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Chapter One
Daniel


I tip my head back, letting the late afternoon sun warm my face as the cool glass of whiskey sweats in my hand. The liquid heat spreads through my chest as I take another slow sip, the ice cubes clinking softly against the crystal. Two weeks in London on business have left me drained, but sitting here by Richard’s pool, with the familiar scent of chlorine and cut grass in the air, is exactly what I need. Richard has been my friend ever since I moved in next door after my divorce five years ago, and he’d invited me over for a drink before I’d even had a chance to unpack.

“Seriously, Dan, what am I supposed to do?” he says, the words pulling me back from the edge of relaxation. He swirls the amber liquid in his own glass, frustration evident in the tight set of his jaw. “She’s been here a week, and the most I’ve gotten out of her is a two-word answer. ‘Fine.’ ‘Okay.’ ‘Whatever.’ It’s like talking to a brick wall.”

I shift in the lounge chair, the woven plastic creaking slightly. “Give it time, Rich. I know she’s your daughter, but she’s just settling in. You said yourself it’s been years since you’ve seen her.” I take another sip of my drink before continuing. “She’s probably just as nervous as you are.”

He sighs, running a hand through his graying hair. “I guess. I just... I want to fix things, you know? Make up for lost time. But she’s already twenty years old, Dan. A grown woman. What if it’s too late?”

The words twist something in my gut. My own divorce had been a messy affair, and I thank God we never had kids. I couldn’t imagine having to navigate that kind of strained relationship with a child in the picture. The thought of my own potential offspring growing up without me, looking at me like a stranger… it’s a special kind of hell I’ve been grateful to avoid. I can’t even begin to imagine how tough it’s been for Richard over the years.

“Patience,” I say, the word sounding like a platitude even to my own ears. “Just give her space; let her get comfortable. The connection will come.”

Richard nods, but the doubt is still etched on his face. “Yeah, maybe you’re right.”

Then the sliding glass door at the back of the house glides open, and my advice evaporates, every coherent thought scattering like leaves in the wind.

A woman; Richard’s daughter, I assume; walks out onto the patio, and the afternoon light catches her in a way that makes my breath catch in my throat. Long, dark hair cascades down her back, a silk waterfall against skin that glows golden in the sun. She’s young - too young, a distant part of my brain notes - but she’s also… stunning. Her brown eyes, wide and luminous, are fixed on the pool as she moves, a small towel clutched in one hand. She’s wearing a bikini, and it’s one of those small, strappy things that reveals more than it conceals. The sight of all that bare skin sends a jolt straight through me, causing heat to pool low in my belly.

Her breasts… fuck. They’re full, lush, spilling out of the inadequate fabric of her bikini top. They move with each step she takes, a soft, rhythmic sway that makes my mouth go dry. I can’t stop staring. My grip on my whiskey glass tightens, my knuckles white as I force myself to maintain a casual posture.

She’s almost at the pool’s edge when she finally seems to register our presence. She freezes, her body tensing visibly. Her eyes, those beautiful, expressive brown eyes, widen slightly as they land on me, then dart to Richard. A faint blush creeps up her neck, coloring her cheeks with a sweet, rosy hue. She brings the towel up, holding it in front of her chest in a self-conscious gesture that does nothing to hide what I’ve already seen.

It’s too late. I’m already captivated.

“Sorry,” she says, her voice soft and slightly breathy. “I didn’t realize you had company.”

Richard turns, a somewhat strained smile on his face. “Emily, come meet my friend.” He gestures toward me with his glass. “This is Daniel Foster, our neighbor. He’s been away on business for the last two weeks, though, which is why you haven’t met him before. And Daniel, this is my daughter, Emily.”

This can’t be happening. This woman is my friend’s daughter, the one he is desperately trying to reconnect with after years apart. And I’m sitting here, staring at her like a starving man who’s just been presented with a feast, my hard cock straining against the fabric of my shorts.

I force a smile as I rise to my feet, extending a hand that I hope doesn’t tremble. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Emily.” My voice sounds rougher than usual.

She takes a hesitant step closer, her free hand slipping into mine. Her touch is light, her skin soft and warm. A spark of electricity shoots up my arm and heads straight to my groin. Fuck. I don’t think I’ve ever had this kind of overwhelming reaction to a woman before.

“Nice to meet you too, Mr. Foster,” she murmurs, her gaze flickering between my face and her feet. The blush on her cheeks deepens, and she looks so innocent, so sweet. I wonder if she’s blushing like this because she feels the same kind of pull I’m experiencing right now. The thought makes me want to pull her into my arms and kiss her pretty lips until she’s breathless and begging for more.

Jesus, I really need to get a grip. Her father, my friend, is standing right beside me.

“Daniel,” I correct her gently. “Please call me Daniel.”

A small smile plays on her lips as she looks up at me, her brown eyes locking with mine. For a fleeting moment, I see something there. A flicker of curiosity? Or maybe it’s just the reflection of the sun in her eyes. “Okay, Daniel.”

My name on her lips sounds better than it has any right to. The way she says it, soft and a little breathy, makes my dick ache.

I reluctantly let go of her hand, and the loss of her touch is almost painful. I force myself to take a step back, but my eyes are still glued to her. She’s so beautiful. And the way she holds herself, with that hint of shyness, makes me want to take care of her. Protect her. From everything.

“I was just telling Daniel you’ve moved in for the summer,” Richard says, breaking the charged silence between us. “I’m glad you did, sweetheart.”

Emily’s smile fades slightly, and she turns to face her father, the towel still clutched to her chest. “Me too, Dad.”

It’s clear she’s just trying to be polite. There’s a distance between them that’s so thick you could cut it with a knife. And I feel like an intruder, a voyeur into a private, painful moment.

“I was just going to take a dip in the pool,” she says, her gaze making its way back to me again. “But I can come back later. It’s not a problem.”

“Oh no,” I say quickly. Maybe too quickly. “Please don’t let us stop you. I should probably be heading out soon anyway. I need to unpack after my trip.”

It’s a lie. I don’t want to leave. I want to stay right here, to watch her swim, to see the water cascade down her skin. But I also know I need to get the hell out of here before I do or say something I’ll regret. Something that could ruin my friendship with Richard, or worse, scare her away.

Before I turn to leave, I let my gaze drift down her body, just for a second. I can’t help it. My eyes catch on the swell of her breasts again, and my mind supplies an image of what they would look like, bare, with my hands covering them, my thumbs brushing over her nipples until they’re pebbled and hard. My cock throbs in response, and I have to clench my jaw to stifle a groan. I have to get out of here. Now.

“Are you sure?” she asks, her brow furrowed slightly.

“Positive,” I say, my voice strained. I drain the rest of my whiskey in one go, the burn a welcome distraction. “It was good to see you, Rich. We’ll catch up properly later.” I turn to Emily, my gaze softening as I look at her. “And it was a pleasure meeting you, Emily. I hope you enjoy your swim.”

She gives me a small, shy smile, and it does something to my heart, a strange, unfamiliar tightening. “Thank you, Daniel.”

I turn and walk away, my movements stiff and controlled. I can feel her eyes on my back as I walk across the lawn, and it takes every ounce of willpower I have not to turn around for one last look.

I’m halfway to the gate when Richard catches up with me. “How did you do that?” he asks, and a flash of panic goes through me. Does he know? Can he see what’s going on in my head?

“Do what?” I ask, my voice tight.

“Get her to talk like that. I swear it’s the most I’ve heard her say since she arrived. She’s usually so quiet. You have a way with people, Dan.”

Relief washes over me, followed by a wave of guilt. He doesn’t know about all the things I want to do to her.

“Just luck, I guess,” I say, forcing a lightness into my tone that I don’t feel. “She seems like a sweet girl.”

“She is,” he says, and the sadness is back in his voice. “I just wish I knew how to connect with her. To make her feel at home here. With me.”

I place a hand on his shoulder, the gesture feeling hollow. “You’ll get there, Rich. Just give it some time.”

I let myself out the gate and start walking across the grass that separates our houses. But my mind is not on Richard or my luggage waiting for me inside. It’s on Emily.

On her long, dark hair and her soft, brown eyes.

On the sweet blush on her cheeks and the shy smile on her lips.

On her full, luscious breasts, and the way they spilled over the top of her bikini. The image is burned into my mind, and my cock twitches inside my shorts. I can almost feel the weight of them in my hands, the softness of her skin.

I want her.

I’ve never wanted anything, or anyone, this much in my entire life. It’s an all-consuming need that’s overriding every rational thought in my head. I’m forty years old, and I’m acting like a teenager with a crush. But this isn’t just a crush.

She’s mine, and I know that with a certainty that scares the shit out of me.

I just have to figure out how to make her realize it too. And how to do it without alienating my friend in the process.

Because I don’t think I can live without her.
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Chapter Two
Emily


The warm, sweet scent of melting chocolate and vanilla fills the kitchen, wrapping around me like a comforting blanket. I pull the tray of cookies from the oven, the heat washing over my face, and set it on the stovetop with a clatter. They’re perfect, golden-brown at the edges, soft and gooey in the middle. I made them from scratch, my grandmother’s recipe, the one my mom used to make for me when I was little. Baking always helps me think, but today, it’s doing nothing to quiet the chaos in my mind.

Because all I can think about is him.

Daniel.

It’s wrong. I know it’s wrong. He’s my dad’s friend, a man who’s got to be at least twice my age. And yet, the memory of his eyes on me, the way they’d darkened with something I didn’t quite understand, sends a shiver of longing down my spine.

I’ve barely dated. There were a few awkward dates in high school, and a couple of coffee meetups in college that went nowhere. And especially not since this… this thing with my body started. The lactation. The doctor said it was hormonal, and it would probably stop on its own eventually, but “eventually” feels like a lifetime away. How do you even begin to explain something like that to a guy? “Hi, nice to meet you. Just so you know, my breasts produce milk. Still want to get dinner?” Yeah, right. It’s easier to just keep to myself.

But there’s something about Daniel that makes me think maybe I’m missing out on something. It’s not just that he’s handsome. He is, painfully so. In a rugged, grown-up way that makes my stomach flutter. But it’s the way he looked at me that lingers in my mind. He looked at me like he really saw me. Not just the daughter of his friend, or a pretty girl in a bikini. He looked at me like… like I was the only person in the world.

The kitchen door opens, pulling me from my thoughts. Dad walks in, already dressed in a nice shirt and jeans, a hint of cologne following him in. He pauses, sniffing the air appreciatively.

“Wow, Emily, something smells amazing,” he says, a genuine smile on his face.

“Just some cookies,” I say, trying to sound casual. “Want one?”

“Tempting, but I’m grabbing dinner with Melissa,” he says. “We’re trying that new Italian place downtown. You should come with us. My treat.”

The thought of a crowded restaurant and stilted conversation with my dad and his girlfriend makes my chest tighten with something that feels a lot like anxiety. I know my dad is trying to get to know me and make up for the way he just kind of disappeared from my life when I was a kid, but I never know what to say to him. What if I say something that makes him disappear again? Or I just end up being a disappointment in general. I’m not sure I could handle his rejection again. So keeping my walls a mile high feels easier.

“Oh, that’s okay,” I say, forcing a smile. “I wouldn’t want to intrude on your date.”

“You wouldn’t be intruding,” he insists, but there’s a familiar hesitation in his voice, a flicker of relief that almost makes me flinch. He wants to try, but he doesn’t really know how. And I don’t know how to let him. “But it’s fine if you don’t want to. We’ll probably be out late.”

“Okay. Have fun,” I say, and I mean it. I hope he has a good night. I want him to be happy. I’m just not sure I’m part of that happiness.

He lingers for a moment, looking at me, and for a second I think he’s going to push the issue. But then he just nods. “Alright. Well, I’ll see you later, Emily.”

“See you later, Dad.”

I watch him leave, the sound of the front door clicking shut echoing in the sudden silence. And then it’s just me and the cookies. And the thought of Daniel, which refuses to leave me alone.

My heart starts to beat a little faster as a plan forms in my mind. I know I should just stay here, eat some cookies, and watch a movie. I know it’s a terrible idea to go and see him while my dad is out for the evening. Daniel is twice my age, and he’s my dad’s friend.

But the thought of him, of the way he looked at me, is a siren’s call I can’t ignore. I remember the intensity in his eyes, and I liked it. I liked it a lot. I want to see that look again.

I glance at the cookies on the counter, still warm and fragrant. I’m going to take him some. As a welcome-home gift after his trip. A neighborly gesture. It’s a perfect excuse to see him.

My mind races, running through the possibilities. What will he say when I turn up unannounced? What will he do? The thought of seeing him again, of being alone with him, sends a thrill of excitement coursing through me. I imagine him opening the door, that same intense look in his eyes. I imagine him stepping closer, the space between us shrinking until there’s nothing left. I imagine him leaning in, his breath warm against my lips as he...

“Stop it, Emily,” I mutter to myself, shaking my head to clear the dangerous thoughts. This is getting out of control. I’m fantasizing about a man I barely know, a man who is so completely off-limits it’s not even funny. Things with my dad are already strained, and this… this would only make everything a million times worse.

But the thought of Daniel’s hands on my skin, of his lips on mine, refuses to leave me. There’s a constant tingling beneath my skin, and a warmth spreading through my belly.

I take a deep breath, trying to regain some semblance of control. I need to get ready. If I’m going to do this, I can’t show up looking like this, with flour on my cheek and my hair a mess from baking. I need to look pretty. For him.

I leave the cookies to cool on the rack and head upstairs to my bedroom. I rummage through the closet, my hands sliding over the soft fabrics of the dresses I brought with me. I finally settle on a simple sundress, made of a light, flowy material in a pretty floral pattern. The spaghetti straps are delicate, and the neckline is a modest V that shows just a hint of cleavage. It’s nothing special, but it’s the nicest thing I brought with me.

I slip out of the old, comfortable dress I was wearing for baking, letting it pool at my feet. I stand in front of the full-length mirror on my closet door, looking at my reflection. My breasts, heavy and full, press against the thin fabric of my bra, the nipples already pebbled from all the thoughts about Daniel. A dull ache starts to spread through them, a familiar pressure that signals the need to be relieved. They’re always like this in the evening, full and achy, ready to overflow. It’s been a few hours since I last pumped, and I can already feel the tightness, the slight dampness seeping through the fabric of my bra pads.

I reach into my nightstand and pull out my breast pump, a small, manual device that’s both a blessing and a curse. It’s a relief to have it, but it’s also a constant reminder of what makes me different. What makes me broken.

I sit on the edge of my bed and unhook my bra, letting my breasts fall free. They’re heavy, the skin taut and sensitive. I position the pump over one nipple, and begin to squeeze the handle, the rhythmic suction pulling at me, creating a strange mix of relief and discomfort. A thin stream of milk begins to flow, collecting in the small attached bottle. I watch it, my mind drifting.

And then the image of Daniel pops into my head, unbidden and powerful. I remember the way he looked at me by the pool, the heat in his gaze every time his eyes had drifted down to my chest. I imagine him here with me now, in my room, watching me as I pump. The thought sends a tingle of arousal through my entire body.

I close my eyes, letting the fantasy take over. I imagine him walking towards me, taking the pump from my hand, and setting it aside on the nightstand. I imagine him kneeling in front of me, his big hands gently cupping my heavy breasts. And then I imagine him leaning forward, his warm, wet mouth closing over my nipple.

A soft gasp escapes my lips. The fantasy is so vivid, so real, that I can almost feel his stubble grazing my sensitive skin. He would look up at me as he does it, his dark eyes locked on mine. He wouldn’t be disgusted. He would be... hungry. I imagine the way he would drink from me, the look of pure ecstasy on his face as he tastes me for the first time.

The ache between my thighs becomes an insistent throb, a pressure that builds with every beat of my heart. I can’t stop myself. I move the pump to my other breast and let my free hand drift downwards, slipping beneath the waistband of my panties. My folds are slick with desire, and I find my clit easily, the little bud already swollen and sensitive. I begin to circle it with my fingers, my breath catching in my throat as I imagine Daniel’s fingers there instead.

My pace quickens, both on the pump and on my clit. The two sensations are overwhelming. The relief in my breast, the building pleasure between my legs. I imagine Daniel’s mouth on my breast, his hand between my thighs, his deep voice in my ear telling me how good I taste, how much he wants me. The thought is so dirty, so forbidden, it sends me over the edge.

My back arches off the bed as a wave of pleasure crashes over me, my body trembling with the force of my orgasm. I cry out his name, a soft, choked sob, as the pleasure pulses through me, again and again. I ride the wave for as long as I can, my fingers still working my clit, drawing out the last drops of my release, until I’m spent, my body limp and trembling on the bed.

God, what is wrong with me?

I just masturbated to the thought of a much older man drinking my breastmilk.

A wave of shame washes over me, hot and suffocating. I quickly detach the pump, setting it aside on my nightstand. I can’t believe I just did that. I can’t believe I let my imagination run so wild. What is happening to me? I’ve never felt this way before. Never been this consumed by someone I just met.

I look down at my breasts, the nipples still hard and puckered from the pump. I’m so silly for having a fantasy like that. It’s never going to happen. I need to get a grip.

And I need to clean myself up before I go over to Daniel’s.

I have a feeling I’m playing with fire by going to visit him alone, but I don’t think I’m strong enough to resist the pull I feel towards him.
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Chapter Three
Daniel


The doorbell rings, cutting through the quiet of the house. I frown, glancing at the clock on the microwave. It’s after seven, and I’m not expecting anyone. I wipe my hands on a dish towel, leaving the dishes I’d been washing forgotten about as I head for the front door. My curiosity piques as I reach for the handle. Maybe it’s Richard, needing more advice, seeing as our conversation had been cut short earlier.

But when I swing the door open, it’s not Richard standing on my doorstep.

It’s her.

Emily.

She’s standing there, clutching a plate covered in a checkered napkin, a nervous smile playing on her lips. She’s wearing a simple sundress, a light floral print that does little to hide the curves I haven’t been able to stop thinking about for the last few hours. The late evening sun catches in her dark hair, turning it into a halo of silk around her shoulders. And fuck, I can see right away that she’s not wearing a bra. The soft cotton of her dress molds to her breasts, outlining them perfectly, and the sight of her hard nipples pressing against the fabric sends a jolt of pure lust straight to my dick.

“Hi,” she says, her voice soft and a little breathy. “I hope I’m not disturbing you.”

My throat goes dry. All the blood in my body seems to rush south, leaving me feeling light-headed and unsteady. I can’t seem to form a coherent thought, let alone a sentence. All I can do is stare at her, at the sweet offering in her hands, and the even sweeter offering of her body.

“I, uh, I baked some cookies,” she continues, holding the plate out to me. “And I thought I would bring you some too.”

My gaze drops from her face to the plate, then back to her breasts again. I can’t help it. They’re right there, full and luscious, and I want to touch them. I want to cup them in my hands, to feel their weight. I want to peel that dress down and take one of those hard nipples into my mouth.

Jesus, Daniel, get a grip. She’s just being nice. She’s being neighborly.

“Daniel?” she says, her brow furrowing slightly.

I snap out of it, tearing my gaze away from her chest with a herculean effort. “Sorry,” I manage to say, my voice rough. “Zoned out for a second there. It’s been a tiring couple of weeks.” It’s a weak excuse, but it’s the best I can do.

I take the plate from her, my fingers brushing against hers. A jolt of electricity shoots up my arm, and I have to clench my jaw to stop myself from making a sound. Her skin is so soft. So warm.

“Come in,” I say, stepping aside to let her pass. “You shouldn’t be standing out here on the doorstep.” I’m asking for trouble by inviting her in. I know I am. But I can’t seem to help myself.

“Thank you,” she says, stepping inside. The floral scent of her perfume, mixed with the smell of the cookies, wraps around me, and it’s all I can do not to groan.

As we walk through the house to the kitchen, my eyes are on her the entire time. The way her hips sway with each step she takes is hypnotizing. The dress she’s wearing is simple, but on her, it’s the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen. It clings to her curves in all the right places, and I can’t stop thinking about what she looks like underneath it. My cock is already hard, straining against the fabric of my shorts.

“Would you like something to drink?” I ask, setting the plate on the counter. “Milk seems appropriate if we’re eating cookies.”

Her cheeks flush a pretty pink. “Milk would be great. Thank you.”

I turn to the fridge, my back to her, and take a deep breath, trying to get myself under control. I need to stop this. I need to be a gentleman. I grab the carton of milk and pour two glasses, my hands shaking slightly.

I turn back around and hand her one of the glasses. “Here you go.”

“Thank you,” she says again, her fingers brushing against mine once more. Her eyes meet mine, and there’s something in them, a vulnerability and a curiosity that makes my heart ache. She’s so innocent. So pure. And all I can think about are the ways I want to ruin her.

I take a sip of my milk, my eyes still on her. She’s watching me, her lips parted slightly, her gaze fixed on my mouth. She seems to be holding her breath, and when she notices me watching her, she quickly looks away, her face turning even redder.

“Are you okay?” I ask, a small smile playing on my lips. I can’t help but find her flustered state endearing.

“I’m fine,” she says, her voice barely a whisper. She takes a quick sip of her milk, her eyes darting around the kitchen, looking anywhere but at me.

I set my glass down on the counter and reach for a cookie. I take a bite, the rich, chocolatey flavor exploding on my tongue. “These are amazing,” I say, my words muffled by the cookie. “You’re a really good baker.”

Her blush deepens, and she takes another sip of her milk, her eyes meeting mine once more to hold my gaze. “Thank you.”

My control is cracking. The sight of her, standing there in my kitchen, her cheeks flushed, her body language a mixture of shyness and something else, something almost brazen, is driving me wild. I can’t stop thinking about what she would feel like in my arms, about what her pretty lips taste like.

I place my cookie back down on the plate and take a step closer, and then another, until I’m standing right in front of her. I can feel the heat radiating from her body, and the scent of her perfume is making my head spin. I back her up against the countertop, caging her in with my body, and she doesn’t stop me when I take the glass from her hand and set it down on the counter behind her. Her eyes widen, a soft, whimpering sound escaping her lips.

And that’s it. That’s the sound that breaks me.

Against my better judgement, I can’t resist leaning down and kissing her.

It’s not a gentle kiss. It’s a hungry, demanding kiss that’s been building since the moment I laid eyes on her by the pool. I claim her mouth, my tongue delving deep, tasting her, exploring her. She’s soft and sweet, and she tastes even better than I imagined. For a split second, she freezes, her body tense against mine. And then she surrenders, her body melting into mine as she returns the kiss with a passion that takes my breath away. Her hands come up to rest on my chest, her fingers curling into the fabric of my shirt, and I feel like I could die happy right here, right now.

The cookies are forgotten. My jet lag is forgotten. My friendship with her father is forgotten. There’s only her, and this kiss, and the overwhelming need that’s consuming me from the inside out.

My hands find their way to her breasts, cupping their full, heavy weight through the thin fabric of her dress. They’re even more perfect than I imagined, soft and yielding in my palms, her hard nipples pressing against my skin. I groan into her mouth, my cock throbbing painfully with a desperate need.

And then her hands press more firmly against my chest, pushing me away.

I stop instantly, my hands dropping to my sides. A wave of shame washes over me, hot and suffocating. What the hell was I thinking? I must have misread the situation. I must have been crazy to think a beautiful young woman like Emily would want a guy twice her age.

“I’m sorry,” I say, my voice hoarse. “I’m so sorry, Emily. I shouldn’t have done that.”

She looks up at me, her lips swollen from my kiss, her chest heaving with each ragged breath she takes. Her brown eyes are wide, a mixture of shock and something else I can’t quite read.

“I’m sorry,” I say again, running a hand through my hair. “I got carried away. That was completely out of line.”

“No,” she says, her voice soft. “Don’t be sorry.”

My brow furrows. “No?”

She shakes her head, her gaze unwavering. “I’m surprised you kissed me,” she admits, a faint blush creeping up her neck. “But I liked it. A lot.”

Relief courses through me, so potent it almost makes my knees weak. “You did?”

“Very much so,” she says, her lips curving into a small, shy smile. “But... I stopped you because...” She trails off, her gaze dropping to the floor.

“Because what?” I ask, taking a small step closer. “You can tell me, Emily.”

She takes a deep breath, her eyes meeting mine again. “I was worried my milk might start leaking if you touched me too much there,” she says, her voice quiet as she gestures to her chest. “And I didn’t want to freak you out.”

I’m so stunned I can’t speak for a moment. Milk? My mind reels, trying to process her words. “Milk?” I finally manage to say. “Are you... are you pregnant? Have you had a baby?”

She shakes her head. “No. To both of those. It’s just... a hormone imbalance, my doctor says. It’s been happening for a while.”

My eyes drop to her chest, to the swell of her breasts I’ve been mesmerized by since I first saw her in that tiny bikini. The fascination I felt then is morphing into an intense curiosity. The thought of her breasts, heavy with milk, sends a wave of desire through me so strong it makes me dizzy. I want to taste her. It’s suddenly all I can think about.

I lean in, my lips hovering just above hers. “Is that the only reason you stopped me?” I ask.

She nods, her gaze locked on mine. “Yes.”

“And what if I told you I wasn’t freaked out at all by your milk?” I ask, my voice rough with need. “Would you still want me to stop? Because right now, all I can think about is how much I want to taste it.”

A soft gasp escapes her lips. She doesn’t answer, but her body language is all the confirmation I need. She’s leaning into me, her lips parting slightly, her eyes dark with a desire that mirrors my own.

I take that as an invitation.

I capture her lips in another searing kiss, my hands coming up to cup her breasts. This time, when my thumbs brush over her hard nipples, she doesn’t push me away. Instead, she arches into my touch, a soft moan escaping her lips as her hands tangle in my hair, pulling me closer.

My need for her is so fucking overwhelming. I have to see her. I have to taste her.

I break the kiss, my breathing ragged. With gentle fingers, I grasp the straps of her dress, slowly peeling the thin fabric down her arms. The dress pools at her waist, revealing her breasts to me for the first time. They’re more beautiful than I could have ever imagined, full and heavy, the skin a pale, creamy color that makes my mouth water. Her nipples are a dusky rose, already hard and beaded, waiting for my touch.

My gaze is locked on them, on a single, perfect bead of moisture welling up at the tip of one nipple.

“God, Emily,” I groan, the words torn from my throat. “You’re perfect.”

I reach out, my thumb gently brushing against that bead of milk, smearing it across her skin. She shivers, her breath hitching. I can’t wait another second.

I sit down at the kitchen table, pulling her with me. She stumbles, landing in my lap, her legs straddling my thighs. The position puts her breasts right at eye level, an offering I can’t refuse.

I lean in, my hands coming up to cup the soft weight of her tits, my thumbs circling her nipples, coaxing another small droplet of milk to the surface. And then I close my mouth over her, taking her nipple deep into my mouth.

The first taste is electric. Her milk is sweet, warm, and impossibly addictive. It’s like nothing I’ve ever tasted before, and it goes straight to my head, making me feel dizzy with need. I suckle gently, rhythmically, and a soft moan escapes her lips. Her hands come up to tangle in my hair, her fingers digging into my scalp, holding me to her as she arches her back, pushing herself deeper into my mouth.

I switch to her other breast, giving it the same attention, lavishing it with my tongue and my teeth before sucking the hard little bud deep into my mouth. Her hips begin to rock against me, a slow, sinuous motion that sends sparks of pleasure shooting through my body. I can feel her heat through the thin fabric of her dress, and I know she can feel my hard cock pressing against her.

I drink from her, my thirst for her seemingly unquenchable. The taste of her milk, the feel of her body in my arms, the sound of her soft moans... it’s all I can focus on. I’m lost in her, in this moment, in the overwhelming certainty that this is what I’ve been waiting for. This is what’s been missing from my life.

And I know, without a doubt, that I could spend a lifetime drinking from her and I’d still never be able to get enough.
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Chapter Four
Emily


I can’t believe this is really happening.

Less than an hour ago, I was alone in my bedroom, imagining this exact scenario. I was touching myself, thinking about Daniel’s mouth on my breasts, and now... now it’s real. His warm, wet mouth is on my nipple, sucking, and a liquid fire is spreading through my veins. Every pull of his mouth sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my core, creating a tingle that builds and builds until I’m grinding against him, desperate for more friction.

My dress is bunched up around my waist, my panties are soaked, and I’m straddling a man I only met a few hours ago, a man who is entirely off-limits. And even though I know it’s wrong, it’s the most incredible thing I’ve ever felt.

“God, Daniel,” I gasp, my fingers tightening in his hair. “That feels... that feels so good.”

He hums against my breast, the vibration sending another wave of pleasure through me. I can feel the tension coiling in my belly, a tight knot of need that’s about to snap. I rock my hips against him, the hard ridge of his cock a delicious torment against my clit. The friction is almost too much, a sweet ache that makes me want to scream.

He pulls back, his lips wet with my milk, a look of hunger in his dark eyes. “Is this all you need, baby?” he asks, his voice a low growl that makes my pussy clench. “Or do you need me to take care of this, too?”

His free hand slides up my thigh, under my dress, his fingers hooking into the waistband of my panties to tease the sensitive skin just above my curls. I know I should say no. I know I should stop this before it goes any further. But the thought of stopping is unbearable. I need him. I need him more than I’ve ever needed anything.

“Please,” I whimper, my hips rocking as I try to press myself against his hand. “Please, Daniel.”

The corners of his lips curl upwards into a wicked grin that makes my breath catch in my throat. “That’s what I thought.”

And then he stands up, his arms wrapping around my waist, lifting me as if I weigh nothing. I let out a surprised yelp, my arms automatically wrapping around his neck, my legs locking around his waist. He carries me out of the kitchen and into the living room. I can feel the hard muscles of his arms and chest flexing against me as he moves, and the raw power in his movements sends arousal coursing through me. His masculine scent fills my senses, and I bury my face in his neck, inhaling deeply.

He stops in front of the couch, carefully lowering me onto the soft cushions. Then he kneels on the floor between my legs, his dark eyes fixed on mine, and the intensity of his gaze makes my heart hammer against my ribs.

He reaches for the hem of my dress, pushing it up slowly, his fingertips grazing my skin as he exposes me to him. I lift my hips to help him, my body trembling with anticipation. He hooks his fingers into my panties, pulling them down my legs and tossing them aside. The cool air hits my heated core, and I can’t help but squirm under his gaze. I feel vulnerable, exposed, but the way he’s looking at me, like he’s about to devour me, makes me feel beautiful, desired.

And then he leans down, and I feel his hot breath against my pussy. I gasp, my back arching off the couch as he runs the flat of his tongue over my slit. It’s a tentative, exploring touch, and it feels so much better than I ever could have imagined. So much better than when I touch myself. He licks me again, this time with more pressure, and a soft moan escapes my lips.

He spreads my folds with his fingers, exposing my clit, and then he closes his mouth over it, sucking gently. The sensation is overwhelming, a sharp, intense pleasure that has me seeing stars. My hands move to his hair, my fingers tangling in the soft strands as I hold him to me, my hips squirming against his face.

He works my clit with his tongue, licking and sucking, driving me wild with pleasure. I can feel my orgasm building, a tight coil of heat in my belly that’s about to snap. And then he reaches up with his free hand, his fingers finding my breast. He squeezes gently, and a spray of milk arcs through the air, coating his hand and my stomach as it comes back down again.

He lets out a low growl against my pussy, the vibration sending even more pleasure through me. He squeezes again, and again, until my skin is slick with the sweet, milky fluid. He moves to my other breast, massaging it until my nipple is streaming, the milk dripping down my sides, pooling on the couch cushions beneath me.

I want to be embarrassed about the mess I’m making on his furniture, but I’m too far gone, lost in a haze of pleasure and desire. All I can think about is him, and the incredible things he’s doing to me with his mouth and his hands. The combination of his talented tongue on my clit and the relentless milking of my breasts is too much.

The coil in my belly finally snaps, and my orgasm crashes over me. I cry out, my back arching off the couch as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. He doesn’t stop, lapping up my juices as I come, prolonging my pleasure until I’m a boneless, trembling mess.

When I finally come down from my high, he pulls back, a satisfied smirk on his lips. He looks up at me, his dark eyes glittering with a possessive light that makes my heart skip a beat. He kneels up between my legs, his hands moving to the waistband of his shorts.

He pulls them down, freeing his cock. And my eyes go wide. He’s huge. Thick and long, with a prominent vein running up the underside of the shaft. The head is a deep, angry red, already beading with precum. I’ve never seen a real cock before, only pictures online, but he’s bigger than any of those. So much bigger.

“How... how is that going to fit?” I whisper, a flicker of fear warring with the desperate need still thrumming through my veins.

Daniel stills, his gaze softening as he looks at me. “Is this your first time, Emily?” he asks, his voice gentle.

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

He reaches out, his fingers gently tracing the line of my jaw. “We don’t have to do this,” he says. “We can wait. I want you to be sure.”

I’m sure. I’m more sure of this than I’ve been of anything in my entire life. There’s a small voice in the back of my head telling me this is a terrible idea, that I’m going to regret this in the morning. But the desperate, needy part of me, the part that’s been dreaming of this exact moment since I first laid eyes on him, is screaming at me to take what I want.

“I don’t want to wait,” I say, my voice firm. “I want this. I want you.”

Reaching out, I wrap my hand around his cock. He’s hot and hard in my palm, the skin soft and velvety. I can feel the pulse of his heartbeat through the thick shaft. I try to guide him to my entrance, but I’m clumsy, unsure of what I’m doing. I’m nervous, but there’s no way in hell I’m stopping now.

He takes over, covering my hand with his, and guides himself to my slick folds. He rubs the head of his cock against my clit, and I gasp, a jolt of pleasure shooting through me. He does it again, teasing me until I’m squirming beneath him, a desperate whine escaping my lips.

“Please,” I beg, my hips rising to meet him. “Please, Daniel.”

He doesn’t make me wait any longer. He begins to sink into me, and the stretch is intense, a sharp, burning pain that makes me cry out. He’s big, and I’m tight, and for a moment, I don’t think he’s going to fit. But then he pushes through my resistance, and there’s a sudden, sharp pain as he breaks through my hymen. I gasp, my body tensing at the unexpected sting.

He stops, giving me a moment to adjust. “Are you okay, baby?” he asks, his voice thick with concern.

I nod, my breath catching in my throat. The pain is already starting to fade, replaced by a strange, full feeling that’s not entirely unpleasant. “I’m okay,” I say, my voice barely above a whisper. “Keep going. Please.”

He starts to move, sliding in and out of me with slow, shallow thrusts. The pain is gone now, replaced by a deep, aching pleasure that builds with every stroke. He fills me completely, stretching me in a way that feels both overwhelming and perfect. I can feel every inch of him, every ridge and vein, as he moves inside me.

My hands clutch at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin as I try to ground myself against the onslaught of sensation. He leans down over me, his tongue lapping at the milk that still coats my stomach and breasts.

“You taste so fucking good,” he growls against my skin. “All of you.”

He drags his tongue to my breast, taking one of my nipples into his mouth again, and the sensation of him fucking me while drinking from me is almost too much to bear. Every pull of his mouth on my breast sends a corresponding throb through my pussy, and I know it won’t be long until I come again.

My hips rise to meet his, my movements clumsy and desperate as I try to take him deeper. I can feel my next orgasm building, a pressure that’s coiling deep in my belly, waiting to be unleashed. I need more. I need all of him.

“Daniel,” I gasp, my hands fisting in his hair. “Please... harder.”

He lifts his head, his dark eyes locking with mine. There’s a wild, feral look in them that makes my heart pound. He thrusts into me, harder this time, deeper, and the pleasure is so intense it’s almost painful.

“More,” I cry out, my body writhing beneath him. “I want more, Daniel. I want all of you.”

He doesn’t say anything, but the look on his face tells me everything I need to know. He understands. He knows what I need.

He reaches down, grabbing my hips and lifting them, changing the angle of his thrusts. He’s deeper now, hitting a spot inside me that I didn’t even know existed, a place that sends jolts of pure electricity through my body with every stroke. My head thrashes from side to side, my hands clutching at the couch cushions as I try to hold on to something, anything, to keep myself from flying apart.

The pressure inside me is almost unbearable, a tight knot of need that’s about to snap. I’m so close, so fucking close.

“Come for me, Emily,” he grunts between thrusts. “Come for me, baby.”

And I do.

My orgasm crashes over me, a blinding, mind-shattering wave of pleasure that steals my breath and my senses. I scream his name as my body convulses, my pussy clenching around him, milking him for all he’s worth. He slams into me one last time, a guttural groan tearing from his throat as he buries himself deep inside me, his cock pulsing as he fills me with his hot, thick seed.

The thought of him coming inside me, of his seed filling me, claiming me, is almost as intense as the orgasm itself. It’s a possessive act, and I love it. I love the thought of being his, of him marking me from the inside out. That small voice that keeps warning me this is a bad idea pipes up again, reminding me I’m not on birth control, but I push it down, ignoring it. I want this. I want everything he’s willing to give me.

He collapses on top of me, his body heavy and warm, his face buried in the crook of my neck. We lay there for a long moment with our bodies tangled together. I can feel his heart pounding against my chest, a steady, reassuring rhythm that slowly begins to calm.

He presses a tender kiss to my shoulder, then to the side of my neck. “Emily,” he murmurs against my skin. “My Emily.”

The words send a sudden warmth through me. I like the sound of being his Emily. I like it a lot.

He pushes himself up, his arms braced on either side of me, and looks down at me. His dark eyes are soft, filled with an emotion that I can’t quite name. He reaches out, his fingers gently stroking my cheek, and I lean into his touch, my eyes closing as I savor the simple intimacy of the gesture.

When I open them again, he’s still looking at me. “Are you okay?” he asks, his voice quiet. “Was I too rough?”

I shake my head, a small smile playing on my lips. “No. It was... perfect. You were perfect.”

He leans down and kisses me softly, a gentle, lingering kiss that’s so different from the hungry, demanding kisses from before. This one is full of tenderness, of affection, and it makes my heart ache with a feeling that’s so much more than just lust.

He pulls away, but only just. “Let’s take this to the bedroom,” he says, his lips curling up into a grin. “I’m nowhere near finished with you yet.”

His words send a shiver through me, and as much as I can’t wait to find out what else he plans to do with me, another thought pops into my head. “Okay, but I need to make sure I’m back home again before Dad gets back from his date. He’ll go mad if he finds out about us.”

Daniel’s lips purse together for a moment before he gently touches his forehead to mine and lets out a sigh. “I’d forgotten about that little problem for a while,” he says. “But you’re right. We’ll make sure you get home on time tonight. That means I still have a few hours with you, though, and I plan on making every second count.”

Before I can respond, he’s moving. His arms wrap around my waist again, and he lifts me with an ease that still takes my breath away. I instinctively wrap my arms around his neck and my legs around his waist as he stands up, carrying me through the living room and up the stairs. His strength is intoxicating, and I nuzzle against his chest, already anticipating what’s to come.
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Chapter Five
Daniel


A loud, insistent knocking on the front door rips me from sleep.

For a moment, I’m disoriented, the fog of sleep clouding my senses. The knocking comes again, sharper this time, more demanding, and my eyes fly open. The room is bathed in the soft, golden light of morning.

And she’s still here.

Emily is curled up next to me, her head resting on my chest, her soft, even breaths a gentle rhythm against my skin. Her dark hair is a tangled mess across my pillow, and her face is peaceful in sleep.

Panic, cold and sharp, cuts through me. I glance at the clock on the bedside table. 8:17 a.m.

We fell asleep.

After I took her to my bedroom, we spent the rest of the evening exploring each other. I took her against the wall, her legs wrapped around my waist, her moans echoing in the quiet room. I had her on her hands and knees on my bed, my hands gripping her hips as I drove into her from behind, watching her ass ripple with every thrust. The last time, we made love slowly, our bodies moving together in a lazy, sensual rhythm, our mouths fused in a deep, lingering kiss.

I remember her falling asleep in my arms, her body sated and pliant, a soft sigh escaping her lips as she drifted off. I’d meant to only let her sleep a little while before waking her, but I must have fallen asleep too; the exhaustion of my travels and our vigorous activities finally catching up with me. Fuck. I’d been selfish and wanted to hold her for a while as she slept, not knowing when I would get a chance to do so again. But I fucked up big time.

The knocking at the door comes again, louder this time, more insistent.

Emily stirs beside me, her eyes fluttering open. “Daniel?” she murmurs, her voice thick with sleep. Then her eyes widen as awareness dawns on her. “What time is it?”

“Morning,” I say, my voice tight with a panic I’m trying to suppress. “Someone’s at the door.”

“Oh my god,” she whispers, her eyes darting around the room as she sits up, clutching the sheet to her chest. “My dad...”

“Stay calm,” I say, swinging my legs over the side of the bed and grabbing a pair of sweatpants and a t-shirt from the wardrobe. I pull them on, my movements jerky and clumsy. “I’ll handle it.”

I turn to her, my eyes meeting hers. She looks terrified; her face pale, her brown eyes wide with fear. I lean in and press a hard, quick kiss to her lips. “I’ll handle it,” I say again, more firmly this time.

I rush out of the bedroom and down the stairs, taking them two at a time. The knocking at the door comes again, even louder this time.

“I’m coming, I’m coming!” I yell, my voice echoing in the quiet house.

I wrench the front door open, my chest heaving, my heart pounding against my ribs. And standing on my doorstep, looking frantic, is Richard.

“Daniel!” he says, his voice strained with panic. “Thank God you’re here. Have you seen Emily?”

Before I can even process his question, he’s talking again, his words coming out in a rush. “I went to wake her up for breakfast. I made pancakes. But she wasn’t there. Her bed hasn’t been slept in. Her phone’s on her nightstand, but she’s gone. I don’t know where she is, Daniel. I’m worried sick.”

He’s genuinely terrified. A wave of guilt washes over me, hot and suffocating. I’ve done this. I’ve caused my friend this kind of pain. And God only knows how I’m going to get us all out of this mess.

“Richard,” I say, my voice rough. “Calm down. Come inside.”

He takes a step forward, moving past me into the entryway, but he stops dead in his tracks. His eyes go wide with shock, his jaw slack. He’s staring at something behind me.

I turn.

And there she is.

Emily is standing on the stairs, halfway up. She’s in the same dress she wore last night, the one I peeled off her body hours ago. But now it’s wrinkled and creased. Her hair is a tangled mess around her shoulders, and her face is pale, her eyes wide with fear. She looks exactly like what she is: a woman who has spent the night in my bed.

The air in the room crackles with a tension so thick I can barely breathe. Richard’s gaze is locked on Emily, and there’s a world of pain and betrayal in his eyes. He looks from her to me and back again, his face a mask of disbelief and horror.

“You...” he stammers, pointing a trembling finger at Emily. “You... and him?”

“Look, Richard, I can explain,” I say quickly, even though I’m not sure there is much else I can tell him now he’s seen for himself where Emily is.

But Richard doesn’t wait. He just shakes his head, a look of disgust twisting his features. Without another word, he turns on his heel and storms out of my house, slamming the door behind him so hard the walls shake. The sound echoes in the sudden, deafening silence that follows.

I turn to Emily, who is now standing at the bottom of the stairs, her arms wrapped around herself. Tears are streaming down her face, and she looks so small and vulnerable that my heart aches.

“Emily...” I start, but I don’t know what to say.

“What are we going to do?” she whispers, her voice choked with sobs. “He hates me. He’ll never want to see me again.”

“He doesn’t hate you,” I say, my voice gentle but firm as I move towards her. I want to pull her into my arms and hold her, but I’m afraid she’ll push me away. “He’s just in shock. We need to go and talk to him. Explain.”

“And say what?” she asks, her voice rising in panic. “Sorry I spent the night fucking your friend, Dad? I’m sure that’ll go over well.”

“Hey,” I say, reaching out and gently tilting her chin up so she has to look at me. “Look at me.” Her tear-filled eyes meet mine. “We will handle this. Together. I’ll back you up with whatever you decide to tell him. If you want to say it was a mistake, that it will never happen again, then that’s what I’ll say too. I’ll say whatever you need me to say.”

Even as the words leave my mouth, a part of me dies at the thought. The thought of never touching her again, never tasting her again, never holding her in my arms, is physically painful. I haven’t even known her for a full day yet, but I already know with a certainty that I’ve never felt about anything in my life that I want forever with her. I want to wake up next to her every morning. I want to fill her with my children. I want to watch her belly swell with my baby. But I can’t tell her that. Not now. Not when she’s panicking.

Her bottom lip trembles, and she just nods, not saying anything. The silence stretches between us, thick and heavy.

“Okay,” I say, taking a deep breath. “Let’s go.”
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Chapter Six
Emily


My stomach feels like it’s tied in a thousand knots. Each step across the lawn and towards my father’s front door feels heavy, like my feet are made of lead. Daniel is right beside me, but his presence does little to quell the trembling that has taken over my entire body.

What if Dad never wants to see me again? What if he sends me away?

The thought is so painful I feel like I might be sick. I know we barely know each other, but the thought of losing the chance to even try to build a relationship with him hurts more than I ever thought it would.

Before we get to the door, Daniel reaches out and takes my hand, lacing his fingers through mine. I let out a shaky breath I hadn’t realized I was holding. His touch is warm and solid. I look at him, my eyes searching his, and he gives me a small, reassuring squeeze.

“We can do this,” he says softly. “I’m right here.”

I nod, my throat too tight to speak.

He lets go of my hand, and I reach for the door handle. I take a deep breath, trying to steady my nerves, and then I push the door open and step inside.

The house is quiet.

“Dad?” I call out. “Are you here?”

I take another step inside, Daniel following close behind me. The living room is empty, but then I see him. He’s standing by the back door, looking out at the garden. His shoulders are hunched, his hands shoved into his pockets.

He turns around when he hears my voice, and my heart sinks when I see the look on his face. He looks defeated. Not angry, like I was expecting. Just… sad.

“I’m sorry,” I say, the words tumbling out before I can stop them. “I didn’t mean for you to find out like that.”

“I was so worried,” he says, and the raw emotion in his voice makes my chest ache. “I went to your room this morning, and you weren’t there. I called your name, but there was no answer. I checked the whole house, Emily. I even drove around the neighborhood for an hour, looking for you in case you’d gone out for a run or something. When I couldn’t find you... I panicked. I thought something terrible had happened to you.”

The sincerity in his words catches me off guard. I was expecting him to be angry, to be disgusted with me. But he’s not. He’s just a father who was worried about his daughter. A daughter he barely knows, but a daughter he cares about, nonetheless. And suddenly, I’m filled with regret for keeping him at arm’s length ever since I arrived.

“I’m so sorry, Dad,” I say, my own voice trembling now. “I didn’t mean to stay all night. I... we fell asleep.”

He looks from me to Daniel, who is standing silently behind me, a supportive presence but also giving me the space I need to have this conversation with my father. I can feel the warmth of his body just behind me, letting me know that he’s not going anywhere.

Dad lets out a long, slow breath, and he runs a hand over his face, looking weary. “So, you two... you’re...?” He can’t seem to bring himself to finish the sentence, but he doesn’t need to. We all know what he’s asking.

“Yes,” I say, my voice gentle.

Dad’s gaze lands on Daniel, and there’s a flicker of something in his eyes. Betrayal, maybe. Or hurt. But it’s gone as quickly as it appears. He looks away, focusing on a spot on the floor.

“I know I don’t have any right to be upset,” he says, and the words are so quiet I have to strain to hear them. “I haven’t been here for you, Emily. Not really. I know that. I’ve been a shit father. I’ve been so focused on building my own life that I didn’t stop to think about what I was missing out on. And I’m sorry for that. I’m so, so sorry.”

My eyes well up with tears at the raw honesty in his words. I’ve never heard him speak like this before. He’s always been so reserved, so distant.

“I don’t know what to say,” I whisper, my throat tight with emotion.

“You don’t have to say anything,” he says, looking up at me. “The most important thing to me is that you’re happy and safe. That’s all I’ve ever wanted for you, even if I haven’t been very good at showing it. Are you happy, Emily? With him?”

I nod, a tear slipping down my cheek. “Yes,” I say, my voice thick with emotion. “I am.”

He lets out a long, slow breath, and then he nods. “Okay,” he says, and the word is filled with a world of meaning. It’s an acceptance. A reluctant one, maybe, but an acceptance nonetheless. “Okay.”

I take a step towards him, my hand outstretched. I’m not sure what I’m going to do, but I feel this overwhelming need to close the distance between us, to bridge the gap that has been between us for so long.

He meets me halfway, taking my hand in his. His grip is firm, but gentle.

“I’m sorry,” I say again. “I didn’t mean to hurt you.”

“I know,” he says, his gaze softening. “I’m just... glad you’re safe.”

And then, for the first time since I’ve been here, he pulls me into a hug. It’s awkward at first, a clumsy, unfamiliar embrace. But then he relaxes, and I relax with him, and I rest my head on his shoulder, my eyes closed.

This is what I’ve been wanting. This is what I’ve been needing. A connection with my father. A feeling of belonging. A feeling of being wanted.

I pull away after a moment, and I look from him to Daniel. Daniel is standing by the door, his hands shoved into his pockets, a small smile on his face as he watches me with my father.

Then I turn back to Dad. “If you’re not busy today, Dad, maybe we could spend the day together, just the two of us?”

He looks surprised, but then he nods, a genuine smile gracing his lips for the first time all morning. “I’d like that,” he says. “I’d like that a lot.”

I look over at Daniel again, giving him a small, grateful smile. “And maybe you and I could do something tonight? Maybe watch a movie or go out for dinner or something?”

“Sounds great,” he says, his smile widening into a full-blown grin.

“Just make sure you have her home at a reasonable hour this time,” Dad says, and there’s a teasing lilt in his voice that tells me everything is going to be okay.

“I’ll make sure of it,” Daniel says, and he winks at me.

Dad claps him on the shoulder. “Okay, Dan. You’d better get going before I change my mind.”

Daniel chuckles, and then he looks at me, his dark eyes softening. “I’ll see you tonight, Emily,” he says.

“I’ll be waiting,” I reply.

He gives me one last, lingering look before he turns and walks out the door, leaving me alone with my father.

I step closer again, and this time, I’m the one to initiate the hug. I wrap my arms around him, holding him tight.

“Thank you,” I whisper against his chest.

“For what?” he asks, his arms coming around me, returning my embrace.

“For not being angry. For understanding.”

He holds me for a long moment, and then he pulls away, keeping his hands on my shoulders. “Just be happy, Emily,” he says, his voice quiet but firm. “And be safe. That’s all I ask.”

“I will,” I promise.

“Good,” he says, releasing me. “Now, how about we start our day by making a fresh batch of pancakes?”

I laugh, the sound bubbling up inside me, a light, happy feeling that I haven’t felt in a long, long time. “I’d like that,” I say, echoing his earlier words. “I’d like that a lot.”
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Chapter Seven
Daniel


The soft glow of the candlelight catches in her hair, turning the dark strands to silk. She’s talking, her voice a melodic hum that I should be focusing on, but my attention has snagged on something else entirely. Our empty plates sit between us, remnants of our meal pushed aside as she recounts her day with her father. The restaurant buzzes around us, but all I can focus on is the way her lips move, the flicker of candlelight in her eyes, and the way her tight top does little to hide the delicious curves I crave.

“So Dad showed me his plans for the new garden,” she’s saying, her hands gesturing animatedly as she recounts her day. “He’s going to build a little patio area right by the old oak tree. And I’m going to help him with it all. It’s going to be fun!”

I nod, a vague “that’s nice” falling from my lips. She’s beautiful when she’s happy, her whole face lit up from within. But it’s the soft swell of her breasts, pushed up and nearly spilling from the deep V of her emerald green top, that’s holding my gaze captive. The fabric dips low, revealing a shadowed valley between them that I want to get lost in. My mouth waters at the memory of her taste, the sweet, warm milk that burst on my tongue last night. The thought is a jolt straight to my cock, which is already straining painfully against my pants.

I force my eyes back to hers, trying to focus on her words. “...and we went to that little café on the high street, you know the one? And it was... it was nice. Really nice.”

I’m glad. I’m so fucking glad that she and Richard are finding their way past the awkwardness. It means I don’t have to sneak around, don’t have to pretend that the pull I feel toward her is anything but absolute. It means I can have her.

But even as I’m processing that relief, another thought coils in my gut. We didn’t use a condom last night. Not once. The memory of my bare cock sinking into her tight, wet heat, of her wrapping around me as I emptied myself into her, has me shifting in my seat. She could be pregnant right now. My baby could be growing inside her, a tiny, perfect life that we created together.

The image hits me hard: Emily, a few months from now, her belly swollen and round with my child. Her tits, already full and lush, would be even bigger, heavier, leaking even more of that delicious milk for me. The thought alone is so powerful that I have to curl my hands into fists to stop myself from laying her out on the table right here and taking her again.

She takes a sip of her water, her throat working as she swallows, and the movement of her breasts is mesmerizing. They’re pressing against the fabric, the soft mounds threatening to spill over. I remember the weight of them in my hands, the texture of her nipple against my tongue, the sweet, warm rush of her milk filling my mouth. I’m dying for another taste. Dying to feel her body yield to mine, to hear her moan my name as I fill her with my cock and my cum.

“Daniel? Are you listening to me?”

Her question pulls me back from the brink. I look up and meet her curious eyes. “Yeah, of course. The garden. The café. It sounds like a perfect day.”

She narrows her eyes slightly, a small smile playing on her lips. She knows I wasn’t really listening, but she has no idea how far my thoughts had wandered.

“I was just saying that Dad is talking about having a barbecue next weekend, and that you are invited. If you want to come.”

I am instantly relieved. He had sounded as accepting as I suppose a father could be in that situation during the conversation earlier, but I was half expecting him to have changed his mind by now.

“I’d like that,” I say, my voice rough, my gaze dropping to her cleavage again. “But right now, I think we should go. I’m not sure I can wait much longer to get my hands on you, baby.”

Her cheeks flush a pretty pink, but she doesn’t look away. “But... dessert?”

I wave my hand, catching the eye of our waiter. “Check, please.” My words are clipped, urgent. I lean forward, lowering my voice so only she can hear. “I don’t want dessert. I want you. Now.”

She whimpers, a soft, needy sound that shoots straight to my dick. The waiter scurries over, and I quickly pay without even looking at the total. Then I’m standing, holding my hand out to her.

“Let’s go.”

She places her hand in mine, her fingers trembling slightly, and I pull her to her feet. I lead her through the restaurant, my body a live wire of need. I can feel the curious glances of the other diners on us, but I don’t give a damn. All that matters is getting her somewhere where I can finally have my way with her again.

The cool night air hits us as we step outside, and I guide her quickly across the parking lot to my car. My hands are already shaking with anticipation.

As soon as we’re in the car, with the doors closed, I know I’m not going to make it back to my place. I can’t. The need is too strong to resist. I push my seat back as far as it will go, creating just enough room. Then I’m reaching for her, pulling her over the center console and into my lap.

“Daniel! What if someone sees us?” she gasps, her hands gripping my shoulders to steady herself as she straddles my thighs.

“It’s too dark,” I murmur, my hands already on the hem of her top. “And I don’t give a fuck if they do.”

I don’t wait for a response. I push the green fabric up, over her breasts, baring them to me in the dim light of the car’s interior. Her black lace bra follows, the cups tugged down to free the soft, heavy globes. My breath catches in my throat. They’re even more beautiful than I remembered, full and perfect, the dusky nipples already beading with moisture.

I lean in, my mouth watering, and I latch on. A deep, guttural groan escapes me as the sweet, warm rush of her milk floods my tongue. She tastes like heaven, like life, like everything I’ve ever wanted. She whimpers, her back arching, her hands cupping the back of my head, holding me to her.

“Daniel,” she moans, her fingers tangling in my hair.

My cock is hard as a rock, throbbing against my zipper, desperate to be inside her. I fumble one-handed with my fly, my other arm wrapped tight around her waist, holding her to me as I continue to drink from her. Finally, I get it open, and I pull myself free. The relief is immediate, but it’s not enough. I need more.

I break away from her breast, a thin line of milk dripping down my chin. Her chest is flushed, her nipple glistening and swollen from my attention. I push her skirt up, my hands rough and impatient as I find the soaked lace of her panties. I tug them to the side, and my fingers slide through her slick folds.

“Fuck, you’re so wet,” I growl, my voice thick with lust. “I think this needy little pussy needs my cock, doesn’t it? Needs to be filled up.”

She whimpers, nodding, her hips rocking against my hand. “Yes,” she breathes. “Please, Daniel.”

I line myself up, the head of my cock nudging against her entrance. She doesn’t hesitate. She sinks down on me, taking me deep in one smooth, fluid motion that has us both groaning. God, she’s so tight. So fucking tight and wet and perfect, and even after last night, I still can’t get over the way she feels wrapped around my cock.

She starts to move, a slow, hesitant rhythm at first, her hands gripping my shoulders for leverage. But it doesn’t take long for her to find her confidence. She picks up the pace, her hips rolling, her body rising and falling on mine in a delicious, intoxicating rhythm that has my blood humming in my veins. Her tits bounce with every move, and I watch them, mesmerized by the sway of her full, heavy breasts.

“You have no idea how fucking perfect you look,” I tell her, my hands gripping her hips, helping her move faster. “Riding my cock like this, your beautiful tits full of milk for me. But you know what I can’t wait to see?”

She looks down at me, her eyes dark with desire. “What?” she asks, breathless.

“I can’t wait to see you pregnant,” I say, my voice low and rough. “I can’t wait to see your belly swell with my baby. You’re going to be so fucking sexy, Emily. Your tits are going to get even bigger, fuller. Your body will make so much more milk for me, and I’ll drink from you day and night.”

My words seem to ignite something in her. Her movements become more frantic, more desperate, her body riding me harder, faster. She loves it. The thought of being mine, of carrying my child, turns her on just as much as it turns me on. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, her arousal coating my cock, and I know she’s close.

“That’s it, baby,” I encourage her, my hands tightening on her hips. “Ride me. Take what you need. And if you’re not already pregnant with my baby after last night, you will be soon. I’m going to fill you up. I’m going to come inside this tight little pussy again and again until my seed takes. I’m going to breed you, Emily. Then you’ll be mine, forever.”

“Daniel,” she gasps, her head falling back, exposing the long, elegant line of her throat. “Yes, please. Fill me up. Give me your baby.”

Her words are all it takes to make me lose control. The pleasure builds and builds until I explode inside her, a wave of pure bliss washing over me. I bury my face in the valley between her tits, pushing her breasts together as I pump my cum into her, the scent of her skin, of her milk, surrounding me.

The knowledge that I’m actively trying to knock her up now, that this is the first of many times I’ll empty myself into her with the specific goal of putting my baby inside her, makes it the most intense orgasm of my life.

And she’s right there with me. Her body convulses, her pussy milking my cock, a high, keening cry escaping her lips as her own orgasm crashes over her. Her entire body trembles, her muscles clenching and releasing in a wave of pleasure that seems to go on forever.

We stay like that for a long moment, our bodies joined, our breathing ragged, the small confines of the car filled with the scent of our sex. Her forehead rests against mine, her body limp and pliable in my arms.

I hold her, my arms wrapped around her waist, my cock still twitching inside her, the last of my seed spilling into her. A feeling of profound rightness settles over me. This is who I’m meant to be with. For the rest of my life.

I don’t know how it happened, how I went from a man who was perfectly content with my life, to one who can’t imagine a single day without her in it, but I don’t question it. She’s mine. She always will be.

I lift my head, my hand coming up to cup her cheek. Her eyes are closed, her long lashes fanning out against her skin. She looks so beautiful, so peaceful in the afterglow of her orgasm. My chest tightens with an emotion so powerful it almost hurts.

“Emily,” I whisper, my voice thick with emotion.

Her eyes flutter open, and she looks at me. Her brown eyes are soft, hazy with pleasure, and they’re filled with an emotion that mirrors my own. It’s not just lust. It’s something more. Something deeper.

“I love you,” I say, the words surprising even me. But as soon as they’re out, I know they’re true. I’ve known her for less than twenty-four hours, but I love her. I love her more than I’ve ever loved anything or anyone.

A slow smile spreads across her face, and it’s a radiant smile that lights up her entire being. “I love you too,” she whispers, her voice barely audible, but the words are clear.

And in that moment, everything clicks into place. This isn’t just a whirlwind romance, a temporary infatuation. This is real. This is forever.

Emily is everything I never knew I was looking for. And now she’s mine.
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Epilogue
Daniel


Six months later:

The organ music swells, and the heavy oak doors of the church swing open. Every thought in my head vanishes, every person in the packed pews blurs into insignificance. There is only her.

Emily.

She’s standing in the doorway, a vision in white that steals the air from my lungs. The dress isn’t ostentatious, but it’s perfect for her. Simple, elegant lace clings to her curves, the white fabric contrasting against her sun-kissed skin. But it’s the soft, rounded curve of her belly, proudly on display beneath the bodice, that makes my chest ache with a fierce pride. Our baby. My baby, growing inside the woman I love.

Richard is beside her, his arm looped through hers. He looks composed in his tailored suit, but I know him. I see the slight tremor in his hand, the way his throat works as he swallows. He’s emotional. And in a way, so am I. Not for the reasons a father is, but because this man, my friend, is about to give me the most precious thing in his world. And that’s a level of trust I don’t take lightly.

Emily takes the first step down the aisle, and her eyes find mine instantly. It’s always been like this between us. An unbreakable connection, a line of pure energy that hums between us no matter the distance. Her lips curve into a small, private smile meant only for me. She takes another step, her movements slow and deliberate, her focus locked on me as if no one else exists.

Every detail sharpens. The way the light catches the diamonds in her ears. The faint blush on her cheeks. The steady rhythm of her steps. She isn’t nervous. She’s certain. Just like I am.

I watch as she gets closer, my world narrowing to just her. The murmurs of the guests fade into a dull hum, the scent of lilies and candle wax filling the air. I see her free hand resting on her stomach, a subconscious, protective gesture. My own hand itches to touch her, to feel the warmth of her skin, the life we created together pulsing beneath my palm.

They reach the front. Richard turns to face me, and for a moment, we just look at each other. No words are needed. He places Emily’s hand in mine, his touch firm but lingering. It’s a silent acknowledgment. A passing of the torch. I see forgiveness in his eyes, and acceptance. I see the remnants of a past friendship and the promise of a new kind of family. I give him a small, grateful nod.

Emily steps into my space without hesitation, her small hand wrapping around mine. My other hand moves on its own, my fingers splaying across the soft lace of her dress, covering the gentle swell of our child. The contact is electric, a jolt of pure rightness that settles deep in my bones. Her gaze is locked on mine, her eyes shining with unshed tears and a love so profound it makes my own chest ache.

“Hey,” she whispers, her lips curving into that smile that’s just for me.

“Hey,” I reply, my voice rough with emotion. I can’t look away from her. I see our entire future in her eyes. The late-night feedings, the early-morning walks in the park with our baby, the lazy Sunday mornings tangled up in each other’s arms. I see the life I was waiting for, even when I didn’t know I was waiting at all.

She is my home.

And I am hers.

We turn together to face the officiant, and the world rushes back in. The scent of flowers, the warmth of the church lights, the quiet murmur of our friends and family gathered to witness this. But none of it matters. All that matters is the woman standing beside me, her hand in mine, our baby growing inside her.

The officiant begins to speak, his voice a calm, steady drone in the background. But I’m not really listening. My focus is entirely on Emily. I watch as a single tear escapes and traces a path down her cheek. I reach up with my free hand, my thumb gently brushing it away.

I don’t need vows to tell her how I feel. I’ve been showing her every single day for the past six months. Every time I held her hair back while she was sick in the first trimester. Every night I woke up to her restlessness and massaged her aching back. Every time I started my day with my head between her thighs, my tongue worshipping her pussy until she came, her cries of pleasure filling our bedroom. Every single time I filled her with my cock, my body telling her what my heart already knew.

But I’ll say the words anyway. I’ll stand here in front of everyone and promise her everything. My life. My love. My future.

And when this is over, I’ll take her home, and I’ll show her all over again.

Forever.

***

Check out my site to sign up to my newsletter, so you can keep up to date with all my latest releases and special offers! And in return, you’ll get a free book!
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Welcome to my wild, wicked world of over-the-top, heart-pounding instalove. I write fast-paced, spicy age gap novellas that don’t waste time. They are just pure heat, obsession, and unapologetic desire from page one. If you’re into dominant older heroes, eager younger heroines, and deliciously deviant themes like breeding and lactation, you’re in the right place.

These days, all my stories revolve around one irresistible idea: men who fall fast, fall hard, and never let go. Think possessive, primal, borderline unhinged alphas who’d burn the world down for their girl. They're obsessed, they're intense, and yes, more than one has been lovingly described as a full-blown caveman by reviewers.

So whether you're here for the age gaps, the obsession, or the kind of heat that leaves scorch marks, you’re in the right place. Get comfortable. It’s about to get feral.

Find me online at https://allmylinks.com/willow-watkins
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