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Chapter One
Ryan


The early morning air inside the aquatic center hangs thick with the scent of chlorine, a smell so familiar it’s like a second skin. I breathe it in, the cool, clean scent sharpening my senses as I walk toward the pool deck. The overhead lights hum, casting a pale, watery glow over the still, turquoise surface. This is my sanctuary, my kingdom. And in an hour, my kingdom welcomes its new subjects for the elite Olympic Trials training camp.

Only three swimmers earned an invitation this time. Three athletes on the cusp of greatness, each one handpicked by me. I take pride in this, in the selectivity. It allows me to give each of them what they truly need: individual attention. A chance to see them, and to push them beyond their perceived limits.

But as I round the corner onto the main deck, I stop.

Someone is already in the water.

A lone figure cuts through the lanes, her strokes clean and powerful. A rhythmic splash, a steady churning of water that speaks of countless hours of practice. Camp doesn’t officially start for another hour. Nobody should be training yet. But here she is. I lean against the wall, my arms crossed over my chest, and I watch.

Her technique is impressive, each turn explosive, each glide economical. She’s not just swimming; she’s devouring the water. But as the laps mount, I notice something else. She’s pushing. Hard. Too hard. Each breath is a ragged gasp, each movement a little more desperate than the last. I see a slight tremor in her arms, the way her kick falters for just a second before she forces it back to life.

Admiration wars with concern. I admire the grit, the sheer force of will. But I also recognize the signs of someone on the verge of breaking. That’s not what this camp is about.

She finally slows, her movements becoming a languid cool-down lap before she stops at the wall, chest heaving. She rests her forehead against the cool tiles for a long moment, and then she pushes herself out of the pool.

And the world tilts on its axis.

Water sluices off her body as she rises, and my breath catches. She’s wearing a simple black one-piece, but it does little to hide the lean, powerful lines of her frame. Her shoulders are defined, her back a smooth taper to a narrow waist and the gentle flare of her hips. Her skin is golden, kissed by a thousand hours of sun on outdoor decks. She scrapes her wet hair back from her face, revealing a profile that is pure, unadorned beauty.

Then she turns, and I see her eyes. They’re a startlingly clear blue, the color of the deep ocean, and they widen slightly when she spots me. She grabs a towel from the deck, wrapping it quickly around herself as she walks toward me.

“Hi,” she says, her voice a little breathless. “I hope it’s okay that I started early. I couldn’t sleep.”

“It’s fine,” I manage, my voice sounding rough to my own ears. I force myself to meet her gaze, to act like the professional coach I am supposed to be. “Ryan Donovan.”

Her cheeks flush a pretty pink. “I know. Natalie Parker. It’s... it’s an honor to be here, Coach. Thank you for inviting me.”

Her enthusiasm is genuine, her admiration open. But all I can see is the way the droplets of water cling to her collarbones, the way the towel is tucked just above the swell of her breasts. All I can think about is how her skin would taste if I leaned in to run my tongue up the slender column of her neck.

Dangerous. This is so very dangerous.

I clear my throat. “The honor is all mine, Natalie. I watched you swim for a bit just now.”

“Oh.” Her flush deepens, and she ducks her head. “Was my technique okay? I know I was pushing it a bit...”

“It was more than okay,” I interrupt, my tone sharper than I intend. I soften it, reminding myself of my role. “It was excellent. That’s not the issue.”

She looks up at me, her ocean-blue eyes wide with confusion. “It’s not?”

“No,” I take a step closer, unable to stop myself. The scent of her - of chlorine and clean skin - fills my lungs. “You were over-training. Camp hasn’t even started, and you were pushing yourself to your limit. Why?”

Natalie’s gaze drops to the ground, and her shoulders hunch slightly, as if trying to make herself smaller. “I just... I want to show you that I belong here. That I’m worthy of this spot.”

My chest tightens with an emotion I haven’t felt in years. A fierce, protective instinct that is completely inappropriate for a coach to feel for an athlete. I reach out before I can stop myself, my fingers brushing against her arm. Her skin is soft and warm despite her recent swim.

“You’re here because you already belong, Natalie. That’s what you need to understand. This camp isn’t about proving anything. It’s about learning, about fine-tuning. Not about breaking yourself before we even begin.”

Her eyes lift to meet mine, and the vulnerability in them nearly undoes me. “I didn’t mean to overdo it. I just get... focused. Sometimes I forget to stop.”

“I know the feeling,” I say, my voice soft now. My thumb unconsciously strokes over her arm, a small circular motion that I should stop but can’t. “But that’s my job now. To make sure you don’t forget. To make sure you stop when you need to. To take care of you.”

The last words hang between us, loaded with an implication that goes far beyond coaching. Her breath hitches, and I can see the rapid pulse beating in her neck. I imagine leaning down, pressing my lips to that spot, feeling her heartbeat against my tongue. I imagine her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. I imagine her legs wrapping around my waist as I lift her onto the...

Fuck. I force the thoughts away, but my body doesn’t cooperate. I’m already hard, a fact that would be painfully obvious if she looked down. I take a step back, breaking the contact, and I immediately miss the warmth of her skin.

“Breakfast will be ready in the main lodge in about forty-five minutes,” I say, my tone all business again. “The other two athletes will be arriving soon. We’ll have a quick orientation session, and then we’ll get started with some light drills this morning. Focus on technique, not speed. Understood?”

Natalie nods, her cheeks still flushed. “Understood, Coach.”

Her soft, compliant response only makes the situation worse. I have to get out of here before I do something I’ll regret. “Good. Get changed and meet us in the lodge.”

I turn and walk away without another word, my strides long and purposeful. I don’t look back, but I can feel her eyes on me until I disappear through the doors to the men’s locker room.

Once inside, I lean against the cool metal of the lockers, my head bowed. The reality of my situation crashes down on me. Three days. I have to spend three days with this girl. Three days of watching her in the water, of seeing her body move, of touching her to correct her form, of being close enough to smell her skin...

My cock is still rock hard, straining against the fabric of my shorts. I adjust myself uncomfortably, grateful that I’m alone. This has never happened before. In all my years of coaching, of working with athletes, some of them beautiful, some of them young and impressionable, I’ve never once crossed this line. I’ve never even been tempted to. My focus has always been on their performance, on their potential, on helping them achieve their dreams.

But with Natalie, it’s different. Everything about her calls to something primal in me. Her determination, her work ethic, the vulnerability she tries so hard to hide... it all combines to create an irresistible package. And then there’s the physical attraction, which is so intense it’s almost painful.

I splash cold water on my face, trying to shock my system back to normal. It doesn’t work. All I can think about is the way her skin felt under my fingertips, the soft texture, the warmth. I want to feel more of it. I want to explore every inch of her body, to learn every curve and hollow. I want to see her face when I touch her, to hear the sounds she makes when I pleasure her.

I close my eyes and lean my forehead against the cool tile of the wall. This is insane. I’m a forty-year-old man lusting after a twenty-one-year-old athlete. An athlete who has put her trust in me, who is looking to me for guidance and support. The age gap alone is problematic. The power dynamic even more so. And yet...

I can’t make myself stop wanting her.

I straighten up and force myself to focus. I have two other swimmers arriving soon. I have a camp to run. I have to be the coach they need me to be. The coach she needs me to be.

But as I begin pacing the length of the locker room, I know that the next three days are going to be the hardest I’ve faced since my own Olympic days. Not physically hard, but emotionally. Professionally.

I don’t know how I’m going to keep my distance from Natalie Parker. I don’t know if I even want to.


Chapter Two
Natalie


My muscles burn, but it’s the good kind of burn. The kind that tells me I’m getting stronger, faster, better. I’ve spent the entire day in the water, pushing myself through drills and sprints until my lungs ached and my arms felt like noodles. And through it all, Ryan Donovan has been watching.

Every now and then, he’d call out to me, his deep voice cutting through the splash and churn of the water. “Good, Natalie, extend that glide.” Or, “That’s it, keep that elbow high on your pull.” Each word of praise, each small correction, sends a little thrill through me. I find myself replaying his compliments in my head, craving his approval in a way that feels both wonderful and utterly ridiculous.

It doesn’t help that he’s spent most of the day shirtless, wearing only a pair of black swimming trunks that hang low on his hips. His body is a masterpiece of athletic perfection - broad shoulders, a powerful chest that narrows to a lean waist, and muscles that flex and shift with every movement. I’ve caught myself staring more than once, my mind going blank as I watch him demonstrate a technique or help one of the other swimmers.

There are only three of us in the camp: me, and two others around my age, Elena and Daniel. They’re both talented swimmers, friendly enough, but I can’t help the little pangs of jealousy I feel whenever Ryan directs his attention towards Elena, placing his hands on her shoulders as he adjusts her position or leaning in close to give her advice. I tell myself he’s just being a good coach, that he has to give all of us instructions to help us improve, but it doesn’t stop the irrational sting.

By late afternoon, as we wrap up our final set, I’m physically struggling. Not just from the training, though that’s part of it. There’s a deeper discomfort, a heaviness in my chest that I’ve been trying to ignore all day. I know what it is - my breasts are full of milk and I need to pump. Desperately. But I’ve pushed through the discomfort, telling myself it can wait. Training comes first. Always.

“Alright, that’s it for today,” Ryan calls out, clapping his hands together. “Excellent work from all of you. I want you to eat, rest, and recover. That’s an order.”

Elena and Daniel nod gratefully, pulling themselves out of the water. I watch them gather their things and head toward the locker room, their tired but satisfied chatter fading as they leave.

I stay behind, my arms still resting on the pool edge.

Ryan frowns slightly as he realizes I haven’t moved. “Natalie? You heading out?”

I push myself up and out of the water, trying to hide my grimace as the movement sends a fresh wave of discomfort through my chest. “Actually, I was hoping to get some extra training in. I feel like I need every possible advantage if I’m going to qualify.”

Ryan’s expression immediately shifts from relaxed to concerned. His eyes narrow as he looks at me, really looks at me in a way that makes my heart beat faster. “Absolutely not.”

I blink. “What? But I...”

“You’ve trained hard all day, Natalie,” he says, cutting me off gently but firmly. “You need food and time to recover from the intense activity we’ve put your body through today. Pushing yourself past your limits isn’t going to help you; it’s going to hurt you.”

“It’s really not a big deal,” I say, trying to brush it off even as my body aches in protest. “I’m fine.”

Ryan crosses his arms over his chest, making his biceps look even more defined. “You’re not fine. You’re exhausted. When was the last time you ate?”

“Breakfast,” I mumble, avoiding his gaze.

A muscle in his jaw tenses. “That’s what I thought. You need to eat. Now.”

“I can grab something later,” I insist. “I just want to...”

“No.” He’s not angry, but there’s a note of finality in his voice that leaves no room for argument. “I’m taking you to get something to eat myself. That way, I can personally make sure you actually fuel your body properly.”

My heart does a little flip at that. The thought of him taking me out, just the two of us, feels dangerously like a date, even though I know it’s not. He’s just being a responsible coach. I’m being ridiculous.

“You don’t have to do that,” I protest weakly.

“I want to,” he says, and the simple statement makes my stomach flutter. “We’ll both shower first, then meet me at the reception area in twenty minutes. Does that work?”

I nod, unable to form words. Twenty minutes. I need to pump, but I left it at the hotel where I’m staying, and there’s no way I can get there, pump, and get back here in twenty minutes.

A wave of panic washes over me, followed by a dull ache in my chest. My breasts feel heavy and tender, and I know if I wait much longer, I’ll be way past just being physically uncomfortable and I’ll be in actual pain. But Ryan is waiting. He wants to take me out to dinner. The thought of spending the evening with him, having him all to myself, is more appealing than I want to admit. I can’t miss this opportunity.

I’ll have to wait. I can handle it. I’ll just push through the discomfort like I always do.

“I’ll see you there,” I manage to say, my voice sounding a little breathless.

He gives me a small smile that makes my knees feel weak. “Good.”

He turns and walks toward the men’s locker room, and I watch him go, my eyes tracing the powerful lines of his back until he disappears through the door. I take a deep breath, wincing as the movement puts pressure on my chest.

Okay. Just a quick shower. I can handle that. It’ll be fine.

And then I’ll go for dinner with Ryan Donovan himself.

That thought alone has me smiling from ear to ear as I head towards the women’s locker room.


Chapter Three
Ryan


The diner is a small, retro-style place with red vinyl booths and chrome accents. It’s quiet for this time of evening, with only a few other patrons scattered around. I’ve chosen a booth in the corner, tucked away from prying eyes, wanting a little privacy with Natalie.

My privacy concerns have less to do with coaching and more to do with the fact that I want to look at her without worrying who might see me.

She’s sitting opposite me now, freshly showered and looking even more beautiful than she did at the pool. Her brunette hair is still damp, hanging in loose waves around her shoulders. She’s wearing a tight gray tank top that shows off her toned arms and shoulders, and a pair of black sweatpants. The combination is casual, comfortable, and absolutely breathtaking. She looks soft and vulnerable, a stark contrast to the fierce athlete I saw in the pool today.

“This is so good,” she says, her voice sounding almost like a moan as she takes a bite of the burger in front of her. That sound makes my dick twitch, and I’m grateful the table is hiding my painfully obvious reaction to her. Fuck, I really need to get a grip.

“I’m hungrier than I thought,” she continues. “I could probably eat a horse right now.”

“You need the food,” I say, my tone serious. “You trained hard today.”

“I know.” She ducks her head, a little embarrassed. “But I feel like I could have done more. My turns were sloppy during those last few sets.”

“They were not sloppy,” I correct her gently. “They were tired. There’s a difference. You need to learn to recognize the difference, Natalie. Pushing through fatigue is one thing. Pushing through exhaustion is another.”

She looks up at me, her blue eyes searching mine. “I just... I don’t want to let you down. This opportunity means everything to me. Getting to the Olympics... it’s all I’ve ever wanted.”

My chest tightens at her words, at the raw emotion in her voice. I can see the pressure she’s under, the weight she’s carrying on her slender shoulders. It’s too much for one person to bear.

“I understand,” I say softly. “I chased that same dream once. I know what it feels like.”

“Really?” she asks, her eyes lighting up with interest. “What was it like for you?”

“It was... everything,” I admit, leaning back against the booth. “My whole world revolved around it. The early mornings, the endless laps, the diet, the recovery... it consumed me. And when I finally made it to the Olympics, standing on that starting block, knowing that all those years of sacrifice had led to this one moment...” I trail off, shaking my head. “There’s nothing else like it.”

A wistful expression crosses her face. “That’s what I imagine it’s like. To know that all the hard work was worth it.”

“It is,” I say. “But it’s also important to remember that your worth as a person doesn’t depend on whether you win a medal or not. You are more than just a swimmer, Natalie.”

She looks down at her hands, her fingers nervously tracing the rim of her water glass. “Sometimes it doesn’t feel that way. My parents... they’ve sacrificed so much for me to be able to train. They moved across the country so I could be with a better coach. They’ve spent so much money... I feel like I owe it to them to succeed.”

“You don’t owe them anything beyond doing your best and being happy,” I say, my tone firm. “And if they’re good parents, that’s all they’ll want for you too.”

My eyes keep drifting to her lips as she speaks, watching the way they wrap around each word. They’re full and pink, and I can’t stop imagining what they would feel like against mine. I picture her looking up at me, those blue eyes wide with desire as I lean in to capture her mouth. My cock begins to thicken again, pressing insistently against the fabric of my sweatpants.

I try to focus on what she’s saying, but my gaze keeps sliding lower, to the way her tank top stretches across her chest. Her breasts are perfect, round and full, the nipples pressing against the thin cotton fabric in a way that makes my mouth water. I want to touch them, to taste them, to feel their weight in my hands. I want to wrap my lips around her nipples and suck until she’s writhing with pleasure beneath me.

This is madness. I’m supposed to be her coach, her mentor. I’m supposed to be helping her prepare for the biggest competition of her life, not fantasizing about her like some hormonal teenager.

I shift in my seat, trying to adjust myself discreetly. I need to get a grip. Spending an entire day with her has had a real effect on me, and my willpower is starting to wear thin. I’ve been fighting this attraction all day, but it’s getting harder and harder to resist. She’s everything I’ve ever wanted in a woman: strong, determined, beautiful, and with a vulnerability that makes me want to protect her from the world. From herself.

“Do you want to get some dessert?” I ask, desperate for a distraction.

Natalie looks up at me, and that’s when I see it. Two small, wet patches forming on the front of her gray tank top, one over each breast. They’re faint at first, but then they darken, spreading slowly across the fabric.

My mouth goes dry.

I stare, completely transfixed, as the wet patches grow. I know I should look away, but I can’t. I’m mesmerized by the sight. By the thought of what’s causing it. By the taste that must be waiting for me just beneath that thin layer of cotton.

Natalie follows my gaze, and when she realizes what is happening, her face flushes a deep, bright crimson. She immediately crosses her arms over her chest, trying to hide the evidence.

“Oh my god,” she whispers, her voice trembling with humiliation. “I’m so sorry.”

“Don’t be sorry,” I say, my own voice hoarse. Without thinking, I pull my hoodie off and push it across the table toward her. “Here. Put this on.”

Her eyes widen in surprise, but she takes it, her fingers brushing against mine as she does. The small contact sends a jolt of electricity through me.

“Thank you,” she mumbles, pulling the hoodie on quickly. The sight of her in my clothes does something to me, something primal and possessive. My hoodie is too big for her, the sleeves hanging over her hands, making her look small and delicate. Making her look like she belongs to me.

I can feel the last of my control beginning to fray. I’m hard, so hard it hurts, and the urge to pull her across the table and kiss her senseless is overwhelming. I want to taste her, to claim her, to make her mine in every way possible.

“I... I think I should go,” she says, her voice barely audible. She looks utterly mortified, her gaze fixed on the table.

I nod. “Okay.”

I throw some cash on the table to cover the bill, more than enough to cover our meal and a generous tip, and then stand up. “Let’s go.”

I lead her out of the diner, my hand resting possessively on the small of her back. She’s tense beneath my touch, her body rigid with embarrassment. I can feel the tremors running through her, and my protective instincts kick in, overriding everything else.

As soon as we are outside, I pull her down an alleyway between two buildings, away from the prying eyes of the sidewalk. The alley is dark and quiet, illuminated only by a single flickering streetlamp at the far end.

“Ryan?” she asks, her voice shaky. “What are we doing here?”

I press her gently against the brick wall, caging her in with my body. She’s so small compared to me, her head barely reaching my chin. She’s looking up at me, her blue eyes wide with confusion, and my need to protect her wars with my need to claim her.

“What’s happening, Natalie?” I ask, my voice low and serious. “I need to know.”

She shakes her head, her cheeks flushing with color. “It’s nothing. It’s just... it’s embarrassing.”

“It’s not nothing,” I insist, my tone firm. “And it’s not embarrassing. It’s a medical issue, and as your coach, I need to know what’s happening with your body so I can take care of you properly.”

The mention of her being my athlete, of me being her coach, should be enough to remind me of my boundaries, of my responsibilities. But it doesn’t. If anything, it only strengthens my resolve. I am responsible for her. I am responsible for her well-being. And right now, something is going on with her, and it is my job to make it better.

She looks away, her gaze fixed on the ground. “It’s just... a side effect of some supplements I’m taking. I started taking it a few months ago. It’s supposed to help me recover faster when I’m training hard. But... this happened.”

As she talks, I can see that she’s in pain. Her brow is furrowed with discomfort, and she’s hunched over slightly, as if trying to ease the pressure on her chest. Her hands are pressed against her breasts, and I can see the slight trembling in her fingers.

“Does it hurt?” I ask, my voice softening.

She nods, her bottom lip trembling. “A lot. Especially when I haven’t... relieved the pressure. I was supposed to go back to my hotel to pump, but I didn’t want to make you wait for me.”

A wave of guilt washes over me. I’m the one who insisted she come to dinner with me, who gave her a tight deadline. I’m the one who put her in this position.

“Why didn’t you tell me?” I ask, my tone gentle but insistent. “If you were in pain, you should have said something.”

“I was embarrassed,” she whispers, her cheeks flushing with color. “I didn’t want you to think I was weird or something.”

“I don’t think you’re weird,” I say, my thumb stroking gently over her cheek. “And you don’t have to be embarrassed with me. You can tell me anything, Natalie. Anything at all.”

Her blue eyes meet mine, and the vulnerability in them nearly undoes me. I know I should back away. I know I should walk her to her hotel room, give her some privacy, and then go back to my own room and take a very long, very cold shower.

But I can’t.

The sight of her, small and trembling in pain, my hoodie enveloping her body, awakens something primal in me. A need to protect, to nurture, to care for her in the most basic of ways. And a darker, more possessive need, too. A need to claim, to taste, to make her mine.

“I can make it better,” I say, my voice low and husky. “I can take the pain away.”

Her breath hitches, and her eyes widen. “What? How?”

Instead of answering, I lean in, my lips brushing against her ear. “Let me take care of you, Natalie. Please.”

A soft whimper escapes her lips, and she nods, a small, jerky movement. That’s all the encouragement I need.

With a groan, I lift her easily, one arm around her waist, the other beneath her thighs. She’s lighter than I expected, all lean muscle and soft curves. I press her back against the brick wall, lifting her higher until her breasts are level with my head.

“Ryan...” she gasps, her hands gripping my shoulders for support.

My hands slide down to the hem of the hoodie, lifting it along with the tank top beneath it, pushing both layers up until they are under her chin and her breasts are bared to me. My breath catches. They’re even more beautiful than I’d imagined - full, round, with deep pink nipples that are tight and beaded with moisture.

I look up, meeting her eyes one last time. “Can I...?”

Her cheeks are flushed, her blue eyes dark with a mixture of embarrassment and desire. “Yes,” she whispers. “Please, Ryan. Make it stop hurting.”

With a groan, I lean forward and capture one peaked nipple in my mouth. The taste of her explodes on my tongue - sweet, warm, and utterly intoxicating. I’ve never tasted anything like this. Never experienced anything so decadent, so purely feminine.

A soft cry escapes her lips, her body arching against mine. “Oh, God. Ryan.”

I suck harder, drawing more of her milk into my mouth, my head spinning with how good she tastes. I feel her hands thread through my hair, her fingers gripping the strands as she holds me to her. Her hips grind against my stomach, a slow, rhythmic movement that has my cock throbbing with need.

“It feels... so good,” she whimpers. “Please don’t stop.”

As if I could.

I drink from her as if her milk is the only thing that matters in the world, because in this moment, that’s the absolute truth. I can feel her tension melting away, her body growing softer, more pliant in my arms. I switch to the other breast, giving it the same attention, drinking deeply as she moans and writhes against me.

My own desire is reaching its breaking point. I’m rock hard, so hard it’s almost painful, and I can feel the precum soaking through the fabric of my sweatpants. I know that if I keep this up, I’m going to come in my pants like a teenager, but I don’t care. All that matters is her, her pleasure, her relief, her taste.

When her milk finally slows, and I’ve drained her completely, I lift my head, my breathing ragged. Her breasts are glistening in the dim light, her nipples red and swollen from my attention. She’s looking down at me, her blue eyes dazed with pleasure, her lips parted as she pants for breath.

I hold her for a few long moments, my face buried in her neck, breathing in her scent. Then I carefully lower her to her feet, steadying her as she sways slightly.

Her legs are shaking, and she has to lean against the wall for support. She looks up at me, her cheeks flushed. “Ryan,” she whispers, her voice soft and breathy. “Thank you. I...”

I cut her off, pressing a finger to her lips. “Don’t. You don’t need to thank me.”

I straighten her clothes, pulling my hoodie and her tank top down to cover her breasts. My hands linger on her hips for a moment longer than necessary, and I have to force myself to let go.

“You need to go back to the hotel and sleep,” I say, my tone firm, the coach persona snapping back into place, though it’s a thin veneer over the possessive beast still roaring inside me. There’s nothing I want more than to take her home with me and fuck her until she can’t walk straight. But she’s already been through so much today, between the training and the discomfort and... this. She needs rest. Not to be mauled by the animal inside me that needs to claim her.

“No more training tonight. No more early morning practice either. I want you to rest until our official session starts tomorrow.”

She nods, her blue eyes still a little dazed. “Okay.”

“And from now on, you tell me when you’re in pain,” I continue, my voice low and serious. “You don’t hide it. You don’t push through it. You tell me, and I’ll take care of you. That’s my job now.”

She looks up at me, and the trust in her eyes is almost my undoing. “Okay, Ryan.”

“Good,” I say, my voice rough. “Now go.”

I watch her as she walks away, my hoodie swallowing her small frame. I wait until she turns the corner, until she’s out of sight, before I let out the breath I’ve been holding. I lean against the brick wall, my head bowed, my body still humming with desire. I can still taste her on my tongue, sweet and warm. I can still feel the weight of her in my arms, the softness of her skin, the way she responded to my touch.

My cock is still rock hard, aching with a need that borders on pain. I close my eyes, my mind replaying every moment of our encounter in this alley. The sight of her breasts, the taste of her milk, the sounds she made...

I’ve never wanted anyone the way I want her. It’s a primal, all-consuming need that goes beyond simple desire. It’s a need to protect, to possess, to claim.

I push myself off the wall and start walking, my strides long and purposeful. I need to get home. I need to take a shower. I need to jerk off and get her out of my system, even though I know it’s a hopeless endeavor. She’s in my blood now, and I don’t think there’s anything I can do to get her out.


Chapter Four
Natalie


My feet barely seem to touch the ground as I walk to the pool complex the next morning. I’m floating on a cloud of happiness. Every muscle in my body aches in the best possible way, a delicious reminder of yesterday’s training and... well, everything else that happened after.

Last night, after I got back to my hotel room, I’d collapsed onto my bed, my body buzzing with a pleasant exhaustion. I’d replayed every moment in that alley, every touch, every word. The way Ryan had lifted me, the strength in his arms, the hunger in his eyes as he looked at me.

And then the feeling of his mouth on my breasts, the suction, the immediate relief as he drank from me. My body had responded in ways I didn’t know it could, a warm heat spreading through me, a tightness building low in my belly that had made me ache with a need I didn’t understand.

I’d touched myself last night, my hands exploring my body as I thought of him. My fingers had traced my nipples, still sensitive from his attention, then slid lower, discovering the wetness there, the swollen flesh that begged for attention. I’d rubbed myself in small circles at first, then with more pressure, thinking of Ryan’s hands, his mouth, the deep rumble of his voice as he told me he would take care of me.

When the orgasm hit, it had been intense, waves of pleasure crashing over me, making me cry out into the empty room. I’d thought of him, of the way he’d looked at me, the way he’d tasted me, and a new thought had entered my mind, one that was both thrilling and terrifying.

I want more. So much more. I want to give him my virginity.

I’ve never made time for men or relationships in my life, and at twenty-one, I still haven’t even kissed anyone yet. But I want all of my firsts to happen with Ryan.

As I walk into the pool area this morning, I’m still riding that high. I’m early, and for a moment I think I’m the only one here. But then I see them.

Ryan and Elena.

Ryan is standing by the edge of the pool, wearing a pair of dark blue swimming trunks that hang low on his hips, revealing the powerful V-lines that lead down to... well, down. I can feel my face heat up as my thoughts take a turn.

Elena is with him, already dressed in her sleek black racing swimsuit. Her blonde hair is pulled back in a tight bun, showcasing her long, elegant neck. She’s laughing at something he just said, her head thrown back, her body relaxed and confident.

Ryan smiles back at her, and my stomach clenches with a pang of jealousy. I know I shouldn’t feel this way. He’s her coach, just like he’s mine. But then that hadn’t stopped him from taking me into a dark alley last night, had it?

Elena says something else, and Ryan’s smile widens. Then she steps forward, her movements fluid and graceful, and places her hand on his arm. Her fingers linger there for a moment, and I see the way her nail polish - a perfect, glossy red - contrasts with the tanned skin of his forearm.

That’s it. I can’t watch anymore.

I turn around before they can see me, my feet carrying me away from the pool area and toward the locker room. My eyes are stinging, and I have to blink back the tears that are suddenly threatening to spill.

What was I thinking? Last night felt like a dream, like something out of a movie. But that’s all it was. A moment. A temporary lapse in his judgment, obviously.

He’s Ryan Donovan. He’s successful, famous, respected, and handsome. He’s forty years old, for goodness’ sake. An Olympic gold medalist. He’s lived a life I can’t even imagine. He could have any woman he wants. A woman like Elena, who’s confident and beautiful and comfortable in her own skin. A woman who doesn’t have a weird medical condition that makes her... leak milk. A woman who probably knows exactly what she’s doing in bed, and who can please him in ways I can’t even imagine.

I stumble into the locker room, my chest feeling tight. I lean against the cool metal of the lockers, trying to catch my breath. The jealousy is like acid, burning through my veins, leaving me feeling hollowed out and ashamed.

What am I even doing here? I don’t belong at this camp. I don’t belong in his world.

I thought, for a few hours, that I did. I thought that when he looked at me, he saw something special. That when he tasted me, he wanted more. That when he said he would take care of me, he meant it.

But I was just being naïve. Just a silly, inexperienced girl who got swept up in a moment with a man way out of her league.

I should have known better than to think I could have a man like Ryan.


Chapter Five
Ryan


I'm nodding at something Elena is saying, but I'm not really listening. My mind is a million miles away, or rather, in a dark alley with a certain blue-eyed brunette. I can still taste Natalie on my tongue, sweet and warm. I can still feel the weight of her in my arms, the softness of her skin, the way she'd arched against me as I drank from her.

I didn't sleep a wink last night. I'd laid in bed, my cock rock hard, replaying every moment of our encounter. Every touch, every taste, every sound she made. I'd finally given in, my hand wrapping around my aching length, imagining it was her soft fingers instead. I'd come so hard I'd seen stars, calling out her name as ropes of cum painted my chest and stomach.

But it hadn't been enough. Nothing will be enough until I have her for real. Until I'm buried deep inside her, filling her with my cock, with my cum. Until she's mine in every way possible.

"...so I was thinking we could work on my flip turns today," Elena is saying, her bright voice pulling me from my thoughts. "I feel like I'm losing precious seconds with them."

I force a smile, trying to pretend like I've been paying attention. "Good idea. We can definitely work on that today."

Her face lights up, a triumphant gleam in her eyes. She's a talented swimmer, no doubt about it. Driven, focused. But she's not Natalie.

And Natalie is the woman I wish I was talking to right now. I came in early today, hoping to catch a few minutes alone with her before training started. I want to see her smile, to hear her laugh. I want to make sure she's feeling okay after yesterday. But she's not here yet.

Elena steps closer, her chest almost touching mine. "I really appreciate you taking the time to work with us, Ryan. This camp is... it's a dream come true for me."

"It's my pleasure," I say, trying to remain polite while wondering why she's invading my space like this.

I feel a light touch on my arm, and I look down to see Elena's fingers resting on my bicep, her nails painted a bright, cheerful red. My body stiffens instantly. I don't like being touched. Not by anyone. Not anymore. The only person whose touch I crave, the only person whose hands I want on my body, is Natalie.

"So," she says, her voice dropping to a lower, more intimate tone as she leans in closer. "I was wondering... since we have some free time tonight, would you like to come back to my hotel room? We could... get to know each other better."

I blink, her words slowly sinking in. She's inviting me to her hotel room. She's propositioning me. Right here. Right now.

A flash of movement from the corner of my eye catches my attention, and I turn my head just in time to see Natalie disappearing around the corner, her ponytail bouncing with the urgency of her steps.

No.

My heart hammers against my ribs as a cold dread washes over me. She saw. She saw us. She saw Elena touching me, heard who knows what.

"Elena," I say, my voice sharp and firm as I remove her hand from my arm. "I'm flattered, but I'm not interested. I won't be coming to your hotel room, or anywhere else with you. I'm here to be your coach. That's all."

The confident smile on her face falters, her eyes widening with surprise and embarrassment. "Oh. I... I see."

"I hope you do," I say, my tone leaving no room for misinterpretation. "Now if you'll excuse me."

I don't wait for a response. I turn and rush in the direction I saw Natalie go, my long strides eating up the distance. I see her just as she pushes through the door to the women's locker room. I follow her without hesitation, my mind racing.

I knock loudly, my knuckles rapping against the metal door. "Natalie?" I call out. "I'm coming in."

I don't wait for a response. I push the door open and step inside, my eyes immediately finding her. She's leaning back against a row of lockers, her arms wrapped tightly around herself, her shoulders shaking. Her eyes are shimmering with unshed tears, and she's biting her bottom lip, trying to hold them back.

"Natalie," I say softly, closing the distance between us. "It's not what you think."

She doesn't look at me, her gaze fixed on the floor. "It's okay," she says, her voice trembling. "You don't have to explain. You're a single man. She's... beautiful. It's none of my business."

"It is your business," I say, my voice firm. "It is very much your business. I'm not interested in her, Natalie. I'm not interested in anyone else."

She finally looks up at me, her blue eyes filled with doubt. "But I saw you. You two were... touching."

"Elena touched me," I correct her gently. "I didn't touch her back. I didn't want her to. The only person I want touching me is you."

Her breath hitches, and she blinks, a single tear escaping and sliding down her cheek. I reach out and gently wipe it away with my thumb.

"Everyone else sees you as an athlete chasing Olympic Trials," I continue, my voice low and intense. "They see your times, your rankings, your potential. But I see more than that, Natalie. I see you."

Her eyes widen, searching mine. "You do?"

"I do," I confirm. "I see your determination, the way you push yourself beyond your limits. I see your kindness, the way you worry about everyone else before you think of yourself. I see your strength, both in and out of the water. And I see your heart, Natalie. I see how big and generous it is."

I take a step closer, my body crowding hers, my hands resting on the lockers on either side of her head, caging her in. "I've been falling for you since the moment I first saw you. From the second you walked into my camp, looking exhausted but still ready to give it your all. And I know it's fast, and it's probably crazy, but I want forever with you."

Her breath catches, her lips parting in a soft gasp. "Forever?" she whispers, the word sounding fragile on her tongue.

"Forever," I confirm, my gaze locked on hers. "This has nothing to do with medals, or rankings, or performance. This isn't about you being a swimmer. This is about you being Natalie. And me wanting all of you. Every single part."

She's quiet through my whole speech, her blue eyes wide and shimmering with tears she's no longer trying to hold back. She's looking at me like she's trying to convince herself that what I'm saying is real. That I'm real.

"I want you, Natalie," I say, my voice dropping to a low, husky whisper. "With an intensity I've never experienced before. I want to wake up with you in the morning. I want to take care of you when you're hurting. I want to watch you swim and know you're mine. I want to taste your sweet milk again and again and again."

I lean in closer, my lips just a breath away from hers. "I want to bury myself so deep inside you that you'll never be able to forget who you belong to. And I don't care about anything else. Nothing else matters. Only you."

She's still just looking at me, her chest rising and falling with each shallow breath. I can see the war waging in her eyes - the disbelief warring with the desperate hope. I've laid it all out for her, given her everything I have, and now all I can do is wait. Wait for her to make a choice. To give me a chance. To let me love her the way I've been wanting to since the moment I saw her.

"I don't... I don't understand," she finally whispers, her voice trembling. "Why me?"

"Because it's always been you," I say simply. "From the moment you walked into my camp. I didn't know it then, but my soul recognized you. You're everything I've ever wanted, Natalie. Everything I never knew I needed until I saw you."

I see the exact moment her resolve breaks. The last of her doubts crumble. Her lower lip trembles, and a choked sob escapes her. And then she's throwing herself into my arms, her body colliding with mine with a force that takes my breath away.

Her arms wrap tightly around my neck, her lips finding mine in a desperate, hungry kiss. It's clumsy and frantic and absolutely perfect. Her lips are soft and trembling, and I can taste the salt of her tears.

I respond instantly, my arms wrapping around her waist, pulling her flush against my body. One hand slides up her back, burying itself in her hair, angling her head so I can deepen the kiss. My tongue traces the seam of her lips, and she opens for me with a soft moan. Her own tongue tentatively meets mine, shy and uncertain at first, then bolder as she tastes me.

I pour all the pent-up desire, all the frustrated need of the past few days into that kiss. I want her to know how much I want her. How much I need her. I want to brand her with my kiss, to claim her as mine.

My other hand slides down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her closer still. I'm hard, so hard it's painful, and I know she can feel it pressing against her stomach. But she doesn't pull away. If anything, she presses closer, a soft whimper escaping her lips.

"Ryan," she gasps, breaking the kiss to breathe, her forehead resting against mine. "I... I've never done this before."

My cock throbs at her confession. She's a virgin. The thought sends a possessive surge through me. The thought that I'll be her first. Her only. That no one else has ever touched her, tasted her, been inside her. It's more intoxicating than any victory I've ever had in the pool.

"I know," I say, my voice rough with emotion. "I know, baby. And I'm going to take care of you. I'm going to make it so good for you, I promise."

Her cheeks flush a deeper shade of pink, but she doesn't look away. "I want that," she whispers, her blue eyes trusting. "I want you."

"You've got me, baby," I groan, before my lips crash down on hers once more.


Chapter Six
Natalie


The relief is so overwhelming it makes me dizzy. He doesn’t want Elena. He wants me. The words echo in my head, chasing away the last of my doubts. He wants me.

The kiss turns desperate, hungry, and I’m right there with him. My fingers are tangled in his dark hair, and I’m clinging to him like he’s the only solid thing in a world that’s suddenly spinning off its axis. His body is a solid wall of muscle against mine, and when he presses me back against the cold metal of the lockers, I can’t help the little moan that escapes my lips.

I love this. I love how small and helpless he makes me feel with his big, powerful body. He’s so much taller than me, so much broader, and the knowledge that he could overpower me so easily but won’t - he’s here to protect me, to take care of me - sends a thrill through me that’s more potent than anything I’ve ever felt.

His hands are everywhere, tugging at my clothes. My tank top is the first thing to go, pulled over my head and discarded on the floor. Then his hands are on my hips, pushing my sweatpants down my legs. I kick them away, standing before him in just my plain white cotton panties.

“Ryan,” I gasp, my cheeks flushing. “What if somebody else walks in?”

He growls, a low, possessive sound that seems to vibrate through his entire body. “Good,” he says, his hands cupping my ass and squeezing firmly. “Let them walk in. Let everyone see you. Let them know you’re mine. I don’t give a fuck who knows.”

My pussy clenches at his words. I never thought I’d be turned on by the idea of getting caught, but with Ryan, it’s different. I want him to claim me, to mark me as his, no matter who sees.

He lifts me again, easily, as if I weigh nothing, and carries me over to a long wooden bench in the middle of the room. He lays me down on it gently, and then he’s straddling the bench, sitting between my parted thighs. He leans over me, his big body covering mine, and lowers his head to my breasts.

“Oh, God,” I moan as his hot mouth closes over one nipple. He sucks hard, drawing my milk into his mouth, and I can feel myself getting wetter with each pull of his lips. My back arches off the bench, pushing my breast deeper into his mouth.

“Fuck,” he groans against my flesh. “I’ve missed this. I’ve missed the taste of your milk, baby. I need it so badly.”

He drinks from me, his hands roaming my body, touching me everywhere. His thumb brushes over my other nipple, teasing it into a tight peak. I’m writhing beneath him, lost in a haze of pleasure. I can feel his hardness pressing against my core through the thin fabric of my panties and his swimming trunks. He’s so big, so hard, and I want him inside me so badly it hurts.

“Ryan,” I gasp, my fingers tangling in his hair. “Please... I need you. Take me. Take my virginity.”

He lifts his head, his eyes dark with desire. “Soon, baby,” he says, his voice a low growl. “I promise. But I need to make sure you’re ready to take me first. I’m going to stretch you out, make it so you can take all of me.”

With that, he slides off the end of the bench to kneel on the floor. His hands grip my hips, dragging me closer to the edge until my ass is almost hanging off the bench. He hooks his fingers into the waistband of my panties and slowly pulls them down my legs.

I’m completely exposed to him now, and a wave of vulnerability washes over me. But when I look into his eyes, all I see is desire and adoration, and the fear melts away.

“You’re so beautiful, Natalie,” he whispers, his gaze hot on my exposed flesh. “So fucking beautiful.”

And then he lowers his head, and I feel his tongue against my folds. I cry out, my hands moving down to his head, my fingers tangling in his dark hair. His tongue is magical, exploring every inch of me, tasting me, worshipping me.

He slides a finger inside me, then another, stretching me, preparing me for what’s to come. I’m so wet, so ready for him, and I can already feel an orgasm building deep in my core.

“Ryan,” I gasp, my hips bucking against his face. “Please... I need... more.”

He responds by adding a third finger, stretching me even more, while his tongue focuses on my clit, flicking and sucking until I’m writhing beneath him. The pressure builds and builds, a tidal wave of pleasure that’s about to crash over me.

And then it does. My orgasm hits me with the force of a tidal wave, my body arching off the bench, a cry of pure ecstasy torn from my lips. I’m seeing stars, my entire body shaking with the force of it.

As I’m coming down from my high, my body still tingling with aftershocks of pleasure, Ryan stands up. He hooks his thumbs in the waistband of his swimming trunks and pushes them down, and my eyes widen at the sight of him.

He’s huge. Bigger than I ever could have imagined. Thick and long, with a prominent vein that runs along the underside. The head is a deep, angry purple, and a bead of precum glistens at the tip.

My breath catches in my throat. There’s no way that’s going to fit inside me.

He positions himself at my entrance, the head of his cock nudging against my wet folds. I can feel the heat of him, the sheer size of him, and a tremor of fear mixed with anticipation runs through me.

“Look at me, baby,” he says, his voice a low growl. “Look at me while I make you mine.”

My eyes meet his, and I see the desire burning in their depths. He wants this. He wants me.

And then he pushes into me in one smooth, powerful thrust.

It stings. A sharp, burning pain that makes me gasp, my hands flying to his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin. For a few seconds, that’s all I can feel - the pain of him stretching me, filling me more than I ever thought possible.

And then, as suddenly as it came, the pain fades. And all I feel is full. So incredibly, unbelievably full. He’s buried so deep inside me, I can feel him in my very soul.

“Are you okay?” he asks, his voice tight with restraint.

I nod, my throat too tight to speak. I’m more than okay. I’m complete.

He begins to move, slowly at first, pulling out almost completely before sliding back in, each movement deliberate and controlled. He’s watching me, his eyes intense, as if memorizing every expression on my face, every gasp and moan that escapes my lips.

It feels good. Better than I ever imagined. But I need more. I need all of him.

“Please, Ryan,” I gasp, my hips moving to meet his thrusts. “More. I need more.”

A low growl rumbles in his chest. “You want more, baby? You want me to fuck you hard?”

“Yes,” I moan, my hands sliding down his back to grip his ass, pulling him deeper. “Please. Harder.”

With a groan, he gives me what I want. His control shatters, and he begins to fuck me in earnest, his movements hard and fast, each thrust driving the breath from my lungs. The wooden bench creaks beneath us, the sound echoing in the empty locker room.

“Look at you,” he growls, his lips brushing against my ear. “So beautiful, taking my cock so well. You feel like you were made for me, Natalie. Made to be fucked by me.”

I should be quiet. I should be worried about someone walking in, about getting caught. But the way he feels inside me, the way he’s claiming me, I can’t hold back the sounds I’m making. I’m moaning, crying out his name, lost in a haze of pleasure so intense it’s almost painful.

“That’s it, baby,” he encourages, one of his hands sliding between us to find my clit. “Let me hear you. Let everyone know who you belong to.”

His fingers rub tight circles over my sensitive nub, and I can feel another orgasm building, stronger than the last. My body is tensing, coiling like a spring, ready to snap. Then Ryan lowers his head and captures one of my nipples in his mouth, sucking hard until my milk flows, his throat working as he swallows, and that’s all it takes.

My orgasm crashes over me, a tidal wave of pleasure so intense I can’t even breathe. My body arches off the bench, my inner muscles clamping down on Ryan’s cock, and I hear him groan against my breast, a deep, guttural sound of pure satisfaction.

His hips keep moving, fucking me through my orgasm, prolonging the pleasure until I’m a boneless, quivering mess. And then I feel him stiffen, a low growl building in his chest as he buries himself deep inside me one last time.

“You’re mine now, Natalie,” he grunts in my ear, his hot breath sending shivers down my spine. “All mine. And I’m going to keep you forever.”

I feel him pulse inside me, a warmth spreading through me as he fills me with his cum. The thought is intoxicating. Him, inside me, marking me as his.

He collapses on top of me, his big body covering mine, his face buried in my neck. We’re both breathing heavily, our chests heaving, our bodies slick with sweat. After a few moments, he pushes himself up, his arms braced on the bench on either side of my head. He looks down at me, his dark eyes soft, a small smile playing on his lips. “Hi,” he says, his deep voice sending a little shiver down my spine.

“Hi,” I whisper back, my own lips curving into a shy smile.

He leans down and kisses me, a soft, tender kiss that’s so different from the desperate, hungry ones we shared earlier. This one is so full of affection that it makes my heart ache with a happiness so intense it’s almost painful.

I reach up and cup his cheek, my thumb stroking the rough stubble. “Thank you, Ryan,” I whisper.

“For what?” he asks, kissing the palm of my hand.

“For... everything,” I say, my cheeks flushing. “For taking care of me. For making me feel... wanted.”

“You are wanted, Natalie,” he says, his voice serious. “More than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.”

He eases out of me slowly, and I feel a sense of loss, an emptiness where he just was. But then he’s helping me to sit up, and the next thing I know, I’m being held tightly in his lap, my head resting on his shoulder. I’m still naked, but I don’t feel shy or embarrassed. Not with him. Not anymore.

“We should get cleaned up,” he says after a few moments of comfortable silence.

I nod, but I don’t move. I don’t want this moment to end. I don’t want to leave this bubble of happiness we’ve created in this empty locker room. In this space, there are no expectations, no pressures, no Olympics looming on the horizon. There’s just me and Ryan, and the way he makes me feel.

As if sensing my thoughts, he presses a kiss to the top of my head. “We don’t have to rush,” he says softly. “We have all the time in the world.”

I smile against his shoulder, feeling a warmth spread through my chest.

All the time in the world. I like the sound of that.


Epilogue
Ryan


Two years later:

The roar of the crowd is deafening. I stand in the shadows, away from the bright lights and flashing cameras, my hands shoved in my pockets, my entire being focused on the woman standing on the podium. My wife.

Natalie.

She’s wearing the gold medal around her neck, and it’s shining almost as brightly as her smile. She did it. She actually did it. She’s an Olympic champion.

A fierce, possessive pride swells in my chest, so potent it’s hard to breathe. This woman, this incredibly talented, beautiful woman, is mine. She worked so hard for this, and now she’s standing on top of the world, and I’ve never been prouder of anyone in my entire life.

I watch as she does interview after interview, her grace and humility shining through even in her moment of triumph. She’s gracious and kind, giving credit to her coaches, her teammates, her family. And then, finally, her eyes find mine in the crowd, and her smile widens, just for me.

My heart does that stupid little skip it always does when she looks at me like that. Two years, and I’m still completely gone for her. Still completely obsessed. I doubt that will ever change.

She gracefully extracts herself from the throng of reporters, making her way towards me, her medal bouncing against her chest with each step. As soon as she’s close enough, I pull her into my arms, burying my face in her hair.

“You did it, baby,” I murmur, my voice thick with emotion. “I’m so proud of you.”

“I did it,” she whispers, her arms wrapped tightly around my waist. “We did it.”

I pull back just enough to look at her, my hands cupping her face. “How do you want to celebrate?” I ask, a smile playing on my lips. “Anything you want. The world is your oyster.”

Her blue eyes, bright with happiness and something else I can’t quite name, lock on mine. “Now that I’ve achieved one goal,” she says, her voice serious, “it’s time to focus on the next one.”

I chuckle, my thumb stroking her cheek. “Slow down, champion. Let’s enjoy this for at least a little while. Maybe take a day off before you start planning world domination.”

But she doesn’t smile. She just shakes her head, her gaze unwavering. “I’m serious, Ryan.”

My smile fades, replaced by a frown of confusion. “Okay... What’s the next goal, then?”

She takes a deep breath, her chest rising with the effort. “I’ve come off my birth control.”

The air leaves my lungs in a rush. Every muscle in my body goes taut. I know what that means. What she’s implying.

“I’m fertile right now, Ryan,” she continues, her voice barely a whisper. “The next thing I want in life... is to be carrying your baby.”

Something primal, something feral, breaks loose inside me. For two years, I’ve dreamed of this. Dreamed of knocking her up, of claiming her in that most permanent way. Of seeing her body swell with our child. And now... now she’s telling me she’s unprotected. Fertile. Ready for me to breed her.

I don’t even think. I just react. My hand shoots out, grabbing hers. “We’re leaving. Now.”

I’m dragging her through the crowd, past her bewildered teammates and the reporters still calling her name. I don’t stop. I don’t slow down. I just keep moving, my single-minded focus on getting her out of here. To our car. To the hotel.

The drive is a blur of flashing lights and blaring horns. I’ve never driven so fast in my life, but the need to get inside her is a physical ache, a hunger that borders on pain. She’s sitting in the passenger seat, her medal still around her neck, her eyes dark with a desire that mirrors my own. She’s just as desperate as I am.

The moment we’re inside the hotel room, I’m on her. The door slams shut behind us, the sound echoing in the sudden silence. I back her up against the wall, my hands everywhere, my lips crashing down on hers in a desperate, hungry kiss.

She’s pulling at my clothes, her fingers fumbling with the buttons of my shirt. I help her, ripping it open, not caring when the buttons pop off and scatter across the floor. Her hands are on my chest, her touch like a brand, searing my skin.

“Ryan,” she gasps, her head falling back against the wall as my lips trail down her neck. “Please... I need you.”

“I know, baby,” I growl against her skin. “I need you too.”

My hands find the hem of her shirt, and I pull it over her head, tossing it aside. She’s not wearing a bra, and her breasts are full and heavy, the nipples already beaded with the sweet milk I’ve been craving.

I lower my head, capturing one in my mouth, groaning as the warm, sweet liquid fills my mouth. She tastes so good. So fucking good. I can feel her nails digging into my shoulders, her body arching against mine as I drink from her. I could do this all day, lose myself in the taste of her, but the primal need to be inside her, to breed her, is too strong.

I pull away, my hands going to the button of her jeans, undoing it with fumbling fingers. I push them down her legs, along with her panties, and she kicks them away, standing before me, completely naked, her medal gleaming between her breasts.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” I rasp, my gaze roaming over her body. “My Olympic champion. My wife.”

I guide her over to the bed, laying her down on the plush white comforter. I stand over her for a moment, just looking at her. My chest tightens with a love so fierce, so overwhelming, it’s almost painful.

Then I’m on her, my body covering hers, my lips claiming hers in a desperate, hungry kiss. She meets me with equal desperation, her hands tangling in my hair, pulling me closer. I unzip my own jeans without breaking the kiss, pushing them down my thighs until my dick springs free.

I can’t wait. I can’t. My cock is aching, throbbing with the need to be inside her, to fill her with my cum, to plant my seed deep inside her fertile womb.

I line myself up with her entrance, the head of my cock nudging against her wet folds. She’s so wet, so ready for me.

“Look at me, baby,” I command, my voice a low growl. “Look at me while I fuck a baby into you.”

Her eyes, dark with desire, lock on mine. “Yes,” she whispers, her legs wrapping around my waist, pulling me closer. “Please, Ryan. Give me a baby.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. I slam into her, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth, powerful thrust.

I don’t give her a chance to adjust. I can’t. The need is too strong. I start to fuck her, hard and fast, my hips pistoning against hers, the bed creaking beneath us with the force of my thrusts. I’m a man possessed, driven by a primal, instinctual need to breed her.

“Mine,” I growl against her neck, my teeth nipping at her skin. “You’re mine. And you’re going to carry my baby.”

“Yes,” she cries out, her back arching, her fingernails digging into my back. “I’m yours. Only yours.”

I lower my head, capturing one of her nipples in my mouth. I suck hard, her warm, sweet milk filling my mouth, and I groan against her breast. It’s still the most delicious thing I’ve ever tasted, a perfect blend of sweetness and life, and it fuels my desire, makes me fuck her harder.

I can feel her tightening around me, her body preparing for its release. I want her to come. I want her to come hard, her body clamping down on my cock, milking me, drawing my seed deep inside her.

I reach between us, my thumb finding her clit, rubbing tight circles over the sensitive nub.

“Come for me, baby,” I command, my voice rough with lust as I look down at her. “Come all over my cock. Let me feel you.”

“Ryan,” she gasps, her body tensing. “Oh, God, Ryan!”

And then she’s shattering beneath me, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. Her inner walls clamp down on me, so tight, so perfect, and it’s the final push I need.

With a loud groan, I bury myself deep inside her one last time. My cock pulses, jets of my hot cum flooding her fertile womb. The thought that my seed might take root, that I might have just knocked her up, makes the pleasure so intense it’s almost painful. It’s the most intense orgasm of my life, a complete and total body and soul-shattering release that leaves me breathless and shaking.

I collapse on top of her, my face buried in her hair, my body still trembling with aftershocks. I’m trying to catch my breath, my heart hammering against my ribs, my mind a complete blank.

After a few moments, I push myself up, my arms braced on the bed either side of her head. I look down at her, her face flushed, her lips swollen from my kisses, her eyes heavy with satisfaction. My Olympic champion. My wife. The mother of my future children.

“Fuck,” I groan, my head dropping to her shoulder. “That was... I don’t even have words.”

She wraps her arms around me, her fingers stroking my back. “It was incredible,” she whispers, her voice soft and sated.

I push myself up again, needing to see her face. “We’re not done,” I say, my voice a low growl. “I’m going to keep going until I’m sure. Until you’re carrying my baby.”

She smiles, a slow, satisfied smile that makes my dick twitch. “I’m counting on it.”

I lower my head, my lips finding hers in a soft, tender kiss. “You’re the most amazing woman I’ve ever met,” I whisper against her lips. “I’m so proud of you, Natalie. So fucking proud. And I can’t wait to have a family with you. To watch your belly swell with our child. To see you as a mother.”

Tears shimmer in her eyes, but she’s smiling, her face glowing with a happiness so pure it takes my breath away. “I love you,” she whispers, her voice full of emotion.

“I love you too,” I say, before capturing her lips in another kiss. “More than you’ll ever know.”

I can’t believe this amazing woman is mine, and that soon, she’ll be the mother of my child. Life doesn’t get any better than this.

***
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