place a hand at her waist without thinking, guiding her toward the car. It feels natural. Possessive, but not heavy. She leans into it without hesitation. I’m partially glad for my age today, because if someone saw us together, they’d probably think I was her dad. I wonder how many people would accept us as partners. That’s exactly why I need to stop breaking my own rules.

“How was your day?” I ask as I open the door for her.

“Long,” she says, smiling up at me. “How about yours? Am I making you lose some multi-million-dollar deal by dragging you to a late lunch?”

I laugh, the sound surprising even me. “Not at all. My workload is lighter these days. I let my son and Sofia handle most things now.”

She studies me as I get in. “I like that about you.”

“That I delegate?”

“That you’re… settled,” she says carefully. “Being with a mature man is calming. You have a set routine and you’re good at time management.”

I grip the steering wheel a little tighter.

“My mom was always exhausted,” she continues quietly. “She worked so hard trying to keep everything together. Always stressing about bills. She was never emotionally available for me. There wasn’t much room for my worries. Or my feelings.”

I glance at her. She’s looking out the window, not at me.

“I learned early that being useful was how you stayed needed,” she adds. “You make me feel seen without asking me to earn it.”

There it is. The truth beneath everything.

Her father leaving. Her becoming the caretaker. Her kink not about indulgence, but about being necessary. About nurturing and being cherished in return.

We arrive at the restaurant, and she blinks up at the façade, eyes wide.

“Oh,” she says. “This is… fancy.”

“Lunch is on me,” I tell her. “I wanted to take you somewhere nice.”

She laughs. “I guess I should have expected that a multi-millionaire like you wouldn’t grab McDonald’s or Taco Bell.”

Inside, the space is quiet, elegant. White tablecloths and beautiful flowers at the center of the tables. She sits across from me, hands folded.

“Daddy,” she says softly, glancing around. “Will you order for me?”

Pleasure curls low in my stomach. I thought she’d want to assert her independence here, since we’re not at the club or in a scene. But I like how she’s asking me to be dominant even now. “I will, babygirl. And thanks for asking.”

I look through the menu. I’ve been here many times, so I know what’s good. I ask our waiter for the chef’s special and a few items I’ve always enjoyed at this place.

The food arrives, beautifully plated. To me, it’s familiar. Routine. To her, it’s an experience. She takes her first bite and closes her eyes, humming softly.

“This is incredible,” she says, then eats like she’s truly hungry.

Watching her enjoy herself is deeply satisfying. More than any deal I’ve closed in years.

“I forget,” I admit, “how much joy it brings me to see someone happy because of me.”

She looks up, cheeks flushed. “I’m very happy right now.”

My mouth turns up involuntarily. “I know. I can see.”

Her phone rings. The sudden, sharp noise startles me.

She takes it out of her purse and stiffens when she sees the name of the caller. “It’s my sister.”

She answers quickly. “Lena? What’s wrong?”

I watch her shift instantly into caretaker mode, voice steady, reassuring.

“Slow down. Okay. Breathe.”

She listens, nodding, then glances at me, eyes worried. A long-suffering sigh leaves her lips when she hangs up.

“She left her thesis at my apartment,” Quinn explains, covering the phone. “She’s twenty-two. Brilliant. A mess. If she doesn’t get it to her professor, she’ll flunk. She’s terrified. And since you have a car that’s expensive and can go fast…can I borrow you and your car for a bit. I need to help her out. Please. I can’t disappoint her.”

It breaks the rules. This goes beyond the agreement. Beyond the fantasy.

But I already know what I’ll say. “Of course.”

I stand and signal for the check.

“Come on,” I say. “We’ll get whatever she needs.”

Relief floods Quinn’s face. “Thank you.”

As we walk out together, I realize something quietly profound.

Breaking my rules doesn’t feel dangerous with her. I thought it’d make me feel like I was on slippery slope, sliding toward my doom. Instead, being free of restrictions feels like freedom.

Helping her feels like a release, not a burdensome obligation.

I’ve been caging myself into this box where I have to always be a strict, authoritative Dom or a generous, authoritative Dad and grandad. The other shades of my personality are never needed. Even at the club, although I’m caring with my subs, I’m also dominant.

So, for once, I need to know what it feels like to just be a man. To just listen to my emotions and follow my instincts instead of calculating.

The lack of structure always terrified me. Discipline, boundaries, and following the rules has kept me safe and successful throughout life. But have I held onto that too much, to the point where I’m nothing more than a soulless man whose life is dictated by past fears?


SIX


Quinn

I tell myself I’m not falling.

I tell myself this as I smooth my dress in the mirror of the Hothouse restroom, as I check my reflection one last time, as my heart beats just a little too fast for a woman who is supposedly here for something simple. Physical.

I’m not falling.

I’m just… feeling more.

After lunch with Sergio, after watching him drop everything to help my sister without hesitation, something shifted. Not dramatically. Quietly. Like a door left ajar that I hadn’t noticed before.

I pull out my phone while I wait. I started texting Sofia again. I even talked to her. When she asked me why I’d ignored her calls, I said I was busy, that I’d started a new project and it took up a lot of my time. I think she suspected I was lying, but didn’t push.

Now I see a new text from her.

Sofia: Oh, by the way, Dad’s birthday is in three weeks.

Same place as last year. You’ll come, right?

My breath catches.

Her dad’s birthday means family. Which means her grandfather.

Which means Sergio.

The thought should scare me. Should send me spiraling into anxiety about complications and secrets and crossed lines. Instead, heat pools low in my stomach.

The forbidden possibility of seeing him outside the club again, of watching him move through a space where he isn’t Daddy but still very much him, sends a thrill through me I don’t try to suppress.

Me: I’ll be there.

I set the phone aside just as the door to the private room opens.

I feel him before I see him. The shift in the air. The weight of his presence.

Sergio steps inside and closes the door behind him.

Tonight, he’s in a suit. Dark. Perfectly tailored. The kind of suit that makes men look powerful even when they’re standing still. He looks like every fantasy of authority I’ve ever had, sharpened into something real.

I straighten instinctively.

“I waited for you, Daddy,” I say softly.

His gaze warms, darkens. “Good girl.”

He sets something on the table, then steps closer. “I brought you something fun today.”

My pulse kicks up. “Did you?”

“Yes.” His voice lowers. “I want you to feel instead of see tonight.”

He opens the box he left on the table and extracts a long piece of silk cloth.

“A blindfold,” I surmise. My heart starts beating faster. I didn’t indicate that I was not open to this, and I’m kind of a little excited to completely surrender control and let Sergio excite my body. Every sensation will be more intense when I don’t know what’s going to come next.

The blindfold is cool when he lifts it, his fingers brushing my temples as he ties it securely behind my head. Darkness settles in, but it’s not frightening. Not with him so close.

“Trust me,” he murmurs.

“I do.”

His hands guide me gently, firmly, turning me, leading me backward until the backs of my knees touch the bed. I sit when he presses lightly at my shoulder, then lie back when he instructs me to.

Every movement is deliberate. Unhurried. Designed to keep me aware of him even when I can’t see.

“That’s it,” he says. “Just like that.”

I feel the mattress dip as he settles beside me, his hand resting warm and solid against my stomach. The contact alone makes me sigh.

“You’re safe,” he reminds me. “And you’re doing beautifully.”

I relax into the bed, into his presence, into the quiet certainty of his control. Whatever comes next, whatever lines blur or hold, I will let him choose. Because I trust his judgment. And I know he will give me the kind of sexual ecstasy I will never forget.

I lie back on the bed, my breaths coming in quick, shallow bursts. The blindfold blocks out all light, heightening my other senses. The rustle of Sergio's clothes, the warmth of his hand on my stomach, the scent of his cologne—all of it is magnified. I feel hyperaware, my body tingling with anticipation.

His hand moves from my stomach, trailing down to the hem of my dress. He slowly pulls it up, exposing my thighs, then my hips, until it's bunched around my waist. I shiver, the cool air of the room hitting my bare skin. I'm not wearing any panties—just like he instructed.

"Such a good girl for Daddy," he murmurs, his voice a low growl that sends a wave of heat crashing through me. "Spread your legs for me. Show me how much your pussy is dripping for. me."

I do as he says, letting my knees fall to the sides, baring myself completely to him. I feel vulnerable, exposed, but also incredibly turned on. I can feel his gaze on me, hot and hungry.

His fingers trace the lips of my pussy, lightly at first, then with more pressure. I gasp, my hips jerking slightly. He chuckles, a deep, throaty sound.

"So sensitive," he says. "I love how responsive you are, babygirl."

Suddenly, his hand leaves my pussy, and I feel a sharp sting as he smacks the sensitive flesh. I cry out, more from surprise than pain. Before I can process the sensation, he does it again, this time on the other side.

"Daddy," I gasp, my fingers clutching at the bedsheets. The sting morphs into a warm, throbbing pleasure that radiates through my body.

He smacks me again, and again, each time the pain blending into a pleasure so intense it leaves me trembling. I can feel my pussy getting wetter with each strike, my body craving more.

"Look at you," he says, his voice rough. "Your pussy is all pink and swollen. It looks so fucking pretty like this."

His fingers dip into my folds, gathering my wetness. He circles my clit, making me moan and arch my back. Then, without warning, he plunges two fingers inside me, pumping them in and out roughly.

"Daddy's going to breed this pussy," he growls. "I'm going to fill you up with my cum, babygirl. Would you like that?"

I nod, my breath hitching. The thought of him coming inside me, of his seed taking root, sends a thrill through me. I should be worried—I'm not on birth control, and he came inside me last time too—but all I can focus on is the intense pleasure coursing through my body. I also know that he’ll take care of it. I trust him.

His fingers withdraw, and I hear the sound of his belt being unbuckled, his zipper being pulled down. The bed dips again as he moves between my legs. He grabs my hips, his fingers digging into my soft flesh as he pulls me towards him.

The head of his cock presses against my entrance, and I brace myself for his thrust. But he doesn't push in, not yet. Instead, he rubs the head of his cock against my clit, up and down, using my wetness to lubricate his length. The sensation is maddening, leaving me writhing and desperate.

"Please, Daddy," I beg. "Please fuck me."

He laughs, a dark, satisfied sound. "Since you asked so nicely," he says, and with one hard thrust, he buries himself deep inside me.

I cry out, my back arching off the bed. He's so big, filling me completely, stretching me in the most delicious way. He starts to move, his hips slapping against my thighs as he fucks me hard and deep.

Each thrust sends waves of pleasure crashing through me. I can feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein of his cock as it slides in and out of my slick pussy. His hands grip my hips tightly, holding me in place as he claims me.

"Your pussy feels so good, babygirl," he groans. "So tight and wet. You're squeezing me so hard.."

His words send a rush of heat through me. I love when he talks dirty, when he tells me how much he loves fucking me. I feel like a goddess, like the most desirable woman in the world.

He leans forward, his body covering mine. His hands find my breasts, kneading and squeezing them. He pinches my nipples, sending shots of pleasure-pain straight to my clit. I moan, my body writhing beneath him.

"Come for me, babygirl," he whispers in my ear. "Come all over Daddy's cock."

His words, combined with the relentless pounding of his hips, send me spiraling over the edge. I come hard, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure wash over me. I see stars, my vision going white behind the blindfold as I scream his name.

His pace quickens, his thrusts becoming more urgent. He's close, I can feel it. He sits back, his hands gripping my thighs tightly as he slams into me, chasing his own release.

With a final, deep thrust, he buries himself to the hilt and comes, filling me with his hot seed. I can feel it, warm and thick, coating my insides. The sensation is incredible, intensely intimate. I realize her love getting filled with him, both his milk in my breasts and his sperm inside of me makes me feel like his woman inside out. The sexiest thing in the world.

He stays like that for a moment, panting, his body shaking with the force of his orgasm. Then he pulls out slowly, his cock still semi-hard. I feel his cum trickling out of me, a warm, sticky sensation that makes me want to clench my thighs together and keep it all inside.

The weight shifts on the bed, and I feel the blindfold being gently removed. I blink up at him, my vision adjusting to the soft light of the room. He's looking down at me, his eyes soft, a small smile playing on his lips.

"You did so well, babygirl," he murmurs, brushing a strand of hair away from my face. "You took Daddy's cock so beautifully."

I smile up at him, my heart swelling with a warmth that has nothing to do with the intense orgasm he just gave me. In this moment, I feel closer to him than ever. And as he leans down to kiss me softly, I realize that I'm not just falling.

I've already fallen.


SEVEN


Sergio

Inviting her home should have felt like a line I couldn’t cross.

Instead, it feels inevitable.

The drive from the club is quiet in the good way, the kind of silence that doesn’t demand to be filled. I’m still carrying the aftereffects of our session, the steady hum of satisfaction that comes from giving control and care in equal measure. Two weeks in, and I know more about Quinn than I intended to. Her favorite snacks. The songs she replays when she’s tired. The way she uses humor to deflect when something hits too close to the bone.

I look forward to hearing from her every morning. I didn’t expect that. I thought we’d exhaust conversation quickly, that this would narrow itself to logistics and restraint. It hasn’t. There’s always something else. A story from her classroom. A question about a place I’ve been. A quiet confession that lands in my chest and stays there.

At the club, when her stomach growled, she’d gone still, embarrassed. I’d heard it anyway.

“You’re hungry. I should feed you. Come home with me,” I’d said, without thinking too hard. “I’ll cook.”

I could have ordered something. I could have handed the problem off to an app and a delivery driver. But that would have missed the point.

She deserves to be fed. Properly. Thoughtfully. She deserves to be pampered like the little princess that she is.

When we step into my penthouse, she stops just inside the door, eyes moving everywhere at once. Floor-to-ceiling windows. Clean lines. The city stretched out beneath us like a living thing.

“It’s huge,” she says softly. “This is the most incredible apartment I’ve ever seen.”

“You’ve asked about it enough times,” I reply, setting my keys down. “I figured it was time.”

She turns slowly, taking it in. “It feels… quiet. In a good way.”

I move into the kitchen, rolling my sleeves up. Olive oil warms in the pan. Garlic hits the heat and blooms into the air, rich and comforting. I chop, stir, taste. The rhythm of it settles me. This is familiar ground. Control without pressure.

She drifts closer, drawn by the smell. Then her arms wrap around my waist from behind, tight and warm, her cheek pressing between my shoulder blades.

“Thank you,” she says. “For noticing. For taking care of me. You could have left me at the club. We had finished our session.”

A rush of warmth spreads through me, deep and steady. I cover her hands with mine for a moment. “I’m not that cruel.”

I don’t say that this breaks the rules again. I don’t say that having her here changes the shape of the space. I just let myself feel it.

My home doesn’t feel like a place to return to anymore.

It feels like a place to share.

I imagine coming back to this. To her smile. To her arms around me. The thought is dangerous. I don’t push it away.

She starts kissing my shoulder, light and teasing. “You’re distracting me,” I warn.

“Am I?” she asks, voice innocent.

I smack her butt, just once, a sharp reminder. “Get on the counter, babygirl. Or Daddy will burn your dinner.”

She laughs, delighted, and hops up when I lift her, setting her on the cool stone. “Stay.”

“Yes, Daddy,” she says, eyes bright.

We talk while I cook. About nothing and everything. About the best meal she’s ever had. About the worst haircut I ever paid for. About how she hates folding laundry and how I find it meditative. Conversation with her is easy. It doesn’t demand anything from me.

Every time she opens her legs, I see a glimpse of a wet spot on her white panties. She wore a mini-skirt today. I asked her to. It seemed like a sexy idea for the club, but here, it’s purely distracting.

“You keep looking at my pussy, Daddy.” She raises an eyebrow, challenging me to deny her accusation.

I step toward her, brushing my knuckles up her inner thigh, caressing her clothed cunt with my fingers. Just touching her intimate places gives me a high I can’t describe. Knowing I have access to her is like a drug. “You’re too delectable to ignore, baby.”

“I’m still full of your cum, you know. I can feel it inside my pussy. I feel like I’m carrying something precious.”

“You’re such a cumslut.” I chuckle.

“I am,” she agrees. “I like feeling it between my legs at night, being reminded of what we did.”

“I miss you at night, too,” I confess. “Sometimes, when you text me when I’m lying on my bed, I wish you were next to me. My bed feels empty.”

“Oh, Daddy.” She reaches out and draws me into an embrace. Her soft, pillow-like tits cushion my face. Being held by her is magical.

But I remember that I’m still making her dinner. I pull away, stirring the pan. She watches me silently. We’re both aware of each other’s presence, and it leaves a pleasant, buzzing sensation in my body even as I prepare food.

When I’m done, I plate the food and set it in front of her. She takes a bite and lights up, completely unguarded.

“Oh,” she says. “This is amazing.”

I watch her eat, every reaction written plainly on her face. Satisfaction curls through me. I reach out and pat her head, a simple gesture that feels like truth.

“I like women who eat,” I tell her. “I like to cook.”

She smiles at me, unafraid. “We’re the perfect match, then.”

“We are the perfect match,” I say, then correct myself quietly, honestly. “In more ways than one.”

She looks at me like she’s weighing the truth of that statement, then smiles.

I take her plate from her hands before she can protest and scoop up another bite, holding it out to her. “Open. Let Daddy feed you.”

Her eyebrows lift, amused. “You like being in control that much?”

“I do,” I admit. “I’m wired like this, Quinn. I’ve never been any different.”

She lets me feed her, trusting, unguarded. Watching her accept it so easily sends a steady, grounding satisfaction through me. This is control without force. Authority given, not taken.

“Doesn’t it feel stifling,” I ask, curious, “being with a man who’s always in charge?”

She considers it as she chews. “I’m indecisive,” she says with a shrug. “So no. And if it ever becomes too much, I’m not afraid to stand up for myself.”

I arch a brow. “So we’d butt heads and argue.”

Her smile turns playful. “Probably. But that also means we’ll have a lot of makeup sex.” She winks and my heart flutters.

I chuckle. “Being in a relationship with you sounds like a spicy experience.”

She laughs, the sound easy, real. It echoes inside my sterile house, filling it with humanness.

I finish feeding her and hand her a glass of water. She drinks, then sets it aside. My hands settle at her hips, familiar now, grounding both of us.

She glances up at me. “Is it time for me to go?”

The tension between us is fragile. But it’s there. I feel it. That indelible pull toward her, that feeling of emptiness that pinches my chest every time she leaves. Tonight, I can’t watch her go, can’t handle the yawning solitude that will come after she’s gone.

“Not yet,” I say, the words slipping out before I’ve fully thought them through. “Stay the night. If you don’t mind.”

Her breath catches. I keep going, because stopping now would feel like lying.

“I don’t want to spend another lonely night staring at my phone,” I admit. “I’ll help you calm down. You can take a shower later. But you have school tomorrow, so it’s your call.”

The silence stretches. I wait, aware that I’m breaking the rules again. The man I used to be would never have done this. He would have shut the door neatly on the desire and called it discipline.

But denying my needs has left me with a glass palace that sometimes feels like it’s closing in on me.

Being with Quinn opens a door my heart wasn’t ready to open before. She’s showing me something beyond discipline…something that’s tender and beautiful and impossible to turn away.

She wraps her arms around me, tight and warm. “I’ll stay.”

I exhale, relief flooding me.

“What about school?” I ask.

“I’ll tell them I’m coming in late,” she says simply.

I kiss her then, slow and unhurried, my hands sliding up her back, feeling her relax into me. When I lift her, she curls instinctively against my chest.

In the bedroom, I set her down gently on the bed and climb in beside her. She tucks herself close, using my arm as a pillow like it’s always belonged there.

I turn on the television. “We can watch the show you always put on at night. The one you told me about last week.”

She nods, already settling in.

As the screen glows softly in the dark, I realize something with quiet certainty.

I like making new rituals with her.


EIGHT


Quinn

Sofia’s dad’s house is warm in that effortless, wealthy way. But with all the yellow lights, it’s still homely. Laughter spills from every corner, the kind that only happens when people feel safe in a place. The house has multiple living rooms on the first floor, and they’ve all been decked out for Sofia’s dad’s birthday party. Guests are even spilling out into the garden with the pool. There are tables and canapes at the poolside.

Sofia looks stunning tonight. Her hair is swept up, her makeup subtle and glowing.

“You look incredible,” I tell her honestly.

She laughs. “Says the woman wearing my dress.”

I glance down at myself. The dress is definitely not meant for my body. It’s too tight, too short, hugging every curve like it was designed to misbehave. It rides up my thigh when I walk, the fabric clinging to my hips in a way that makes me hyperaware of every movement.

“I feel like I might get arrested,” I murmur.

Sofia grins. “Please. You’re glowing. And not just because of the dress.”

She tilts her head, studying me. “Okay, spill. You have a new boyfriend, don’t you? Looks like he’s treating you well. You’ve even gained some very well-deserved weight. I mean that as a compliment.”

Heat creeps up my neck. “Maybe.”

I’ve noticed the weight gain, too. Sergio feeds me like I’m a starving child. And I feel tired and sore all the time these days, so my body seems to be holding onto all that weight. My breasts are full of milk again, engorged. I plan to make Sergio take care of me later at night, but for now, I keep adjusting my bra, hoping I don’t start leaking.

Sofia’s smile widens. “You have to introduce him to me. I need to see who this mystery guy is.”

My stomach drops. I freeze for half a second too long. I can’t tell her it’s her granddad. Or that we have been up to things that will shock her.

“It’s… new,” I say carefully. “I will. Just not yet. Once things are more established.”

She nods without suspicion. “Fair enough. You deserve something good.”

She glances across the room and groans. “My dad’s tie is crooked again. I swear he does it on purpose.”

She squeezes my hand and walks off, leaving me alone with my thoughts. That’s when a heavy, masculine hand wraps around my waist. My breath stutters.

“Hello, babygirl,” Sergio murmurs close to my ear. “That’s a very naughty dress you’re wearing.”

His fingers slide down, just enough to graze the bare skin of my upper thigh where the hem has crept up.

My pulse skids. “It’s Sofia’s.”

“I can see far too much of you in it,” he says quietly. “More than should be allowed.”

I glance up at him, heart racing. “You’re allowed.”

His mouth twitches. “I’ve seen everything anyway.”

Then he straightens abruptly, removing his hand as his son looks over. Just like that, the air shifts.

We are strangers again.

He turns away to greet his son, his daughter-in-law, and Sofia. I watch him move through the room, composed, charming, every inch the man he is in public.

And suddenly, painfully, I feel like I’m on the outside. I want to be the woman on his arm. The one he stands beside. The one who belongs there. The realization surprises me with its intensity. It makes my chest ache.

More and more, I’ve been craving to be closer to him. We break rules all the time nowadays. He has even been to my apartment once. We still have our weekly sessions at the club, but they often end with us eating and sleeping together at his apartment. When it’s morning, I don’t even want to leave. Being with him feels like being in a safe nest.

When Sergio returns a while later, I step closer, lowering my voice. “I want to do something naughty.”

“Here?” he asks, amused.

“My breasts are hurting, Daddy. I need to be milked,” I whisper.

Something dangerous glints in his eyes.

“I have an idea,” he murmurs.

He takes my wrist and leads me upstairs, away from the noise, to the quiet first-floor landing. Doors line the hallway, all closed, all private.

He pulls me into one of the rooms and presses me back against the wall, his body shielding me from the hallway.

“I was going out of my mind looking at you, Quinn,” he whispers. “Now I’m going to ravish your curvy body until you’re crying.”

The room is dimly lit, the only sound the distant hum of the party downstairs. Sergio presses me against the wall, his body a solid barrier between me and the rest of the world. His eyes are dark, intense, and filled with a hunger that makes my heart race.

“I saw your ass hanging out of that dress, babygirl,” he growls, his hand sliding up my thigh, pushing the dress higher. “You were showing everyone what belongs to me.”

I whimper, my breath hitching as his fingers brush against my pussy. I’m already wet, my body responding to his touch, his words, his dominance.

He leans in, his breath hot on my ear. “You need to be milked, don’t you, my little hucow?”

I nod, my cheeks flushing with embarrassment and desire. “Yes, Daddy.”

He steps back slightly, his eyes raking over my body. “Take off your dress. Show me those beautiful tits.”

I obey, pulling the dress over my head and letting it fall to the floor. I’m left in just my bra and panties, my breasts heavy and aching with the need to be relieved.

Sergio reaches out, his fingers tracing the lace of my bra. Then, with a sudden, rough movement, he tears it away, leaving my breasts exposed.

“Fuck,” he groans, his eyes on my swollen mounds. “You’re leaking already, babygirl.”

I look down and see the milk beginning to drip from my nipples, darkening the fabric of my panties where it lands.

Sergio leans down, his tongue lapping at the milk, tasting me. He groans, his eyes closing briefly. “You're so hot when you're freely giving me your milk, Quinn. I've imagined you feeding babies with those massive tits and it gets me hard every time. You'll be such a gorgeous mama when your tits are full of milk for your babies.”

My core clenches at his words. Fire envelops my stomach, raging higher. Making my pussy wetter. I have always loved kids. I've always wanted to have my own, to nourish them and watch their little mouth suckle from. my breasts. I can't believe Sergio thought of the same thing. It's like we're telepathetically connected.

"Right now, I only want to give you my milk, Daddy," I say. "And someday, when I'm a mom, I hope I'll be feeding the babies you put in my belly."

His lips thin, but his cock hardens. I feel it between my legs, growing big and monsrous with lust. He definitely liked the idea of impregnating me, of giving me his babies. And I liked it, too. Far too much. I haven't even considered that it might become real soon, given how often he has been breeding me.

Sergio straightens, his dark eyes locking onto mine. “Hands on top of your head. Don’t move them.”

I lift my hands, placing them on my head as instructed. Sergio’s eyes flash with approval.

“Good girl,” he praises, then his mouth is on my breast, sucking hard. "You're gushing milk like a cow. My personal hucow."

I cry out, the sensation a mix of pleasure and pain. He sucks roughly, his teeth grazing my nipple, biting down until I moan.

“Moo for me, babygirl,” he commands, his voice thick with lust. “Let me hear you.”

I hesitate, a flush of embarrassment washing over me. But the look in his eyes, the hunger, the need, spurs me on.

“Moo,” I whisper, the sound barely audible.

He bites down harder, and I cry out, the sound turning into a loud, “Moo!”

Milk gushes from my breast, spilling onto the floor, leaving dark spots on the carpet. Sergio doesn’t stop, his mouth working my nipple, his hand kneading my other breast, coaxing more milk out.

The sensation is intense, the pull of his mouth sending shocks of pleasure straight to my clit. I can feel my pussy pulsing, my panties soaked with my arousal. I let out my animalistic side, mooing for him, making a sound that feels both freeing and playful.

Sergio moves to my other breast, his mouth latching onto my nipple, sucking hard. More milk spills, the sound of his swallowing filling the room.

He lifts his head, his lips glistening with my milk. “You taste so fucking sweet, babygirl. Like cream and sugar.”

He leans in, his mouth crashing onto mine. I can taste my milk on his tongue, the sweetness of it mixing with his own taste. It’s erotic, taboo, and I love it.

His hand slides down my body, his fingers slipping into my panties, finding my clit. He rubs it hard, his fingers slick with my juices.

“You’re such a slutty hucow,” he growls against my mouth. “Dripping breastmilk all over the floor. You could barely hide those luscious titties in your dress. I knew you were swollen full of milk. And I bet every other man knew, too.”

He slaps my ass, the sound echoing in the room. I cry out, the sting of his hand sending a rush of heat through me.

His fingers move faster, rubbing my clit in tight circles. I can feel my orgasm building, my body tensing.

“Come for me, babygirl,” he commands. “Come all over my fingers like a good little slut.”

His words send me over the edge. I come hard, my body convulsing, my pussy clamping down on his fingers. He doesn’t stop, his mouth on my breast, sucking, biting, drawing out every last drop of milk.

He steps back, his breath ragged, his eyes wild. He looks down at the floor, at the milk stains darkening the carpet.

“Look at that mess,” he says, a satisfied smirk on his lips. “Nobody will know what it is. Only us.”

"Only us," I repeat. "Thank you, Daddy. My breasts were so full. They've been feelig sore all week. I guess we need to meet more often."

He looks back at me, his eyes softening. “I can’t believe I did that with my son downstairs.”

I smile, my heart swelling. “I made you lose control, Daddy.”

He chuckles, pulling me into his arms. “You did, babygirl. And I fucking loved it.”

He kisses me then, slow and deep, his tongue exploring my mouth, sharing the taste of my milk. And I melt into him, knowing I'm safest when I'm in his arms.


NINE


Sergio

I kiss the top of Quinn’s head. She’s naked, tucked under my arm, watching me like I hung the moon and stars.

We’re at my apartment again tonight. We had an explosive session at the club. I pumped her so full of cum, her legs are still sticky. Then I brought her home and made love to her again on my bed.

It’s still only eight. I have to make dinner, then I’ll take a slow soak in the bathtub with her and we’ll sleep together.

It been two months of us seeing each other. I’ve had more ‘dates’ with her. At restaurants. I even took her out to a comedy sketch show because she said she likes the comedian. She was so touched, she baked me a cake the next day.

I know what we share isn’t just physical anymore. Our intimacy is emotional, mental, all-consuming. I think about her even when I’m at work, wondering when I can see her again. She has completely demolished my self-control.

I increased the frequency of our meetings at the club to twice a week. This week, we’ve been there thrice. I can’t keep my hands off her. I can’t get enough of her. Her curves have been growing more rounded nowadays. I can even feel her breasts swelling. She says they’re always sore, and I bet that’s an excuse to make me drink from them more often.

“I’ll be back in a few minutes with your dinner, babygirl.” I kiss the top of her head, removing myself from her side. “Just sleep. If you want to watch TV, the remote is right next to you.”

“Okay, Daddy.” Her sweet reply hits me in the chest like a spark of electricity.

I pull on a pair of pants and shrug into my robe, tying it loosely as I head for the kitchen. My body still hums with the aftershocks of her. Two months in and she has undone me in ways I never anticipated. I reach for a pot, already planning the timing, the sauce, the way she likes it.

But my focus is pulled away when the doorbell rings. Once. Sharp. Insistent.

My blood runs cold. I’m not expecting anyone. It can’t be the delivery guy. They usually deliver packages downstairs.

I look at the video feed from my home security system, then curse under my breath. I’s Sofia. The last person I expected.

I open the door to find Sofia standing there, eyes bright with unshed tears. She steps forward and hugs me tightly.

“Nonno,” she says, voice shaking. “I had a fight with Dad.”

I wrap an arm around her shoulders automatically. “It’s all right. Come in.”

She pulls back, sniffling. “Can I stay here tonight?”

“Of course,” I say without hesitation. I have more rooms than I know what to do with. I can put her upstairs, keep her occupied, let Quinn sleep and send her home quietly in the morning.

I usher her in, closing the door behind her. “I was just about to cook. I’ll make you your favorite.”

She looks at me, then squints. “Why aren’t you wearing a shirt?”

I glance down at the open collar of my robe. “I was… planning to shower.”

She doesn’t look convinced.

Her gaze drifts around the living room. Thankfully, everything is pristine. No shoes by the door. No purse on the counter. My bedroom door is closed.

I turn toward the stove, filling a pot with water. “I’ll make cacio e pepe. Like when you were little.”

She smiles faintly. “You always make that when I’m upset.”

As I set the pot down, I hear it.

The soft click of a door opening.

My bedroom door.

My heart sinks.

I turn just in time to see Quinn step out, rubbing sleep from her eyes, a bedsheet wrapped around her like a makeshift dress.

“Daddy?” she murmurs, confused. “Who⁠—”

She stops. Sofia stops. The world tilts.

It’s like watching a car crash happen in slow motion.

“Quinn?” Sofia says, disbelief flooding her voice. “What are you doing here?” Her eyes widen. “Oh my God. Did you just come out of Nonno’s bedroom?”

Quinn stiffens, realization crashing over her. “Sofia, I⁠—”

I sigh, deep and heavy. This is on me. Not her. She couldn’t have known. Quinn looks like a deer caught in headlights. She glances at me, seeking my orders, seeking my dominance.

Sofia looks between us, her face draining of color as the pieces fall into place. “My grandad is your new boyfriend?”

She turns on me, hurt blazing. “How could you do this to me? How could you be with my best friend?”

“Trust me, I wasn’t planning to,” I say quietly. “It just happened that way. I see Quinn as an independent woman in her own right.”

“She’s decades younger than you!” Sofia accuses. “I can’t believe you’d do this. I know I encouraged you to find a new girlfriend, but not someone my age!”

Quinn steps forward, panic in her eyes. “It’s my fault. We just… we hit it off at your birthday party.”

Sofia shakes her head, overwhelmed. “He’s so much older than you. This doesn’t make sense. I know you’re not a gold digger, but⁠—”

“Don’t,” Quinn says, voice trembling. “Don’t stereotype him. I know he’s in his fifties. But he’s still a man. He still feels things and needs things. He’s not a fossil.”

I admire the way she’s jumping to my defense. The way she gets everything when I never told her any of it.

“And that’s your excuse for sleeping with him?” Sofia glares at Quinn.

“I’m not making any excuses for sleeping with him.” Quinn lifts her chin. “He’s an attractive man and I’m a woman who makes my own choices. We just happen to share the same kink and go to the same sex club.”

Quinn realizes she said too much when Sofia’s eyes narrow. I guess she thought my family was aware of my me owning a sex club, but I never discuss my private life with them.

Sofia rolls her eyes at me. “Nonno, you go to a sex club.”

“I own a part of it. It was a business investment at first, but…yes. I do enjoy going there.” For the first time in my life, I lay myself open. I tell her what I am, who I am, without any shame. I know more than anyone else that at times, family can be more judgmental than strangers.

And Sofia’s clearly having a hard time processing that I’m not a feeble old man.

There’s only silence as tears glaze her eyes. She looks at me like I betrayed her.

Quinn swallows. “That’s where we really started to be interested in each other. We had a lot in common. And I don’t mean just sexually.”

The shock on Sofia’s face deepens.

“I can’t believe this,” she says, backing toward the door. “I’m leaving. I’m disappointed in both of you.” Her eyes lock on mine. “I’m not speaking to you again unless you break up with her.”

She doesn’t leave. She’s fuming, waiting for me to make a decision. To choose her over Quinn.

But my heart is wavering. I’ve always valued family above everything else. But Quinn and I have a contract which isn’t over yet. And I know with certainty now that I love her. I can’t even stomach the thought of her not being in my life anymore. I was ready to hide for the rest of my life if that was what was needed.

But now the truth is out and Sofia is inconsolable. I can’t risk her leaving. She has nowhere to go, and she’s too angry because she fought with her father. If she goes, I’m afraid she’ll do something stupid.

I’ll have to pacify her by doing what she wants. I’ll apologize to Quinn tomorrow, tell her I need her in my life. When Sofia is calmer, I’ll tell her I have seriously fallen for Quinn. She’ll be more receptive to it after she has slept on it for one night.

So I’ll have to do what she says.

Quinn turns to me, eyes shining. I see the contract between us, the rules we wrote, but family has always been my anchor. Sofia is raw, angry, unreasonable.

I make the choice before I let myself think.

“We’ll end it,” I say, my voice steady despite the ache spreading through my chest. “Sofia is right. You should go. I’ll call you a cab.”

Her face crumples, just for a second. Then she nods, swallowing the hurt with a grace that devastates me.

“Okay,” she whispers, obedient and submissive to the bitter end.

She disappears back into my room, leaving me alone with a pot of water beginning to boil and the sickening certainty that I have just broken something precious.


TEN


Quinn

I don’t think I slept at all.

I lay in bed staring at the ceiling until dawn crept in through the blinds, my body aching in a way that feels different from before. Heavy. Tender. My breasts throb, overly sensitive, my stomach unsettled. There’s a dull nausea curling low in my gut, the kind that makes swallowing difficult.

I tell myself it’s stress.

It has to be.

My eyes burn when I finally sit up. Everything feels wrong. Too bright. Too loud. Too much. I shuffle into the kitchen and pour cereal, because routine feels like the only thing holding me together.

One spoonful is all it takes.

I gag, barely making it to the sink before throwing up. My hands shake as I brace myself against the counter, breathing hard. This isn’t the first morning it’s happened. I’ve felt sick for days now. I just… didn’t want to think about it.

I glance at the calendar on my phone.

Two months.

My period has always been irregular. That’s what I tell myself. That’s what I’ve always told myself. But this time, the thought doesn’t soothe me.

My chest tightens.

I call in sick to work with a voice that doesn’t sound like mine and pull on a hoodie, my movements slow and careful. The pharmacy is only a few blocks away. The walk feels longer than it ever has.

Back home, I lock myself in the bathroom.

The test feels impossibly small in my hands. The waiting feels endless.

When the result appears, clear and undeniable, my knees give out. I slide down the wall, clutching my stomach as sobs tear out of me.

Pregnant.

I’m carrying Sergio’s child.

The pain is immediate and sharp. He doesn’t want me. He told me to leave. He chose his family, and I understood why, even though it broke me. I press my palm to my belly, tears soaking into my hoodie.

But beneath the fear… there’s something else.

Joy.

It blooms quietly, stubborn and bright, and it scares me how strong it is. I want this baby. I already love it. The realization makes me cry harder.

A knock at the door jolts me.

I leave the test on the counter and hurry to answer, my heart pounding.

It’s Sergio.

The moment I see him, something inside me gives way. I break down completely, and he pulls me into his arms without hesitation. His body engulfs mine, solid and warm around me. His scent soaks into my senses, grounding me in a way nothing else can.

“It’s okay,” he murmurs into my hair. “I’m here.”

I cling to him, wishing with everything I have that last night had never happened.

“I need to talk to you,” he says gently.

My stomach twists. “About breaking the contract?” I whisper. “You already said that.”

“I’m not breaking it,” he says firmly. “I said that last night to calm Sofia down. I talked to her again this morning. I told her I love you. That I won’t leave you.”

I pull back, stunned. “You… what?”

“She didn’t argue,” he continues. “She told me to do whatever I want.”

He steps inside, and that’s when his gaze lands on the test.

He freezes.

“Wait,” he says hoarsely, picking it up. “Is this… Quinn, are you pregnant?”

Tears spill again. “I’ve never been on birth control,” I sob. “I never said I was. I wasn’t trying to trap you. I’m not asking for anything. We can still end this after three months if you want.”

He sets the test down and cups my face, his touch steady.

“And what about the baby?” he asks quietly, his hand sliding to my stomach. “Our baby?”

“I’ll have it,” I say through tears. “You don’t have to do anything.”

His expression hardens, not with anger, but with resolve.

“I’m not letting you give birth and raise our child alone,” he says. “I’m not mad at you. I should have been prepared. And if I’m being honest… I’m happy.”

I stare at him, stunned.

“You’ll be a wonderful mother,” he continues. “And I want to be there for every step. I want to marry you. I want us to live together. Forever.”

The world tilts.

“Are you sure?” I whisper. “We haven’t known each other that long.”

He doesn’t hesitate. “Do you love me, Quinn?”

“Yes,” I say, without doubt. “So much.”

He kisses me then, slow and certain. “Then nothing else matters. We’ll deal with everything together. I’ll fight for you.”

I cry into his chest, clinging to him like he’s the only solid thing left.

“I needed you so much,” I whisper. “After I found out.”

“I’m sorry I wasn’t there,” he says, his voice thick. “I’ll take care of you. Of both of you. You don’t have to worry about anything.”

I look up at him, overwhelmed. “I’m so glad I found you. That I took a chance.”

He smiles softly. “You made me break all my rules. And I’ve never been happier.”

His hand rests warm over my belly.

I press my hand on top of his. “I’m so glad it’s yours,” I say. “I’m so happy I’m doing this with you. I’ve always been alone. I thought being self-sufficient was the only option for me. Because I never had anyone to lean on. But you take care of me. You take charge. You let me be soft and feminine.”

“You’re everything I never thought I’d find, Quinn.” He cups my face. “After my ex-wife broke my heart, I lost faith in all women. Until you healed me. Your heart is so big, so full of compassion and nurturing. You made me open mine, too. And when I did, I realized that loving you was the most natural thing in the world.”

“I hope our child takes after you,” he adds quietly. “I hope they have your heart and your compassion.”

And for the first time since last night, the future doesn’t feel terrifying.

It feels possible.


EPILOGUE


Quinn

Five months later…

Every morning starts the same way now.

Sergio presses a kiss to my belly before he even says good morning, his lips lingering against the curve like he’s memorizing it. His hand follows, warm and steady, resting protectively beneath the swell.

“Good morning, little one,” he murmurs. Then, to me, “And good morning to the woman who’s doing an exceptional job growing our baby.”

I smile, sleepy and content, as I lace my fingers through his hair. Being pregnant has changed my body in ways I never imagined, but the way he looks at me has never once made me feel anything but cherished.

We’ve just returned from stroller shopping, my feet sore, my patience thin, my heart impossibly full. Sergio never lets go of my hand in public anymore. He guides me gently, always positioning himself between me and the world, adjusting his pace to mine without comment. When my belly feels heavy, his palm is there. When I wobble, his arm tightens.

I wear his ring now. A simple, elegant band that feels like it’s always belonged on my finger.

We got married two months ago. Quiet but beautiful. His son stood beside him. Sofia cried when she hugged me, her hands already drifting to my stomach like she couldn’t help herself. She’d been shocked at first when I told her I was pregnant, but the moment the word aunt sank in, everything softened. Now she checks in every weekend, asking how the baby’s growing, if I’ve felt kicks, if I need anything.

Sergio notices me slowing down in the bedroom and scoops me up without warning.

“Hey,” I protest weakly as he carries me to the bed. “I can still walk.”

“Your ankles are swollen,” he says, already settling me down. “And I won’t hear otherwise.”

He kneels in front of me and begins massaging my feet, firm and practiced. I groan in relief.

“You love this too much,” I say.

“I love you like this,” he replies calmly. “Maternal. Glowing. Swollen.”

I snort. “I look like a whale. I thought you’d start avoiding me by now.”

His hands slide up my calves, his thumbs pressing gently into the ache. “You’re sexy,” he says without hesitation. “And I can’t wait for you to grow even more.”

Heat blooms low in my belly at the certainty in his voice.

“I love you,” he adds.

“I love you more every day,” I tell him honestly. “Being with you made me realize how good it feels to depend on someone.”

I think back to the early weeks, the nausea, the endless mornings bent over the sink. He was always there. Holding my hair. Rubbing my back. Whispering reassurance. It made everything easier.

“I love taking care of you,” he says softly, his hands warm and reverent against my skin. “And I love every change your body has gone through.”

His words melt away the little gremlins of insecurity that rear their head every time I look at myself in the mirror. I mean, I do love my huge belly. But the rest of my body has been expanding along with it. Sergio has never said a single bad word, and it might be because. of my constant morning sickness and aches, but he hasn't had sex with me, either.

"You say you love my body, but you don't touch me anymore, Daddy." I pout. "I feel very neglected."

I can't believe I actually said the words. I've always held back, grateful he's doing so much for me, even though this was a baby he didn't plan for. He even married me and gave me his devotion and commitment. I feel like I can't ask for more.

But my body has been craving the heat of his cock, the friction of his thrusts, and the warmth of his mouth on my aching breasts.

"Baby? You want to have sex?"

"The doctor said it was okay," I remind him. "I know I'm big, but⁠—"

"There's no but, babygirl." He presses his finger over my lips. "You have no idea. howhard I get every time i see you bouncing around that big belly. Knowing I bred you, that I made your belly stretch really strokes my ego. I've dreamed of watching your belly bounce while I trust into you, while I'm inside your pregnant pussy."

"Then why didn't. you do anything?" I ask.

"Because I wasn't sure you'd want it," he answers. "I didn't want to push you."

I laugh. "I always want you, Daddy. I've been hornier since I got pregnant. I want you inside me, filling the emptiness that your absence leaves."

"Quinn," His voice his hoarse. "You know what Daddy really wants? He wants to see you dripping fat streams of milk as he fucks you and makes your pregnant belly bounce. He wants you to feel so good that milk keeps leaking out of your boobs."

I look into Sergio’s eyes, seeing the raw, unbridled desire he’s been holding back. His confession sends a shiver down my spine, making my nipples harden and my pussy throb with need. The thought of him watching my milk spray onto the sheets, of him fucking me from behind while I’m heavy with his child, ignites a fire within me.

“I want that too, Daddy,” I whisper, my voice trembling with anticipation. “I want you to see me leak. I want to feel the weight of the baby you put inside me while your cock is inside me.”

He groans, a deep, guttural sound that sends a wave of heat crashing through me. Without another word, I start to undress, pulling my sundress over my head and letting it fall to the floor. I stand before him in just my bra and panties, my belly swollen and round, my breasts heavy and leaking.

Sergio’s eyes roam over my body, darkening with lust. “Fuck, Quinn,” he murmurs. “You’re so fucking beautiful. Look at you, all ripe and full. You’re a goddess.”

He reaches out, his hands cupping my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples. I gasp as milk starts to bead at the tips, dripping down my flesh. He leans in, his tongue lapping at the creamy liquid, his eyes locked onto mine.

“You taste so fucking good,” he growls. “I can’t wait to see you spray this all over my bed. I want you to soak the sheets, babygirl. I want to fuck you in the mess you make.”

His words send a rush of wetness between my thighs. I can feel my panties growing damp, my body responding to his dirty talk. He knows exactly what I need, exactly what I crave.

He guides me to the bed, helping me climb onto it. I position myself on my hands and knees, my ass in the air, my belly hanging heavy beneath me. Sergio moves behind me, his hands gripping my hips, his breath hot on my skin.

“Fuck, you look so sexy like this,” he says, his voice thick with desire. “Your body is a fucking masterpiece.”

He runs his hands over my ass, down my thighs, then back up to my hips. He grips them tightly, his fingers digging into my soft flesh. I can feel his cock, hard and ready, pressing against my entrance.

“I’m going to fuck you hard, babygirl,” he warns. “I’m going to make you scream. And you’re going to gush milk all over my bed, all over my sheets. You’re going to make a fucking mess for Daddy.”

I nod, my breath coming in quick gasps. “Yes, Daddy. I will be your hucow. I'll give you all my milk.”

He slams into me, his cock filling me completely. I cry out, the sensation overwhelming. He starts to move, his hips slapping against my ass, his cock thrusting deep inside me. Each movement sends waves of pleasure crashing through me, each thrust making my breasts bounce and sway.

Milk starts to spray from my nipples, coating the sheets beneath me. Sergio groans, his eyes locked onto the sight. “Fuck yes, babygirl. You’re doing so good for Daddy.”

He reaches around, his hands finding my nipples. He pinches them, hard, sending a shockwave of pleasure-pain through me. More milk sprays onto the bed, the sheets growing damp beneath me.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he praises. “My sheets are so damp with your nectar. They're going to smell of your titty milk when I lie on them.”

His thrusts grow harder, more urgent. He fucks me raw and primal, his body claiming mine. I can feel his cock, thick and hard, filling me completely. Each thrust sends more milk spraying onto the bed, the sound of our flesh slapping together filling the room.

“I love you, Quinn,” he growls, his voice thick with emotion. “I love you so fucking much. You’re mine. You’re my wife. You wear my ring and carry my baby.”

His words send me over the edge. My orgasm hits me hard, my body convulsing around his cock. I scream his name, my fingers digging into the sheets, my body shaking with the force of my release.

Sergio comes with a roar, his cock pulsing inside me, filling me with his cum. He collapses on top of me, his body shaking, his breath ragged. We stay like that for a moment, our bodies entwined, our breaths syncing.

When he finally pulls out, he helps me sit up, his arms wrapping around me. He looks down at the mess we’ve made, a satisfied smirk on his lips.

“Look at that,” he says, pride evident in his voice. “You did so well, babygirl. You're already making so much milk for our baby. Like a good little mommy.”

I smile, leaning into his touch. “I love you, Sergio. I love you so much.”

He kisses me then, slow and deep. “I love you too, Quinn. And I’m going to spend the rest of my life taking care of you. Of both of you.”

His hand rests on my belly, warm and protective. Telling me that he’s my sexy silver fox Daddy and he’ll always be.
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