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Chapter One
Luke


I hear the key in the front door, followed by Mia’s familiar chatter. The sound is a welcome interruption to the quiet that’s settled over the house since she moved out with her boyfriend a couple of months ago. My daughter is supposed to be bringing a friend who needs somewhere to crash for a few days until she can find a new place. Something about a lease not being renewed because the landlord wants to sell the apartment. It’s a simple favor, and I agreed without thinking much about it. I have the space, so it’s no trouble.

Running a hand through my hair, I push back from my desk. I’ve been sitting here all day, poring over case files, and a break is welcome. I’m not even sure if I remembered to make myself some lunch today.

“Dad?” Mia calls out. “We’re here!”

“In here,” I call back, standing and stretching. My back cracks. Forty isn’t so old, but years spent hunched over law books and computers have taken their toll.

I walk out into the hallway to find Mia with a wide smile on her face. She is all energy and light, a reminder of that one night with her mother two decades ago. That’s all it ever was, just one night, but Lydia and I remained friends while we shared custody of our daughter. I’ve never had a serious relationship since. Never really wanted one. My work, and taking care of Mia, has always been enough.

I spot two large suitcases sitting beside the front door. But then I see the girl standing behind my daughter, and everything changes in a heartbeat.

She’s young. My daughter’s age, which must make her about twenty. Long, straight brown hair falls past her shoulders, and her eyes are a soft, wide blue. She’s holding a worn canvas bag tightly in front of her, knuckles white, and her posture is slightly hunched, as if she’s trying to make herself smaller.

And something inside me, a beast I never knew existed, wakes up and snarls.

Mine.

The thought hits me with the force of a physical blow. It’s not a want. It’s not a desire. It’s a certainty, like gravity. Like the sun rising in the east. This girl is mine.

I clamp down on the reaction, hard. Schooling my features into a calm, neutral mask. Mia, bless her, is oblivious.

At least, I hope she is. I’m sure the last thing she wants to see is her own father practically drooling over one of her friends.

“Dad, this is Amber. Amber, this is my dad, Luke Brooks.”

“Hello, Mr. Brooks,” she says. Her voice is quiet and soft. She offers a small, nervous smile, and I watch her throat when she swallows.

“Luke,” I correct her, my voice rough. “Just Luke is fine.”

Her blue eyes dart up to meet mine for a second before looking away, a faint blush rising on her cheeks. She’s vulnerable. Lost. I can see it in the way she holds herself, in the uncertainty in her gaze. That vulnerability only sharpens my focus, making the possessive instinct roar louder.

I don’t have a clue why I’m reacting this way to her, when I’ve never felt like this before with any other woman. It makes no sense to me. But that doesn’t matter. Not when every instinct inside me is telling me that this beautiful woman belongs with me.

“It’s really kind of you to let me stay,” she adds, her fingers tightening around the strap of her bag. “I really appreciate it. Hopefully, I’ll find somewhere else pretty quickly so I won’t be too much of a bother.”

The thought of her leaving sends a jolt of something that feels a lot like panic through me. I don’t want her to leave. Not at all. The idea of her finding some other place is unacceptable.

“You’re not a bother,” I say, keeping my voice steady. “You’re welcome here for as long as you need.” Forever, I think. You can stay forever. But I have to stop myself from saying that out loud.

I can feel Mia’s eyes on me, probably wondering why I’m being so nice, but I can’t help it. There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for this woman.

Mia glances at the watch on her wrist. “Oh, crap, I’m going to be late for work.” She turns to Amber. “I’m so sorry to just dump you and run, but my boss will make my life miserable if I’m late again.”

“That’s fine, Mia. Go,” Amber says with a small, understanding smile.

Mia gives me a quick hug. “Thanks, Dad. I’ll call you later!” And then she’s gone, the front door clicking shut behind her.

The silence that descends is thick, charged with something I’ve never experienced before. I’m intensely aware of Amber standing there, of the scent of her - something clean and sweet like flowers and honey. Her big blue eyes are wide, and I can see the slight flutter of her pulse in her throat.

I want to press my mouth there. To feel that rapid heartbeat against my tongue.

“I’ll, um, show you to your room,” I manage to say, my voice deeper than usual. “This way.”

I turn and lead her down the hallway, my body humming with a strange energy. Her footsteps are soft behind me, and I can feel the warmth of her presence even without looking. Every nerve ending is on high alert, tuned to the woman who now walks through my home.

I stop at the door to the guest room. “This is it. The bathroom’s just across the hall. Make yourself at home. If there’s anything you need, just ask.”

I open the door and step aside to let her in. As she moves past me, her arm brushes against mine. It’s just a small touch, but it sends a jolt of electricity straight through me, right to my groin. My dick hardens instantly.

Fuck.

I watch her walk into the room, her long brown hair swaying gently. She sets her bag down on the bed and turns back to me, looking nervous again. “It’s a lovely room. Thank you again, for everything.”

“It’s nothing,” I say.

I can’t take my eyes off her. My gaze drops to her chest, where her simple cotton tank top strains against full, heavy breasts. They’re perfect. Generous and round, and I can’t help but wonder what they look like, what they feel like. I want to see them, to touch them, to put my mouth on them.

The thought is so vivid, so strong, that I have to physically stop myself from reaching out.

“Okay. Well, I’ll just... let you get settled in,” I say, backing out of the room. “I have some work to catch up on.”

I practically flee to my office, closing the door behind me. I lean against it, my heart pounding, my dick so hard it hurts.

What the hell is wrong with me?

I’ve never reacted like this to a woman. Not ever. But Amber... there’s something about her that’s unraveling me completely.

I sit down at my desk, trying to focus on the legal brief I was working on earlier, but it’s useless. The words blur together. All I can think about is her.

Her big blue eyes, her soft pink lips, her long, graceful neck. And her breasts. God, her breasts.

I want to bury my face in them. I want to taste her skin. I want to wrap my arms around her and pull her against me. I want to pick her up and carry her to my bed and keep her there until she’s carrying my baby.

My baby.

The thought hits me hard, and I groan, leaning back in my chair. Where is this coming from? I’m not some caveman. I’m a forty-year-old lawyer. I’m rational. Controlled.

But not with her. With her, I’m anything but.

I need her, and I already know I’m not going to be satisfied until I have her.


Chapter Two
Amber


A few hours later, I’ve unpacked my small bag and put my things away in the dresser of the guest room. The room is simple but comfortable, with a big window that looks out onto the backyard. It feels peaceful here, a big contrast to the stress of the past few days, since my landlord told me I needed to find a new place to live at very short notice.

I wander out into the living room, then to the kitchen. I’ve been feeling a bit useless, just hiding in my room, and I want to do something to thank Luke for letting me stay. Making dinner seems like a good place to start.

I open the refrigerator. It’s surprisingly well-stocked for a man who lives alone. There’s chicken, a variety of vegetables, eggs, milk, cheese. I grab some chicken breasts, broccoli, and a bell pepper. In the pantry, I find rice and a few different sauces. I can work with this.

As I start chopping the vegetables, a familiar ache begins in my breasts. It’s a dull, heavy feeling, a pressure that builds slowly. I reach up and adjust my bra, then pull my tank top away from my chest, but the relief is only temporary.

I sigh quietly, a familiar knot of self-consciousness tightening in my stomach. The lactation. The doctors called it galactorrhea, a side effect of a hormone imbalance that just... started a few months ago out of nowhere. There’s no medical reason for concern, they said, just an inconvenience.

Yeah, an inconvenience. That’s one way to put it. What the hell would my male doctor know about how this kind of thing affects a woman anyway?

It’s not just inconvenient. It’s embarrassing. I’m only twenty. This isn’t supposed to be happening. Not without a baby, without a reason. It makes me feel... broken. Freakish. I have a breast pump hidden in the bottom of my bag. I need to find a private moment to use it soon, before I start leaking through my shirt. The thought makes my cheeks burn. What if Luke notices? What would he think?

I push the thought aside, focusing on preparing the chicken. I season it with salt, pepper, and some herbs I find in a little jar, my movements practiced and automatic. Cooking is comforting. It’s something I know I’m good at, something I can control. My mom made sure I could at least put together a decent meal before I traveled halfway across the country for college, and being in the kitchen reminds me of her.

The aroma of sizzling chicken and sauteing vegetables begins to fill the kitchen. I set the rice to cook, and for a little while, I manage to forget about my body’s strange betrayal as I get lost in the meditative act of creating a meal.

“Something smells good.”

I jump, nearly dropping the wooden spoon I’m holding. I whirl around to see Luke leaning against the doorframe to the kitchen, his arms crossed over his chest. He’s changed out of the button-down shirt he was wearing earlier into a simple black t-shirt that stretches across a broad chest and muscular arms. The sight sends a jolt straight through me.

He’s so... solid. There’s a quiet strength to him, a stillness that seems to draw all the air from the room. His dark hair has that little bit of silver at the temples, and in the soft light of the kitchen, his blue eyes seem impossibly deep. Mia’s father. My best friend’s dad. I’m really not supposed to feel my panties grow damp every time he looks at me.

But my body doesn’t get that memo.

My heart is hammering against my ribs, and the ache in my breasts seems to intensify into a heavy, sensitive throb that makes me hyper-aware of every inch of skin. I have the biggest, most ridiculous crush on this man. It’s completely inappropriate, completely hopeless, and completely undeniable.

I just have to hope that neither Luke nor Mia notices.

“I hope you don’t mind, but I thought I could make dinner,” I say, trying to sound casual and not like a flustered girl with a hopeless crush. “To thank you for letting me stay.”

His gaze sweeps over me, slow and deliberate, and I feel a flush creeping up my neck. He lingers for a moment on my chest, and I instinctively want to cross my arms over myself, to hide the generous curve of my breasts that have always felt too big for my slender frame. Especially now.

“I don’t mind at all,” he says, his voice a low rumble that makes my stomach flutter. “It smells incredible.” He pushes off the doorframe and walks further into the kitchen, and I have to fight the urge to step back. He takes up so much space, and I feel small and breathless in his presence.

“What can I do to help?” he asks, stopping beside me.

“Oh, um, nothing! I’ve got it,” I stammer, turning back to the stove. “Just need to plate everything.”

“Nonsense,” he says, reaching for a couple of plates from the cupboard. His arm brushes against mine as he moves, and the contact is electric. A shiver runs down my spine. I feel a warm, tingling sensation spread through my chest, and I press my thighs together. “I can’t leave you to do everything by yourself on your first night here.”

We fall into an easy rhythm, despite the tension that’s crackling between us like static electricity. I dish up the chicken and vegetables while he spoons the rice onto the plates. Our hands brush, and our hips bump as we stand side by side. Each small touch feels charged, and my entire body tingles with the awareness of how close he is. I can feel the warmth of his body beside me, and I’m intensely aware of the clean, masculine scent of him. It’s all I can do not to lean into him.

We move to sit at the table in the corner of the kitchen. The light is warm and dim, and for a while, we just eat in a comfortable silence. It’s not awkward. It’s... easy. Which somehow makes the tension humming between us even more intense.

“This is really good, Amber,” he says, breaking the silence. “You’re a great cook.”

A wave of warmth washes over me, deeper than just a blush. “Thank you.”

“So, Mia tells me you’re studying early childhood education,” he says, taking another bite of chicken.

“Yeah. I like kids,” I say. “I want to be a teacher.”

He nods, his blue eyes fixed on mine. I can feel the heat creeping up my neck again, a blush that’s becoming all too familiar whenever I’m around him. “I think you’d be good at it. And I have no doubt you’d be an amazing mom one day.”

Something about that comment causes my stomach to flip, and I tell myself to cool it. It’s not like he’s asking me to have his babies right now. He didn’t mean anything by it. It was just a random comment. So why on earth is my body practically screaming at me to let him knock me up right now? This is insane. He’d think I was crazy if he knew what I was thinking.

So I try to distract myself by focusing on the conversation. I learn about his work, and he listens attentively as I talk about my classes and the little kids I volunteer with at the daycare center. His focus is intense, unwavering, and it makes me feel breathless.

His eyes drop to my chest again, just for a second, but it’s long enough. My nipples pucker, pressing against the fabric of my bra, and the ache in my breasts intensifies. A fresh wave of heat floods my core, and I press my thighs together under the table. This is torture. Sweet, delicious torture.

I’m so caught up in the moment that I don’t even realize I’ve finished my food until he reaches over and takes my empty plate. His fingers brush against mine, and the touch is like a spark, igniting a fire that’s already burning too hot.

“Let me help with the dishes,” I say, standing up a little too quickly.

“No,” he says, his voice firm but gentle. “You cooked. I’ll clean. You’re my guest.”

“But...”

“No ‘buts’,” he cuts in, taking both our plates to the sink. “Go make yourself comfortable in the living room. I’ll be done in a few minutes.”

I want to argue, but there’s something about the way he says it that leaves no room for discussion. He’s not being rude, just... decisive. In control. And a part of me likes it. A lot.

“Okay, but maybe we could watch a movie after? If you’re not too busy?” I add, trying to sound casual, but my heart is pounding so hard I’m sure he can hear it. I don’t want him to disappear back into his office. I want to be near him for as long as possible.

God, I’ve got it bad.

A slow smile spreads across his face, and it transforms him, making him look younger. And impossibly handsome. “I’d like that,” he says, his blue eyes crinkling at the corners. “Pick something out. I’ll be right there.”

A rush of excitement courses through me, so strong it makes me feel a little dizzy. I give him what I hope is a normal smile and retreat to the living room, my hands trembling slightly. My heart races with a forbidden thrill, reminding me how utterly wrong it is to want my best friend’s father this much.


Chapter Three
Luke


The movie is fucking awful. A romantic comedy, of course. The kind of thing Mia loves. And Amber picked it. Her face lit up when she saw it on the streaming service, and I couldn’t bring myself to say no. I’d sit through a thousand hours of this shit just to see that smile again.

I’m sitting in my armchair, while she’s laid out on the couch, her head propped up on a couple of cushions. The light from the screen flickers across her, catching the golden strands in her brown hair, highlighting the soft curve of her cheek. She’s beautiful. So fucking beautiful it hurts to look at her.

I haven’t been able to focus on the plot for a single second. My dick has been hard since the moment she walked into my house, and it’s only gotten worse. I don’t think I have ever been this hard for this long before in my life.

My eyes keep drifting to her, tracing the lines of her body. She’s wearing a simple gray tank top and a pair of denim shorts. They’re modest, but on her, they’re the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. They leave her long, slender legs bare, her skin smooth and pale in the dim light. My gaze keeps going back to her breasts, to the generous swell of them pressing against the thin material of her top. Fuck, the things I would be willing to do just to get a glimpse of her bare tits are nothing short of criminal.

My thoughts are filthy. They’ve been filthy since the moment I saw her. I want to spread her out on that couch and worship every inch of her. I want to bury my face between her thighs and taste her sweet cunt until she screams my name. I want to bend her over the arm of this chair and fuck her until she can’t walk straight. I want to put a baby in her belly so I can mark her as mine forever.

The thought of her, round and swollen with my child, is enough to make my balls ache.

My gaze is glued to her chest. Through her clothing, I can see her nipples, two tight little points pressing against the material. My mouth waters. I want to put my mouth on them. I want to feel them harden against my tongue. I want to bite them gently, just enough to make her gasp.

And then I see it.

A small, dark patch starts to form on the gray cotton over her right nipple. At first, I think I’m imagining it. A trick of the light. But then it grows, the wetness spreading slowly, seeping into the fabric.

My breath catches in my throat. She’s leaking. The thought hits me like a punch to the gut. She’s lactating. That’s the only explanation for it. My dick is suddenly so hard it’s painful. My mind flashes with images of her full, heavy breasts, of her sweet, warm milk filling my mouth. I’ve never wanted anything so much in my life.

A few seconds later, it happens on the other side too. A matching dark patch appears over her left nipple.

She shifts on the couch, and I watch as her own gaze falls to her chest. I see the moment she realizes what’s happened. Her body tenses, and a wave of crimson washes over her face. She sits up, crossing her arms over her chest in a futile attempt to hide the wet spots. The embarrassed, flustered look on her face is both heartbreaking and arousing as hell.

I can’t stay in this chair a second longer. I don’t even think. I just move. It’s as if an invisible string is pulling me toward her, and all the reasons why I should be keeping my distance just disappear from my mind. I’m on my feet, crossing the short distance to the couch before my mind can catch up with my body. She looks up at me, her wide blue eyes filled with shame, and then down at my obvious erection straining against my sweatpants. A soft gasp escapes her lips.

I don’t say a word. I just sink to my knees on the floor in front of her. She stays seated on the couch, frozen, her arms still wrapped around herself.

“Let me take care of you, babygirl,” I say, my voice low and rough with need. I can see the shock in her eyes at the endearment, at the raw hunger in my tone. She searches my face for a long moment, as if trying to understand what’s happening. And then, slowly, she visibly melts. Her shoulders relax, her arms fall away from her chest, and she gives a small nod of consent.

That’s all the encouragement I need.

My hands are shaking slightly as I reach for the hem of her tank top. I peel it off over her head, revealing a simple white cotton bra. The fabric is damp, clinging to the heavy weight of her breasts. I can see the dark outline of her areolas through the thin material. My dick throbs.

My fingers find the clasp at her back, and it comes undone with a soft click. I slide the straps from her shoulders, and the bra falls away, exposing her beautiful breasts to my hungry gaze.

They’re even more perfect than I’d imagined. Full and heavy, with pale, flawless skin. Her nipples are a deep, dusky pink, already hard and beaded with moisture. They’re beautiful. They’re perfect. And they’re mine.

I lean forward, my breath catching in my throat. I cup one breast in my hand, testing its weight. It’s heavy, warm. She lets out a soft moan, her back arching slightly. I brush my thumb over her nipple, and a single, pearly drop of milk wells up, clinging to the tip. My control snaps.

I lower my head and take her nipple into my mouth.

The taste of her explodes on my tongue. It’s sweet, warm, impossibly good. A deep satisfaction settles in my gut, a feeling of rightness, and I know I could happily drink from her every day for the rest of my life. I suck hungrily, drawing her milk into my mouth, and she cries out, her fingers tangling in my hair.

“Luke,” she whimpers, her voice breathy. “Oh, God. I can’t believe this is happening.”

I pull back slightly, looking up at her. Her blue eyes are wide, her cheeks flushed, her lips parted. “Does this feel good, babygirl?” I ask, my voice rough with desire.

She nods vigorously, her chest heaving. “Yes. So good. I didn’t know... I didn’t know it could feel like this. But... isn’t this wrong?”

“Shhh, babygirl,” I murmur against her skin, my lips brushing against her nipple. “There’s nothing wrong with this. You need someone who can take care of you, and I need more of your sweet milk. I can’t resist. You taste so fucking good.”

I switch to her other breast, giving it the same attention, and I’m rewarded with another sweet cry of pleasure. Her milk flows freely, and I drink greedily, the taste of her fueling the fire burning inside me. All the reasons why this is a bad idea, all the reasons I should stop, rush from my head. There’s only this. Only her.

My other hand slides down her body, over the flat plane of her stomach to the button of her shorts. I undo it, then pull down the zipper. I need more. I need all of her.

I tug her shorts and panties down her legs, and she lifts her hips to help me, kicking them off onto the floor. She’s completely bare now, laid out for me like a feast. My gaze roams over her, taking in every perfect inch of her. Her skin is pale and smooth, her hips flaring out in soft curves, her thighs pressing together in a way that makes my dick ache with the need to be between them.

I stand up, my movements quick and jerky. I pull my shirt over my head, then shuck off my sweatpants. Her eyes widen as she takes in my naked form, her gaze dropping to my cock, which is standing at full attention, the tip already leaking.

I kneel back down on the floor, guiding her down onto her back and spreading her legs with my hands. Her pussy is perfect, glistening with her arousal, the lips swollen and pink. I can’t wait any longer. I need to taste her.

I lean forward, pressing my face against her core. I inhale deeply, the scent of her arousal musky and sweet. My tongue darts out, parting her folds, and I get my first taste of her cunt.

Fuck.

She’s even better than I imagined. I drag my tongue through her slit, gathering her juices on my tongue, and she cries out, her hips shifting side to side as she squirms. I wrap my arms around her thighs, holding her open for me as I feast on her. I lick and suck and nip, exploring every inch of her, driving her wild.

I find her clit and circle it with my tongue before taking it into my mouth and sucking hard. Her back arches off the couch, and her hands fist in my hair, tugging almost painfully on the strands as she tries to pull me deeper into that sweet heaven between her thighs.

“Luke! Oh, God, Luke! That feels so good!”

I double down my efforts, my tongue working frantically, my face buried in her wet little cunt. I want to make her come. I want to taste her orgasm on my tongue.

Her cries grow louder, more frantic. Her whole body tenses, her thighs shaking, and I know she’s close. I slide one of my hands up her body, cupping her breast, my thumb teasing her nipple, which is still wet with her milk and my saliva. That seems to push her over the edge. With a long, keening cry, she shatters, her pussy pulsing against my tongue as she rides out her orgasm.

I lap up every drop of her sweet release, not wanting to waste a single bit of it, and then I pull back, looking up at her. Her chest is heaving, her skin flushed, her blue eyes glazed with satisfaction. She looks so fucking beautiful. So completely wrecked. And she’s all mine.

I climb on top of her, capturing her mouth in a bruising kiss. She moans, tasting herself on my lips and tongue, her hands roaming over my back, her nails digging into my skin. My cock presses against her wet entrance, and I’m just about to push myself into that soaked little hole when she says something that makes me pause.

“Please,” she whispers, her voice breathy. “Take my virginity.”

The words hit me hard, and my entire body goes rigid. A virgin. This beautiful, perfect creature is a virgin. And she wants me to be her first. Possessiveness roars through me. She chose me. She’s giving me this gift.

“I don’t have any protection,” I warn her, my voice a low growl. I need to be clear. I need her to know exactly what she’s asking for. “If I take you, I’m taking you bare. And I’m going to fill you with my seed.”

Her blue eyes widen, but instead of fear or hesitation, I see a flash of excitement. The thought turns her on. The thought of being bred by me. My dirty girl.

“I want you to,” she says, her voice firm, her gaze unwavering. “Do it.”

Holy shit. If I needed any more confirmation that this woman is perfect for me, that’s it. She wants this as badly as I do. She wants me to knock her up and make her mine.

I position myself at her entrance, my cockhead nudging against her wet folds. She’s so tight. So fucking tight. I push forward, just an inch, feeling her body resist. She gasps, her fingers digging into my shoulders.

“Relax, babygirl,” I murmur, my lips brushing against her ear. “Let me in. Let me make you mine.”

I push forward again, slow and steady, watching her face. Her brow furrows in concentration, her lips parted as she takes a series of quick, shallow breaths. I feel a thin membrane of resistance, and then, with one final, firm thrust, I’m through it.

She cries out, a sharp, pained sound, and I freeze, giving her body a chance to adjust to my invasion. Her muscles clench around me, and I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to slam into her. To fuck her hard and rough, like my body is screaming for me to do.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice tight with restraint.

She nods, her eyes squeezed shut. “Yes,” she whispers. “It doesn’t hurt anymore. Just... full. I feel so full of you.”

Her words send a fresh wave of possessive lust through me. Full of me. That’s how I want her to feel. That’s how I want her to be. Full of my cock, and soon, full of my child.

I start to move, slow and deep at first, letting her get used to the rhythm. Her body is hot and tight around me, a perfect, glove-like fit. I’m in heaven. I’ve never felt anything so good in my entire life.

Her soft little whimpers turn into moans of pleasure, and her hips start to move, rising to meet my thrusts as her body responds instinctively to mine. She’s a natural. A perfect match for me in every way.

I can feel my control slipping. The thought of breeding this beautiful virgin, of claiming her body so fucking completely, makes me feral. I need to mark her. I need to own her.

My movements become faster, harder. I’m fucking her now, the way my body has been demanding since the moment I laid eyes on her. I pound into her, the sound of our skin slapping together filling the room, mingling with her breathless cries and my own guttural grunts.

“Look at me,” I command, my voice rough. Her blue eyes, dark with desire, flutter open and lock onto mine. “I want you to look at me when I breed you. When I fill this sweet little cunt with my seed.”

My words make her shudder, and even more of her arousal coats my cock. She likes this. She likes the dirty talk. Amber might have been a virgin before I got my hands on her, but she is a dirty, needy little thing. And I’m the lucky bastard who gets to give her everything she needs.

“Oh, God, Luke,” she moans, her fingernails digging into my back. “Yes. Breed me. Please.”

Her consent, her desperate plea for what I so desperately want to give her, shatters what little restraint I have left. I drive into her with one last, powerful thrust, burying myself as deep as I can go inside her. My entire body tenses, and then I’m coming, my cock pulsing as I pump her full of my hot seed. I can feel it flooding her, filling every inch of her, and the thought of some of it finding its mark, of planting a baby in her belly, makes the orgasm even more intense.

She cries out, her own body convulsing as she comes with me, her pussy clenching around my cock, milking me for every last drop. We ride out the waves of our pleasure together, our bodies slick with sweat, our breathing ragged and shallow.

I stay inside her for a long moment, not wanting to break the connection. I want to stay like this forever, buried in her heat, my body fused with hers. I press my forehead against hers, our breath mingling in the space between us.

“Mine,” I murmur, the word little more than a guttural sound. “You’re mine now, babygirl.”

“Yours,” she whispers, her blue eyes soft and hazy with satisfaction. “I’m yours.”

A smile spreads across my face, and I lean down to press my lips softly against hers. I don’t think two little words have ever made me as happy as those two words from her have. She’s all mine, and I’m going to make sure she never doubts it.


Chapter Four
Amber


The first thing I’m aware of when I wake up is warmth. A deep, bone-melting warmth that wraps around me like a heavy blanket. Then I feel him. His body is pressed against my back, one arm draped possessively over my waist, his big hand gently cupping one of my breasts. His breath is warm and even against my neck, and the steady beat of his heart is a reassuring rhythm against my spine.

I’m in Luke’s bed. In Luke’s arms.

The memory of last night rushes back to me in a dizzying, delicious whirlwind of sensation. The taste of his lips, the feel of his hands on my body, the way he looked at me with that hungry intensity. The way he took my virginity, not with hesitation or regret, but with a fierce possessiveness that made me feel more wanted than I ever have in my entire life. And the way he drank from me, like he couldn’t get enough of my milk, like it was the most natural thing in the world.

My pussy clenches at the memory, and I press my thighs together, trying to relieve the ache between them. I’m sore, but it’s a good kind of sore, a reminder of the way he filled me and claimed me.

I should feel guilty. I know I should. But right now, wrapped in his arms, all I can feel is that this is exactly where I’m meant to be. He told me last night that I’m his now, and I believe it with every fiber of my being.

A soft sigh escapes me as I shift slightly, and I feel him stir behind me. His arm tightens around me, pulling me closer against him, and I can feel the hard, hot length of his erection pressing against my ass. My breath hitches, and heat floods my core.

“Morning, babygirl,” he murmurs, his voice a low, gravelly rumble that sends a shiver down my spine. He presses a soft kiss to my shoulder, and I lean into him, my body already responding to him, craving him.

“Morning,” I whisper, my voice husky with sleep and desire.

His thumb brushes over my nipple, and it instantly pebbles, aching for his touch. I can feel a familiar pressure building, the sweet, heavy ache that signals my body is ready to nourish him again.

“God, I could get used to this,” he groans, nuzzling my neck. “Waking up with you in my arms.” He shifts, and I turn to face him. His blue eyes are dark with hunger as he gazes at me. “And I think it’s about time for breakfast.”

I know what he means. I can feel the moisture gathering at my nipples, my body preparing to feed him. Instead of the usual wave of embarrassment, I feel a thrill of anticipation. This is for him. And he loves it. With Luke, I don’t need to be ashamed of my body anymore.

He doesn’t wait for an answer. He lowers his head, taking my nipple into his warm mouth. The relief is instant. The heavy ache in my breast eases as he begins to suck, drawing my milk into his mouth. I run my fingers through his hair, holding him to me as he drinks, a deep satisfaction settling in my core. This is different from last night. Last night was hungry, frantic, a desperate feast. This morning, it’s slower, more tender.

I moan softly, my back arching as pleasure courses through me. His hand moves to my other breast, cupping it, his thumb teasing the nipple. A single drop of milk beads up, and I gasp as he switches sides, giving my other breast the same loving attention.

When he’s finally satisfied, he pulls back, a droplet of milk clinging to his lower lip. I lean forward, licking it off, and a deep groan rumbles in his chest. He kisses me then, deep and slow, sharing the sweet taste of my milk with me.

“We should get up,” I say, my voice breathy. “We can’t laze about in bed all day.”

“Trust me,” he murmurs against my lips, his hand sliding down my body, between my legs. I’m already wet, already wanting him again. “We’d both be getting one hell of a workout if we stayed in bed. But maybe I have a better idea.” He pulls back, a wicked grin spreading across his face. “Let’s go get in the shower together. I just know your moans will echo perfectly through my bathroom while I breed you again.”

The thought sends a jolt straight through me, and my pussy clenches with need. “Okay,” I agree, my voice barely a whisper. “I’ll meet you in there in a minute.”

“Don’t be too long,” he growls, rolling out of bed. His body is magnificent in the morning light, all hard planes and defined muscle. “I’m already missing the feeling of your sweet little cunt milking the cum out of my balls.”

He heads into the en-suite bathroom, and I hear the shower start. I climb out of bed and quickly pull on a t-shirt of his that I find draped across a chair. It’s way too big on me, the hem falling almost to my knees, and it smells like him - masculine and utterly intoxicating. I rush downstairs, not wanting to be apart from him for too long. But I want to check my phone first in case my mom tried to call or message me last night. She worries about me when I’m so far away, and I completely forgot all about my phone after... well, after Luke.

I grab my phone from where I’d left it on the coffee table in the living room, and I’m relieved to find nothing from my parents, but then I see a text from Mia, sent late last night.

My stomach twists as I open the message. “Hey girl! Hope everything’s going okay at my dad’s house. Text me when you get a chance and let me know how it’s going! Tell me he’s behaving himself, haha. Talk soon!”

The words are light and friendly. A joke. But they hit me hard.

Suddenly, the warm, hazy bubble of happiness I’ve been floating in bursts, and the real world comes rushing back in.

Luke isn’t just any man. He’s my best friend’s father. Mia’s dad.

Guilt rushes in fast and overwhelming, a cold, sickening wave that washes over me. What have I done? I crossed a line with Luke that I shouldn’t have crossed. How could I do this to Mia? She’d be devastated if she found out. She brought me to her dad’s house to help me, and I repaid her by sleeping with him. By letting him take my virginity.

I knew all of this last night. I knew it was wrong. But the pull, the chemistry between us, it was too strong to resist. It was like nothing I’ve ever felt before. And in the heat of the moment, I’d been entirely selfish. I hadn’t been able to think of anything but the overwhelming need to be his.

But now, with Mia’s words staring up at me from my phone screen, everything feels real again. Too real.

I’m scared. I’m scared of losing my best friend. I’m scared of her hating me forever. But I’m also scared of losing the man I’m already crazy about. I don’t think I could bear having to walk away from him.

I know I can’t have both, but I don’t want to choose. I can’t choose.

Luke is waiting for me in the shower, but I can’t face him. Not now. Not when I’m so confused and overwhelmed. Instead of joining him in the shower, I turn and rush back up the stairs, my heart pounding in my chest. I bypass the bathroom and retreat to the guest room, needing distance, needing space to think.

I close the door behind me, leaning against it as I try to catch my breath. My mind is a chaotic mess of conflicting emotions. The memory of last night, of this morning, is still so fresh, so vivid. The feel of his hands on my body, the sound of his rough, commanding voice, the way he looked at me like he’d never needed anybody as much as he needed me. It was perfect. It was everything I’d ever secretly wanted and more.

But it was also wrong. So, so wrong.

And I have no idea how I’m going to fix this mess.


Chapter Five
Luke


The spray of the shower is hot against my skin, but it does nothing to ease the tension coiling in my gut. I wait. And I wait. But Amber doesn’t come. The bathroom door stays closed, and the only sound is the steady drumming of the water against the tile.

I turn off the shower and grab a towel, drying myself off quickly. Irritation, sharp and unfamiliar, pricks at me. I don’t like this feeling. I don’t like being kept waiting. I don’t like not knowing where she is.

Shit, I must have it bad if I can’t stand to be apart from her for even fifteen minutes.

I wrap the towel around my waist and stalk out of the bathroom, my bare feet silent on the hardwood floor. I check my bedroom. Empty. I check her room.

The door is closed. I press my ear against it. I can hear her inside. The soft, shuffling sound of her moving around. A quiet, shaky sigh.

I don’t bother knocking. I turn the handle and push the door open.

She’s standing by the window, her back to me. She’s wearing one of my t-shirts, the black cotton hanging loose on her slender frame. The sight of her in my clothes sends a jolt of possessiveness through me, but it’s quickly replaced by a cold, hard knot of concern at the sight of her rigid posture, the way her shoulders are hunched. She’s upset.

“You didn’t come,” I say. My voice is flat, devoid of emotion.

She whirls around, her eyes wide, her face pale. She looks guilty.

“Luke,” she whispers, her hands twisting in the hem of my t-shirt. “I... I’m sorry.”

“For what?” I take a step into the room, my gaze locked on hers. I want to go to her, to pull her into my arms, but I don’t. I need to know what’s going on in that beautiful head of hers.

She shakes her head, her gaze dropping to the floor. “For last night. For this morning. For... all of it.” Her voice is barely audible, thick with unshed tears. “It was a mistake, Luke. We can’t... we shouldn’t have done that.”

The words hit me like a physical blow. A mistake? That’s what she thinks this is? My blood runs cold. The last twenty-four hours have been the most intense, the most meaningful of my entire life, and to her, it’s a mistake?

“Why?” My voice is dangerously quiet.

She looks up at me, her blue eyes swimming with tears. “Because of Mia,” she says, her voice cracking. “She’s my best friend. She trusts me. How could I do this to her? I feel so guilty, Luke. I can’t... I can’t be with you. Not when it would hurt her. But I don’t want to lose you either.”

My mind races, processing her words. I’m not a man who hesitates. I see a problem and I find a solution. And right now, the problem standing between me and the woman I love is Mia’s potential reaction. It’s an obstacle. And I’m going to remove it.

I don’t let the anger or the hurt show on my face. I stay calm. Controlled. That’s who I am. That’s how I operate.

“Let me ask you something,” I say, taking another step closer to her. I can see the goosebumps rise on her arms, the way her body responds to my proximity even as her mind fights against it. “If Mia knew about us. If she was okay with it. Would you still feel this way? Would you still be telling me this was a mistake?”

A single tear escapes, tracing a path down her cheek. “No,” she whispers, the confession torn from her. “But it doesn’t matter, because she won’t be okay with it. Surely she won’t be.”

“She might surprise you,” I say. “But we don’t have to wonder.”

I turn and walk out of the room without another word, feeling Amber’s shocked gaze on my back. I go into my bedroom and grab my phone from the nightstand. My thumb moves with practiced efficiency, finding Mia’s number in my contacts. I press call.

“Luke, what are you doing?” she whispers, appearing in the doorway of my bedroom, her face a mask of panic.

The phone rings once. Twice. I hold up a hand, silencing her.

“Hey, Dad, is everything okay?” Mia’s cheerful voice comes through the speaker.

“Everything’s fine, sweetheart. I need to talk to you about something, though.” My voice is calm. Measured. Like I’m discussing a court case.

“Okay...” I can hear the concern in her voice now. “What’s up?”

I look at Amber. Her eyes are wide, her hands pressed to her lips. She looks like she’s about to be sick. “Amber is here with me,” I say.

“Well, yeah, of course she is. I was the one who dropped her off, remember? Are you guys getting along?”

I let a small smile touch my lips. “We’re getting along just fine. That’s actually what I wanted to talk to you about.”

I pause, and I can hear the faint sound of Amber’s frantic breathing.

“Okay...?” Mia prompts, her confusion clear.

“Mia, I’m in love with her,” I say, the words simple and direct. Unquestionable.

There’s a beat of silence. Then another. In that silence, I can feel my entire future with Amber hanging in the balance.

“Whoa. Okay,” Mia finally says, her voice laced with surprise but not anger. Not disgust. Just... surprise. “Like, love love? The guy who hasn’t even looked at a woman for years is... in love? With my best friend?”

“Yes,” I confirm. “I’m in love with her. She makes me happy. And I think... I think I make her happy too.”

Another pause. Then I hear my daughter’s soft laugh.

“Holy shit,” she says, and the words are full of genuine amusement. “Well, it’s about damn time you found someone, Dad. And honestly? If you had to fall for someone, I’m glad it’s Amber. She’s the best. As long as you’re good to her, you have my blessing. Just... tell her I don’t want any of the gross details, okay? I don’t want to know what you two get up to when I’m not around.”

I can feel the tension drain out of the room. The weight of guilt that had been pressing down on Amber evaporates. I look at her. She’s staring at me, her eyes wide, her lips slightly parted in disbelief.

“I’ll tell her,” I say, my eyes still on Amber. “Thanks, Mia.”

“No problem,” she chirps. “Just... take care of her, Dad. She’s a good one.”

“I will,” I promise, and I mean it with every fiber of my being. “I have to go now.”

“Okay! Love you!”

“Love you too, sweetheart.”

I hang up the phone and toss it onto my bed. The obstacle is gone. The barrier she thought existed between us has been demolished.

I close the distance between us in three long strides. Her body is tense, still braced for a fight that’s already over. I don’t speak. I just wrap my arms around her waist and lift her. She lets out a small gasp, her arms wrapping around my neck.

I carry her over to the armchair in the corner of her room, sinking down into it with her cradled in my lap. Her slender body feels so right against mine, a perfect fit.

“It’s okay, babygirl,” I murmur, my lips brushing against her temple. “It’s all okay.”

She buries her face in the crook of my neck, her body trembling slightly. “I can’t believe you did that,” she whispers, her voice muffled. “I was so scared.”

“I told you,” I say, my arms tightening around her. “There’s nothing I wouldn’t do for you.” I pull back, framing her face with my hands, forcing her to look at me. Her blue eyes are still a little watery, but the fear is gone, replaced by relief. “I love you, Amber. I’ve never said that to a woman in my life and meant it the way I mean it with you. This isn’t a fling. This isn’t a mistake. This is it for me.”

A tear escapes, trickling down her cheek. I catch it with my thumb.

“I love you too,” she whispers, the words clear and certain. “I was so scared of losing you. I don’t know what I would do if I couldn’t have this. If I couldn’t feel you inside me again, or... or if I couldn’t have you drink from me.”

My gaze drops to her chest. The t-shirt she’s wearing is thin, and I can see the faint outline of her nipples, already pebbling under my stare. The need that had been temporarily sidelined by the Mia situation comes roaring back to the forefront. My dick, already semi-hard under the towel, thickens instantly.

“Then you won’t have to,” I growl. I slide one hand down her back, over the curve of her ass, pulling her flush against my cock. She lets out a soft gasp, her eyelids fluttering. “You’ll never have to worry about that again. I’m going to take care of you. I’m going to keep you full of my cock and my cum. I’m going to drink from you every single day. And I’m going to put a baby in that flat little belly.”

Her breath hitches, and I can feel her shudder in my arms. The thought of it excites my needy girl.

“And I want another taste right now,” I say, my voice a low command. I let go of her, my hands moving to the hem of the t-shirt. “Take this off.”

Her blue eyes are wide, her lips parted. She doesn’t hesitate. She grabs the hem of the t-shirt and pulls it over her head, dropping it to the floor.

And there they are. Her beautiful, perfect tits. Heavy and full, the pale skin already flushed with a delicate pink. My entire body goes taut with a hunger so intense it’s almost painful.

I cup her breasts in my hands, testing their weight. They’re so heavy, so ripe. Perfect. Made for me.

“They’re full for you,” she whispers, her voice a little breathless.

“I know, babygirl,” I murmur, leaning in to press my lips softly against hers. “And this milk, it’s all mine, isn’t it? All for me to drink.”

“Yes,” she whispers. “It’s all for you.”

“Good girl,” I growl, enjoying the way those words make her whimper as I lower my mouth to her breast.


Chapter Six
Amber


I gasp as his warm, wet mouth closes over my nipple. The shock of pleasure is immediate, an electric current that shoots from my breast to my clit, making my entire body clench.

His tongue swirls over the sensitive peak, teasing me before he begins to suck, creating a firm, steady pull that sends ripples of pleasure through me. The wet sounds he makes, the soft, greedy little grunts of satisfaction as he drinks from me, are the most obscene, most wonderful things I have ever heard. Each swallow is a visible ripple in his strong throat, and the sight of it, the knowledge that he’s taking a part of me into himself, causes a fresh gush of arousal at my core.

His big, warm hand pushes between my thighs, his fingers sliding through my wetness with practiced ease. He finds my clit, swollen and aching for his touch, and begins to rub tight, insistent circles against the sensitive bundle of nerves. I cry out, my back arching, pushing my breast deeper into his mouth. His fingers are magic, creating a friction that has my hips bucking against him, chasing a release that’s already building with terrifying speed.

He pulls off with a soft, wet pop, leaving my nipple glistening and even more swollen than before. His lips are wet with a milky sheen on them that he licks away with a slow, deliberate swipe of his tongue.

“More,” he growls, his voice a low, rough command. “Give me more. Squirt it right into my mouth.”

A wave of heat washes over me, a mixture of shyness and a sharp, thrilling excitement. He doesn’t just want my milk; he’s obsessed with it. The thought is intoxicating. I want to please him. I want to give him everything he desires.

I bring my hands up to my breasts, cupping their heavy weight. They feel so full for him again already, even though he only fed from me a little while ago. With a deep breath, I squeeze, aiming the thin, white streams of milk toward his open, waiting mouth. His fingers never cease their work between my legs, driving me closer and closer to the edge. I watch, fascinated, as the milk pools on his tongue, a creamy white against the pink. I stop when his mouth is almost full, my breath catching in my throat as he closes his lips and swallows, his Adam’s apple bobbing as he takes my offering down.

Before I can even process the sight, he lunges forward, latching onto my other nipple with a desperate, hungry suction. His mouth is hot and demanding, and the combination of his suckling and the relentless pressure of his fingers on my clit is too much. A coil of pleasure, tight and hot, snaps deep inside me. I cry out his name, my body shaking as the orgasm crashes through me. He drinks from me through my climax, swallowing my milk as my pussy clenches and pulses around nothing, a desperate, empty ache blooming within me.

A new kind of confidence flows through me in the hazy, blissful aftermath of my orgasm. I feel bold. Powerful. He loves my body, especially my breasts and my milk. If I can make him feel half as good as he makes me feel...

An idea takes root. I slide from his lap, my knees pressing into the plush carpet as I settle before him. He’s still in the armchair, watching me with dark, hungry eyes. I reach for the towel still knotted at his waist, my fingers working at the soft terry cloth until it comes undone. His cock springs free, hard and thick and curving up toward his flat stomach. My gaze is drawn to it, to the beads of fluid already glistening at the tip.

“Look at you on your knees,” he groans. “Such a pretty sight.”

I flush with pleasure, my shyness from moments ago completely gone. I look up at him as I cup my breasts, squeezing them gently. A few drops of milk bead on my nipples before I aim and express, squirting thin streams of white onto his rigid length. His breath hitches, his hips jerking as my milk runs down the hot skin of his cock. Some of it misses completely, landing on his abs instead, but I don’t care. It makes me feel wanton when I see how much he enjoys being covered in the part of myself that I’ve been ashamed of for so long.

I lean in, nestling his erection between the soft, heavy weight of my breasts. They wrap around him, enveloping him. I press them together, creating a warm, wet channel for him. Then I start to move, stroking my breasts up and down his length, fucking him with my tits.

“Fuck,” he groans, his head falling back against the chair. “That’s it, babygirl. Just like that. Use those big, milky tits on my cock.”

His words are filthy, but they only spur me on. I watch, mesmerized, as the flushed, dark red head of his cock peeks up from between my breasts with every downward stroke. I can’t resist. I dip my head, my tongue darting out to lick the moisture from the tip. The taste of my own milk, nutty and sweet, mixed with the musky flavor of his arousal makes me moan. I do it again, this time letting the head of his cock push past my lips, into the warm, wet heat of my mouth.

“Christ, Amber,” he grits out, his hands clenching into fists at his sides. “You’re going to make me come.”

He lets me play for a few more moments, lets me worship him with my breasts and my mouth, but then, just as I can feel him tensing, he moves.

His hands are on my arms, pulling me up. In one smooth, controlled movement, he lifts me from my knees and deposits me in his lap, my legs straddling his powerful thighs. His cock, wet with my milk and saliva, presses against the slick entrance of my pussy.

“You’re going to ride me now,” he commands, his blue eyes dark and intense. “You’re going to slide down on my cock and show me how much you need my cum inside that fertile little body of yours.”

My heart hammers against my ribs. A combination of nervousness and desperate excitement courses through me. I’m not entirely sure what I’m doing. The night before, he had taken complete control, positioning my body and moving me to suit his needs. Now, he’s leaving it all to me. But I ache to have him inside me again, and it’s a deep, pulsing need that overrides any uncertainty. I’ll happily do anything he asks.

I lift my hips, my hand wrapping around the base of his thick shaft to guide him. I position the blunt head at my opening, my body already clenching in anticipation. Then, slowly, I sink down.

A soft gasp escapes my lips as he stretches me open, filling me inch by delicious inch. He feels even bigger like this, in this position, the angle allowing him to press so much deeper. I don’t stop until I’m fully seated, my bottom pressed against his thighs, his entire length buried inside me. I’m so full of him, and it feels so damn good.

“God, you feel incredible,” I breathe, my hands resting on his broad shoulders for support.

“You feel like heaven, babygirl,” he growls, his hands gently grazing my hips. “Now move. Ride my cock. Show me how badly you want me to fill you.”

I start to move, lifting my hips and sliding back down. It’s an awkward rhythm at first, my movements unsure. But then I find it, the roll of my hips that sends sparks of pleasure shooting through me with every downward glide. His eyes are glued to my chest, to my breasts as they bounce and sway with my movements. He doesn’t touch them, doesn’t try to take one into his mouth. He just watches, mesmerized.

Milk begins to leak from my nipples, little white beads that travel down my tummy, marking my skin. The sight of him watching me with such intensity drives me wild. I ride him harder, faster, taking him deep with every bounce.

He swats my ass lightly, the sting making me clench around him. “That’s it,” he rasps, his hands guiding my hips now. “Ride me harder. Show me how much you want my cum flooding your womb.”

“I want it,” I pant, my head falling back. “I want you to fill me, Luke.”

“Tell me,” he commands, his hips starting to thrust upwards, meeting me halfway, driving into me even harder. “Tell me what you want, babygirl.”

“I want your baby,” I cry out, the confession tearing from my throat. “I want to be big and round with your child. I want everyone to see I’m yours.”

His answering growl is full of possessive satisfaction. “You will be,” he vows, his thrusts becoming more powerful, more erratic. “I’m going to breed you so fucking good.”

He pulls me down for a rough, possessive kiss, his tongue claiming my mouth as his cock claims my body. One of his hands slides from my hip to my stomach, his fingertips brushing lightly over my skin. “Right here,” he murmurs against my lips. “This is where I’m going to put my baby.”

His words, the feel of his possessive touch on my belly, are what push me over the edge. I shatter around him, my orgasm a violent, all-consuming wave of pleasure. My body convulses, my inner muscles clamping down on him like a vise as a choked cry escapes my lips.

“Fuck, Amber,” he grits out, his own control shattering. He thrusts up into me one last, powerful time, burying himself to the hilt as he comes. I feel him pulsing inside me, sending a hot, deep flood of his seed straight to my womb, fulfilling the promise he just made.

We stay locked together as the aftershocks ripple through our bodies. My head is spinning, my limbs feel like jelly, but I’ve never felt more whole, more complete in my life. I collapse against his chest, my face buried in the crook of his neck, inhaling his scent.

He holds me tight and strokes his fingers through my hair. We don’t speak for a long time. Words aren’t necessary.

I feel him soften inside me, but he doesn’t pull out. He holds me, keeping me connected to him. It’s a silent, possessive gesture, and I love it. He doesn’t want to let me go. He wants to stay inside me for as long as possible. And I need that too.

“I love you,” I whisper, the words muffled against his skin. It feels so easy to say now. So right.

“I love you too, babygirl,” he murmurs, pressing a soft kiss to my temple. “More than I ever thought was possible.”

I sigh contentedly, nestling closer to him as a sense of rightness settles over me. This is where I belong, wrapped in his arms, filled with his love and his seed, and I wouldn’t trade this feeling for anything in the world.


Epilogue
Amber


Two years later:

The late afternoon sun is warm on my skin, and the air smells of freshly cut grass and the sweet perfume of the rose bushes that line the fence. I’m sitting on a blanket in the middle of our vast, green backyard, watching as my husband, Luke, kneels on the grass a few feet away, our little boy held securely in his strong arms.

Oliver is a little over a year old now, a whirlwind of energy and noise with a mop of dark brown hair and his father’s intense blue eyes. He’s babbling happily, reaching out with chubby little hands to grab at the blades of grass, his face lit up with joy.

My heart feels so full it could burst.

I still can’t quite believe this is my life. That this successful, brilliant lawyer who had his life exactly how he wanted it, saw a shy, insecure girl like me and decided she was what was missing. He saw my weird, embarrassing secret and didn’t run. He claimed it. He claimed me. He gave me a stability and a security I’d never even known I was craving. And most importantly, he gave me this. Our family. A family that will soon be gaining a new addition, even though he doesn’t know that yet.

Luke glances over at me, and a slow, easy smile spreads across his face. His blue eyes, the same ones that used to make me blush and stammer, now look at me with a deep, unwavering love that still takes my breath away.

“What are you thinking about?” he asks, a small smile touching the corners of his lips.

“Just how happy I am,” I say, my own smile blooming in response.

His gaze softens. “Me too, babygirl. Every damn day.”

The sound of the back gate opening makes me turn my head. Mia is walking toward us, her face already breaking into a wide grin.

“There are my favorite people!” she calls out, her voice full of its usual warmth and energy.

She reaches us, wrapping her arms around Luke’s neck in a quick, tight hug. “Hey, Dad.”

“Hey, sweetheart,” he says, hugging her back before letting her go.

Then she turns to me, her grin widening. “And my best friend!” She pulls me into a hug that smells of her floral perfume, and I hug her back, feeling a rush of affection for this woman who brought me to the man who would become my entire world.

“Hey, Mia,” I say.

She lets me go and immediately drops to the grass, her attention captured completely by Oliver now.

“And look at this little man!” she coos, her voice dropping into that high, silly tone people use for babies. “You’re getting so big! Are you being a good boy for your mommy and daddy?”

Oliver babbles happily, reaching for the shiny necklace around Mia’s neck. She lets him grab at it, her expression doting and full of love. It makes my heart ache with happiness to see them together. My best friend and my son.

“Okay, I have news,” Mia says, looking up from Oliver, her eyes sparkling with excitement. She glances between Luke and me, a wide, mischievous smile playing on her lips. “Big news.”

Luke raises an eyebrow at his daughter. “Are you finally telling us you’re running off to join a circus?” he asks. His tone is dry, but his lips curl upwards into a teasing smile.

Mia laughs. “Better,” she says, her hand unconsciously going to her stomach. “You’re going to be a grandpa, Dad.”

Luke’s teasing expression melts away, replaced by one of pure shock. He just stares at her, his blue eyes wide, for a long, silent moment.

“Mia...” I breathe, my own shock giving way to a wave of joy for my friend. I scramble to my knees and throw my arms around her. “Oh my god, Mia! That’s amazing! Congratulations!”

She hugs me back, her laughter a little watery. “Thank you! We found out last week. Mark is so excited. He’s already talking about building a crib.”

Mark, her fiancé, is a good man. He’s kind and steady, and he adores her. I couldn’t be happier for her.

I pull back, my eyes tearing up with happiness for her. “This is the best news!”

I look over at Luke. He’s still a little stunned, but a slow, proud smile is spreading across his face.

“A grandpa,” he says, testing the word out loud. Then he looks at Oliver, who is completely oblivious to the life-altering announcement that has just been made. A deep laugh escapes him. “Well, hell. Looks like I’m going to be a busy man.”

Mia gets up and hugs her dad, and I watch them, my heart feeling like it’s going to burst with love for my little family. I’m so happy for her, so incredibly happy that she gets to experience this joy. But seeing her glowing with the news of her own baby, knowing that she’ll be a mother soon, makes my own secret feel like it’s burning a hole right through me. I can’t hold it in any longer.

“Luke,” I say, my voice a little shaky.

He looks over at me, and something in my expression must give it away. He kneels in front of me, his big hands covering mine.

“What is it, babygirl?” he asks, his blue eyes searching mine.

I take a deep breath, a wide, nervous smile spreading across my face. “Well,” I say, my gaze flicking between him and Mia. “It looks like Ollie is going to have a cousin... and a new little brother or sister at the same time.”

Mia gasps, her eyes widening in disbelief. “Amber!” she cries out, her voice filled with joy. “No way!”

Luke is utterly still. He just stares at me, his expression completely blank. For a terrifying second, I worry that this is too much, too soon. But then, a slow, wide grin spreads across his face, and he lets out a booming laugh. It’s a sound so full of joy it makes me want to cry.

And then he’s lifting me, his strong arms wrapping around my waist and hoisting me into the air as if I weigh nothing at all. He twirls me around and around, turning the world into a dizzying blur of green grass and blue sky.

“Luke!” I squeal, laughing as he spins me.

He finally sets me down, but he keeps his arms around me, pulling me flush against his chest. I look up at him, and his blue eyes are shining.

“Another one,” he breathes. “We’re having another baby.”

I nod, a happy tear tracing a path down my cheek. “We’re having another one.”

Mia is crying openly now, but they’re happy tears. She’s clutching Oliver to her chest, her face a beautiful mess of emotion. “Oh my god,” she sniffles. “We’re going to be pregnant together! This is the best day ever. I can’t believe it.”

I beam at her, my happiness so big that it’s almost overwhelming. “I know,” I say, my own voice thick with emotion. “I just found out this morning. I was planning to make Luke’s favorite dinner and tell him then. But this seemed like the perfect moment instead.”

“We’re going to have to start planning a double baby shower!” she exclaims, her eyes already lighting up with excitement. “We can do a theme, like... ‘Twice the Blessing’ or... or... ‘Mommies in Bloom’!”

Luke just watches us, a warm, contented look on his face. He’s got one arm wrapped securely around my waist, and his other hand is resting possessively over my stomach, as if he’s already trying to connect with the new little life growing inside me.

“Alright, you two,” he says, chuckling softly. “Let’s not get ahead of ourselves. We’ve still got a few months to go before we need to start worrying about baby showers.”

He’s right, of course. Always the calm, controlled one. But it’s hard not to get swept up in the joy of the moment, in the sheer happiness that is radiating from all of us. Mia is practically vibrating with it, her hands fluttering as she talks about all the things she wants to do, all the ways she’s going to spoil both of the babies and the little nephew she already has. Oliver, sensing the excitement, starts babbling and clapping his hands, and the sound is like music to my ears.

I lean my head against Luke’s shoulder, content to just listen to them, to be a part of this perfect little bubble of happiness. The sun is beginning to dip lower in the sky, casting a warm, golden glow over the garden, and I feel a deep sense of gratitude wash over me.

I’m so lucky. I have this amazing, handsome man who loves me more than I ever thought possible. I have a beautiful, healthy son who is the light of my life. I have my best friend, who is more like a sister to me, and now we’re going to go through the incredible journey of pregnancy together.

It’s more than I ever dared to dream of. More than I ever thought I deserved.

Luke’s arm tightens around me, and he presses a soft kiss to the top of my head. I tilt my face up to look at him, and my breath catches in my throat. The golden light is catching the silver at his temples, making it shine, and his blue eyes are fixed on me.

“I love you, Amber,” he says, his voice low and rough, meant only for me.

“I love you too,” I whisper back, my heart swelling with so much love for this man it feels like it might overflow.

A wave of warmth washes over me, a feeling of contentment so deep and so right that I know, with every fiber of my being, that this is exactly where I am supposed to be. This is my family. This is my home. This is my happily ever after, and it’s more perfect than I could have ever imagined.

***
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