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Chapter One
Brennan


The late-night silence of the rest stop is something I usually savor. Just the distant hum of the highway and the occasional breeze rustling through the trees surrounding the parking lot. My rig is parked at the far end of the lot, away from the few other travelers who have stopped for the night. Inside the sleeper cab, the space is dim and warm, exactly how I like it.

I’m nursing a cup of coffee and finishing a chapter of a well-worn paperback. The words blur slightly after a fourteen-hour drive. I’ve hit my legal limit for the day, and this isolated spot in rural nowhere is as good a place as any to crash for the night.

Then I hear it. Raised male voices, slurring and loud, cutting through the quiet.

I ignore it at first. Rest stops are magnets for idiots. But then another sound slices through the night... a woman’s voice. It’s soft and hesitant, trying to maintain a polite tone while obviously distressed.

My instincts sharpen instantly. I close my book, set it aside, and swing my legs over the edge of the bunk.

I climb down from the cab, the chill night air hitting my face at the same time my boots hit the asphalt. The voices are coming from near the vending machines, close to the rest stop building. Four men, drunk and stumbling, are crowding around a young woman. Her back is to me, so I can’t see her face yet, but her posture is tight with tension. One of them leans in too close, and another blocks her path.

“Come on, sweetheart, we’re just trying to be friendly,” one of them says.

“I’m sorry, I’m just waiting for someone,” she replies, her voice trembling slightly despite her attempt to sound firm. “My boyfriend is supposed to meet me here.”

The men laugh, and it’s an ugly, mocking sound. “Sure he is,” another one chimes in. “We know what girls like you get up to with men at deserted rest stops late at night.”

I’m moving before I fully register it. My stride eats up the distance between us. She’s trying to bluff her way out, trying to be polite, but I can hear the fear threaded through every word. She’s alone, stranded, and these predators know it. My hands curl into fists at my sides.

“There you are, babygirl. I was waiting for you, but I must have fallen asleep.”

My voice is calm and steady, cutting through their drunken slurring like a knife.

She spins around, her eyes wide with shock and fear. And that’s when I see her face.

Something inside me, something I didn’t even know was there, slams into place. Hard. She’s beautiful. So goddamn beautiful that she takes my breath away. Soft, blonde waves framing a face that’s pale with exhaustion, big blue eyes wide with a mix of fear and confusion, and lips that are slightly parted. A fierce, possessive heat floods my veins, so sudden and intense it almost staggers me. She’s mine.

I have no idea how I know that with such certainty. I just do.

Her gaze darts from my face to the men behind her, then back to me. A flicker of understanding crosses her features. She’s smart. She knows I’m helping her.

“Oh! I… I’m so sorry, I didn’t see your truck,” she stammers, playing along beautifully.

I close the distance between us and wrap an arm around her shoulders, pulling her flush against my side. Her body is trembling so hard I can feel it through my jacket. I force myself to remain calm, to project an air of lazy indifference I’m far from feeling. “New rig. Figured it was time for an upgrade.”

She slips her arm around my waist, her fingers curling into the fabric of my shirt. Her touch is tentative, hesitant, but it sends a jolt straight through me. She fits against me perfectly, like she was made to be there.

The drunk who’d been leaning in before, a greasy-looking guy with a stained shirt, sneers. “She doesn’t look like your type, buddy.”

Another one, taller and lankier with a mean set to his jaw, puffs out his chest. “Yeah, what’s a big fella like you doing with a little thing like her? You paying for her company?”

My jaw tightens, but my voice stays level. “You’ve got about five seconds to get back in your car and drive away before I start breaking things. Starting with your teeth.”

I subtly shift my body, positioning myself completely between her and them.

The men exchange nervous glances. They’re drunk and stupid, but they’re not blind. They can see I’m not a man to be trifled with. My time in the military didn’t just teach me how to fight; it taught me how to project the very real threat of violence without even having to raise my voice.

“Freaking asshole,” one of them mutters, but he’s already backing away.

“Not worth it,” another adds, grabbing his friend’s arm and pulling him toward a pickup truck.

They continue their retreat, throwing insults over their shoulders. I don’t move until I hear the engine turn over and see their taillights disappear down the on-ramp. Only then do I allow my body to relax, just fractionally.

I turn my full attention to the woman now. Up close, the exhaustion on her face is even more apparent. Dark circles under those beautiful blue eyes, her skin pale, her hair slightly messy from the stress. She looks so fragile it makes my chest ache.

“I’m so, so sorry,” she says, her voice still shaky. “I didn’t mean to cause any trouble. My car… it broke down. And my phone is dead, so I couldn’t call anyone. I’ve just been sitting here trying to figure out what to do.”

Her gaze drops to the ground, as if she’s embarrassed. “Thank you for… for what you did. You didn’t have to do that.”

“Don’t mention it,” I say, my voice softer now. “Are you really meeting a boyfriend here?”

She shakes her head, a flush creeping up her neck. “No. There’s no one. I was just… I was scared.”

Something inside me goes absolutely feral at that. At the thought of her out here alone, vulnerable, with no one coming for her. That she could have been… No. I can’t even let my mind go there. A wave of possessiveness so strong it makes me feel lightheaded washes over me.

Mine.

I reach into my pocket and pull out my phone, unlocking it before I hand it to her. “Here you go. You can use this to call a relative or a friend, or whoever might be able to help you.”

My thumb brushes against her fingers when I give it to her, and her breath hitches, her eyes flying up to meet mine. The contact is electric, and I have to force myself not to pull her back against my body and never let go.

“Oh, I… thank you,” she stammers, her gaze dropping back to the phone. She types in a number and hits the call button, holding the phone to her ear. Her expression crumbles after a few seconds. “Voicemail,” she whispers, looking even more lost than before. She tries another number. Same result. “They must all be asleep.” She hands my phone back to me, her shoulders slumping in defeat. “I’m so sorry to bother you.”

“Bother me? You’re not bothering me,” I say, my voice firm. “Look, you can sleep in my truck. I’ll take the driver’s seat for the night. And then in the morning, I’ll take you where you need to go. I would do it now, but I’ve already reached my limit for driving today. I’m Brennan, by the way.” I hold out my hand, needing an excuse to touch her again.

“Grace,” she says, her small hand disappearing into mine. Her skin is so soft it’s almost unreal. “But I can’t ask you to put yourself out like that. I’ll be fine sleeping in my car.”

“No,” I say, the word coming out sharper than I intend. I immediately soften my tone. “No. It’s going to get down near freezing tonight. You’ll be safer in here, and warmer. I insist.” My tone leaves no room for argument. I am not leaving her out here alone. Period.

She hesitates, her teeth worrying her bottom lip. “Are… are you sure?”

“Positive,” I say, and my gaze sweeps over her again. God, she’s so fucking beautiful. I want to wrap her in a blanket and feed her soup and then fuck her until she can’t walk straight. My dick pulses inside my jeans at the thought, even though I know she’s far too young for me. I’m almost 40, and I’ll be surprised if she’s more than half my age. But now the image of her on her back with her legs spread wide for me is in my head, there’s nothing I can do to get rid of it.

God, I need to get a grip on myself. I want to help her, not scare her away because I can’t act any better than those drunks who were cornering her.

“Okay,” she finally agrees, her voice barely a whisper. “Thank you, Brennan.”

“This way,” I say, and I lead her back to my rig, my hand resting possessively on the small of her back. Her warmth seeps through the thin fabric of her dress, and it takes every ounce of self-control I have not to pull her closer so I can feel her body flush against mine.

I open the passenger door and gesture for her to climb in. “Watch your step.”

She places a hand on the running board to hoist herself up, and I move to help her, my hands instinctively going to her waist. My fingers close around her, and she stills for a fraction of a second, her breath catching in her throat. Her body tenses under my touch, but then she relaxes, just a little, and lets me lift her inside. A wave of something fierce and primal washes over me. She fits perfectly in my hands. Like she was made for me.

And I’m almost certain she was.


Chapter Two
Grace


The first thing I notice when I slide into the passenger seat of Brennan’s truck is the warmth. Outside, the night air is cool, but inside the cab, it’s cozy, almost like a small apartment on wheels. The second thing I notice is the smell. A clean, masculine scent of coffee, cedar, and something like fresh laundry detergent. It’s the kind of smell that makes you feel safe, like you’re wrapped in a warm blanket.

I’m still shaking a little, but it’s not from the cold. It’s from the adrenaline, from the close call with those men, and from... him. Brennan. He climbs in after me, his large frame somehow fitting into the driver’s seat, and the truck seems to shrink around us. He’s so big. So intimidating, with his broad shoulders, tattooed arms, and that intense way he looks at me. But I don’t feel intimidated. I feel... protected. Which is crazy. I’ve known this man for all of ten minutes, and I should be terrified, but instead, I feel safer than I have in my entire life.

“Alright,” he says, and his voice is low and gruff, sending an unexpected heat rushing between my legs. “Let’s get you settled in the back.”

He opens a small door between the seats and gestures for me to go through. I hesitate for a moment. “Really, I don’t want to be an inconvenience. I can just sleep in the passenger seat.”

He fixes me with a look that makes my stomach flutter. “You’re not an inconvenience. And you’ll be more comfortable back there.”

I don’t argue. I just nod and crawl through the opening into the sleeper cab. And my breath catches in my throat.

It’s... beautiful. Not in a fancy way, but in a comfortable, lived-in way. There’s a narrow bed made up with clean gray blankets and pillows that look plump and inviting. A small reading light is clipped to the wall above the bed, casting a soft, warm glow over everything. There’s a little shelf with a few books, and on the opposite wall, there’s a small kitchen area with a mini-fridge, a microwave, and a tiny sink. Everything is neat and organized, clean and orderly. This is clearly his space, and it feels like being invited into someone’s inner sanctum.

Brennan follows me in, and he fills it completely. I can feel the warmth radiating from his body, and I’m so acutely aware of him I can barely breathe.

“Have you eaten?” he asks.

“Um... a granola bar. A few hours ago.” I tuck a strand of hair behind my ear, feeling flustered. “But I’m fine. Really.”

He grumbles something under his breath, a low, disapproving sound that makes my stomach flutter. “You’re not fine. You need to eat, Grace.” He turns to the mini-fridge and pulls out a carton of soup. “Sit,” he commands, gesturing to the bed.

I sink down onto the edge of the mattress, my hands twisting in my lap. I watch him move around the small space, and I’m mesmerized. He’s so big and powerful, yet his movements are sure and precise. He doesn’t bump into anything or knock anything over. He opens a cabinet and takes out a small pot, then pours the soup inside and places it on what looks like a hot plate built into the counter.

While the soup heats, he opens a different cabinet and pulls out a box of crackers, a bag of chips, and a bottle of water. He places them on the small bed beside me. “Here.”

“Oh, you don’t have to...” I start to say, but he cuts me off with a look.

The heat that had started between my thighs seems to be spreading now, consuming my entire body. I’ve never felt anything like this before. My thoughts are racing, and they’re not... appropriate. I’m thinking about what it would feel like to have those rough hands on my bare skin, to have that deep, gruff voice whispering my name, to have him press me down onto this very bed and...

I flush, heat creeping up my neck and face. I force the thoughts away, horrified with myself. I don’t even know this man, and I’m having... thoughts. Thoughts that I’ve never had about anyone. Thoughts that would have me labeled as a sinner if anyone ever found out.

“So what were you doing out so late?” Brennan asks, pulling me from my scandalous thoughts.

“I was visiting someone,” I say, my voice soft. “An elderly woman from my dad’s church. Mrs. Henderson. She just got out of the hospital, and her kids live out of state. I was just... keeping her company. And helping with some things around the house.” I shrug, feeling a little embarrassed. “I guess I lost track of time.”

He watches me, his expression unreadable. “That was kind of you.”

“I just... I hate the thought of her being all alone,” I say. “Especially when she’s not feeling well.”

“You’re a good person, Grace,” he says, and the simple statement makes my chest feel tight.

“What about you?” I ask, changing the subject. “Are you on a long haul?”

“Yeah,” he says. “Always. I’m usually on the road for weeks at a time.”

“Doesn’t that get... lonely?”

He’s quiet for a moment, and I think he’s not going to answer. Then he says, “I like the quiet. I spent twelve years in the Marines. After that, the quiet is... nice.”

The soup starts to bubble on the hot plate, and he turns to stir it. “I like being alone,” he continues, his back to me. “Mostly.”

The way he says “mostly” makes my heart beat a little faster. I don’t ask him what he means. I don’t think I need to.

He pours the soup into a bowl and hands it to me along with a spoon. “Careful, it’s hot.”

“Thank you,” I whisper, my fingers brushing against his. There’s another jolt of electricity, another wave of heat.

I take a sip of the soup. It’s just chicken noodle, but it’s the best thing I’ve ever tasted. The warmth spreads through me, chasing away the last of the chill and the fear. I eat quickly, suddenly realizing how hungry I am.

Brennan watches me, his gaze intense. “Don’t inhale it,” he says, a hint of amusement in his gruff voice. “There’s more if you want it.”

I slow down, embarrassed. “Sorry. I was hungrier than I thought.”

“You need to take better care of yourself, Grace,” he says, and the scolding tone should feel condescending, but it doesn’t. It feels... caring. Like he’s genuinely concerned about me. And that feeling, that concern from this big, strong stranger, is doing things to me. Things I don’t understand.

As I eat, an uncomfortable pressure starts to build in my chest. At first, I try to ignore it, but it gets stronger, a dull ache that reminds me of how long it’s been. Too long. I mentally calculate. I pumped this morning before I left. That was... fourteen hours ago. I never go this long. Never.

But I left my pump at home. I didn’t bring it because this was supposed to be a quick trip. A few hours, tops. I never imagined I’d be stranded overnight.

Sometimes I wish I’d never started taking those herbal supplements six months ago. They were supposed to help with the painful periods I was experiencing, and to be fair, they have helped a lot with that. But it’s left me with this very inconvenient side effect instead.

I just need to get through one night, that’s all. I’ll be home tomorrow, and I can deal with it then. I push the thought away and focus on the soup, on the warmth of the small space, on the man watching me with those intense, dark eyes.

“You done?” he asks, taking the empty bowl from me.

I nod, my stomach full for the first time all day. “Thank you. That was really good.”

“It was soup, Grace,” he says, but there’s a smile in his voice. “You need to lie down. You look exhausted.”

I want to protest, but he’s right. I am exhausted, and the thought of curling up in sheets that smell like him is too tempting to resist.

“Okay,” I agree softly.

He nods and starts to straighten up the small space, putting the soup bowl back in the sink and wiping down the counter. He’s so efficient, so sure of himself, and it’s mesmerizing to watch. I can’t tear my eyes away from him, from the way his muscles move under the thin fabric of his shirt, from the way the tattoos on his arms shift and stretch.

He turns and catches me staring, and I blush, quickly looking away.

“Goodnight, Grace,” he says, his voice soft.

“Goodnight, Brennan.”

He climbs back through the opening into the driver’s seat, and I can hear him settling in. I kick off my shoes, then slide under the blankets, the soft material wrapping around me. The sheets are cool against my skin, but the mattress is warm, and the pillow smells like him. I bury my face in it and inhale deeply.

God, it smells so good. And the scent brings both comfort and another rush of that strange, intense heat between my legs. I squeeze my thighs together, trying to make the sensation go away, but it only gets worse. My body is humming with a desire that is both foreign and terrifying. I’ve never felt this way about anyone. I’ve never even had a real kiss before, even though I’m twenty-one. A pastor’s daughter in a small southern town... well, there’s not much opportunity for that kind of thing. And even if there was, I never felt the pull. Not like this.

Never like this.

And I haven’t got a clue what I’m supposed to do with all these new feelings I’m experiencing.


Chapter Three
Brennan


The sun is just starting to rise when I finally give up on sleep. I tried. I really did. I closed my eyes and tried to quiet my mind, but it was useless. All I could think about was her.

I glance over at the sleeper cab. The door is still slightly ajar, and I can see her tangled in the blankets on my bed. She looks so small and fragile, her blonde hair spread out across my pillow, her lips parted slightly in sleep. The sight of her, safe and warm in my space, is enough to make my chest ache with a feeling so intense it’s almost painful.

I didn’t sleep at all. Just watched the moon move across the sky and listened to her soft, even breaths. Every once in a while, she’d make a small sound in her sleep - a little sigh or a soft whimper - and my whole body would go rigid with the need to go to her, to do things to her that would have her making those little noises for an entirely different reason.

I’ve never felt this way about anyone. Not ever. I spent twelve years in the Marines, and I saw some of the worst things humanity has to offer. I’ve seen death up close and personal, and it makes you hard. It makes you wary. It makes you keep people at a distance. I’ve had women in my life, sure, but it was always physical, always temporary. I never wanted more. I never even knew I was missing it.

Until now.

The way she looks when she’s curled up in my bed... it’s not just about wanting to fuck her, though God, I do. I want to bury myself inside her so deep that I forget my own name. I want to mark her, claim her, breed her until she’s so full of me it’s all she can think about. I want to taste her, to feel her come apart on my tongue, to hear her scream my name when she’s writhing beneath me.

But it’s more than that. It’s this overwhelming, all-consuming need to protect her, to care for her, to make sure she never wants for anything for the rest of her life. She’s so... good. So pure. She spends her life taking care of other people, and I’m willing to bet my rig no one’s ever taken care of her. Not really.

And I want to be the one who does. I want to be the one who gets to see that look of contentment on her face every single day for the rest of my life. I want to be the one who gets to hold her when she’s sad and make her laugh when she’s happy. I want to be her everything.

Mine.

This sweet, beautiful, innocent angel... she’s mine. I knew it the second I saw her face. There is no other possibility.

She starts to stir, her limbs shifting restlessly under the blankets. A little furrow forms between her brows, and she lets out a soft sigh. Then her eyes flutter open, and for a moment, she looks confused, her gaze sweeping over the unfamiliar space. Then memory returns, and she pushes herself up onto her elbows, her blonde hair tumbling around her shoulders.

I see it before she does, when the blankets fall down to her waist. She’s still wearing the dress from yesterday. The fabric of the bodice is dark, damp, and clinging to her skin. Shocked, I can’t help but stare, wondering why she would be wet there. But even through the confusion, my dick is suddenly hard as a rock, my mind filled with images of her tits, full and heavy with milk, waiting for my hungry mouth.

I see her gaze drop, following mine. And I watch her face as the realization of what has happened hits her.

Her cheeks flush a deep, mortified red. She looks horrified. Her hands fly to her chest, trying to cover the dark stains, and her whole body tenses with embarrassment.

“Oh my God,” she whispers, her voice choked. “I... I’m so sorry.”

She tries to scramble into a sitting position, but the movement makes her wince, her face pinching with a sudden, sharp pain.

“Grace,” I say, my voice low and calm. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

“I... I’m fine,” she insists, but her voice is strained. “It’s just... I’m...” She takes a shaky breath. “I didn’t mean to... leak on your sheets. I’m so, so sorry.”

I can see she’s in pain now, her arms wrapped around herself as if she’s trying to hold herself together. The sight of her so distressed makes my chest ache. “Forget the sheets,” I say. “You’re hurting. Tell me what’s wrong.”

“My... my breasts,” she whispers, her cheeks flushing even redder. “They’re... full. It hurts. I usually... I have a pump, but I left it at home. I wasn’t supposed to be out all night.”

She looks so embarrassed, so mortified, that it makes me want to wrap her in my arms and tell her everything is going to be okay. But I’m a man who solves problems, not just soothes them. And right now, I see a problem, and I see a solution.

“I can help you,” I say, my voice rough with desire.

She looks at me, her eyes wide with confusion. “How? You can’t... you don’t have a pump.”

A slow smile spreads across my face. “I don’t need one, babygirl.”

I move toward the bed, my movements slow and deliberate, giving her plenty of time to tell me to stop. She doesn’t. She just watches me, her breath hitching in her throat, a mix of fear and curiosity in her eyes.

I kneel on the floor beside the bed, my gaze locked on hers. I reach out and my fingers brush against the damp fabric of her dress. She flinches, but she doesn’t pull away.

“I... I don’t understand,” she whispers.

“I think you do,” I say, my voice gruff. “Just let me take care of you, Grace. Let me help you.”

I wait for her permission, for a sign that she wants this as much as I do. She gives me a small nod, and that’s all the encouragement I need.

My fingers hook into the hem of her dress, and I slowly pull it up over her hips, her stomach, her chest. She raises her arms, letting me pull the dress over her head and toss it aside. She’s left in just a simple pair of white cotton panties, and my breath catches in my throat at the sight of her.

Her breasts are perfect. Full and heavy, the nipples already beaded and begging for my attention. I can see droplets of milk glistening on her skin, and my mouth waters.

“Fuck, Grace,” I groan. “You’re so beautiful.”

She blushes, her cheeks flushing a deep red. “No one’s ever... seen me like this before,” she whispers, her voice full of vulnerability.

My heart clenches in my chest. A virgin. Of course she is. This innocent, sweet angel, all mine. I will be her everything. Her first. Her last. Her only.

I lean in closer, my gaze locked on hers, giving her one last chance to push me away. “Tell me if you want me to stop, babygirl. Just say the word.”

She doesn’t. She just looks at me with those wide, trusting blue eyes.

I lower my head and take one of her nipples into my mouth. The first taste of her is heaven. Sweet and warm, and it goes straight to my head, making me dizzy with need. I suckle gently at first, until a stream of warm milk fills my mouth. I swallow, my eyes rolling back in my head at the taste. It’s fucking intoxicating.

Grace gasps, her back arching. “Brennan...” she moans, her fingers tangling in my hair.

Her response is everything I needed it to be. I suck harder, my hand coming up to cup the weight of her other breast. I can feel how full it is, how much she needs this. How much she needs me to take care of her.

I lavish attention on her, my tongue pressed against her soft flesh as I drink from her. I take my time, savoring every single drop, every single one of her soft, breathy moans. This is more than just relief for her. This is intimacy. This is connection. This is... everything. With each mouthful, I become greedier, taking everything she has to give, my body humming with a satisfaction that I’ve never known before.

When the flow slows, I move to her other breast, giving it the same attention, the same reverence. I can feel the tension leaving her body, replaced by a new kind of tension, one that is hotter, more urgent.

She starts to move, her hips shifting restlessly against the bed. I don’t need to touch her to know she’s getting wet. My dick is so hard it’s fucking painful, straining against the zipper of my jeans, desperate to be inside her. I just know my sweet angel will be so fucking tight. Her wet little pussy will squeeze me just right.

But I’m not a selfish bastard. She’s a virgin. I can’t just take what I want. I need to be careful. I need to make sure she’s ready. But that doesn’t mean I can’t still make her feel good.

I lift her easily, settling her on my lap as I sit on the edge of the bed. Her legs wrap around my waist, and she’s straddling me, her core pressed directly against my straining erection. She lets out a whimper as I continue to drink from her, her body instinctively seeking more friction, more pressure.

She starts to move, her hips rocking against me in a rhythm that’s both innocent and so fucking sexy it makes me want to howl. She’s grinding herself against my cock, her panties soaked through with her arousal, and I can feel the heat of her even through my jeans. Her movements become more urgent, more desperate, her breath coming in ragged little pants. She’s so turned on that she’s not thinking, just reacting. She’s chasing her release, and she’s using my body to get there.

“Jesus, Grace,” I groan against her skin. “You’re going to be the death of me.”

She doesn’t answer, just moans and rocks her hips faster, her movements becoming more erratic. I can feel how close she is, her body trembling with the force of her building orgasm. The sight of her, this innocent angel who’s never been touched, riding my lap with abandon as she chases her pleasure... it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen. And it’s a fucking miracle I haven’t shot my load in my pants yet.

I can’t take it anymore. I need to feel her, to touch her where she needs me most. I slide a hand between her thighs, my fingers tracing the soaked fabric of her panties. She gasps, her body jerking at the contact, her hips pushing forward, silently begging for more.

I press my fingers against her clit through the cotton, and she cries out, her head falling back. I start to rub her slowly, my fingertips moving in a circle over the sensitive bundle of nerves. Her moans become louder, her breathing more ragged.

“Brennan... please... don’t stop,” she whimpers, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

I have no intention of stopping. I increase the pressure, my movements growing faster, harder, matching the rhythm of her hips. I can feel her clit swelling under my touch, and I know she’s right there, balanced on the precipice.

I pull back from her breast as I push her panties to one side. Her milk might be the sweetest fucking thing I’ve ever tasted, but right now, I need to watch her face as she falls apart for me. My fingers graze her slick folds, and she’s so fucking wet. So ready for me. I slide one finger inside her, and she tightens around me, her muscles clamping down like a vise. She’s so fucking tight. I groan at the thought of what she’s going to feel like wrapped around my cock.

I add a second finger, stretching her, preparing her. Her walls flutter around me, and I can feel the rhythmic pulses that tell me she’s so close. With my thumb on her clit, I pump my fingers in and out of her, my gaze locked on her face. Her eyes are squeezed shut, her lips parted, her breath coming in ragged little pants.

Holy shit. I could spend the rest of my life making her come over and over, and I’d still never be able to get enough of the beautiful, wanton expression on her face.

“Brennan... Brennan... I... I...” she stammers, her body trembling.

“That’s it, babygirl,” I rasp against her lips. “Let go for me. Be a good girl and come all over my fingers.”

With a sharp cry, her back arches, and she shatters, her body convulsing with the force of her orgasm. I feel her clamp down on my fingers, and I groan as a gush of her arousal coats my hand, the musky scent filling the small space. I keep pumping my fingers in and out of her, drawing out her pleasure, until she collapses against my chest, her body limp and trembling.

I slide my fingers from her core and wrap my arms around her, holding her trembling body against my chest. I press a soft kiss to her forehead, my mind already racing. I need to keep her. Forever.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice soft. I can feel her heart hammering against my chest, her breath still coming in ragged little pants.

She nods, her face buried in my neck. “Yeah,” she whispers, her voice husky. “That was... I’ve never... I didn’t know...”

“I know, babygirl,” I say, my chest swelling with pride. “I’m the only one who will ever make you feel like this.”

She lets out a contented sigh and nods her head again, her hair tickling my chin. “Okay.”

That one word, so soft and trusting, is all I need to hear. This angel is mine. And I am never, ever letting her go.


Chapter Four
Grace


The silence in the cab of the truck is heavy, punctuated only by the steady thrum of the engine beneath us. A couple of hours have passed since we left the rest stop, and the sun is climbing higher in the sky. I’m wearing one of Brennan’s oversized plaid shirts over my dress, the fabric smelling like him, and it’s a scent that is quickly becoming my favorite thing in the world. The shirt is big enough to hide the damp stains on my dress, which is a small mercy that I’m deeply grateful for.

Brennan had been a whirlwind of quiet efficiency before we left. He called a tow truck to pick up my car and have it delivered to my house. He called in sick with the trucking company he works for, telling them something about a family emergency so he could spend the day making sure I got home safely. He’d even made me breakfast - scrambled eggs and toast cooked on a little hot plate in the cab of the truck - before he’d helped me into the passenger seat and settled me in with a bottle of water and a blanket.

He takes care of me, and the thought creates a warm, fuzzy feeling in my chest. No one’s ever taken care of me like this before. I’ve always been the one taking care of everyone else.

I’m lost in my thoughts, watching the familiar scenery of my small town start to flash by, when a knot of anxiety begins to tighten in my stomach. My father. I’m going to have to introduce Brennan to my father. I’ve always been the good little pastor’s daughter, the one who never dated, the one who never caused a single moment of trouble. I might be an adult now, but I have absolutely no idea how he’s going to react to the news that I’ve met someone. A someone who is older, covered in tattoos, and a stranger he’s never met.

But then a colder, more terrifying thought settles in my stomach. Brennan and I... we haven’t actually talked about what happens next. For all I know, he’s just being a kind person, doing a good deed. He might just be dropping me off, and then he’ll be on his way, and I’ll never see him again.

The thought hits me like a punch to the gut. My heart drops, and the air gets stuck in my throat. I can’t... I can’t let that happen. I want a future with him. I want more mornings with him. I want more... everything with him.

I open my mouth to ask him what is happening between us, to ask if he feels the same way about me as I do about him. But before the words can form, he reaches over and places his big, warm hand on my thigh. The weight of it, the heat of it seeping through my skirt, feels so good that the words die in my throat. I don’t want to ruin this. I don’t want to hear him say it was all just a mistake. I’m so scared of his rejection that I’d rather live with this uncertainty than risk him saying goodbye.

I place my hand over his, my fingers tracing the rough skin of his knuckles. He squeezes my thigh gently, a silent reassurance that eases some of the anxiety in my chest. We don’t speak, but we don’t need to. This is enough. For now.

Before I know it, we’re turning onto my street. My little two-bedroom house sits at the end of the cul-de-sac, a small white picket fence surrounding the neatly manicured lawn that my father is so proud of. It’s just been Dad and me living here ever since my mom passed away shortly after my birth. My whole life is in that little house, and as Brennan pulls the big truck to a stop in front of it, a new wave of nerves washes over me.

This is it. The moment when I find out if Brennan really is just dropping me off, or if he wants more than just this one night.

The engine shuts off, and the sudden silence feels heavy. Brennan climbs out of the truck, and I follow, my legs feeling a little unsteady as my feet hit the pavement. I’m smoothing down the front of the plaid shirt when the front door of the house flies open.

My father rushes out, a look of pure panic on his face. His hair is disheveled, and he’s still in his pajamas, even though it’s almost noon. “Grace! Oh, thank God! I was so worried. I’ve been trying to call you all morning, but your phone went straight to voicemail. I was about to call the police.”

He rushes to my side, his hands grabbing my arms as he looks me over for any signs of injury. “I’m okay, Dad,” I say, my voice soft. “I’m fine. My phone died.”

“Where have you been?” he asks, his eyes wide with worry. Then he seems to notice Brennan for the first time, and the relief on his face vanishes, replaced by a look of cold disdain. He gives Brennan a quick, dismissive once-over, taking in the tattoos, the muscular frame, the tired, rugged look about him. His eyes narrow. “Who is this?”

“Dad, this is Brennan,” I say quickly, trying to smooth things over. “My car broke down last night, and he... he helped me.”

I explain everything as quickly as I can, my words tumbling out in a rush. “I was on my way home from Mrs. Henderson’s, and the engine of my car just died. My phone was dead, so I couldn’t call anyone, and I was stranded. Some... some men tried to corner me at the rest stop, but Brennan saw what was happening and he... he stopped them. He let me sleep in his truck so I would be safe.”

My father listens, his expression unreadable, but I can see the tension in his jaw. When I’m finished, he turns to Brennan and gives him a stiff, formal nod. “Thank you for your... assistance,” he says, the words sounding like they’re being forced out of him. “I will take care of Grace now. You are free to go.”

The finality in his voice makes my heart drop. He’s dismissing Brennan. Like he’s just a delivery person who’s finished a job.

I see a flicker of hurt in Brennan’s dark eyes. It’s there and gone so quickly I might have imagined it, but it’s enough to send a jolt of panic through me. He takes a small step back, his hands slipping into his pockets, and in that moment, I know he’s going to leave. He’s going to get in his truck and drive away, and I’ll probably never see him again.

No, I can’t let that happen.

I move before I even think, my feet carrying me across the small distance between us. I grab his arm, my fingers wrapping around the hard muscle. “No,” I say, my voice shaking. “Please don’t go.”

Brennan looks down at me, surprise warring with the hurt in his eyes. “Grace, it’s okay. Your dad’s right. You’re home safe now.”

“I don’t care,” I say, my grip tightening on his arm. “I... I want you to stay. Please.” I swallow past the lump in my throat, forcing myself to meet his gaze. “I know this sounds crazy, and we’ve only known each other for less than a day, but... you mean something to me already.” The words spill out of me in a rush, a desperate plea from a place deep inside me I didn’t even know existed. “Please don’t go yet.”

A slow smile spreads across Brennan’s face, and he opens his mouth to speak, but my father’s voice cuts him off before he can say a word.

“Grace, that’s enough,” Dad says, his tone sharp and condescending. “You’ve been through a traumatic experience. It’s just a crush, a case of misplaced gratitude. This man obviously has other places to be. Let him go.”

I’m about to argue, to tell my father he’s wrong, that this is more than a crush, when Brennan moves.

He wraps a strong arm around my shoulders, pulling me flush against his side. The move is both possessive and protective, and it sends a thrill through me. He turns to face my father, and I’ve never seen him look so imposing. He’s not angry, but there’s a steely resolve in his dark eyes that makes even me hold my breath.

“Actually, sir,” Brennan says, his voice low and calm despite the situation. “There’s no other place in the world I’d rather be.”

My jaw drops. I stare up at him, my heart pounding so hard I can feel it in my throat. Did he really just say that?

Brennan’s gaze softens as he looks down at me, and a small smile touches his lips. He then turns back to my father, who looks utterly shocked. “The moment I saw your daughter, I knew,” Brennan continues, his voice full of conviction. “I’m already crazy about her. I want a future with her. And I want nothing more than to spend the rest of my life protecting her, caring for her, and loving her.”

A gasp escapes my lips, and I throw myself into his arms. I’m so full of happiness I feel like I might burst. He likes me too! He wants a future with me! All the anxiety that has been churning in my stomach since we left the rest stop vanishes, replaced by a feeling of joy. I bury my face in his chest, breathing in his scent, and I can feel the steady, strong beat of his heart against my cheek. I never want to let him go.

He wraps his arms around me, holding me tight against him. One of his hands comes up to cup the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair. “I’ve got you, babygirl,” he murmurs into my hair. “I’m not going anywhere.”

I can hear my father clear his throat, and I reluctantly pull back to look at him. He’s still standing there, looking completely dumbfounded. He looks from Brennan to me and back again, as if he can’t quite process what’s happening.

“Dad?” I say, my voice soft.

He shakes his head, as if to clear it. “I... I see,” he says, though he sounds far from convinced. “Well, Grace is a grown woman. She can make her own choices.” He pauses, then seems to collect himself, slipping back into his role as the pastor and host. “It’s... almost lunchtime. Why don’t you both come inside? You must be hungry.”

Brennan doesn’t even hesitate. “I’d like that, sir. Thank you.”

My father gives another stiff nod, then turns and walks back into the house, leaving the front door open behind him.

Brennan takes my hand in his, giving it a gentle squeeze. “You okay, babygirl?”

I look up at him, my heart swelling with so much happiness it feels like it might burst right out of my chest. “Better than okay,” I whisper, a wide grin spreading across my face.

He smiles back, and the warmth in his dark eyes takes my breath away. “Good.”

He keeps my hand in his as we follow my father into the house, and I can’t help but wonder how my life could change so much for the better in just twenty-four hours.


Chapter Five
Grace


The house is quiet, and I’ve been in bed for over an hour, but sleep is a million miles away. I just keep tossing and turning, replaying every single moment of the day over and over in my mind.

After that tense introduction, the day with Brennan and my dad had... gone well. Surprisingly well, actually. My dad had been quiet and reserved at lunch, but Brennan, with his calm and steady presence, had slowly won him over. He’d talked about his life, about the Marines, about being a truck driver. He’d been respectful, and he’d answered all of my dad’s questions with a kind of honesty that seemed to earn him a grudging sort of approval.

Then Brennan had stayed. He’d spent the entire afternoon with us, just sitting in the living room and talking. And when the evening came, he’d eaten the dinner I’d cooked for them both. He’d looked so big sitting at our small kitchen table, but he’d also looked... right. Like he belonged there.

The house has no spare rooms. So Brennan is sleeping in his truck. He’s parked right outside, just a few feet from my window. He’s so close, and yet it feels like he’s a world away. The thought that he’s going to have to get back on the road tomorrow makes a lump form in my throat, even though he promised to call me every day and to come back to me as soon as he could. But I might not see him for days. Maybe weeks.

My body aches for him. My skin tingles with the memory of his hands on me, and my breasts feel heavy again. I couldn’t bring myself to use the pump this evening. Not after finding out how much better it feels when Brennan relieves the pressure with his mouth. The thought alone sends a tingling warmth straight down to my core, creating a needy ache between my thighs. I want him. I want his hands on my body, I want his mouth on my breasts, and I want to be close to him. I want to make the most of this one night that we have before he has to go back on the road, because then maybe it won’t feel so hard to be separated from him for a while.

I throw back the covers and slip out of bed, the floorboards creaking slightly beneath my bare feet. I wince at the sound, but the house remains silent and still. I’m only wearing a satin nightdress and a pair of cotton panties, and the cool night air raises goosebumps on my skin as I tiptoe out of my room and down the hall. I’m so nervous that my heart is pounding against my ribs. I don’t know what he’ll think about me showing up at his truck in the middle of the night. What if he’s asleep? What if he thinks I’m being too forward? What if... what if he doesn’t want me to come to him?

But I push those thoughts aside and quietly let myself out the back door, the soft click of the latch echoing in the quiet night. The moon is full and bright, casting a silvery glow over everything. The grass is cool and damp beneath my feet as I creep across the lawn towards the big truck. As I get closer, I can see the dim glow of a small light on in the sleeper cab. He’s awake.

My heart skips a beat. I tap lightly on the passenger door, the sound barely audible.

A moment later, the door clicks open, and Brennan is looking down at me, his dark eyes full of surprise, then a smile spreads across his face. “Grace,” he says, his voice so deep and gruff that it sends a shiver of desire through me. “What are you doing out here, babygirl?”

“I... I couldn’t sleep,” I whisper, my cheeks flushing. “I was thinking about you.”

His smile widens, and he reaches out and helps me into the truck, his hands warm and strong on my waist. “I was thinking about you too,” he admits. “Couldn’t sleep either. Just lying here missing you.”

He guides me straight to the back, into the sleeper cab, and the small space feels so much warmer and cozier than my big, empty bed. He pulls me into his arms, and the second I’m pressed against his chest, I feel a sense of rightness, of coming home.

“God, I’ve missed you,” he growls, and then his lips are on mine, kissing me like a starving man who has finally found a feast. His tongue pushes past my lips, claiming my mouth, and I moan, my fingers tangling in the soft hair at the nape of his neck. He tastes so good, so masculine, and I can’t get enough of him.

His hands roam over my body, tracing the curves of my hips, my waist, and then he’s cupping my breasts through the thin satin of my nightdress. I can feel the fabric growing damp as my milk lets down in response to his touch. He groans deep in his throat, and it’s a sound of pure need.

“I’ve been thinking about this all day,” he murmurs against my lips, his thumbs brushing over my aching nipples. “Thinking about how much I missed the taste of you.”

He pulls the nightdress over my head in one smooth motion, leaving me in just my panties. The cool air makes my pebbled nipples tighten even more, and I watch as his dark eyes fill with a fierce hunger. He lowers his head, and I gasp as his hot, wet mouth closes over one of my breasts.

He doesn’t waste any time, latching on and sucking hard. A stream of warm milk flows into his mouth, and the relief is so intense that my head falls back. A soft, breathy moan escapes my lips as he swallows, and the tingling sensation between my legs becomes an urgent, throbbing need.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he murmurs, switching to my other breast and giving it the same attention. “Let me take care of you. Give me everything.”

I love the feeling of him drinking from me, the gentle pull of his mouth, the way he groans as he tastes me. My body comes alive under his touch, and I’m arching against him, silently begging for more. When he’s had his fill, he lays me down on the small bed in the sleeper cab, and I watch as he hooks his fingers in the waistband of my panties and slowly pulls them down my legs. I’m completely naked now, completely exposed to him, but I don’t feel shy or embarrassed. I feel cherished. Wanted.

He spreads my legs and settles between them, his hot breath ghosting over my most sensitive place. “I’ve been thinking about this too,” he growls, and then his mouth is on me, his tongue stroking over my slick folds. I cry out, my hands tangling in his hair while I buck my hips against his face.

“Fuck, your pretty little pussy tastes just as good as your milk,” he groans against my skin, and the dirty words send a thrill through me. He licks and sucks, his tongue delving inside me, tasting every inch of me. I’m so wet, so turned on, and when he closes his lips around my clit and sucks hard, I cry out, surprised by the intensity of it all.

While his mouth works its magic, he slides a finger inside me, then another, stretching me, preparing me. I’m so close, my body trembling with anticipation. He can feel it too, and he lifts his head to look at me. “That’s it, babygirl,” he growls. “Come for me. I want you to make a mess all over my face.”

The last thing I see is the fire in his dark eyes before he buries his face between my legs again, and this time, he doesn’t hold back. He sucks voraciously at my clit while he thrusts his fingers in and out of me, and it’s enough to send me over the edge.

My orgasm crashes through me, a blinding, intense wave of pleasure that leaves me gasping for breath. My entire body convulses, my inner walls clenching around his fingers as a gush of my arousal coats his face. I cry out, my back arching off the bed, and he doesn’t stop, his tongue and fingers working me through every last pulse of my release.

He laps up my juices like a man dying of thirst, and when I’m finally spent, he crawls up my body and kisses me, letting me taste my milk and my own arousal on his lips.

I wrap my arms around his neck, pulling him closer. “I want to please you too,” I whisper against his lips.

He pulls back, his brow furrowed with concern. “You don’t have to, babygirl,” he says, his voice soft. “I’m more than happy to take care of you until you’re ready.”

“I am ready,” I insist, my heart pounding with a mix of fear and desire. “I want to give my virginity to you, Brennan. Please.”

A groan rips from somewhere deep in his chest. “Grace...” he breathes, and then he’s kissing me again, a wild, desperate kiss that steals my breath and makes my head spin.

He stands up quickly, and I watch, my breath catching in my throat, as he peels off his clothes. His shirt goes first, revealing a broad, muscular chest covered in dark tattoos. I can’t help but stare at the raw power in his body. He’s so big, so strong, and the sight of him without his shirt on makes my mouth water.

Then he kicks off his boots and shucks his jeans and boxer briefs in one smooth motion. And my eyes go wide. He’s... huge. Thick and long and already hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark hair. I’ve never seen a naked man before, and the sight of him, so powerful and masculine, makes my pussy pulse with a desperate, hungry need. I can feel myself getting wetter, my body preparing itself for him.

He kneels on the bed, his dark eyes burning with an intensity that makes my skin feel tight and hot. “Grace,” he says, his voice a low, rough growl. “I don’t have any protection. If we do this... if I take you... you might end up pregnant. I need you to understand that.”

A whimper escapes my lips, but it’s not a whimper of fear. The thought of carrying his baby, of having a part of him growing inside me, sends a wave of aching desire through me so strong it makes me dizzy. It’s a thought I shouldn’t be having, a want that goes against everything I’ve been taught. None of this should be happening until I’m married. That’s what Dad always taught me. But I can’t help it. I want it. I want him. I want everything he has to give me.

I spread my legs wider and look up at him, my eyes wide as I try to convey to him how badly I need this. “I don’t care,” I whisper, my voice trembling with emotion. “I don’t care if I get pregnant.”

An animalistic growl rises from his chest, and his eyes flash with a possessive fire. He gets back on top of me, caging me in with his big body, and I’ve never felt so small, so helpless, or so safe. “Does it make your sweet little pussy wet, babygirl?” he rasps against my lips, his breath hot and heavy. “Thinking about carrying my baby? About being mine forever?”

I can’t help the blush that heats my cheeks, but I nod, my gaze locked with his. “Yes,” I admit, my voice barely above a whisper. “It does.”

He groans, and the sound is so full of desire that it sends a shiver of anticipation through me. “Then I’m going to knock you up tonight, Grace,” he vows, and his words make my inner walls clench with need. “I’m going to fill this fertile virgin cunt with my cum until it takes, and then you’re going to be mine.”

He tries to go slow. I can feel the restraint in his movements, the way he’s holding himself back as he positions himself at my entrance. He wants to be gentle with me, but I can see the fight he’s having with himself in the tense set of his jaw and the dark hunger in his eyes.

He pushes into me slowly, stretching me inch by inch, and the burn is sharp and intense. A small cry escapes my lips, and he stills, giving me a moment to adjust.

“Are you okay, babygirl?” he asks, his voice rough with concern.

I nod, my breath coming in ragged pants. “It... it’s okay,” I manage to say. “Don’t stop. I want this. I need it.”

With a low growl, he pushes the rest of the way in, burying himself to the hilt inside me in one deep thrust. I cry out as he breaks through my barrier, the pain sharp and fleeting, quickly replaced by a full, stretching ache that feels so right.

He rests his forehead against mine, his breath coming in harsh pants. “Fuck, Grace,” he groans. “You’re so tight. So perfect. Your little pussy was made for me.”

He starts to move, his thrusts slow and deep at first, but the need, the hunger, is too strong. His control snaps, and he starts to move faster, harder. I love the feel of him pounding into me, the way he claims me with every thrust. I cling to him, my nails digging into his broad shoulders, and I beg him for more.

“Please, Brennan,” I whimper, my legs wrapping around his waist, pulling him deeper inside me. “More. Don’t stop. Please don’t ever stop.”

He responds with a possessive growl, and his thrusts become more powerful, more urgent. I feel so small and helpless beneath him, pinned to the bed by his big body, but I’ve never felt so safe in my entire life. This is what I’ve been missing, what I’ve been craving without even knowing it. This feeling of being completely possessed, of being completely his. He’s not just taking my virginity; he’s claiming my soul, and I want him to. I want to be his in every way possible.

He brings one hand up to my breast, squeezing it until milk sprays against his chest. “You’re mine, Grace,” he growls, his dark eyes burning into mine. “This sweet milk is mine, this tight little pussy is mine, and soon, this beautiful body will be swollen with my baby. You’re going to be mine forever.”

His words are raw and possessive, and they send a jolt of pure pleasure straight to my core. I can feel another orgasm building, a deep, powerful wave that threatens to pull me under. My hips rise to meet his thrusts, my body instinctively chasing the release he’s promising.

“Brennan,” I gasp, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “I... I’m...”

“I know, babygirl,” he grunts, his movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. “Come for me. Let me feel this tight little cunt come all over my cock.”

His words are all it takes to push me over the edge. I shatter around him, my inner walls clamping down on him as a blinding, intense orgasm rips through me. I cry out his name, my body trembling with the force of my release.

“That’s it, Grace,” he growls, and then he’s burying himself deep inside me one last time, his body tensing as he finds his own release. I can feel the hot, pulsing jets of his seed filling me, and the thought of him claiming me, of potentially starting a new life inside me, sends a fresh wave of pleasure coursing through my veins.

He collapses on top of me, his big body crushing me in the most wonderful way. We’re both breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat, and I can feel his heart hammering against my chest, beating in rhythm with mine. I wrap my arms and legs around him, holding him close, wanting to keep him inside me for as long as possible.

After a few moments, he rolls us over, so I’m lying on top of him, my head resting on his chest. His arm is wrapped securely around my waist, holding me in place. I can still feel him inside me, and I can’t help but clench my inner muscles, drawing a low groan from him.

“I’m not going back on the road tomorrow,” he says, his lips brushing against the top of my head.

I lift my head to look at him, my heart swelling with happiness. “You’re not?”

“No,” he says, shaking his head. “I can’t bear the thought of being separated from you for even a day. I’m going to quit my job tomorrow.”

My eyes widen in surprise. “But... what will you do? You need a job, Brennan.”

He smiles and shrugs his big shoulders. “I’ve got a lot of savings, babygirl. From my time in the Marines, and from being a trucker. I’ve been living in this truck for years, so it’s been easy to keep most of my earnings in the bank. I’ve got enough to support us both easily until I find a new job. And I’ll find one that won’t keep me away from you for long periods of time. A job that will let me come home to you every night.”

“You’d do that for me?” I whisper, my voice choked with emotion.

“Of course,” he says, as if it’s the most natural thing in the world. “You’re my entire world now, Grace. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you.”

I bury my face in his chest, feeling happy tears slide down my cheeks. I’m so overwhelmed with happiness that I don’t know what to say, so I just hold him tighter, my body molded to his.

“Get some sleep, babygirl,” he murmurs, pressing a soft kiss to my hair. “I’ll be here when you wake up. I will be every morning from now on.”

I close my eyes and let the steady beat of his heart and the warmth of his body lull me to sleep, happy in the knowledge that I’ll get to fall asleep in his arms for many nights to come.


Epilogue
Brennan


Three months later:

The ballroom is alive with music and laughter, a sea of happy faces celebrating with us, but all I can see is her. My wife. Grace is a vision in white, her long blonde hair cascading down her back in soft waves, her blue eyes sparkling with joy as she looks up at me.

It’s been an amazing day, made even more perfect by the fact that her father, William, not only gave his blessing but stood proudly at the front to officiate our ceremony, binding us together as man and wife with tears in his eyes.

The only thing that made the day even better was knowing about mine and Grace’s little secret - that just two days ago, Grace showed me a positive pregnancy test. We are both so incredibly happy and excited about our baby, but we’ve decided to wait until after our honeymoon to share our news with everyone else.

“You’re staring,” Grace murmurs, a delicate blush blooming on her cheeks as she pulls me out of my thoughts.

“I can’t help it,” I growl, my hands tightening on her waist. We’re swaying to the music, her body flush against mine, and I’ve been hard for her since I saw her walking down the aisle. “You’re the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

And she is. Her wedding dress is pure poetry. It’s simple and elegant, but the corset-style bodice does wicked things to her breasts. The creamy white fabric pushes them up, creating a lush, tempting display that has my mouth watering all over again. I’ve been watching them all day, watching the way they rise and fall with every breath she takes, and all I can think about is the sweet, warm milk waiting just for me.

“You keep looking at me like that,” she whispers, her cheeks flushing a deeper shade of pink, “and people are going to start wondering what you’re thinking.”

A low chuckle rumbles in my chest. “They don’t need to wonder. They can all see how obsessed I am with you.”

She bites her lower lip, a nervous habit I’ve come to adore. “Brennan...”

I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear. “You’re teasing me, babygirl. Wearing this dress, showing off these beautiful tits when you know how badly I need a taste.”

Grace gasps softly, her eyes widening. “I’m not teasing you,” she whispers, but there’s a playful glint in her eyes that tells me she knows exactly what she’s doing to me. “It’s my wedding dress. It’s supposed to be beautiful.”

“Oh, it’s beautiful, all right,” I growl, my gaze dropping to her chest. “But you know what would make it even more beautiful? If I could see what’s underneath.”

A soft, breathy moan escapes her lips. “Brennan, we can’t. Everyone’s watching.”

“I don’t care,” I say, my voice rough with need. “I’ve been thinking about this all day. About how badly I need to drink from you. How much I need to taste your sweet milk on my tongue.”

Her cheeks flush, but I can see the desire burning in her blue eyes. She wants this just as badly as I do.

“Come with me,” I say, taking her hand and lacing our fingers together. I don’t give her a chance to protest as I lead her off the dance floor, weaving through the crowd of our friends and family. I can feel their eyes on us, but I don’t care. All that matters is getting my wife alone.

I push open a heavy oak door and pull her into a deserted sitting room, the silence feeling almost deafening after all the music and laughter in the ballroom. I kick the door shut behind us and sit in an armchair, pulling her down onto my lap.

“Brennan, what are you doing?” she asks, her voice a breathless whisper.

“Getting what I need,” I growl, my hands finding the zipper of her dress. I slowly pull it down, and she shivers in response. The bodice peels away from her skin, revealing her perfect breasts, heavy and full of milk for me. The rosy tips are already beaded, begging for my attention.

“Fuck,” I groan, my cock hardening painfully in my dress pants. “Look at you, babygirl. So full. And it’s all for me, isn’t it?”

Whatever she was going to say in response is quickly swallowed up by a moan as I lower my head and take one of her perfect nipples into my mouth, latching on with an urgency that borders on desperation. I’ve been thinking about this all day, craving this since the moment I saw her in this dress. The warm, sweet milk flows over my tongue, and I swallow greedily, my hands tightening on her hips to pull her closer.

Grace moans, her fingers tangling in my hair as she holds me against her chest. “Oh, Brennan,” she breathes, her head falling back as I continue to drink from her. “That feels so good. I’ve been so full all day.”

“Let me take care of you, babygirl,” I murmur against her skin. “Let me drain every last drop.”

I’m lost in the taste of her, in the feel of her in my arms, in the knowledge that she’s mine, that she’ll always be mine. I switch to her other breast, my tongue swirling around her nipple before I latch on and suck hard, drawing more of her sweet milk into my mouth. Her body relaxes against mine, and I can feel the tension leaving her as the pressure in her breasts finally eases.

When I’ve drained her completely, I reluctantly pull away, pressing one last soft kiss to each of her breasts before I carefully pull up her dress and zip her back up. She shivers as my knuckles brush against her spine, and I can’t help but smile at the effect I have on her.

“Feeling better now, babygirl?” I ask, my hands coming to rest on her waist as I look into her eyes.

“Mmm,” she hums, a contented smile on her lips as she wraps her arms around my neck. “Much better. Thank you.”

“Anything for you,” I say, and I mean it. I would do anything for this woman, for my wife.

I press a soft kiss to her lips, then stand and lead her back to the ballroom. I feel a surge of pride as we walk back in, my new wife on my arm, her cheeks flushed and her blue eyes sparkling. Let them all see. Let them all know that she’s mine, that I’ll always take care of her, that I’ll always give her what she needs.

And as she leans into my side, her hand instinctively moving to protect the precious secret growing within her, I know that this is just the beginning of our perfect life together.

***
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