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Chapter One
Jack


The restaurant is too warm, too loud, and far too crowded with people I have little interest in making small talk with. But my daughter’s happiness means I tolerate it.

“Dad, you’re going to love her,” Grace gushes beside me as we walk towards the private dining room. Her fiancé, Aaron, is on her other side, hand tucked at her back like he never wants to let her go. It makes me strangely proud to see how much he adores her, even if the kid still looks like he’s barely out of college.

“She’s incredible,” Grace continues, her eyes glowing. “She’s worked so hard for me this past year. Honestly, this whole wedding? It’s all her. Jenna’s the reason everything is exactly what I’ve dreamed of ever since I was a little girl. She even arranged everything for the rehearsal dinner tonight. I don’t know what I would have done without her.”

I nod and hum politely, but I don’t care much about flowers and place settings. But if this wedding planner has made my only daughter happy, then I’m grateful to her. Grace is all I’ve had ever since her mom left me six years ago for a co-worker, so my daughter’s happiness means the world to me.

The doors open and we step into the private room. A long table is dressed in white linen, crystal glasses catching the low golden light, bottles of wine already breathing. The bridal party is there, laughing too loud, full of nerves and champagne.

I let my attention drift, scanning faces, cataloguing exits, already thinking about when I can slip away for a bourbon at the bar.

And then she walks in.

My lungs seize. My blood turns molten.

She’s... Christ. She’s everything.

I’ve never seen her before, so I have to assume it’s the wedding planner Grace hasn’t been able to stop talking about. Her blonde hair is in a soft twist, and she’s wearing a dress the color of cream that clings so damn sweetly to her curves. My heart hammers so hard in my chest I’m surprised Grace doesn’t hear it.

I’ve never believed in instant anything. Not fate, not destiny, and definitely not love at first sight. But the moment that blonde beauty steps into the room, I know with a bone-deep certainty: she’s mine.

Not mine someday. Not mine if circumstances align.

Mine now.

My daughter is still talking to Aaron beside me, completely oblivious to the chaos running through my mind and body right now. I barely hear her as Jenna moves across the room, greeting all the bridesmaids with soft hugs, and shakes hands with the groomsmen. She’s polite and efficient; all professionalism until her eyes meet mine.

The world stutters.

Her smile falters, lips parting with surprise. A flush blooms high on her cheeks. And in that heartbeat of recognition, it’s obvious she knows me the way I know her.

“Jenna!” Grace calls, tugging her over. My daughter’s voice breaks the spell, but I can’t unclench my jaw. My hands flex at my sides like they already ache to hold her, to pin her, to keep her where she belongs - beneath me, against me, with me always.

“Dad, this is Jenna Lane. Jenna, this is my father, Jack Westmore.”

Her hand is small, delicate, when I take it. Soft as silk. I have to force myself not to crush it, not to yank her towards me like a starving man finally handed his first meal in years.

“It’s a pleasure, sir,” she says, her voice gentle, musical. She looks up at me through her lashes, and it’s like she’s pouring gasoline on my already burning chest.

“The pleasure’s all mine,” I rasp, and it’s the truth. My voice comes out too low, too rough. Like I’ve already been inside her. Like I’m already ruined.

There’s small talk. I couldn’t repeat a word of it if you paid me. She’s explaining something to Grace about table placements, meal choices, decor. All I can think about is the way her soft pink lips shape each word, how her throat moves when she swallows, the voluptuous swell of her breasts beneath that pretty dress. My body reacts with brutal speed, blood surging south until I’m hard as stone.

I can already taste her. Can already imagine how she’ll sound when she cries my name, the way her breath will catch when I sink into her for the first time.

My daughter slips her hand into mine, tugging. “Dad, come on, it’s time to sit down.”

I let her lead me towards the table, but my eyes never leave Jenna. Not once. I glance back over my shoulder, and she’s staring after me, her lips parted and her cheeks flushed, that luscious chest rising and falling too fast.

She feels it. I know she does.

Good.

Because there isn’t a damn thing in this world that’s going to stop me from making her mine.

We all take out seats at the long table. Crystal glasses clink, silverware shines, and the servers glide in and out with plates of food. Voices rise around me, full of laughter and nerves.

Grace leans towards Aaron, her eyes shining. “Can you believe the wedding is finally almost here?”

He picks up her hand from where it rests on the table and kisses the back of it. “I’ve been waiting for this day since the first time I saw you back in high school. I can’t wait to put my ring on your finger at last.”

One of the bridesmaids sighs, propping her chin on her hand. “You two are so disgustingly sweet. It’s like watching a romance movie in real life.”

Aaron’s best man and best friend, Ryan, grins and raises his glass. “You should have seen them back when they first met. He used to write terrible poetry for her.”

Grace laughs, cheeks turning pink.

“Don’t tell people about that!” Aaron groans, but the table erupts in good-natured teasing.

I smile faintly, nod when appropriate, but my mind isn’t on their chatter. My eyes are locked on Jenna.

She floats around the room like she’s the one holding it all together. Soft words here, a reassuring touch there, always smiling, always attentive. She doesn’t sit. She doesn’t stop. She’s making sure every detail is perfect, and I can’t take my eyes off her.

Every step she takes, every tilt of her head, every time her lips curve into that sweet smile, my chest tightens. It’s madness. I’ve known her for less than an hour, and I already know I’ll never want another woman again.

She approaches our end of the table, leaning down to murmur something to Grace. Her scent, subtle and intoxicating, drifts over, and I grip the stem of my wineglass so I don’t reach for her.

Ryan’s gaze drops straight to her chest, and something hot and ugly spikes in me. He grins as if he’s got a right to look at her that way. “Hi, gorgeous. Maybe you’ll let me buy you a drink later?”

Jenna stiffens, though she covers it up with a polite smile. “That’s kind, but I’m working tonight. I’ll have to pass.”

Anyone with half a brain can hear the edge in her voice, see the discomfort in her eyes. But Ryan just chuckles, leaning back with smug ease. “Playing hard to get, huh?”

She steps away before he can push further, retreating across the room.

Grace turns sharply to Ryan, frowning. “Knock it off. She’s here for work, not to get hit on.”

He shrugs, unbothered. “Relax. She liked it. Didn’t you see how she blushed? Women just play coy because they like to be chased.”

My jaw tightens until my teeth ache. I lean forward, my voice dropping into the kind of tone that men recognize, the kind that promises consequences. “She said no. Once. That’s all it takes. Now leave her the fuck alone.”

Ryan raises his brows, smirking like it’s all a joke. “Fine. I’ll back off. For now.”

I hold his gaze until he looks away, his smirk faltering enough to tell me he heard the threat beneath my words.

Across the room, Jenna glances back. Her eyes find mine. She looks flustered, pink-cheeked, but there’s something else there too. Heat. Longing. The same desperate pull that’s ripping me apart.

I don’t look away.

Because there’s no chance in hell I’ll let anyone else touch her. Not when I’ve finally found the woman meant to be mine. And not when she so clearly feels it too.


Chapter Two
Jenna


The evening has gone better than I dared hope.

Everyone’s fed, everyone’s laughing, and the table is littered with empty wine bottles and scattered napkins. Grace looks radiant, Aaron is beaming, and the bridesmaids are tipsy enough to giggle at anything. Relief floods through me.

Maybe I can do this. Maybe I really am cut out for wedding planning.

This is the first event I’ve handled completely on my own since joining the company, and I’ve been terrified of slipping up. But tonight feels smooth, joyful, exactly what a rehearsal dinner should be. If tomorrow goes half as well, my boss will have nothing to complain about.

I should be basking in that small victory. But I’m not.

Because every time I glance across the room, Jack Westmore is already watching me.

And every time I catch him, it’s like my body betrays me all over again.

My pulse kicks up, my breath shortens, and warmth coils low in my belly. He doesn’t even try to hide the way his eyes track me, heavy and hungry, like I’m the only thing in the room worth looking at. Like he could devour me whole.

It makes my knees weak.

It also makes my breasts ache.

I swallow hard and force myself to stand up straighter, folding my arms across my chest. I shouldn’t be thinking about that. Not when my body is already heavy and full, the swell of my breasts pressing uncomfortably against the bodice of my dress.

The truth is shameful enough: I’m twenty-two and overflowing with milk.

It started eighteen months ago, when my brother and his husband adopted a baby and worried that formula wouldn’t be enough. I offered to help, and took herbs and used a pump multiple times a day to induce lactation. I didn’t tell anyone how much I secretly loved it. How soothing and natural it felt to be able to provide something so vital. How feminine it made me feel. And I definitely didn’t tell anyone that now I can’t seem to stop, even though little baby Anna doesn’t need my milk anymore. That I don’t want to stop.

But that’s exactly why a man like Jack Westmore could never actually want me if he knew the truth. He’s older, powerful, perfect in every devastating way. From what Grace has told me, he runs his own very successful business in finance, and he’s paid for everything for her big day.

And I’m just... me. Too young. Too inexperienced. And far, far too full of milk.

I drag my eyes away from him, cheeks hot, and force myself to focus on my job.

Which is exactly when Ryan, the best man, steps into my path.

He plants a hand on the wall beside me, leaning in close enough that I can smell the stench of wine that clings to his breath. “Hey, gorgeous. You’ve been working so hard tonight. Why don’t you let me buy you that drink now? You deserve some fun.”

I take a step back, trying to keep my smile polite. “Thank you, but I really can’t. I’m still working.”

His grin widens, shark-like. “Come on. Just one drink. I bet you’d loosen up real nice.”

My stomach twists. I try to glance past him towards the table, but he angles his body, blocking my way.

“I... I should check on Grace.” My voice wavers, but I lift my chin, trying to look professional. Calm. Not like my heart is pounding with fear.

He lowers his voice, eyes raking over me in a way that makes my skin crawl. “I’d make it worth your while. Come on. Just one drink.”

I freeze. My chest constricts.

And then... he’s gone.

Yanked backwards so fast that he almost tumbles to the ground. A wall of muscle and fury steps between us.

Jack.

My whole body trembles as he looms in front of me, broad shoulders blocking out the room, his voice a growl that rattles my bones. “You think cornering women makes you a man? Get the fuck out of here, Ryan. Now.”

Ryan gapes, color draining from his face. “I was just...”

“You were being a creep,” Jack snaps. “And if you’re not on your best behavior tomorrow, you’ll be out of that wedding before you can blink. Am I fucking clear?”

Ryan mutters something under his breath, but the steel in Jack’s glare has him backing away fast, his walk of shame dragging every eye in the room towards us.

And suddenly, all that attention lands squarely on me.

My cheeks burn. Embarrassment squeezes my throat. Before anyone can say anything, I bolt past the table, down the hall, fumbling for the first door I can find.

I lock it behind me, my chest heaving, tears stinging my eyes. The safety of the single-occupant bathroom won’t last long, but at least it’s something.

I lean back against the counter, pressing my hands over my face as the tears start to flow. My body shakes with humiliation and fear.

And then I feel it. A damp heat spreading across the bodice of my dress, and the telltale sting of letdown.

“Perfect,” I whisper bitterly, blinking back tears. “Just perfect.”

I grab some toilet paper and dab uselessly at the fabric, but there’s no hiding the dark stains that are spreading across it. Not only did I cause a scene at the rehearsal dinner, but now I’m leaking like a damn faucet.

My boss is going to hear about this. I’m going to get fired. My career is going to be over before it’s even begun. And I can’t walk back out there, not like this. Everyone will see exactly what I’ve been hiding.

Tears blur my vision as I grip the sink. “Why now?” I choke; half a sob, half a curse.

A knock rattles the door. I jump, panic clawing at my throat.

“Occupied!” My voice comes out too high, too shaky, thick with the tears I’m trying to hold back.

There’s silence for a moment, and then a voice I know instantly even though I’ve only heard it a few times. Deep, steady, commanding.

“Jenna. It’s me.”

Jack.

My knees weaken.

“I can hear you crying,” he says softly, but there’s an edge of steel under the gentleness. “Let me in.”

“I... I can’t.”

“Jenna.” My name is a growl, somehow rough and tender all at once. “Open the door. Now.”

And I do. Because if anyone is going to see me like this, I’d rather it be him in private than an entire room full of people.

The door swings open, and he steps inside, filling the tiny space with his presence. He shuts it behind him, locking us in together, and then his eyes drop down to my dress.

Shock flickers across his face, but his voice is gentle. “First things first... are you okay? After what that asshole did?”

I swallow hard, ashamed. “I’m fine. Just... shaken. I think I’ve ruined everything.”

“You didn’t ruin a damn thing,” he growls. “He did. You hear me? Ryan made a fool of himself. Not you. And it’s Ryan that Grace and Aaron are mad at right now.”

The conviction in his tone makes my chest ache. But when his gaze drifts lower, settling on the soaked fabric clinging to my breasts, humiliation surges all over again.

Embarrassment makes me blurt the words out before I can stop myself. “I’m lactating. It started when my brother and his husband adopted a baby girl. They worried she wouldn’t thrive, so I... I induced, so I could donate my milk to them. I know it’s strange. I know it’s wrong, but...”

“Wrong?” His voice is sharp, incredulous. His eyes snap up to mine, blazing with something that makes my thighs clench. Hunger. Pure, unfiltered hunger. “It’s beautiful and selfless that you would do this for your niece. It’s not even close to being wrong.”

I can hardly breathe as he steps closer, his body heat surrounding me. I had expected disgust, but all I see is need. Even more than before. As if this is the missing piece he didn’t know he was searching for.

“Does your niece still need the milk?” His voice is low, almost reverent.

I shake my head, shame heating my cheeks once more. “She hasn’t needed it for the last few months.”

His lips curve into a dark, satisfied smile. “Good. Then your milk is all for me now.”

My breath hitches, my whole body trembling as his hand rises slowly and deliberately to catch the edge of my bodice.

“Jack...”

“Shhh,” he murmurs softly. “Let me take care of you.”

And as he gently peels the top of my dress down, baring me inch by inch to his gaze, my shame dissolves into raw, aching anticipation.

I’ve never wanted anything so badly in my life.


Chapter Three
Jack


The scent hits me first.

Warm, sweet, rich. Like nothing I’ve ever known and everything I’ve ever needed. It fills the tiny bathroom, winding around me until I can barely breathe for the ache of it. My cock throbs, my chest pounds, and I know in my gut I’ll never get enough.

Then I see her.

As I pull her dress lower, her breasts spill free. Heavy and round, her dusky pink nipples peaked and tight, with droplets of milk beading on each of them. Her cheeks are blotchy from crying, her lips trembling, her eyes wide and shining as if she expects me to recoil.

Recoil?

I want to drop to my fucking knees.

She’s dripping with life, with nourishment, with a sweetness meant for me alone. My body responds like it’s been starving all these years, just waiting for her. My mouth waters. My palms itch. Every primitive, feral instinct inside me screams to take, to claim, to drink until I’m full and then still demand more.

“Christ, Jenna...” My voice comes out raw, reverent, nearly shaking with the force of what’s tearing through me. “Do you have any idea what you’re doing to me right now?”

I step closer, drawn in like gravity, and the scent grows stronger, wrapping chains around my sanity.

“I didn’t think you would want me when you found out about this,” she says, her voice little more than a breathless whisper.

I reach up and gently cup one heavy tit in my hand, the skin slick with her leaking cream. “All this sweetness, and you thought no man would want it? You thought wrong, babygirl. I want it all.”

She gasps softly. I have no idea if it’s from my words or my touch, but I need the desperate little sounds she makes more than I need air right now.

My thumb traces a slow circle around her nipple. I watch in awe as the bead of milk quivers, and then trickles down.

“You’ve been full for so long, haven’t you?” I murmur, leaning in closer. “Needing someone to drain you dry. To relieve all this pressure and make you feel good.”

She shudders, eyes falling closed, her breath catching on a whimper. “Yes.”

My cock is a rod of iron in my pants, throbbing so hard it hurts. My voice comes out harsh with barely restrained lust. “Then let me, babygirl. Let me give you what you need.”

I don’t give her a chance to respond before I lift her up to sit on the edge of the counter and my mouth closes over her nipple. She moans softly, one of her hands moving to the back of my head as I draw the sensitive nub between my lips. The first taste is a shock of electricity straight to my spine. A groan tears out of me as the warm, creamy liquid hits my tongue, and I suckle harder, demanding more.

I don’t just want it. I fucking need it.

Her milk is rich and sweet and so goddamn pure it makes my dick throb. My whole body thrums with every pull of my mouth. I can already feel her relax, sinking deeper into the bliss of my touch, and a primal surge of satisfaction rises in me.

Mine. She’s mine.

“Oh, God...” Jenna whimpers. She’s gripping the back of my head so tightly I can feel the sting of her fingernails against my scalp. But I love it. I want her to mark me up. To brand me, scar me, leave no question that we are meant to be together.

I growl around her nipple, lapping the droplets from her soft, silky skin. The sound is muffled, greedy, desperate.

Her fingers twist in my hair. “Please. Don’t stop.”

My cock surges, pulsing against the zipper of my slacks, but the need to taste her is too strong to deny. So I switch to her other nipple, flicking the taut peak with my tongue.

She whimpers again, arching her back and offering her creamy tit. And I drink. I draw her deep into my mouth, and she writhes on the countertop, panting, whimpering, her legs parting and squeezing around my hips.

She’s dripping, the musky scent of her arousal mingling with the rich sweetness of her milk. My cock aches, the tip leaking as precum beads. My balls are drawn up tight, and the urge to plunge inside her is overwhelming.

God, she’d look perfect with her belly round, her tits leaking just like this, our baby growing inside her.

Fuck. Where did that come from?

But I can’t shake the thought. It burrows into my brain, making itself at home, until I’m dizzy with the need to make it real.

To put my seed in her, again and again and again, until it takes root.

The thought sends another pulse of precum into my boxers, and my cock strains for release. But I can’t do that here. She deserves better than a quick fuck in a tiny restaurant bathroom. She deserves to be worshipped and spoiled and fucked like the fertile goddess that she is.

But I can give her relief, at least.

I slide a hand between her thighs, cupping her pussy through the lace of her panties. The material is soaked, clinging to her folds, and I groan against her breast. “Is this for me, babygirl? Does feeding me with your tits make your pussy wet and needy?”

“Yes,” she moans. Her nails dig into the back of my neck, urging me closer.

“Mmm,” I murmur, sucking on her nipple as I rub her pussy through the panties. Her clit is swollen and desperate for my touch, and I’m drunk on the knowledge that her body craves mine just as much as I crave hers.

I slide two fingers past the sodden fabric, tracing the seam of her lips until she shudders. Then I press them inside, groaning at the feel of her pussy clamping around me.

Fuck.

I’ve never felt anything so perfect.

She whimpers, arching her hips to take my fingers deeper. I thrust, crooking them inside her as her inner walls flutter and clench. I find a rhythm, thrusting with my fingers and sucking on her breast. Her body arches and trembles, and soon she’s coming, her cries ringing off the walls as she gushes over my hand.

She’s perfect. Absolutely perfect.

When she’s finally trembling and spent, her tits fully drained, I force myself to ease back. My lips are wet, my throat still working around the taste of her, my body half-wild with the need to keep going. But she’s shaking, flushed, overwhelmed, and she’s mine to care for. Not just to devour.

“Easy, babygirl,” I murmur, helping her tug the bodice of her dress back into place. She won’t meet my eyes, but I tilt her chin up until she does. “No shame. Not with me. Never with me.”

Her lashes flutter as I shrug out of my jacket and settle it around her shoulders, broad enough to hide every damp patch. She looks small in it. Small and breakable and fucking beautiful.

“I’m taking you home,” I tell her, voice rough with need. “I’ll get you bathed, cleaned up, taken care of. And then I can claim your pretty little cunt properly.”

Panic sparks across her face. She shakes her head quickly. “I... I can’t. If I leave now, it’ll look bad. I’ll get in trouble with my boss. But I can’t go back out there when I’m such a mess either. What am I going to do, Jack?”

I grit my teeth, every instinct screaming at me to scoop her up in my arms and take her home anyway, but I force myself to relent. No matter how much I want her, I’m not going to do anything that might risk her job.

“Okay, here’s what we’ll do, Jenna. You go home, and I’ll stay here to cover for you. I’ll tell Grace you had to leave, that you were upset after what that bastard pulled, which isn’t even a lie, really. She won’t think less of you.”

Relief softens her expression, and I press my hand to the small of her back, guiding her quietly through the corridors and out into the night air.

“Thank you for everything you’ve done for me tonight,” she says, glancing up at me with a soft smile teasing the corners of her lips.

“No need to thank me, babygirl. For any of it. I will always take care of what’s mine.”

Her breath catches, and she pauses for a moment before continuing the short walk to her car. She fumbles for her keys, and before she can escape me entirely, I catch her wrist.

“I can’t let you go without this,” I rasp.

And then I kiss her.

It’s not soft. It’s not tentative. It’s hunger and promise and possession, her sweet little gasp swallowed into my mouth as I claim her pretty lips for the first time. She wraps her arms around my neck as she kisses me back, swaying into me, and I nearly lose the battle with myself right there. But I let her go because I have to. For now.

“Tomorrow,” I promise against her lips. “I’ll see you tomorrow, Jenna.”

She nods, dazed, before slipping into her car and driving away, my jacket still drowning her frame.

I watch until her taillights vanish, then turn back towards the restaurant, jaw clenched.

Grace is waiting for me when I return to the table, worry clouding her face. “Dad? Did you find Jenna? Where is she?”

“She was shaken up after what happened with Ryan,” I tell her smoothly. “She needed to go home, but she’ll be at the wedding tomorrow to take care of everything.”

Grace’s mouth tightens. “I still can’t believe he acted like such a jerk. His behavior was completely unacceptable.”

Aaron grimaces, running a hand through his hair. “I’ll talk to him tonight. Make sure he keeps his distance from her tomorrow.”

“See that you do,” I bite out.

The night goes on, but I’m barely present. My daughter and her fiancé chatter, wine flows, laughter swells again.

But I can’t bring myself to eat or drink anything else. Because I don’t want to lose the taste of Jenna.

She’s still sweet and warm on my tongue, clinging to my lips, flooding every thought until I’m aching with the need to have her back in my arms.

She’s mine now. And no force on earth is going to take her from me.


Chapter Four
Jenna


The vineyard is buzzing.

The air smells like roses and fresh-cut grass; the sun is high and warm, and I’m moving through it all with my clipboard in one hand and my headset clipped firmly in place.

I’m in wedding-planner mode. Locked in. Efficient. Focused.

Mostly.

“Bride’s family to the left, and the groom’s to the right,” I coach one of the groomsmen as the first guests begin to arrive. He nods, straightening his tie as he heads off to usher people to their seats.

I do a quick visual scan of the ceremony space. Arches are draped with pale pink flowers, and the chairs are lined in perfect rows with linen bows fluttering in the breeze. Everything is exactly how I designed it. Exactly how Grace asked for it.

A smile tugs at my lips.

I did this. All of it.

I’ve been dreaming of running my own events for years, and today is my first real solo wedding under the company banner. No manager breathing down my neck, no senior planner second-guessing me. Just me, and everything is running like a dream.

I make my way towards the main house, offering warm smiles and gentle nudges to guests who arrive looking a little confused. I check my phone. The hair and makeup team should be finishing up soon. Time to check on the bride.

Before I make it there, I spot Aaron pacing near the groom’s suite, nervously smoothing his jacket sleeves.

I approach quietly. “Everything okay?”

He startles slightly, then laughs under his breath. “Yeah. I think so. Just... wedding day jitters, you know? I really want Grace to be happy today.”

I nod. “That’s completely normal. If you weren’t nervous, I’d be worried. But you’ve got this, okay? Grace adores you. She’s practically floating this morning.”

His shoulders relax, tension easing from his face. “Thanks, Jenna. Honestly, you’ve made all of this so easy. I don’t know how you do it.”

I flash a quick smile. “That’s a trade secret. If I told you, then I’d have to kill you.”

He laughs and heads back inside, and I turn towards the bridal suite. But as I walk, the buzzing energy in my chest shifts. It’s not nerves. Not excitement.

It’s the knowledge that I’ll be seeing Jack soon.

I haven’t seen him since last night when he pulled me from the most embarrassing moment of my life, peeled down my dress and fed from my leaking breasts like he couldn’t get enough... then kissed me like he already owned me.

My body reacts just from thinking about it.

A pulse of heat flares low in my belly. My breasts throb behind the boning of my dress, full and heavy again even though I pumped everything I had before leaving the house this morning. It’s too soon, but my body doesn’t seem to care. It’s as if he triggered something in me that I can’t shut off.

Focus, Jenna. This is Grace’s day. Not yours.

I square my shoulders, grip my clipboard tighter, and head towards the bridal suite with brisk, determined steps.

The suite hums with energy the moment I slip inside. Grace is perched in a chair by the window, glowing in a robe as two of her bridesmaids fuss over her. The makeup artist leans in close, dusting shimmer across Grace’s cheekbones, while the hairstylist carefully pins the last curls into place.

It’s a happy chaos, with laughter and music playing softly from someone’s phone. The faint scent of hairspray and roses fills the air.

“Jenna!” Grace beams at me in the mirror, her eyes bright. “Tell me everything’s on track out there.”

“Everything is perfect,” I assure her. “The florals arrived on time, the chairs are set, and guests are already being seated. The ceremony is going to be stunning.”

She exhales in relief, her smile widening. “Of course it is. You’ve been amazing through all of this.”

I smile, but guilt pricks sharply in my chest. If Grace knew what I’d done with her father last night, I doubt she would be so complimentary.

I check in briefly with the hairstylist, nodding approval at the polished updos, then glance at the makeup artist’s work. Everything looks flawless. I murmur encouragements, smoothing nerves where I can, hiding the fact that I’m barely keeping my own in check.

And then the air shifts.

The door opens, and a new presence fills the suite.

Jack Westmore.

He stands framed in the doorway, tall and broad, tuxedo fitting him like it was made for him alone. The chatter around the room dips for a moment, the bridesmaids straightening instinctively. My heart stops for a brief second before it starts slamming against my ribs.

Memories hit me like a tidal wave. His mouth on my breasts, the rough velvet of his tongue, his fingers inside me until I shattered, the way he kissed me like he’d never let me go. My body reacts instantly, a rush of heat between my thighs, a heavy ache in my chest.

“Dad!” Grace lights up, jumping from her chair to hug him. “You look so handsome.”

“You look beautiful, sweetheart,” Jack says warmly, kissing her cheek before turning his attention to the rest of us.

And then his gaze lands on me.

I can’t move.

“Jenna’s made everything so beautiful,” Grace gushes, tugging him a little closer. “I don’t know what I would have done without her.”

Jack’s eyes never leave mine as he replies, his voice smooth, low. “Jenna does have an exquisite taste.”

The bridesmaids murmur agreement, thinking he means the flowers, the colors, the decor. Grace grins at him, pleased.

But I know better.

I see it in the heat of his gaze, in the way his eyes linger far too long on my lips before dragging slowly down my body. He isn’t talking about the wedding. He’s talking about me. About last night. About the milk he tasted from my breasts like he was starving for it.

My breath stutters. My cheeks flame.

Grace is standing right there. Her bridesmaids too. But I can’t look away from him. The electricity crackles between us, undeniable, dangerous.

And the guilt slices sharper than ever, because no matter how wrong it is, my body is screaming the truth.

I want him.

Grace steps back from her father and smooths her robe over her hips, her smile radiant with anticipation.

“Okay,” she says, clapping her hands softly. “Time to get dressed.”

The bridesmaids buzz to life again, laughter and excitement spilling into the room as they gather around the garment bag hanging from the full-length mirror in the corner. I nod, tucking my clipboard against my chest and moving towards the door.

“I’ll give you all a few minutes,” I say, my voice calmer than I feel. “I’ll be right outside if you need anything.”

Grace beams at me. Jack tells his daughter that he’ll be right outside with me, waiting for her to be ready so he can walk her down the aisle. As he follows me out of the suite, I feel his eyes on me, and every inch of my skin burns under his gaze.

Once we’re in the hallway, Jack leans against the far wall, arms folded across his chest, tux perfectly tailored, his expression unreadable. But his eyes... oh God, those eyes. They rake over me like I’m something he wants to unwrap and devour.

I clutch my clipboard tighter, trying not to shake.

“Have you seen Ryan yet today?” he asks, his voice tight.

The question surprises me, but I shake my head. “Not yet. I assume he’s been in the groom’s suite with Aaron.”

He nods. “Okay. I just wanted to make sure he was behaving himself. I don’t want him touching what’s mine.”

Mine.

His voice rumbles over the word, low and possessive, and my core clenches. My nipples are hard, pressing against my dress, and I can’t stop myself from remembering how his mouth felt on them, hot and greedy.

How his hands felt on my thighs, strong and confident.

How his fingers felt inside me, thick and skilled, taking me apart in a matter of seconds.

The silence stretches, the air around us brimming with tension. I should leave. I should go check something. Anything. But I don’t move. Neither does he.

His gaze drops down to my chest, lingers. His eyes darken, and for one dizzy second, I think he might reach for me. I want him to.

But he doesn’t move. There’s too much risk. Too many doors nearby. Too many people who could walk past.

His voice drops even lower. “Later. I need to taste you again, babygirl. It’s all I can fucking think about.”

I’m trembling now, my knees threatening to give way. My nipples throb, aching to be suckled, and there’s no doubt in my mind that he knows exactly what he’s doing to me.

He pushes away from the wall, adjusting his jacket sleeves. He’s close enough that I can smell his aftershave, and I nearly melt into a puddle on the floor.

“Later,” he says again, voice rough. “I’ll find you.”

“Okay,” I whisper.

His jaw tightens, and for a moment, he looks almost pained. But then the door to the bridal suite opens, and he steps back, putting some distance between us.

The makeup artist and hairstylist slip out, giving me a warm smile as they pass between us, shattering the moment.

I take a deep breath, trying to get myself under control. I glance at the clipboard clutched in my hands. It’s shaking slightly, and my mind feels fuzzy, overwhelmed.

Focus, Jenna.

I have a job to do. And I’m determined to do it well, even if the father of the bride is hell-bent on driving me wild.

***

The music swells, soft and romantic, carried on the breeze across the vineyard lawn.

I stand off to the side, half-hidden by a climbing rose trellis, watching everything unfold. But my heart is thudding too fast, and my legs feel shaky.

Because he’s walking her down the aisle.

Jack Westmore, tall and commanding in his tux, his arm linked with Grace’s as they move slowly between the rows of seated guests. He looks every inch the proud father, stoic and strong, a faint smile tugging at the corners of his mouth.

But his eyes...

His eyes find mine. Just for a second. Just long enough for heat to curl low in my belly and my breath to catch.

I look away. I have to.

Come on, Jenna, I think to myself. Focus. You’re here to do a job. You are not here to fall apart because the father of the bride makes your knees go weak with a single glance.

Grace reaches the altar, beaming. Jack kisses her cheek, whispers something I can’t hear, and steps aside.

Aaron’s waiting for her, handsome in his tailored suit, eyes shining as he takes both of Grace’s hands in his. The officiant welcomes everyone and begins the ceremony.

It’s beautiful. Not even the sight of Ryan standing beside the groom could ruin this moment.

The vows are heartfelt. Grace’s voice trembles when she talks about how Aaron has been her safe place since high school. He smiles as if he’s the proudest man in the entire world.

The guests sniffle. Bridesmaids dab at their eyes. Cameras click softly in the background.

I should be listening. But all I can feel is the weight of Jack’s gaze.

Every time I glance across the rows of guests to where he sits in the front row, he’s watching me. Never looking away.

And I’m helpless against the way my body aches with the memory of his touch. I shift my weight, pressing my thighs together, trying to chase away the ache. But it only sharpens.

The officiant says, “Do you, Grace, take this man...” and I force myself to refocus.

Grace’s voice is clear. “I do.”

The words are repeated for the groom, and Aaron’s voice is thick with emotion. “I do.”

The officiant smiles. “Then, by the power vested in me...”

There’s cheering before he even finishes the sentence. Grace and Aaron kiss beneath the floral arch, petals fluttering down around them. The guests erupt in applause.

It’s perfect. Absolutely perfect.

I clap with everyone else, smiling through the sting in my eyes. Happy tears, mostly. A little pride.

And a lot of confusion.

Because as the newlyweds turn to face their guests, hand in hand, glowing with joy... my gaze finds Jack’s again.

And the way he looks at me makes me forget how to breathe.


Chapter Five
Jenna


Grace and Aaron are wrapped up in each other, swaying in the middle of the dance floor like there’s no one else in the world.

It’s their first dance as husband and wife, and it’s everything I imagined it would be. Slow, tender, and romantic. The kind of moment they will remember for the rest of their lives.

I stand at the edge of the room, fingers laced together in front of me while I sway a little myself in time with the ballad that the band is playing.

Everything has gone perfectly. Not a single delay or hiccup. The catering team I hired turned up on time, the food was flawless, and the table decorations had been stunning.

Even Ryan, the best man, has been shockingly well-behaved. Not a leer, not a comment, not even a passing glance in my direction all day.

I should be proud. Relieved. Euphoric, even.

But I’m not. Because the only thing I can think about is Jack.

All day long, I’ve felt him watching me. Across the vineyard during the ceremony. From his place at the head table during dinner. Silent and hungry, like he’s barely leashed.

And I’ve been waiting.

Waiting for the moment he’d take me aside like he said he would. For him to touch me again. To feed from me the way he did last night, when he’d treated me like I was the only one in the world who could satisfy him.

The ache has been building since morning, low and slow and punishing. My breasts feel heavy, sensitive, the tight bodice of my dress doing nothing to ease the pressure. I’m full. So full that I’m growing desperate for relief.

I know he’ll come. He has to. And when he does, I’ll give him anything. Everything.

The song ends, and the newlyweds laugh as the crowd erupts in applause. The dance floor starts to fill with guests. Glasses clink. Music swells again.

And then I feel a presence at my back.

I don’t have to look to know it’s him.

Jack’s hand brushes mine. Barely a touch, but it sends a bolt of heat through me so fast that I nearly gasp.

“Come with me,” he murmurs, his voice a rumble in my ear.

I follow him without hesitation.

He leads me through the rear doors of the reception hall, down a short hallway lined with stone, and into a cool, dimly lit cellar tucked beneath the venue.

Wine barrels line the walls, the air thick with oak and something sweet and dark and earthy.

And we’re all alone.

I barely have time to turn to face him before my back hits the nearest wall, the exposed brickwork cool against the skin on my back left exposed by my dress. His mouth crashes into mine, hot and possessive, and his hands are already tugging frantically at the top half of my dress.

I help him, reaching behind me for the zipper, and between the two of us, we have it loosened and peeled down to my waist in seconds. My breasts spring free, heavy and aching, and his mouth falls to them with a groan.

My head falls back, eyes closing. I whimper as his tongue swirls, and then moan as his teeth graze my nipples.

“I couldn’t fucking wait any longer,” he mutters, taking a nipple deep into his mouth and sucking hard. The pressure builds painfully behind my nipple for a moment, before the sweet relief of my letdown hits.

He grunts as the milk floods his mouth, and the sensation is so intense that it makes my knees weak. He’s not even touching me between my legs, but the pleasure is already so good I think I might come from the sensation.

“Jack,” I gasp, clinging to his shoulders.

He growls and wraps one hand around my breast, squeezing, massaging, coaxing more milk from my aching nipple.

“Give it to me,” he mutters, his lips brushing against my dripping nipple, and then his mouth is on me again, feeding greedily.

He’s rough this time. Desperate. It’s nothing like last night, when he savored every drop. No, this is raw need. A craving that he’s barely holding onto.

He moves to my other breast, taking it deep in his mouth and sucking, groaning.

“Oh God,” I whimper, bringing my hands to the back of his head, my fingers running through his hair as I hold him against my breast. “That feels so good, Jack. I’ve been needing this so badly all day.”

He pulls his mouth from my nipple with something that sounds like a pained groan, and he brings his lips to mine. He tastes sweet and nutty, the taste of my milk coating his lips and tongue as he kisses me hard, deep, making me whimper.

“I’ve been needing it too, babygirl. Needing to fill my belly with your sweet cream,” he rasps. “It’s the only thing I can think about. How it’s going to feel when I drink from you again.”

I don’t know why it drives me so crazy when he says things like that, but it does. My pussy is slick and aching, and I know the fabric of my underwear is probably soaked.

“And this milk is all mine, Jenna. I’m not going to share until my baby is here, taking all the nourishment they need from your gorgeous tits. But you’ll still need to feed me too, babygirl. I don’t think I’ll ever be able to get enough of you.”

His mouth latches back onto a nipple, and it takes me a moment to process his words through the haze of pleasure fogging my brain.

“Baby?” I ask, the word turning to a moan as he nips at the stiff peak in his mouth with his teeth.

“Damn right,” he growls, sliding a hand up to rest on my flat stomach. “I can’t wait to see you full and round. Watch these pretty tits swell and fill with even more milk. Watch my baby grow inside you.”

I moan, the thought almost too much. It’s filthy. And it’s way too soon to be talking about babies.

But it’s the hottest damn thing anyone has ever said to me.

His words have an effect on him too. He’s hard, his erection pressing insistently into my hip. I’m so tempted to reach down and stroke him, to feel his thickness in my hand. But he’s focused entirely on my breasts. He’s kneading them roughly, sucking and licking and biting like he’s ravenous for it. Like he can’t get enough.

And I love it. The sensation is intense, the ache giving way to pleasure so strong I’m afraid I’m going to lose my mind.

“You’re mine, Jenna,” he says, his voice ragged. “And when I claim your needy little pussy with my seed, I’ll make you come so fucking hard you won’t ever want anyone but me. You’ll forget all about your ex-boyfriends, too. You’ll know that your cunt, and your womb, are mine. All fucking mine.”

Oh, God.

I can’t believe he’s saying all of this, and I can’t believe how much I want it. He’s so dominant, and possessive, and demanding. And I crave it all.

“I am all yours, Jack. Nobody else has ever... ever been inside me.”

My face flushes with embarrassment at my confession, but I need to tell him. I need to let him know that he’s going to be my first. That I belong entirely to him.

“You’re a virgin?” he asks, his tone incredulous, but the look in his eyes is pure, hungry lust. “Fuck, babygirl. I can’t wait to get my cock in that tight little cunt. You’ll be so snug and wet for me, won’t you? Going to squeeze me so good. Going to take every drop of cum from my balls and keep it all safe in your womb, won’t you?”

“Yes,” I pant, and God, if he keeps talking like that, I might actually come just from his words.

“That’s right,” he growls. “Gonna pump you full. Get you so full of my cum that you’re dripping. And then I’m going to plug you and keep every single drop where it belongs. Where it will take root and grow.”

“Now?” I ask, the word slipping out before I can stop it.

Jack lets out a low groan. “I want to, babygirl. Fuck, I want that so badly. But when I breed you, I want to be able to take my time. I want you spread out and bare and begging for me. Begging me to put a baby in you. I’m going to stretch your virgin pussy with my cock, and then I’m going to flood your fertile little womb with my seed. Something like that deserves to happen when we have time and privacy. Not a quickie in a wine cellar.”

I let out a whining sound. Disappointment, arousal, frustration. They’re all mingling together in my body, making me ache so much that I can barely stand it.

Jack chuckles, the sound warm and low, and then he’s kissing me again, slow and deep and sweet.

“But you’re in luck,” he murmurs against my mouth, his voice rough. “There are plenty of things we can do in the meantime. And right now, there’s something I need you to do for me, babygirl.”

“What is it?”

“I need you to sit on the barrel over there and spread those gorgeous thighs for me.”

I look around, noticing the small barrel a few feet away. I’m not sure what he has planned, but the idea of it makes my whole body tingle.

He helps me off the wall, supporting me as I wobble a little. My breasts are still bare, and the cool air feels good on my heated skin.

“Sit,” he instructs, guiding me towards the barrel.

I do, and he kneels in front of me, his hands sliding up my thighs. His touch makes me shiver, and when his hands push the skirt of my dress up, my breath hitches.

He hooks his fingers around the sides of my thong and drags it down. I lift myself slightly, helping him, and when the scrap of lace has been pulled all the way down, I’m left completely bare.

His eyes remain locked on mine as he folds the fabric and slips it into the pocket of his tux.

“This is mine now,” he says.

“Yes,” I say simply. My voice is soft and shaky.

Jack’s gaze drifts lower, down to my bare mound, and he lets out a groan. “Fuck, Jenna. You have the prettiest pussy. It’s practically begging for my mouth. My cock. Fuck, I can’t wait to sink inside you and make you mine.”

He’s barely touched me, and yet I’m trembling. He’s staring at my most intimate place like he’s mesmerized, and the hunger in his eyes makes the ache between my legs that much more intense.

“Please,” I whimper.

Jack’s lips quirk in a smile, and he leans closer, his breath ghosting over my sensitive flesh.

“Don’t worry, babygirl. I’m going to take care of you. Give you everything you need.”

He presses a soft kiss against the top of my thigh, and I shiver. He does the same thing on the other side, and then he’s moving closer and closer, until I can feel his breath against my center.

And then he’s licking me, one long stroke from the bottom of my entrance all the way up, ending at the swollen nub above.

I cry out, the sensation so intense. My whole body jolts, and I grip the edges of the barrel.

Jack holds me open, his thumbs tracing the crease where my thighs meet my hips, and then his mouth is back, his tongue delving deep. He licks and sucks, his moans muffled as he devours me.

“Jack,” I whimper, arching my back and grinding my pussy against his mouth. “Please.”

He slides two fingers inside me, stretching my entrance, and I let out a long moan.

“That’s right, babygirl. Let me hear you. Let me hear how good it feels.”

His tongue flicks across my clit, and I nearly scream. The pleasure is so sharp, so intense, that it’s almost painful.

“Oh, God. Yes, Jack, yes!”

His fingers pump in and out of my soaking wet channel, the rhythmic squelching sounds echoing through the cellar. He adds a third finger, stretching me even more, and the pressure is so perfect that it’s driving me wild.

I’m rocking against his hand, meeting every thrust, and the orgasm building inside me is unlike anything I’ve ever felt. It’s all-consuming, like a tidal wave looming on the horizon.

Jack curls his fingers, pressing up into the front wall of my channel, and his mouth closes around my clit, suckling the sensitive bundle of nerves with as much enthusiasm as he sucked the milk from my breasts.

The orgasm crashes into me. I shatter, crying out as waves of pleasure wash over me. Jack keeps sucking and thrusting his fingers, drawing out every second of bliss until I’m completely spent.

He presses a final kiss to the top of my mound, and then slowly withdraws his fingers, leaving me empty and throbbing.

“Good girl,” he whispers. “You’re so beautiful when you come, Jenna. Fucking breathtaking.”

He rises, his mouth crashing into mine, and his hands roam all over my body, like he can’t decide where he wants to touch me first.

His jacket is still on, his shirt perfectly pressed and tucked into his pants. He looks so composed, so elegant. And I’m a wreck. My dress is loose and gaping at the front, breasts bare and nipples red and raw. My pussy is wet and swollen, and my knees are trembling so hard that I can barely stay upright.

He doesn’t seem to mind, though. His cock is hard and straining against his pants, and I can’t resist reaching out, cupping the hard length through the material.

“Do you want me to...? I mean, can I...?”

I can’t bring myself to say the words, but that doesn’t stop me craving to please him as much as he’s pleased me the last two evenings. He captures my wrist though, pulling my hand away with a groan.

“As much as I want that, babygirl, I’m not wasting my seed like that. It’s all going inside you when I take you home after the wedding is over. We’ll have the whole night, and all day tomorrow. And every night after that.”

He says it with such certainty, like it’s a given. Like he already knows that this will never end.

And I want that too. More than I’ve ever wanted anything in my life.


Chapter Six
Jenna


Jack helps me sit up gently, his hands slow and careful as he pulls the straps of my dress back over my shoulders. His fingers linger against my skin, warm and reverent, like he can’t quite bear to stop touching me.

I’m still shaking from the orgasm. My lips are swollen. My thighs are slick.

And my heart is a complete mess.

He adjusts the fabric, making sure it sits just right, then brushes a few strands of hair back from my face. His touch is tender, making my chest ache in a way that has nothing to do with milk.

Then he leans in, pressing a soft kiss to my lips.

“I have to go back,” he murmurs, his forehead resting against mine. “Can’t have the bride wondering where her father disappeared to.”

I let out a shaky laugh, still breathless. “Right. That might be awkward.”

His hand trails down my arm. “But don’t think for one second that we’re done, babygirl.”

My breath hitches.

“When this reception is over,” he says, voice low and full of promise, “I’m taking you home with me. I’m going to strip you bare. Spread you open. And make you mine in every way that counts.”

Heat floods my cheeks. My legs. My core. I can’t speak. I just nod, eyes wide, completely undone all over again.

He presses one last lingering kiss to my cheek, then turns and slips out of the cellar, his footsteps fading into the distance.

I stay where I am for a minute longer, swaying slightly, trying to collect myself. My whole body feels like it’s still vibrating from the way he touched me. Licked me. Praised me.

God, what am I doing?

I straighten my dress, smooth down my skirt, and gather what’s left of my dignity. It takes everything I have just to make my legs move towards the exit.

But when I push open the door, I walk right into Ryan.

“Oh,” I gasp, stepping back instinctively.

He looks down at me with a smug little smirk, with a wine glass in one hand.

“Funny,” he says, eyes narrowing. “Didn’t I just see Jack Westmore come out of here a minute ago?”

My stomach twists.

“I... I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

“Sure you don’t.” He lifts his glass to his lips and takes a slow sip, his eyes never leaving mine. “So what were you two doing in the cellar, sweetheart? Checking on the wine?”

I try to move past him. “Please let me through.”

But he steps in front of me again, body angled just enough to block the hallway. Not touching me. But too close. Too smug.

“It must have been quite a tasting,” he says with a pointed look down my body. “Did you give him a sample of something special?”

My face burns. “Leave me alone.”

“I’m just saying,” he continues, his tone maddeningly casual, “if Grace finds out you were messing around with her father during her wedding, she’s not going to be thrilled.”

“Stop.”

“And when she tells your boss what happened? Oof.” He grins. “Hope you’ve got a backup plan, sweetheart. You’ll be out of a job before you have time to pack up your little clipboard.”

Panic hits me full force.

I shake my head, swallowing hard. “Please... don’t do this.”

“Oh, I’m not going to do anything. As long as you do the smart thing.” He leans in just slightly, voice dropping. “Tell Jack it’s over. Tell him you’re not interested. And then we can all move on with our lives.”

I stare at him, heart pounding in my ears.

“Fine,” I whisper. “I’ll tell him.”

Ryan straightens, smug satisfaction radiating from him. He nods once, like a man who thinks he’s just won something.

And I barge past him, my shoulders shaking and my throat tight.

The corridor blurs as I walk quickly, needing to get away from his eyes, his voice, his stupid smug face. The sound of laughter and music filters through the walls, but none of it feels real.

All I can hear is the voice echoing in my head.

You’ll be out of a job before you have time to pack up your little clipboard.

God, I can’t lose this job. Not after everything I’ve worked for. Not after how hard I fought to prove I could do this.

But Jack...

My steps falter, and I brace a hand on the wall, sucking in a breath.

I want him. I want him so badly it hurts. He makes me feel more seen, more wanted, more accepted than anyone ever has. And the way he touches me, the way he drinks from me...

It’s not just heat. It’s not just lust.

It’s connection.

And now I have to throw it all away.

I wipe my face and steel myself. I can do this. I need to just get it over with quickly. Like ripping off a band-aid.

When I step back into the reception hall, it feels louder than before. Guests are dancing. Champagne is flowing. Fairy lights twinkle across the ceiling, and everything looks like a dream.

And Jack is standing just to the side of the dance floor, his eyes scanning the crowd.

When his gaze lands on mine, something in his face softens. He straightens, his whole body tightening like he’s preparing to come to me.

I cut across the room before he can move. I need to do this quickly. Cleanly.

He opens his mouth to speak, but I get there first. My voice is quiet. Barely audible over the music.

“I can’t see you again.”

Jack stills. His jaw ticks. “Excuse me?”

I swallow, avoiding his eyes. “It’s over.”

“No.” The word is a growl, sharp and instant. “No, that’s not what you were saying five minutes ago. Not after the way you...” He cuts himself off, breath heavy. “Tell me why, Jenna. What made you change your mind about us so quickly?”

I look over his shoulder. Ryan’s there, leaning against the bar, watching us like a hawk. Jack’s gaze follows mine.

My hands shake. “He threatened to tell Grace if I didn’t end things with you. Said she’d be bound to go to my boss and complain about me fooling around with her father on her wedding day. And then I’d lose my job.” My voice cracks on the final word, and tears sting my eyes.

Jack’s expression changes in a heartbeat. The fire in his eyes is immediate and brutal.

He doesn’t say anything at first, though. He just steps forward, cups the back of my head, and presses a kiss to my forehead.

“I’ll handle it,” he murmurs. “Don’t worry, babygirl. I’m not going to let that fucker take you away from me.”

And then he turns and walks away.

I don’t move. I just watch as he weaves through the crowd, heading straight for Grace.

My stomach twists so hard I think I might be sick. I wonder if I should follow him, give her my side of the story, but I’m frozen in place.

I can’t hear what he’s saying to her. I can only see her face; how she frowns, then blinks. Her mouth moves, her brows pull together with confusion.

Then her expression shifts from one of shock to anger.

My knees go weak. She’s going to be so mad at me. I’ve ruined everything. If I manage to keep my job after this, it will be a goddamn miracle.

Then Grace turns fast and storms across the reception hall like a hurricane in white satin, her veil floating behind her like a war banner.

But she’s not moving towards me. It’s Ryan who gets the full force of her wrath.

I watch in frozen horror as she rips into him without hesitation. With no concern about who’s watching. Just pure fury. I still can’t hear what’s being said over the music, but her hands gesture wildly, and she shoves at his shoulder while she yells.

Grace points to the exit, and Ryan tries to argue, but she’s not hearing it.

And then Jack is there too.

He grabs Ryan by the lapels and yanks him close, his mouth right at the other man’s ear, and judging by the look of fury on Jack’s face, I think I’m pleased I can’t hear what’s being said right now.

Ryan’s eyes widen. Jack shoves him hard once, and he stumbles backwards before scurrying off like the coward he is. He’s red-faced and seething, but he doesn’t look back.

I barely have time to process what I just witnessed before Grace turns, her veil fluttering softly behind her, and makes her way back towards me with Jack beside her.

She’s... smiling.

Not tight-lipped. Not forced. But warm and easy and full of affection.

I have no idea what’s happening.

“Jenna,” she says gently, her eyes kind. “I’m so sorry Ryan has been such a jerk this weekend. Aaron spoke to him after the meal last night, and he promised to be on his best behavior today. But apparently he didn’t mean it.”

My lips part, but nothing comes out.

“I’m really glad Dad told me what Ryan was trying to pull tonight,” she continues. My gaze flicks to Jack, who stands silently beside her, his eyes locked intently on me.

“You’ve done such an incredible job today,” Grace says, stepping forward to take my hands in hers. “This was everything I ever dreamed of. And honestly... if my dad is going to fall for someone, I’m glad it’s someone as sweet and utterly lovely as you, Jenna.”

I blink hard, but the tears still gather. I can’t believe this is happening, but I’m not about to argue with her. “I... thank you. That means so much to me.”

She gives my hands a squeeze. “Aaron and I are heading out now. Honeymoon time.” Her grin is full of sparkle. “But I’ll be sending a very generous tip later, along with glowing compliments to your boss. You’ve earned it all. And then some.”

I laugh, breathless with relief. “Safe travels. You both deserve all the happiness in the world.”

Grace pulls me into a hug, and then Jack leans in to press a kiss to her forehead. She hugs him too, and then she and Aaron are gone, sent off with a flurry of cheers, clinking glasses, and bubbles being blown into the night air.

The reception is still going on behind us, minus the bride and groom now. But here, in this quiet little corner... it’s just us.

Just me and Jack.

He turns to me, his eyes heavy with heat and something deeper. And the second his fingers close around mine, the world steadies. My heart races. My pulse thrums in anticipation.

“It’s time to take my girl home,” he says, his voice low and full of promise. “Time to make her mine.”


Chapter Seven
Jack


My hands fumble with the keys like I’m seventeen and two seconds from blowing my load in my pants. God knows I’m hard enough for that to happen. Jenna stands just behind me, close enough that I can hear her shallow breaths and the way she shifts her weight from one foot to the other on the porch.

She wants this. I can feel it in her.

And fuck, I’m going to give it to her.

The second the lock clicks, I slam the door open and turn to her, taking in those flushed cheeks and that eager sparkle in her eyes.

I can’t wait another goddamn second, so I grab her.

She gasps softly, but her arms fly around my shoulders at the same time her legs hook around my waist, like her body already knows what to do. Her chest presses against mine, and her breath is quick and warm against my neck.

I hold her like I’ve done this a thousand times. Like she belongs in my arms, against me, wrapped around me like this.

I kick the door shut behind us, and then I start to climb.

One step at a time, slow and steady, because I want her to feel it. Every flex of my muscles. Every shift of her weight in my grip. Every inch she rises towards the place where I’m going to finally ruin her sweet, untouched little body.

Her fingers dig into my shoulders as I reach the top.

“You’re mine now,” I growl, lips brushing her ear. “And when I’m done with you tonight, your womb will know it too.”

She shivers. Whimpers. Tightens her grip around me.

I shoulder the bedroom door open and carry her inside, towards the bed I’ve dreamed of laying her in since the moment I saw her.

Then I set her down gently, slowly, letting her slide down my body inch by torturous inch until her feet hit the floor. I step back just enough to look at her. My sweet, blushing, beautiful girl.

Her eyes are wide, her lips parted. She’s waiting for me. Waiting for my next move.

My heart fucking aches.

“I can’t take my eyes off you,” I tell her, voice rough and low. “Not for one second. You’re the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen, babygirl. Do you have any idea what you do to me?”

She shakes her head, cheeks flushing.

“Everything,” I say. “You make me feel everything. Desire. Need. Protectiveness. Like I could fucking kill anyone who even looked at you wrong. Like I want to possess every inch of you. Keep you all to myself.”

Her chest rises and falls, the swell of her breasts visible above the neckline of her pretty dress.

I reach behind her, pulling the zipper down. “I need you, Jenna. And I’m not going to hold back tonight. Are you ready for that?”

“Yes,” she breathes, the word shaky and desperate.

“Good.” I pull the straps of her dress down, letting the material fall and pool at her feet.

My gaze roams over her naked body, and my cock pulses in my pants. After I stole her panties earlier, she’s left in nothing but her heels now that her dress is gone, and fuck if it isn’t the sexiest thing I’ve ever seen.

“So beautiful,” I growl. “Every single inch.”

“And you,” she says, hands trembling slightly as she reaches up to push my suit jacket off my shoulders. “I want to see you too, Jack.”

She doesn’t hesitate as she unfastens my shirt, and I let her.

Let her take her time, revealing my chest slowly, like a present being unwrapped. Her hands are small and soft and reverent, and when she slides her fingers beneath the material, touching me with her bare skin, my pulse kicks hard.

Her hands are hesitant as they drop lower, and when she reaches the waistband of my pants, she looks up at me with a questioning look in her eyes.

“Go on,” I whisper.

Her touch is feather-light as she undoes the buckle. The zipper.

Then she’s pushing my pants and boxers down, and my cock springs free. It’s heavy and thick and leaking, and the way her breath catches when she sees it makes me even harder.

“Oh,” she whispers. “It’s... you’re...”

“Big.”

“Yes.” She licks her lips, her cheeks darkening. “So big.”

She reaches out, tentatively wrapping her hand around me, and I have to hold back a string of curse words. Her soft skin feels so fucking good around my shaft, and when she gives an experimental stroke, it takes everything in me not to lose control right then and there.

“Fuck,” I hiss. “That feels so damn good, babygirl.”

In an attempt to distract myself from her touch so I don’t embarrass myself, I grab a handful of her hair and pull her closer, crushing my mouth against hers.

Her lips are eager and pliant, parting for me instantly, and the way she melts into my kiss is intoxicating. It’s messy. Hungry.

And when her tongue meets mine, sliding against me in the filthiest fucking dance, it sends a rush of heat straight to my balls.

I break the kiss, breathing hard, and press my lips to her temple instead.

“Get on the bed.”

She doesn’t hesitate. In fact, she scrambles to obey, crawling backwards onto the mattress. She keeps her eyes on me the whole time, a flush spreading across her chest and neck.

She’s so beautiful, so goddamn perfect, and the sight of her spread out on my bed in nothing more than her heels is almost more than I can bear.

I reach down, wrapping my hand around my dick and giving it a slow stroke.

“Tell me what you want, Jenna. Let me hear you say it.”

“I want you,” she says, voice breathy.

“Be more specific. Where do you want me?”

She pauses. Bites her lip. Then she moves her hands down, fingers trailing over her collarbone. Across her tits, teasing her nipples until they harden into stiff peaks. Over the soft curve of her stomach, and lower still, until she reaches the apex of her thighs.

Holy shit.

I watch in complete awe as she opens herself for me, showing me the most intimate part of her body. Her fingers are soft and slow as they explore her folds, and when they finally slide inside, she lets out a soft moan.

“I want you here, Jack. Inside me. And I want you to fill me with your cum. I want it all inside me so it can take root and grow. So that it’ll become a baby. Our baby.”

I’ve never moved so fast in my life.

Before I can even blink, I’ve kicked off my shoes and pants and boxers and grabbed her wrist, roughly pulling her hand away from what’s mine.

Mine.

Her pussy is mine, and now it’s time to fucking claim it.

She’s breathing hard as she watches me crawl over her, caging her body beneath mine. She’s so small and perfect, and when her thighs part to welcome me between them, my chest tightens.

“So good,” I murmur. “Such a good girl.”

I settle between her legs, propping myself up on one arm while I reach down to guide my cock to her entrance. Her slick little hole is wet and ready for me, and when the head nudges against her, I have to grit my teeth to keep from losing control.

I rub the crown of my dick through her folds, teasing her. Making her squirm.

And when I finally start to push inside, the feeling is indescribable.

She’s so fucking tight. Too tight. Her virgin pussy is a hot, velvety vice, gripping me hard.

But I’m not stopping.

She whimpers and shifts beneath me, and her body yields, taking a little more. Then a little more.

She’s making tiny noises, little pained sounds, but her hips shift and rock, like she’s chasing the sensation.

“Shhh, babygirl,” I croon. “It’s alright. It’ll get better soon.”

“It hurts.”

“I know. But you’re taking it so well. Almost there.”

I push forward again, and then her gasp turns into a moan as I finally sink all the way inside her.

“Good girl,” I rasp. “You did it.”

She’s trembling now, her legs wrapped around me and her fingers digging into my biceps. “God, it’s... so much.”

“Your tight little pussy feels so good, babygirl. Made for me. Made to take my cock.”

She’s breathing fast, but she’s relaxing around me. Growing used to the size. The fullness.

I move slowly, sliding out and then pushing back in. The drag of her walls against my shaft makes me lightheaded, and when her breathy whimpers turn into moans, I feel like a fucking god.

“That’s it,” I say, leaning down to nip her ear. “That’s a good girl.”

I start a rhythm, pumping into her with long, deep strokes. Each one is more perfect than the last, and her whimpers quickly turn into gasps.

“Yes. More. Please, Jack.”

Jesus.

I give it to her. Thrusting into her over and over, hard enough to make her tits bounce. Hard enough to make the bed shake and groan beneath us. My free hand moves to her breasts, squeezing one tit roughly and groaning as a warm spray of milk hits my chest.

I do it again, soaking myself with her sweet cream while her pussy grips me and her moans echo off the walls.

“You’re so fucking perfect,” I tell her. “Look at you, taking my cock. Taking all of me. You’re so good. Such a good girl. But I need to fill you now. Need to plant my seed inside you and get you pregnant.”

She whines, high-pitched and needy. “Please. Please.”

I thrust harder. Deeper. I’m grunting and cursing, and she’s clawing at my arms, her heels digging into my back and her breath coming in ragged little pants.

Then I reach a hand down between us, my fingers searching for the little bud and rubbing it in firm circles.

“That’s it,” I growl. “That’s it, babygirl. Come for me. Soak me. Make my cock slick. Let me breed you.”

Her nails dig into my shoulders as her entire body tightens, and I feel the pulse of her orgasm. Her release, clenching and squeezing around my cock, like she’s begging for my cum.

And then I can’t hold back anymore.

The world goes hazy. My pulse roars in my ears, and all I can feel is the rush of my release as it shoots out of me, filling her, painting her insides. Coating her. Claiming her.

Mine.

Jenna cries out, clinging to me like her life depends on it, and the sound makes my head spin.

My hips stutter, and I thrust through my release, groaning and cursing and saying her name.

“That’s it, babygirl,” I grunt. “Take it all, Jenna. Take every fucking drop.”

Then I collapse, holding her close and pressing my face into the crook of her neck. Her scent is all around me, and her hair is soft against my skin.

“I love you,” I say, voice raw. “I love you so much, Jenna.”

“I love you too,” she whispers, her lips brushing my ear.

My heart aches and swells and pounds, and I tighten my arms around her.

We’re a mess. Damp with sweat and slick with our release. But neither of us moves. We just stay there, tangled together in a warm heap. I can’t even bear to pull out of her, wanting to keep her plugged with my cock so my seed can’t escape.

And as I bring my mouth to her nipple, taking it into my mouth and sucking until her sweet milk begins to flow, I know I’ll never get enough of this.

Of her.

Forever isn’t going to be anywhere near long enough.


Epilogue
Jack


My palms are sweaty and my heart is thundering as I rise to my feet at the front of the church, taking my cue from the way the music suddenly grows louder.

I turn to look down the aisle, waiting for my bride to appear.

I’ve already seen her dress, already kissed her swollen belly this morning, already tasted the honey-sweet milk she let down just for me before we left for the venue.

But nothing could have prepared me for this.

She steps into view, and I stop breathing.

Jenna Lane is walking down the aisle towards me, glowing like the sun, one hand cradling the soft curve of the belly I put there. My baby growing inside my bride. Her other hand holds a simple bouquet of ivory roses, and behind her, Grace trails along in her pale pink maid-of-honor gown, tears already gathering in her eyes.

But everyone else in the room fades to nothing.

I only see Jenna.

I see the woman I worship. The body I claimed. The future I’ve anchored myself to with every touch, every word, every drop of my seed she’s taken inside her.

And somehow, between growing our baby and keeping me completely wrapped around her finger, she still plans weddings like it’s her superpower. She’s booked out months in advance, with clients demanding to work with her, and she makes every bride feel like royalty.

Mine.

The thought pulses through me like a war drum.

Mine. Mine. Mine.

And it’s not just her soft mouth or her sweet curves or the way she melts when I call her my good girl.

It’s this. This moment. That dress clinging to her swollen belly. Her cheeks flushed. Her eyes locked on mine.

She’s proud. She’s radiant. She’s carrying my fucking baby. And I’m about to give her my last name too.

My throat tightens.

God, she’s beautiful.

She’s not nervous. Not even close. She floats down the aisle like she knows exactly who she belongs to. Like she wants everyone in this room to know what I’ve done to her. That I filled her up and bred her deep and kept her by my side ever since.

I curl my hands into fists, letting my nails dig into my palms to keep myself grounded. If I move right now, I’ll run straight down that aisle and pull her into my arms.

I won’t make it through this ceremony without thinking about what she tastes like. What her breasts feel like when they are full and heavy in my palms. How her voice goes high and breathy when I stroke her stomach and tell her I want to give her another baby the moment this one’s born.

I should be thinking about vows and rings and holy matrimony.

But instead, all I can think is: She’s mine. And she’ll never belong to anyone else.

Not when I’ve marked her so deeply. Not when my baby is growing inside her. Not when I’ve claimed her in every possible way a man can.

And when she’s finally standing in front of me, eyes wide and shining, her belly gently pressing against me as I take her hands in mine...

All I want to do is fall to my knees and worship.

Forever.
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Chapter One
Marcus


The low hum of conversation fades the moment I step in front of the podium.

A few students still murmur to each other, but most go quiet, heads turned towards me, eyes blinking with that glassy first-day-of-the-semester glaze. I take in the packed lecture hall, with its tiered seating, rows of open laptops, and the occasional coffee cup clutched like a lifeline. Maybe a hundred and fifty students. Give or take.

I pick up the stack of handouts from the desk, walk to the front row and hand several to each person with instructions to pass them back. It contains a course overview, a reading list, and my expectations of them for the rest of the semester.

I don’t bother with small talk. I never do.

Once I’m back behind the podium, I pause, letting my eyes roam the room.

“Welcome to Innovations in Modern Medicine,” I say, my voice steady. “This course is designed to challenge the way you think about modern diagnostics, treatment innovation, and technological integrations in acute care settings.”

A few heads lift. A girl in the second row actually pulls out a notebook. Most just blink at me, half-awake.

I continue anyway.

“Throughout the semester, we’ll explore real case studies, break down the design process for emerging medical tech, and evaluate the ethical questions surrounding implementation in emergency medicine and trauma care. There will be reading. There will be writing. There will be thinking. Lots of it. If you’re here for an easy elective, you may want to reconsider.”

There are a few scattered laughs, and none of them sound genuine. I don’t care, though. I’m not here to entertain. I’m here to change lives.

I pace lightly in front of the screen as I speak, gesturing occasionally, half-aware of the slideshow cycling through behind me. I don’t need notes. I don’t need to think. I could do this in my sleep.

And then the door opens.

A soft creak. Nothing dramatic. Nothing out of the ordinary.

I glance up out of habit, already preparing to issue a pointed reprimand. The kind that makes undergrads think twice before showing up late again.

Then I see her, and my breath catches. Literally.

She pauses in the doorway, flustered, eyes wide with embarrassment, one delicate hand smoothing the floaty hem of a pale summer dress. Blonde hair falls in loose, glossy curls around her shoulders. Her lashes are long, cheeks pink, her eyes the color of the sky when she meets my gaze.

She whispers, “Sorry,” barely loud enough for me to pick up.

Her voice is soft. Pretty. My heart gives a sharp, aching thud.

What the hell is happening?

I grip the edge of the podium, grounding myself, but it’s no use. The second she starts moving, clutching her bag as she looks for a seat, I’m gone. I’m watching the sway of that dress as it flutters around her knees. I’m watching the way her shoulders curve inwards with nerves, the way her fingers tremble as she tucks a lock of hair behind one ear.

She’s a student. I should not be staring at her like this, with my dick stiffening in my pants. But I can’t look away.

There’s only one seat left, in the center of the front row, and she takes it without looking up, her cheeks still burning.

I want to know her name. Need to know it, suddenly, with a desperation I don’t understand.

I clear my throat. “What’s your name?”

She startles slightly, then lifts her head to look at me. “Leah,” she says. “Leah Ellison.”

I nod, forcing myself to move on. “Stay behind after the lecture, please,” I say, keeping my tone measured.

She nods quickly, eyes dropping back to the desk. She has no idea what she’s just done. No idea that I’m standing here, heart pounding, palms sweating, the lecture forgotten. That I’ve been completely wrecked by a single girl in a floaty dress who walked into my classroom ten minutes late.

No one’s ever had this effect on me. Not in all my years as a surgeon. Not in all my years as a professor. Not in my whole goddamn life.

And now I have to stand here and finish a ninety-minute lecture like she didn’t just tilt my entire world off its axis.

Thanks to muscle memory, I manage to find my place in the slides and I keep talking, but I might as well be reading a grocery list. I go through the motions, pacing, explaining, gesturing towards the screen, but my mind is somewhere else. On her.

Leah.

The name keeps echoing in my head, soft and perfect, like it was made to be whispered into her neck, breathed against her skin.

I look at her again.

She’s trying so hard to focus, pen tapping against her notebook in an anxious rhythm. She doesn’t even open her laptop. Just writes in neat little lines, head bowed, the curve of her neck delicate and exposed.

She catches me staring.

Her eyes flick up, big and blue and startled. She looks away almost immediately, her cheeks turning pink.

But then she looks back.

Quickly. As if she couldn’t help herself.

My pulse kicks up. She’s drawn to me too.

I try to stay focused. I ask a few questions. Call on students in the back. Say something about the evolution of trauma imaging tools and field diagnostics. Something I usually care about. Something that used to matter.

But now there’s only her.

She adjusts in her seat, and the skirt of her dress shifts with her, floating just above her knees. Her legs are crossed at the ankle, making her the picture of innocence. But the things I want to do to her are filthy.

I dig my fingernails into the edge of the podium, hard enough to leave a mark. The clock on the wall tells me there are still fifteen minutes to go.

It’s the longest fifteen minutes of my career.

Finally, it’s time to wrap up. I dismiss the class, offer the usual reminder about office hours, and the students begin gathering their things, the room filling with the familiar scrape of chairs and shuffle of papers.

But I see only her.

She hasn’t moved. She’s still in her seat, fidgeting nervously with the pen in her hand, eyes down again like she’s trying not to draw attention to herself.

Good luck, sweetheart. You’ve had every ounce of my attention since the second you walked through that door.

The room empties slowly, and I wait, watching the last few stragglers file out. When the door finally closes behind the last student, I walk across the room towards her, slower than I need to, like I’m approaching something sacred. Or dangerous.

She looks up at me, startled by the sound of my footsteps.

“I have something for you,” I say softly, holding out the paper with the course overview and reading list from the start of the lecture. “You missed this earlier.”

I could have given it to her the moment she walked in. I should have. But I wanted this. A few minutes alone. Just her and me, with no audience.

She takes the paper with a small, polite smile, her fingers brushing mine. That one second of contact sends a ripple of heat up my arm.

“Thank you,” she says, then bites her bottom lip. “And I’m really sorry for being late. I had to run from the other side of campus, and...”

“It’s okay,” I interrupt, my voice gentler than I intend. Then I steady it. “This time. But I expect you to be on time in the future, Leah.”

Her eyes widen a little. The way her name sounds in my mouth clearly surprises her. She nods quickly.

“Yes, I will. I promise.”

“Good girl.”

The words slip out before I can stop them. Low, quiet, loaded.

She gasps. It’s soft, but unmistakable.

Her eyes widen, her lips parting slightly as she stares up at me like she can’t quite believe what she just heard. Then she catches herself, clamps her bottom lip between her teeth as if she’s trying to stop the reaction. But it’s too late.

I saw it.

She liked it when I called her a good girl.

Leah fumbles to shove her things into her bag, cheeks bright pink, and jumps to her feet like her chair is suddenly too hot to sit on. I don’t move. I just watch her, absorbing every second.

She walks to the door, her steps a little too quick. But just before she reaches it, she pauses and looks back at me over her shoulder.

That one shy, uncertain glance is the final nail in the coffin.

She’s mine.

All fucking mine.


Chapter Two
Leah


The library is almost empty.

It’s late, far later than I intended to stay, and the quiet hum of overhead lights is the only sound filling the space. The study section I’ve tucked myself into is the furthest from the entrance, surrounded by shelves of dusty reference books no one checks out anymore. It’s peaceful here. Usually, it helps me focus.

Not tonight.

Tonight, I can’t stop thinking about anything except him. Dr. Marcus Ward.

Just thinking his name makes my stomach flip in a way that has nothing to do with hunger or stress or caffeine overload. No, this is something else entirely. Something... sharp and warm and dizzying.

He called me a good girl.

I bury my face in my hands for a second, groaning softly to myself.

Who reacts like that to their professor? Who gets completely unraveled because a man at least two decades older says two simple words in a voice so low and deep it practically melted through her skin?

Apparently, I do. And now I can’t stop thinking about it. Or him.

He was so calm. So controlled. His expression barely changed during the whole lecture, but his eyes... God, his eyes. When I’d walked in late, he looked at me like I’d done something unspeakable just by existing. Like he couldn’t decide if he wanted to reprimand me or...

Nope. Not going there.

I press the heels of my hands against my eyes, trying to force the heat out of my cheeks. This is ridiculous. I’m twenty years old now, no longer a hormonal teenager who develops a crush at the speed of light.

But there’s something special about him. Nobody else has ever made my skin feel too tight for my body just by looking at me.

I try to go back to my notes, but the words swim on the page. My highlighter shakes slightly in my hand. I’ve reread the same paragraph five times and still couldn’t tell you what the sympathetic nervous system actually does.

At this point, I’d probably fail a quiz on my own name.

I scribble a few meaningless phrases in the margins, just to make it look like I’m working. My pulse is still too high. My thoughts keep looping back to the moment the classroom emptied, and he walked towards me with slow, measured steps. The sound of his voice. The firm edge when he told me to be on time. The way my body reacted completely involuntarily when he called me a good girl.

I slap my notebook shut and shake my head.

I really need to pull myself together. This is a man who teaches med-tech innovation and probably has more letters after his name than I have in mine. He was being professional. Probably says that to all his students. I’m just imagining things.

I reach for my water bottle, trying to cool the flush that’s still clinging to my skin.

And that’s when I feel it. A shift in the air. A presence.

I glance up and freeze when I find him standing right there, beside my table. Dr. Marcus Ward.

He’s wearing a pale blue shirt with the sleeves rolled up to his forearms, no tie, collar open just enough to make me forget how to form thoughts. He looks like he stepped out of a dream I didn’t know I was having - rumpled and serious and unfairly handsome.

“Mind if I join you?” he asks, his voice low and quiet; intimate somehow, despite the wide, echoing room.

I forget how to breathe for a second.

“No,” I manage to say quickly. “I mean... yes. I mean... please. Sit. Yes.”

Smooth.

He doesn’t comment on my flailing. Just lifts one brow to show his amusement, then takes the seat beside me.

Not across. Not one seat over. No, he chooses the chair right next to mine, close enough that I catch a faint trace of something expensive and clean in the air. Not cologne exactly, just... him.

My heart is hammering.

There’s no one else around. Just him. Just me. And I’m suddenly very aware of every inch of my body and how close it is to his.

He glances at the open book in front of me, then back at me, his eyes soft but curious. “What are you working on?”

I blink at him like I’ve never seen a textbook before. “Oh. Uh. Just... some nervous system stuff. For my neurobio class.”

Smooth, again.

He nods, leaning just slightly closer. “Which part?”

I flip through a few pages like I’ve been diligently working for hours instead of silently panicking and daydreaming about him saying very inappropriate things in that very appropriate voice.

“The autonomic nervous system,” I say, finally landing on the right page. “Sympathetic versus parasympathetic. Fight-or-flight stuff.”

His lips twitch, almost forming a smile. “Ah. The vagus nerve.”

I nod. “Yeah. I mean, I get the basics, but I was reading about vasovagal syncope earlier and...” I trail off, suddenly all too aware of how idiotic I sound trying to pronounce vasovagal syncope in front of a former trauma surgeon-slash-Greek-god.

To his credit, he doesn’t laugh. He just tilts his head slightly, interested. “You’re wondering how it works?”

I nod again, and he shifts in his chair, turning towards me fully. Our knees almost brush. I stop breathing for a second.

“It’s basically an overreaction,” he says. “Your vagus nerve gets stimulated, slows your heart rate, drops your blood pressure, and next thing you know, you’re out cold. Your body thinks it’s protecting you... but really, it’s just throwing a dramatic tantrum.”

I giggle before I can stop myself. “So fainting is the nervous system being... overdramatic?”

He actually smiles at that.

And not the polite professor kind. A real, honest-to-God smile. Just a little crooked, with the tiniest dimple appearing in his cheek.

“It is,” he says. “Very on-brand for med students, actually.”

That makes me laugh again, and he leans back in his chair slightly, clearly pleased. Then he says, “Want to hear about the time a first-year student fainted directly onto a sterile tray mid-surgery?”

My eyes go wide. “Obviously.”

He chuckles, and it’s a warm, low sound that makes my stomach somersault. “Alright. So picture this: trauma bay, chaos, three surgeons, open wound on the table. And then there’s this kid, fresh out of classroom labs, shadowing for the first time. He’s trying too hard to look calm, like he’s done this before.”

“That sounds ominous,” I say, already grinning.

“Oh, it was,” he says. “He’s standing right behind the attending, clipboard clutched to his chest like it’s a shield, and I can see the sweat pouring down his face. Not just nervous sweat. Existential dread sweat. I keep an eye on him, but he gives me the thumbs-up. Big mistake.”

He holds up his hands dramatically, as if reenacting the scene.

“Three minutes in, the smell hits him. Cauterized tissue. Classic. His eyes go wide. He sways once, twice, and then he goes straight down. Right into the instrument tray.”

“No!” I gasp, covering my mouth.

“Oh yes,” he says, eyes twinkling now. “Scalpels everywhere. Scissors clatter across the floor. The attending screams like he’s being stabbed. Someone yells ‘Man down!’ and I catch the kid before he can hit his head on the floor. He wakes up five seconds later and immediately asks if he still gets credit.”

I’m laughing so hard I have to press a hand to my chest.

“Did he?” I ask, breathless.

“Hell no,” Marcus says. “But I bought him a protein bar and told him to stick to dermatology.”

I laugh again, louder than I mean to. The sound echoes softly through the empty library.

He watches me, still smiling, and for a moment I forget we’re sitting in a quiet corner of campus and not somewhere suspended outside of time. His face is softer than I’ve ever seen it, eyes warm, expression open.

“So is that why you left hospital work? Because of all the inept medical students fainting all over the place?” I try to keep my tone light, ignoring the way my heart flutters every time he looks at me.

“No,” he says gently after a long pause. “Not that at all. It was my nephew. His name was Caleb, and he was twelve.”

The sadness in his voice when he says that is so heavy I can feel it settle over both of us. I stay quiet. I don’t move. I barely breathe.

“He collapsed during soccer practice,” he continues, his voice low. “No one knew anything was wrong. His heart just... gave out. I was the attending on call. They brought him in and... I tried. I did everything I could.”

My throat tightens. I want to say something, but nothing feels right.

After a long moment, I manage, “You must have loved him a lot.”

He nods once, eyes on the table. Then, softer than before, “Yeah, I did. I do.”

The space between us feels different now. Softer, somehow. He’s not looking at me anymore. His gaze is fixed on the tabletop, jaw set, hands still, as if he’s afraid that if he moves, he’ll shatter.

Something aches inside me.

Slowly, gently, I reach out and place my hand over his.

His skin is warm. Solid. There’s the barest pause, like he wasn’t expecting the touch, and then he lets out the faintest breath. He doesn’t pull away.

“I’m really sorry,” I whisper. “That you had to go through that. That you had to be the one there.”

His fingers twitch beneath mine.

“I’m sure you did everything you could.”

His eyes lift to meet mine, and that’s all it takes. One look.

It’s like the rest of the world fades out, leaving only this narrow space between us, crackling with something too big to name. Grief. Want. Wonder. All of it wrapped tight and wordless between two people who were strangers just this morning.

We sit there like that, saying nothing.

The silence is thick around us. Not awkward, not empty, but full. Full of questions, full of answers we’re not ready to say out loud.

I know we can't be together. There are so many things keeping us apart, and the fact he's my professor is only one of them. But for now, I'm content to share this moment with him, and imagine a world where I could be his.


Chapter Three
Marcus


It’s been twelve hours and twenty-six minutes since I last saw her.

I know because I’ve counted.

I’m not proud of it, but I’m also not sorry. Not when her voice is still echoing in my head. Not when I can still feel the ghost of her fingers brushing against mine.

“I’m sure you did everything you could.”

No one’s ever said that to me before. Not like that. Not with such quiet certainty. Sure, my family has said similar things in the past, but I can never quite believe it when it comes from them. I can never seem to stop wondering if they blame me for what happened to Caleb.

But Leah, she said it like she meant it. And she touched me.

That’s what I keep coming back to. The feel of her hand over mine. Small. Warm. Certain. Every part of me wanted to close the distance between us in that moment. I nearly did. I wanted to take her hand, pull her to her feet, and tell her she was coming home with me. That I was going to claim her and make her mine, and that I’d never let her go.

But I didn’t.

Instead, I said goodnight. Watched her walk away into the darkness with her backpack slung over one shoulder and her hair swaying softly behind her.

It was the hardest damn thing I’ve done in my life.

I know I can’t move too fast. I know I have to give her time to trust me. To accept my love. But patience has never been my strong suit, and this... whatever this is with her... it’s testing me in ways nothing else ever has.

I turn the corner into the research wing and head for the back corridor, hoping a conversation with Graham will knock some sense into me. He’s good at that. Part scientist, part smartass, and my best friend. We met when I first joined the faculty, and he’s stopped me from getting myself in trouble more times than I would care to admit.

I knock twice on the frame of his open office door.

Dr. Graham Ellis looks up from a chaotic desk, squinting over the top of his glasses like I’ve just interrupted some sort of sacred ritual. His hair’s sticking up in ten directions, and he’s wearing a shirt so crumpled, I can’t imagine it’s ever been anywhere near an iron.

“What,” he says flatly, “do you want, Ward?”

I step inside and glance at the clock. “It’s lunch. I’m saving you from starvation. You’re welcome.”

He snorts. “I’ve got three minutes between appointments and twelve undergrads who are here to report back to me about how their medical trial is going.”

I arch a brow. “You used to be fun.”

“I used to sleep more than four hours a night,” he mutters, flipping through a clipboard. “Now I’m buried in trial paperwork and trying not to violate HIPAA by sneezing in the wrong direction. Not all of us have the means to invent med tech in our spare time and become billionaires, you know. Some of us actually need our jobs to survive.”

I ignore his remark about my bank balance, and the smirk he gives me. Instead, I nod towards the stack of papers on his desk. “Are you running a trial or hosting a sacrifice?”

“Both,” he says, gesturing towards the hallway. “See for yourself. The waiting room is full of sacrificial lambs as we speak.”

I chuckle under my breath and move back towards the doorway to glance over at the seating area.

And that’s when I see her.

Leah’s sitting there, with her legs crossed and head bent, scrolling through her phone like this is just another normal Tuesday.

My pulse slams to life, a sharp, immediate surge. I don’t move. Don’t breathe.

She’s wearing jeans and a white T-shirt, her hair pulled up in a loose ponytail, neck exposed. Casual. Comfortable. Too fucking tempting. She’s got one hand tucked beneath her arm like she’s cold. Like she’s vulnerable.

And she’s waiting. Here. For a fucking trial review.

“Graham,” I say, too tightly. “She’s participating?”

He doesn’t even look up. “Who?”

I jerk my chin towards the seating area. “Leah Ellison. Front row. Blonde. White top.”

Graham leans to glance, shrugs. “Can’t confirm or deny. You know the rules.”

“She’s one of my students.”

“I still can’t say anything.”

“Jesus, Graham...”

He looks at me then, like he’s seeing me clearly for the first time. “Are you okay?”

I don’t answer. Because no, I’m not okay. I’m standing here watching the only woman who’s ever made me feel like this, and she’s waiting to discuss a medical trial like it’s no big deal. Like this is just some casual Tuesday activity, like she’s not playing Russian roulette with her body for some spare cash and a few college credits.

Graham frowns. “They’re not risky, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“I’m not worried,” I lie.

He tilts his head. “You sure you don’t know her better than you’re supposed to?”

That gets my attention. I glance at him sharply, spitting out the word. “No.”

And it’s not a lie. Right now, I don’t know her any better than any other student. My future intentions with her are irrelevant.

I glance at her in the waiting room again. I want to drag her out of that chair, wrap an arm around her, and take her somewhere safe. Home. With me. Where she belongs.

Instead, I push a hand through my hair and turn back to Graham. “I’ll leave you to get on with your work then.”

“See you later,” he says, already focused on his paperwork again.

I turn and walk towards the door, and when I step out into the corridor, I purposely angle myself towards the waiting room. Towards her.

She’s still sitting there, unaware. Her fingers skim absently across the screen of her phone, but I can tell she’s not reading. She’s nervous. It’s obvious in the way her leg is bouncing, the way her shoulders are just slightly hunched. Like she feels uncomfortable. Out of place.

I’m done pretending I can stand by and watch her risk her health.

I close the space between us in a few steps.

“Leah.”

She startles slightly and looks up. Her eyes widen when she sees me.

“Dr. Ward,” she says, her voice soft and surprised. She scrambles to sit straighter, her phone clutched awkwardly in her hand. “I... ummm, hi. I didn’t know you’d be here.”

I keep my voice low. Measured. But I don’t bother hiding the weight behind it.

“I want you to come to my office when you’re finished with your appointment here.”

She blinks. “Your... your office?”

“Yes.” I let my eyes linger on hers. “It’s important.”

She shifts in her seat, visibly flustered. “Did I do something wrong?”

“No.” I lower my voice another fraction. “I just want to talk. When you’re done here, come find me.”

She nods quickly. “Okay. Yes. I will.”

“Good.”

I hold her gaze a moment longer. Just long enough to let the weight of my attention settle over her.

And then I turn and walk away. Because if I don’t, I’m going to do something reckless.

The second I’m outside, I exhale a sharp breath and keep moving, jaw tight, heart hammering like I’ve just run a mile.

She’s in a trial. It’s already started. I don’t know what it is. I don’t know what they’ve done to her. I don’t know how far it’s gone. And I hate every fucking second of it.

Leah shouldn’t be putting herself through this. I’m the first person to admit medical testing is essential, but I’ve also seen some of the side effects it can produce. And I don’t want Leah to do anything that might cause her any harm.

She’s mine to protect now. Whether she knows it or not. And I don’t care what I have to do. I’m going to make this stop.


Chapter Four
Leah


I pause in front of his office door and stare at the wood like it’s some kind of threshold to another dimension. Maybe it is. My heart’s beating too fast. My palms feel weirdly clammy. I’m pretty sure I forgot how to swallow about ten seconds ago.

I lift my hand and knock twice.

“Come in.”

Just his voice is enough to make my stomach flip. God, I’ve got it so bad.

I give myself a silent shake. “Pull it together, Leah,” I whisper to myself. He’s my professor. I’m not here for flirting or fantasies. I’m here because he asked to speak to me. Probably about something academic.

I push the door open and step inside.

He’s standing behind his desk, sleeves rolled up to his elbows, dark eyes locked on mine the second I appear. The door clicks shut behind me, and suddenly the room feels too small. Too warm.

“Hi,” I say, voice barely audible. I clear my throat and try again. “You wanted to speak to me?”

He doesn’t return the greeting. He just studies me like he’s trying to stare into my soul and uncover all my secrets.

“What’s the medical trial for?” he asks, voice calm but direct.

I blink. “Excuse me?”

He doesn’t look away. “The medical trial you’re participating in. I want to know what it’s for.”

I freeze, my fingers tightening around the strap of my bag. I don’t know what I expected him to say, but it wasn’t that.

I shift awkwardly. “I... I don’t see how that’s your business.”

“It is.”

Damn it. Why isn’t he backing down? Of all the things he could have asked me that I would have happily answered, he has to ask me this. The one thing I can’t tell him about.

Because if I do, he’ll stop looking at me the way he is right now and he’ll start looking at me like I’m some kind of freak.

“Is it?” I fold my arms, trying to steady myself, and I’m thankful my voice sounds a lot more confident than I actually feel. “Because last I checked, I’m allowed to do what I want with my own body.”

A flicker of something sharp passes through his expression. Not anger, but something close. Frustration, maybe. Worry.

He steps out from behind the desk, and my pulse lurches.

Dr. Ward moves slowly, deliberately, closing the distance between us with all the intensity of a man who knows the effect he has. I take a step back without meaning to, and my spine bumps against the wall behind me.

He doesn’t touch me. But he doesn’t have to.

He’s so close I can feel the heat rolling off him, can see the fine lines at the corners of his eyes, the tension in his jaw, the faint shadow of stubble on his chin.

I suck in a breath that’s barely air.

Then, with devastating gentleness, he reaches up and brushes a lock of hair behind my ear.

His fingers barely graze my cheek, and even though the contact is featherlight, my reaction is not.

My whole body goes tight and shivery, heat spiraling through my core like I’ve just been plugged into an outlet.

He leans in slightly, his voice dropping even lower.

“It is my business,” he says, “because I care about you. I want to keep you safe, even if you don’t understand that yet.”

My heart stops. I stare up at him, words caught in my throat. knees threatening to give out under the weight of the moment.

“Tell me, sweetheart,” he says, his voice gruff and firm. Something about his authoritative tone makes something inside me melt. “I just want to make sure you’re okay.”

I let out a small sigh. “It’s not dangerous. It’s just... hormone-related.”

He raises an eyebrow, still not looking at all convinced that I’m safe. “Hormones aren’t nothing, Leah. They control everything. Mood, metabolism, reproductive health. Do you know what happens when cortisol levels drop too low? You can go into adrenal crisis. Blood pressure tanks; your organs shut down. People die from that, sweetheart. And you think a hormone study is nothing?”

This time, my sigh is a little bigger. I almost wish he didn’t care so much about me. Then I wouldn’t have to admit my shameful little secret to him. But I can’t let him go on thinking it’s something that might kill me.

“Okay, I’ll tell you,” I say, my voice shaky. “But you have to promise you won’t judge me for doing it. I needed the money. Do you have any idea how expensive all the textbooks are?”

His expression doesn’t change, but he gives a brief nod, as if urging me to go on.

I close my eyes and lean my head back against the wall behind me, so I won’t have to see his face when I tell him what I’ve been doing.

“It’s a clinical trial, and they’re studying ways to induce lactation in women who haven’t been pregnant, for things like adoptive breastfeeding or post-hormone therapy support. It’s a two-part protocol: hormone treatment and physical stimulation.”

Curiosity gets the better of me, and I open my eyes again, just in time to see his eyes lingering on the hint of cleavage displayed by my V-neck T-shirt. But he lifts his gaze to mine as soon as he hears my soft gasp.

“Tell me more,” he says, his voice somehow even deeper.

“They... umm...” It’s getting harder to think as his eyes drop to my breasts once more. It’s entirely inappropriate. I know that. He’s my professor, and I’m his student. But my heart is racing so hard that I can’t help wondering if he can see it trying to beat out of my chest. I thought he’d be disgusted, but if anything, he just looks... hungry. Like he wants to devour me. And that thought has got me dripping in my panties.

“They gave me herbal supplements and a low-dose herbal cream. Something that mimics prolactin and oxytocin. I have to apply it twice a day. The other part is using a hospital-grade breast pump on a schedule. Fifteen minutes every four hours. I have to track output, log any symptoms, and bring in milk samples twice a week.”

He makes a little noise that’s almost like a grunt, and he finally lifts his gaze back up to my face. His expression is unreadable, but his eyes are so dark and intense, it’s like he’s looking right through me.

“So you’re lactating,” he says, his voice rougher than before.

I nod, not daring to speak.

He reaches out, and for one heart-stopping moment, I think he’s going to touch me again. But instead, he places his hands on the wall, one on either side of my head, his body leaning into mine.

“And they’re paying you for this?” he asks, his voice low. Rough.

I nod again, trapped between his body and the wall. “A thousand dollars if I complete the whole study.”

He curses under his breath. Then he brings his face so close to mine, I can feel his breath ghosting over my lips. The arousal coursing through me is so strong that I can barely catch my breath. I would have thought talking about this with someone as gorgeous as him would be embarrassing. Shameful. But instead, he’s looking at me with such intensity that there isn’t space for anything else inside me besides my need for him.

“I don’t want you taking part in that study anymore, sweetheart.”

That jolts me out of my haze. “What? But I need the money.”

“Not anymore, you don’t. You’re mine, and I’m going to take care of you. Whatever you need, I’ll get it for you. But I don’t want you doing things to mess with your body again. I want you safe. Healthy.”

I blink up at him, trying to make sense of his words. But before I can fully process it all, he leans in even closer, brushing his lips so tenderly against mine that I barely feel it. It’s not a kiss. Not yet. Just the faintest whisper of contact.

“Plus, I want you to stop for a much more selfish reason too,” he whispers against my lips. He brings a hand down from the wall to place it on my hip, slowly gliding it up my side until his thumb is almost touching the underside of my breast.

I want to ask what his selfish reason is, but I can’t speak. I’m completely lost, overwhelmed by his touch, his scent, the intense hunger in his eyes.

“I don’t want you giving away what’s mine, sweetheart. I want to keep every damn drop of it for myself. I’m not good at sharing what belongs to me.”

My eyes widen, my mouth opening slightly on a gasp I can’t hold back. A thousand questions and objections swirl in my head. This is insane. This is my professor. This is wrong. But all that comes out of my mouth is a breathy, “Oh.”

He must hear the need in my voice, because his lips are finally on mine then, firm and demanding, parting them to sweep his tongue inside. The kiss is hungry, possessive, and tastes of an unspoken promise that I’m too dizzy to unpack.

He slides his hand higher, his thumb finally brushing against my breast. The simple contact is so electric, a sharp jolt of pure pleasure shoots through me. My nipples, already tender from the herbal supplements and pump, harden into painfully sensitive points, pressing against the thin fabric of my bra. He must feel it, because he groans against my mouth and his hand moves to fully cup me, his thumb circling my nipple through my shirt.

I can’t stop the moan that escapes me. It’s high and desperate and wanton.

“I want to see you,” he says when he pulls back slightly, his voice almost a growl now. “I want to see the milk dripping from your hard little nipples. To see how much you’re making. To taste it.”

I whimper, my body trembling. Without a second thought, I grab the hem of my T-shirt and pull it off over my head. His eyes darken as he looks down at me, at the simple white lace of my bra, at the faint wet spots already forming over my nipples where my milk has started to leak. A strangled sound escapes him. He reaches behind me and expertly unhooks my bra, his knuckles brushing against my spine. The straps fall down my arms, and he tosses it aside, baring me completely to his gaze.

My breasts feel heavy, full, and achy. My nipples are beaded with moisture, flushed dark pink against my pale skin.

I’ve never felt so exposed. So... seen. And yet, there’s no shame. Only a sharp, piercing desire that has me slick and ready for him. He takes in the sight of me with an intensity that makes my entire body feel like it’s been set on fire. Then he looks back at my face, his eyes burning with a hunger so raw, I feel it in my bones.

“So fucking beautiful,” he says, his voice thick. “All full. All mine.”

All I can do is whimper and nod, because he’s right.

I am his. And whatever he wants, I want to give it to him.


Chapter Five
Marcus


I’m not a man prone to prayer. The operating room stripped that out of me a long time ago. But right now, looking at her, at the soft, swollen curves of her breasts pearled with the promise of what’s mine, I feel something perilously close to divine. An answered prayer I didn’t even know I’d made.

Of all the things I’d imagined when I found out she was taking part in a medical trial, this hadn’t even entered my mind.

Lactation.

A primal, visceral wave of possessiveness slams into me, so potent it’s a wonder I can still stand. She’s doing this for a study. Letting strangers collect what is, by all biological rights, meant for a baby. For her to nurture young life. But the drop of milk beading on the pebbled bud of her nipple looks so delicious that there’s no way I can resist the temptation.

My dick is rock hard, straining against the fabric of my pants. I’ve wanted her since the moment I first saw her, but this... this is something else entirely. This is an animalistic, gut-deep need to claim. To mark. To own every part of her.

I reach out, gently cupping her breast in my hand, testing the weight of it before giving it a gentle squeeze. My eyes widen slightly as another droplet of milk appears at the tip, only to slide down the curve of her tit in a slow, tempting trail.

I can’t resist the urge any longer.

I lean in, my gaze locked on that single, perfect drop, and close my mouth around her nipple. The first taste of her milk is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before. It’s sweet, warm, and slightly creamy, with a subtle hint of something else. Something that is uniquely her.

And it’s the most fucking delicious thing I’ve ever tasted.

I feel a shudder run through her as I begin to suckle, my tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, drawing more and more of her milk into my mouth. I can hear her soft gasps and moans, her fingers tangling in my hair, pulling me closer, silently begging for more.

My other hand slides down her back, pulling her flush against me, her soft curves molding perfectly to my hard body. I can feel the heat radiating from her, the rapid beat of her heart, the slight tremor in her limbs.

I lift her easily and push her back harder against the wall, bringing her to the perfect height so her breasts are level with my face. Her legs instinctively wrap around my waist, and she lets out a surprised moan.

The new position gives me even better access to her, and I take full advantage, switching to her other breast, my mouth hungry, demanding. I can feel her milk flowing freely now, a steady stream that I drink down greedily, like a man dying of thirst who’s just found an oasis in the desert. The taste of her is intoxicating, addicting, and I know, with a certainty that settles deep in my bones, that I will never get enough of this. Of her.

“Oh God,” she whimpers. “I didn’t know it could feel this good. It feels so much better than the pump.”

With a growl, I release her nipple from my mouth so I can lift my head and look into her eyes. “No more pump,” I grunt. “The only thing that will be draining these luscious tits in the future will be my mouth. Understood?” I ask, my voice a deep, rumbling command that leaves no room for argument.

She’s all soft and pliant in my arms. Her eyes are half-lidded with desire, her lips parted and swollen from my earlier kiss. I can feel the heat emanating from her core, even through the layers of our clothes, and I know she’s wet for me. Ready for me.

“Yes,” she breathes, nodding. “I understand.”

“Good girl,” I praise her, before leaning back in to taste the other side again, laving my tongue over her nipple, teasing and tormenting her, drawing out soft cries and whimpers that make my dick ache with the need to be inside her.

Her hips begin to rock against me, a slow, rhythmic grind that speaks of a desperate need for release, and I know I’m not the only one who’s feeling overwhelmed by the intensity of this moment. Her nails dig into my shoulders as she tries to pull me even closer, a guttural moan tearing from her throat as my teeth gently graze her sensitized flesh.

That’s it. I’ve had enough. I can’t wait any longer.

With a frustrated groan, I pull my mouth away from her breast and lift my head. My eyes lock with hers, and I can see the same desperate hunger reflected in their depths. I have to have her. Now.

I carry her across the room and gently lay her down on my desk, sweeping aside a stack of papers and a pen holder without a second thought. They clatter to the floor, but I don’t care. All that matters is her.

She looks up at me, her chest rising and falling with ragged breaths, her legs still wrapped around my waist. Her eyes are wide, a mix of trepidation and anticipation, but there’s no fear. Only trust. And that trust is the most potent aphrodisiac I’ve ever known.

I reach down and fumble with the button of her jeans, my fingers clumsy with urgency. She lifts her hips to help me, and I make quick work of pulling them down her legs, along with her panties, until they’re a forgotten puddle on the floor.

I take a moment to just look at her, to commit this sight to memory. Her pussy is glistening with her arousal, the delicate pink folds flushed and swollen with need. She’s so fucking beautiful it makes my chest ache.

“You’re so wet for me, sweetheart,” I murmur, my voice thick with emotion. I run a single finger through her slick folds, collecting her moisture before bringing it to my lips. Her taste is even sweeter than I imagined.

She whimpers, her back arching off the desk. “Please, Marcus,” she begs. “I need you.”

The sound of my name on her lips, spoken in that breathless, desperate plea, is my undoing.

I quickly unbutton my shirt and shrug it off, then my hands go to my belt, my movements frantic. I need to be inside her. To feel her tight, wet heat surrounding me. To claim her in the most primal way possible.

While I’m freeing my dick, her hands move to my chest, roaming over my muscles, her touch sending sparks of electricity through me. I groan as her fingers brush over my nipples, and I know I can’t wait another second. I grab her hips and pull her closer to the edge of the desk, and as she lies back, she spreads her legs wider as if offering herself to me.

I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock nudging against her slick opening. I look down at her, my eyes searching hers, needing to see her consent, her desire, her complete surrender to me.

“Before we do this,” she says quickly, a sense of quiet urgency in her voice, “there’s something I need to tell you.”

It takes every inch of willpower I possess, but I pause, the bulbous crown just gently kissing her soft, wet folds. “What is it, sweetheart?” I ask, and my voice is so rough, animalistic, that I barely recognize it anymore. “You can tell me anything.”

She hesitates, capturing her lower lip between pearly white teeth for a brief second. “I’m... I’ve never done this before.”

My cock throbs in response, my entire body tensing with a rush of possessive satisfaction so fierce it’s almost painful. I’m her first. The thought of it, the sheer, unadulterated privilege of it, sends a jolt of primal pride through me.

“And you want me to be your first?” I ask, needing to hear her say it. Needing to be sure.

She nods, her eyes wide and glistening. “Yes,” she whispers. “I want it to be you.”

A deep, guttural groan rumbles in my chest. I lean down and capture her lips in a searing kiss, pouring all my emotions into it. All my desire, my possessiveness, my overwhelming need to make this feel good for her. Just when I thought this woman couldn’t be any more perfect, she goes and says something like that. It’s everything I can do to slow things down, to not just plunge into her and take what’s mine.

“I’ll be gentle,” I promise against her mouth. “I’ll make it good for you, sweetheart. I swear.”

I straighten up, my gaze dropping to the place where we’re about to join. I spread her folds with my thumbs, exposing her clit, already swollen and begging for attention. I rub the head of my cock against her, coating myself in her wetness, teasing her, preparing her for what’s to come. She moans, her hips lifting, trying to take me inside her.

“Patience, sweetheart,” I murmur, though I’m not sure who I’m trying to convince more, her or myself. “Let me make sure you’re ready for me.”

I begin to circle her clit with my thumb, applying just the right amount of pressure to send a jolt of pleasure through her. Her back arches, and she cries out, her hands clenching into fists at her sides.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice a low growl. “Let me feel you, sweetheart. Let me hear you.”

I continue to tease her, to build her pleasure until she’s writhing on my desk, her breaths coming in ragged gasps, her body trembling with need. I can feel her getting closer, her muscles tensing, her cries becoming more desperate.

And that’s when I know she’s ready.

I position myself at her entrance again, and this time, I don’t hesitate. I press forward, slowly, carefully, breaching her tight, virgin channel. The feeling of her stretching around me, her hot, wet walls welcoming me, is the most exquisite torture I’ve ever experienced. It’s heaven and hell rolled into one, a pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

I pause, giving her a moment to adjust, to get used to the feeling of being so full. I look down at her, my eyes searching hers, making sure she’s okay. Her face is flushed, her eyes wide with a mix of pleasure and pain.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice thick with emotion.

She nods, a small whimper emerging from her pretty pink lips. “Yes,” she whispers. “Don’t stop. Please.”

That’s all the encouragement I need.

I push forward, sinking deeper into her, until I’m fully seated, my hips flush against hers. The feeling of being completely buried inside her, of her tight heat enveloping me, is almost enough to make me lose control. I have to take a deep breath, to focus, to keep myself from spilling inside her right then and there.

I wait, letting her get used to the feeling, letting her body accept me, welcome me. Then, I begin to move.

I pull out slowly, almost all the way, before thrusting back in, a slow, deep rhythm that has her gasping and writhing beneath me. Each stroke is a deliberate act of possession, a silent declaration of my ownership.

“Mine,” I growl, the word torn from my throat. “You’re all mine.”

She answers me with a broken moan, her head thrown back, exposing the delicate line of her throat. The sight of her, so lost in pleasure, so completely surrendered to me, is my undoing. My control shatters.

I pick up the pace, my thrusts becoming harder, deeper, more demanding. The sound of our bodies slapping together, the slick, wet noise of my cock driving into her tight heat, fills the room, a carnal symphony that makes my blood run hot. Her milk, warm and sweet, trickles from her breasts, running down her sides in glistening trails, a testament to her body’s response to my possession.

I lean down, my mouth finding her nipple once more, and I suckle, drawing her milk into my mouth as I drive into her, over and over again. The combined sensations are too much for her. Her body arches off the desk, a sharp cry tearing from her throat as her orgasm crashes over her.

Her walls clamp down on me, milking my cock, and it’s all I can do to hold on. I ride out her pleasure, my thrusts relentless, determined to drag every last drop of ecstasy from her.

I can feel my own release building, a tight coil of heat in my gut, a pressure that’s almost unbearable. I want to come inside her, to mark her from the inside out, to fill her with my seed until it’s dripping out of her.

I release her nipple and look down at her, my eyes locked on hers. “I’m going to cum inside you, sweetheart. I’m going to fill you up so you can feel me dripping out of you for the rest of the day. So you will have a reminder of who you belong to.”

My hips start to move faster, more erratically. I’m close. So close.

“But... what if I get pregnant?” she whispers, her eyes wide with a mixture of worry and a dark, thrilling curiosity.

And just like that, the coil in my gut snaps.

The thought of her, round and swollen with my child, of carrying my baby inside her, of her milk swelling even more, all for me, is the most erotic, the most primal, the most perfect thing I have ever imagined.

“Then you’ll be mine forever,” I rasp, my voice thick with a possessive hunger that borders on insanity. “And everyone will know it when they see you big and round with my baby growing inside you.”

She must like that thought, because she lets out a guttural moan that has me pumping my hips even harder, filling me with a desperation to empty myself inside her. With a final, powerful thrust, I bury myself deep inside her and let go, my orgasm ripping through me like a storm. My cock jerks, spilling my hot seed deep into her womb, wave after wave of intense, earth-shattering pleasure that leaves me breathless, my entire body trembling with the force of it.

I collapse on top of her, my weight pinning her to the desk, our bodies slick with sweat and her milk. My head is buried in the crook of her neck, my ragged breaths mingling with hers as we both struggle to come back down to earth.

For a long moment, we just lie there in a tangle of limbs, our hearts beating in a frantic, unsteady rhythm against our ribs. I can feel her body trembling beneath mine, the aftershocks of her orgasm still rippling through her. My dick is still inside her, semi-hard, a possessive, pulsing presence that claims her as my own.

I lift my head and look down at her. Her face is flushed, her lips swollen, her eyes half-lidded with a sated, dreamy glow. She looks beautiful. Radiant. Mine.

I brush a stray strand of hair from her forehead, my fingers lingering on her skin. “You okay?” I ask, my voice soft, a stark contrast to the guttural growls of moments before.

She nods, a small, shy smile playing on her lips. “I’m more than okay,” she whispers, her voice husky. “That was... incredible.”

I can’t help the smug, masculine pride that swells in my chest. I lean down and kiss her, slowly and tenderly.

When we finally break apart, I reluctantly pull out of her, my softening cock sliding out of her with a wet, squelching sound. I watch as a trickle of my cum leaks out of her, mingling with the slick evidence of her arousal. The sight is primal, possessive, and it sends a fresh wave of desire through me. I reach down and use two fingers to scoop up my seed and gently push it back inside her, determined not to waste even a single drop. She whimpers softly at the contact, her body still sensitive from our earlier coupling.

I pull her up into a seated position and hold her against my bare chest. Her head rests over my heart, her soft breasts pressed against my skin. I can feel the faint, sticky dampness of her milk, and the scent of it, mixed with her own unique fragrance, fills my senses, calming and arousing me all at once.

“No more medical trials,” I say, my voice much softer now. “And no more pumping. I take care of what’s mine. And right now, sweetheart, every inch of your beautiful body, and every drop of your milk, is all mine.”

She looks up at me, her eyes soft. “Okay,” she agrees. “But what about the money?”

“Don’t worry about that,” I say firmly. “I told you I’ll take care of you. Your only job is to focus on your studies. And on me.”

She blushes a pretty shade of pink, but she doesn’t argue. She just snuggles closer, a soft, contented sigh escaping her lips. I hold her tight, relishing the feel of her in my arms, the steady beat of her heart against my chest.

This is where she belongs.

With me. Forever.


Chapter Six
Leah


I’m not even sure where I’m going.

One second I was heading to my last lecture of the day, and the next... I was just wandering. Floating, really. The corridor looks familiar, but I don’t care enough to figure out where I actually am. My thoughts are somewhere else entirely.

Marcus Ward is all I can think about.

It’s been a couple of hours since I left his office, and I can still feel him on my skin. I keep remembering how good it had felt to have his hands on me, to have his mouth on my breasts as he drank from me. The sheer, overwhelming pleasure he’d given me.

I haven’t been able to stop thinking about the look in his eyes, the raw hunger, the possessive pride, when I told him I was a virgin. Or the way he’d claimed me, his body moving with a primal rhythm that had left me breathless and aching.

Even now, walking through the bustling university hallway, my panties are soaked, my breasts are heavy and achy with a need to feed him again, and there’s a dull throb between my legs.

It’s almost embarrassing how much I want him again.

I round a corner slowly, dragging my fingertips along the wall, heart light and limbs still soft from the memory of him.

And then I stop walking, because he’s right there.

Marcus is striding down the corridor towards me like he was conjured by sheer will. His sleeves are rolled again, his shirt clinging to his broad shoulders, his jaw tight, his eyes already locked on me like I’m the only thing that exists.

My breath catches.

“Come with me,” he says, not even slowing down.

I don’t ask where. I just follow.

He leads me through a side door and down a quiet service corridor I’ve never really noticed before. At the end of it is a heavy-looking door with no label, just a key panel. He swipes a card, the lock clicks, and he pulls it open, waiting for me to slip inside first.

It’s a supply room. Or maybe a storage cupboard. Dimly lit, cluttered with shelving and boxes. Definitely not somewhere we’re supposed to be.

And I absolutely do not care.

The door clicks shut behind him, and he moves closer. His hands lift to my face, his thumb brushing my cheek, and then he’s kissing me. His mouth is urgent, demanding, full of a dark, possessive fire that sends a jolt of pure electricity right through me.

I moan against his mouth, my hands fisting in the front of his shirt, pulling him closer, arching against him like a cat in heat. He’s already hard. I can feel him pressing against my belly, thick and insistent, and it sends a fresh gush of arousal straight to my core.

When he finally pulls back, I’m breathless.

He doesn’t step away. His forehead rests against mine, and I can feel the heat of him everywhere. In his touch, in the air between us, in the way he’s looking at me.

“I missed you,” he says quietly. “I know it’s only been a few hours, but it felt like too long.”

I swallow, lips tingling. “I missed you too.”

He leans down, brushing his mouth over mine again, softer this time. A whisper of a kiss.

“Come home with me tonight. I want you sleeping in my bed. In my arms. Not in that dorm room.

I feel it like a lightning strike to the chest. Warm, devastating, perfect.

“Yes, please.”

A low sound escapes him, and he presses his lips to my temple. At the same time, his hand slides up to cup my breast, his thumb instantly finding the nipple and teasing the sensitive nub through my clothes. A soft moan slips from my lips.

“And I can’t wait to taste you again. It’s all I can think about. Your milk is so damn sweet. Addictive.” He squeezes gently, and a fresh thrill of desire shoots through me. “Are you full for me again, sweetheart?”

I can only manage a weak nod, my mind already hazy with need.

“Maybe there’s time for me to help you with that.”

He slides his hand under my T-shirt, his fingers grazing against the bare skin of my stomach.

Before they can reach any higher, the door creaks open.

Marcus turns towards it at the same time I do, and the breath leaves my lungs in a sharp, horrible jolt.

Dr. Penrose, one of my other professors, is standing in the doorway, his face frozen in a mix of shock and horror. His gaze moves between me and Marcus, taking in the closeness, the flushed cheeks, the unmistakable intimacy in the air.

I go ice cold.

“Oh God,” I whisper.

Dr. Penrose blinks like he’s trying to make sense of what he’s seeing. Then his expression hardens.

“This is highly inappropriate,” he says, voice sharp and furious. “She’s a student. She’s in my class.”

Marcus straightens slowly, not even a hint of panic in his posture. “I can explain.”

But Dr. Penrose shakes his head. “There’s nothing to explain. You are way out of line here, and I’m going to the dean right now.”

I can’t breathe. My stomach is in knots. I feel like I might throw up or cry. Or both.

Dr. Penrose turns and leaves, the door swinging shut behind him.

“Oh my God,” I whisper again, blinking hard. “What just happened? What do we do?”

Marcus turns to me. His gaze is steady. Warm. Unshaken.

“You don’t need to do anything,” he says gently, stepping in close. “I will take care of it.”

“But Marcus...” My voice wobbles. “What if they fire you? What if...”

He cups my cheek, and the soft pressure of his palm quiets my panic just enough to help me focus.

“They can’t take anything from me that matters,” he says, his thumb brushing my cheek. “You are the only thing that matters to me now. I will take care of this. I promise.”

And just like that, he turns and strides out the door, leaving me breathless, terrified, and completely alone with my racing thoughts.

I stand frozen in the supply closet, heart pounding, the ghost of his touch still warm on my skin.

He said not to worry. That he’ll take care of everything. And maybe he will.

But all I can think as I stare at the door is... what if I’ve just ruined his whole life?


Chapter Seven
Marcus


I’m only a few steps behind Penrose when he barrels into the dean’s office, huffing like he’s just uncovered some grand scandal. He doesn’t even bother acknowledging the secretary. He just throws the door open and storms inside.

The woman at the desk glances up at me, eyes wide. She starts to say something, but I don’t slow down.

“We’ll only be a minute,” I tell her, brushing past.

Inside, Dean Hargrove is already rising from his chair, eyebrows knit together with surprise at the sudden intrusion. Penrose is mid-rant, his words loud and self-righteous, but I ignore him completely.

Dean Hargrove sighs when he sees me. “Marcus, an allegation’s been brought to my attention. Dr. Penrose has informed me of an incident he just witnessed that could be considered a breach of the university’s code of conduct.”

Penrose clears his throat, eager to be the star witness. “Yes, I witnessed Professor Ward and one of my students, Miss Leah Ellison, in what I can only describe as a compromising situation. Alone. In a storage room.”

The dean’s brows draw together even more. “Is that accurate?”

I keep my voice level. “We were speaking privately. That’s all.”

Penrose makes a disbelieving noise. “Speaking? Your hands were...”

I cut him off with a look. “Careful.”

He bristles, but the dean lifts a hand, silencing him. “Regardless of the details, you understand how this appears, Marcus. Even the perception of impropriety can create serious complications for the university.”

I nod once. “I understand perfectly.”

The dean studies me, perhaps expecting an argument, an excuse, some attempt at damage control. When I don’t offer one, he shifts uncomfortably in his chair.

“I’m sure you also understand,” he continues, “that we have policies regarding faculty-student relationships. They’re in place to protect both parties and to maintain the integrity of the institution. Whether or not there’s any... misconduct, this situation will require review.”

Penrose looks entirely too smug. “Review? I think termination...”

“Enough,” the dean snaps, surprising us both.

Then he turns back to me, his voice quieter now. “Marcus, you’ve been an asset to this college. Your students respect you. You’ve contributed a great deal. But this situation... well, it places us all in a difficult position.”

I let a beat of silence stretch. Then I smile, small and deliberate.

“No, Dean Hargrove,” I say. “It doesn’t.”

Penrose blinks. “Excuse me?”

“It doesn’t put you in a difficult position. I’m not going to fight you on this. I’m going to make it very easy.”

The dean straightens slowly. “Meaning?”

“Meaning,” I say, calm as ever, “I resign.”

Penrose’s mouth falls open. The dean just stares at me for a long second, clearly unsure if he heard me right.

I slide my university ID from my packet and set it neatly on the desk between us.

“There,” I say. “Problem solved.”

The silence after my resignation hangs heavy.

The dean blinks once, twice, as if he isn’t sure he heard correctly. Penrose looks like a man who’s just bitten into something sour but is trying to pretend it’s sweet.

“Marcus,” the dean finally says, voice measured, “are you certain? You’ve been with us a long time. You’re one of our strongest lecturers.”

“I’m certain,” I tell him. “It’s the right decision.”

Penrose can’t help himself. “So that’s it? You’re going to just throw your career away because of a girl?”

I glance at him, calm as ever. “No. I’m choosing a different kind of career... and the woman I want beside me while I build it.”

The dean sits back, watching me closely. “Different how?”

I let out a slow breath. “For years, I’ve been working on an idea in my spare time. A diagnostic device that can identify heart defects before they become fatal. If this kind of machine had been around when my nephew was still alive, he likely would have survived.”

Their expressions soften, and even Penrose’s mouth closes.

“It’s finally been licensed in several countries,” I continue. “Hospitals are already using it, and I can see it’s making a real difference. The royalties are more than I could ever earn teaching, but that isn’t what matters. What matters is that it’s working. And I have more designs waiting for space to breathe.”

I meet the dean’s eyes. “I was already thinking about stepping away to focus on it, but I just needed the right push. And it turns out Leah was that push.”

The dean exhales slowly, the tension in his shoulders easing. “You’ve always had a clear sense of purpose, Marcus. I can’t say I’m pleased to lose you, but I respect your choice.” He rises, extending his hand. “You’ll be missed, but I wish you luck with your future.”

I shake it. “Thank you, Dean.”

Penrose mutters something under his breath, but I don’t bother hanging around to find out what it was. I turn on my heel and walk out the door.

Leah’s pacing outside the office, eyes wide and anxious. The second the door opens, she stops short.

“What happened?” she asks, voice tight.

“I took care of it,” I say, stepping close enough that she can feel the steadiness in me. “We’re free to be together now... because I’m no longer a professor here.”

Her breath catches. “Oh my God, Marcus. I’m so sorry. I didn’t mean to get you fired. What are we going to do?”

I brush my thumb across her cheek, the faintest smile pulling at my lips. “It’s okay, sweetheart. I wasn’t fired. I resigned.”

Her eyes fill, but I keep my tone even, reassuring.

“I’d been thinking about leaving anyway. I’ve been working on something new, and I wasn’t sure which path I should take. But now I know exactly where my future is.”

“Where?” she whispers.

“With you.” I tilt her chin up. “I’ll tell you everything later, but right now, I want to take you home and prove to you that you’re mine.”

Her answer is a small, trembling nod. She slips her hand into mine.

And just like that, the hallway, the university, and the noise of the world all fade behind us as we walk away together.


Chapter Eight
Leah


My hand trembles slightly in his, but Marcus’s grip is firm, steady, as he leads me through the campus streets we’ve both walked a hundred times, but never like this. Never together.

We don’t talk during the drive to his place. Neither of us needs to. The silence between us is thick with everything that just happened and everything that’s coming next. The only thing I can hear is the frantic, hopeful rhythm of my own heart.

And his house is beautiful. It’s nothing like I expected.

The driveway is lined with neatly trimmed hedges, and when he opens the front door, the warm glow of light spills out, inviting me inside. It’s not huge or flashy, but it’s solid. Welcoming. It feels like a home.

The moment the heavy front door clicks shut behind us, all that quiet restraint shatters.

He moves fast, crowding me against the cool, solid wood of the door. His hands slide into my hair, tilting my head back as he claims my mouth in a kiss that’s nothing like the urgent, stolen one in the supply closet. This is deeper. Slower. More deliberate. A kiss that says you are mine now.

I melt against him, my hands fisting in the front of his shirt, pulling him closer until there isn’t a single inch of space between us. He’s hard again, a thick, insistent presence pressing against my belly, and a fresh wave of heat floods my core.

He pulls back just enough to look at me, his eyes dark with a possessive fire that makes my whole body ache. “I’ve been thinking about this all afternoon,” he murmurs, his voice a low, rough rasp that sends shivers down my spine. “About you. About this.”

His hands slide down from my hair, tracing the line of my jaw, my throat, his touch leaving a trail of fire in its wake. He stops at my breasts, cupping their heavy weight, his thumbs brushing against my nipples through the fabric of my T-shirt.

“Look at you, sweetheart,” he murmurs, leaning down to press kisses against the soft swell above the neckline. “So full again. All for me.”

My breath hitches. I can feel the familiar ache starting deep within my breasts, the milk letting down in response to his proximity, his touch. A damp patch starts to bloom on my shirt, a visible sign of my body’s surrender.

He sees it too. A low, guttural sound rumbles in his chest, a sound of pure, unadulterated satisfaction. He slides his fingers under the hem of my shirt and slowly, deliberately, lifts it over my head, his eyes never leaving mine.

My bra follows, and then my breasts are bare, exposed to his gaze. My nipples are tight, pearled with moisture, the cool air of the hallway making them ache even more.

“Beautiful,” he whispers, his voice thick with reverence. “So fucking beautiful.”

He dips his head, and then his mouth is on me, hot and wet and impossibly gentle. His tongue flicks out, tasting the bead of milk on my nipple, and a sharp, electric jolt of pleasure shoots straight to my core.

“Marcus,” I gasp, my hands flying to his shoulders, my nails digging into the fabric of his shirt.

He doesn’t answer. Instead, he closes his lips around my nipple and begins to suckle, a slow, rhythmic pull that draws the milk from my body in a warm, sweet rush. The sensation is exquisite, a deep, primal pleasure that has my knees buckling, my body trembling with need.

His hands come to my waist, holding me up, supporting me as I arch against him, lost in the overwhelming sensation. His other hand comes up to cup my other breast, his thumb teasing the neglected nipple, coaxing it to attention, drawing more of the sweet, creamy liquid from my body.

I can feel the milk flowing from me, a steady, endless stream that he drinks down with an insatiable hunger. The sound of his suckling, soft and wet, fills the silence of the hallway, making me shiver with need.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” he murmurs against my skin, his voice a low, rumbling vibration that I feel all the way to my bones. “Let it all out for me. Every last drop.”

His mouth moves to my other breast, his tongue laving over my nipple before he closes his lips around it and begins to drink again. The pleasure is even more intense this time, a sharp, electric jolt that has me crying out, my back arching off the door.

I reach out, running my hand over the bulge in his pants, my touch tentative at first, then more confident as I feel the hard, thick length of him pulsing under my palm. He groans, his hips bucking against my hand, a desperate, primal movement that tells me everything I need to know about how much he wants me. How much he needs me.

“Please, Marcus,” I beg, my voice a breathy whimper. “I need you inside me.”

He lifts his head, his eyes dark and feral, a thin trickle of my milk running down his chin. “Not yet,” he growls, his voice thick with a possessive hunger that sends a fresh gush of arousal straight to my core. “First, I’m going to taste every inch of you.”

Before I can process his words, he scoops me up into his arms as if I weigh nothing at all. I wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck, and hold on tight as he carries me through the house. He doesn’t stop until we reach his bedroom, a spacious, sunlit room with a large king-size bed that looks like it was made for us.

He gently lays me down on the cool, crisp sheets, my body a landscape of sensation under his hungry gaze. My breasts are still wet with my milk and his saliva, my nipples tight and aching for his touch again. I watch as he quickly strips off his clothes, his movements economical, efficient, revealing a body that’s all hard muscle and raw power.

My breath catches in my throat. He’s magnificent. A work of art carved from marble and steel. Broad shoulders, a chest that’s dusted with dark hair that narrows to a V, leading down to his cock, which stands proud and erect, a thick, imposing length that makes my mouth water and my pussy clench with a desperate need to be filled.

Once he’s naked, his fingers move to the button of my jeans, his eyes locked on mine as he slowly, deliberately undoes it. He pulls the zipper down, the sound loud in the quiet room, and then he hooks his fingers into the waistband of my jeans and panties, pulling them both down my legs in one smooth motion.

I’m completely bare before him. Exposed. Vulnerable. And yet, I’ve never felt more powerful. More wanted. His gaze roams over my body, a possessive, hungry look that makes my skin flush with heat.

“Spread your legs for me, sweetheart,” he commands, his voice a low, rough rasp that sends shivers down my spine. “Let me see what’s mine.”

I obey without hesitation, parting my thighs, exposing my slick, swollen folds to his gaze. I can feel how wet I am, how ready, and the knowledge that he can see it, that he can smell my arousal, sends a fresh gush of wetness to my core.

He kneels on the bed between my legs, his hands coming to rest on my inner thighs, his touch gentle but firm. He leans down, his face so close to my core that I can feel his warm breath on my sensitive flesh.

“Look at you,” he murmurs, his voice thick with reverence. “So fucking wet for me. And all mine.”

Then he dips his head, and his mouth is on me.

His tongue is a velvet ribbon against my clit, a slow, deliberate stroke that has me crying out, my back arching off the bed. He licks me with an unhurried, thorough exploration, tasting every inch of my slick folds, his movements sure and confident.

“Marcus,” I gasp, my hands flying to his hair, my fingers tangling in the dark strands, holding him to me. “Oh God, don’t stop.”

He has no intention of stopping.

He settles in, his hands holding my thighs open, his mouth working its magic. He circles my clit with the tip of his tongue, then flattens it, laving me with broad, wet strokes that make my toes curl. He sucks my folds into his mouth, his teeth grazing them gently, sending sharp, electric jolts of pleasure through me.

He builds me up, higher and higher, his mouth and tongue driving me toward the edge, my body coiling tighter and tighter with each passing second. I can feel the orgasm building deep within me, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatens to drown me completely.

“Please,” I beg, my voice a breathy, desperate whimper. “Please, Marcus, I’m so close.”

He pulls back, just for a second, his eyes dark and feral, a possessive fire burning in their depths. “Not yet, sweetheart,” he growls, his voice thick with a primal hunger that sends a fresh gush of arousal straight to my core. “I want you to come on my cock.”

Then he lowers his head again, but this time, he doesn’t just use his mouth. He slides one finger inside me, then two, curling them upward, finding that secret spot inside me that makes me see stars. He pumps his fingers in and out of me, his mouth still working my clit, the dual stimulation almost too much to bear.

My hips buck against his face, my body moving with a desperate rhythm of its own. The sounds I’m making are obscene, a litany of whimpers and moans and cries that fill the room, a testament to the overwhelming pleasure he’s giving me.

He feels it, the way my body is tensing, the way my walls are starting to flutter around his fingers. He knows I’m right on the edge. And he pulls back again, leaving me hanging, my body trembling with unfulfilled need. I cry out, a frustrated, desperate sound, but he just smirks, a slow, predatory smile that makes my heart pound.

“Patience, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his voice a low, rough rasp. “The best things are worth waiting for.”

He slides up my body, his skin hot against mine, the hard, thick length of his cock nudging against my slick entrance. He’s so big, so imposing, and I’m still sore from when he took my virginity earlier. But that doesn’t stop the desperate need I feel for him.

“I’ve got to be inside you again,” he says. “I’ve been thinking about this tight little cunt since I left you this afternoon.” He slides his cock against my slick folds, coating himself in my wetness, teasing me, tormenting me. “I need to know you’re mine. Inside and out.”

His words are like a match to gasoline, a dark, thrilling fire that burns through me. I lift my hips, trying to take him inside me, a silent, desperate plea.

“Please,” I beg, my voice little more than a breathless whimper. “Please, Marcus, I need you.”

He brings his lips to my ear and whispers in a gruff voice, “I’m going to fill you with my cum again, Leah. Going to do everything I can to make sure I fill your womb with my baby. I want you big and round with my child. I want your tits so full of milk that they are constantly leaking and ready to feed me. And I think you want that too, don’t you, sweetheart?”

A shiver runs through me, a mix of fear and a dark, thrilling excitement. I know I should be scared. I should be thinking about the consequences, the reality of what he’s saying. But all I can think about is how much I want it. How much I want to be his. Completely.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice trembling. “I want it. I want you. Please.”

He gives a low growl of satisfaction. Then he thrusts inside me, one hard, deep stroke that steals the air from my lungs. The stretch is intense, a sharp burn that quickly melts into a deep, aching pleasure. He fills me completely, his thick length stretching me to my limits, claiming me in the most primal way possible.

“Mine,” he growls, his voice a rough, guttural sound that vibrates through my entire body. “You’re all mine now.”

He starts to move, his hips pistoning in a deep, steady rhythm that has me seeing stars. His hands are everywhere, on my breasts, my hips, my face, claiming every inch of me as his own.

My milk, warm and sweet, leaks from my breasts in a steady stream, running down my sides in glistening trails. He leans down, his mouth finding a nipple, and he drinks from me as he fucks me, the dual sensations sending me spiraling towards the edge once more.

I’m completely lost in him, in the pleasure, in the overwhelming sensation of being possessed, of being utterly and completely his. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, meeting his thrusts with a desperate, primal rhythm of my own.

“Look at me,” he commands, his voice rough with need.

I force my eyes open, my gaze locking with his. His eyes are dark, feral, burning with a possessive fire that consumes me whole.

“You’re going to take my seed, sweetheart,” he growls, his thrusts becoming harder, more demanding. “You’re going to let me fill you up until you’re overflowing with it. And you’re going to carry my baby. Understand?”

I can only nod, my throat too tight to form words.

His hand slides between us, his thumb finding my clit and rubbing it in slow, deliberate circles. The added stimulation is my undoing. The tidal wave of pleasure that’s been building inside me finally crests, crashing over me with the force of a hurricane.

I scream his name, my body convulsing beneath him, my walls clamping down on his cock in a series of rhythmic spasms. My back arches off the bed, my toes curling, my entire body trembling with the force of my orgasm.

At the same time, my milk lets down in a rush, a warm, sweet flood that soaks the sheets and drips down my chest in glistening rivulets. Marcus groans, a deep, guttural sound of pure satisfaction, and his mouth closes over my nipple, drinking from me as his own release takes hold.

His hips buck erratically, his thrusts becoming shallower, more frantic, as he spills his hot seed deep inside me, pulse after pulse of intense, earth-shattering pleasure that seems to go on forever.

He collapses on top of me, his weight pinning me to the bed, our bodies slick with sweat and my milk. His head is resting on my left breast, directly over my heart. I feel a deep satisfaction settle over me, a sense of rightness, of belonging. This is where I’m supposed to be. In his arms. In his bed. Filled with his cum, marked as his. And maybe, just maybe, already carrying his child.

I lie there for a long time, my body humming with a soft, sated energy, listening to the steady rhythm of his breathing, feeling the gentle weight of him on me, the lingering ache of our coupling a sweet reminder of his possession.

He’s still inside me, a soft, persistent presence that connects us in the most intimate way possible. I don’t ever want him to leave. I want to stay like this forever, connected, bound, two halves of a whole, joined in the most primal way imaginable.

Eventually, he stirs. He lifts his head, his eyes heavy with a post-coital languor, but they sharpen as they meet mine, a flicker of that dark possessiveness reigniting in their depths. He doesn’t say a word. He just presses a soft, lingering kiss to my sternum, right over my frantically beating heart, then carefully, almost reluctantly, he pulls out of me.

I whimper at the loss, the sudden emptiness a stark contrast to the fullness I felt just moments before. But he shushes me, his lips brushing against my temple.

“Shhh, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his voice a low, soothing rumble. “I’m right here.”

He rolls onto his side, pulling me with him, tucking me into the curve of his body. His arm wraps around my waist, his hand splayed possessively over my belly, right over my womb, as if to remind me of his claim, of his intention to fill me with his child. His leg slides between mine, holding me open, keeping me connected to him even in the aftermath.

I snuggle closer, my head resting on his shoulder, my hand draped over his chest.

“I love you, Leah,” he whispers, before kissing the top of my head. “I know it’s too soon to be telling you this, but I can’t hold it in anymore. Not after everything that has happened today.”

The words wrap around my heart, warm and impossibly perfect.

“I love you too,” I whisper back, and the truth of it resonates through me, a deep, steady thrum that feels more real than anything I’ve ever known. “I think I have since the moment I first saw you in that lecture hall.”

He makes a low, pleased sound in his chest, a deep, rumbling vibration that I feel against my cheek. He tightens his arm around me, pulling me even closer, until there isn’t a single inch of space between us.

“I’m going to take care of you, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his voice thick with a possessive tenderness that makes my heart ache. “You’ll never have to worry about anything ever again. No more money problems. No more struggling. I’ll give you everything.”

“I don’t need everything,” I whisper, my voice thick with emotion. “I just need you.”

He shifts slightly, propping himself up on his elbow so he can look down at me, his expression soft, his eyes full of a dark, possessive tenderness that makes my breath catch.

“You have me, Leah,” he says, his voice a low, solemn vow. “You’ve had me from the moment you walked into my classroom. All of me. My mind, my body... my heart.”

I reach up and cup his cheek, my thumb tracing the rough stubble that shadows his jaw. “And you have me,” I whisper back. “All of me.”

He leans down and captures my lips in a slow, tender kiss that’s full of promise and passion. It’s a claiming kiss, but it’s also a vow. A silent promise of everything to come.

And I can’t wait to see what the future has in store for us.


Epilogue
Leah


Nine months later:

The morning light pours in through the bedroom windows, casting soft golden lines across the sheets. It’s quiet, the kind of hush that only exists when the rest of the world hasn’t caught up yet. I can hear birds outside. The rustle of the breeze through the trees. And Marcus’s slow, even breathing behind me.

I’m standing at the window in one of his old button-down shirts, worn soft and hanging open over my belly. A belly that’s growing bigger every day. Seven and a half months pregnant.

I rest a hand there and smile when I feel a tiny kick, like our daughter knows I’m thinking about her.

Behind me, the sheets rustle. Then a warm familiar arm wraps around my waist, and Marcus presses in behind me, bare chest to my back, lips at my shoulder.

“Mmm,” he murmurs, voice gravelly with sleep. “Good morning, sweetheart.”

“Morning,” I whisper, leaning into him.

He palms my belly gently. His other hand comes up to sweep my hair aside so he can kiss the back of my neck. “She’s active today.”

“She always is,” I say softly.

“I like you like this.” His voice deepens, reverent. “Lit up. Glowing. Carrying our little girl.”

I roll my eyes with a grin. “You say that every morning.”

“Because it’s true every morning.”

I can’t believe I’m lucky enough to have found Marcus Ward. The former professor and surgeon, now renowned medical innovator billionaire, who still insists on making me breakfast every day and won’t let me walk down stairs without holding his hand.

In the last year, his device has been picked up in over forty countries. Two more prototypes are already in early development. Everyone keeps calling him a genius. And he is. But when he looks at me, all I ever see is my man.

I turn in his arms, wrapping mine around his neck. “I’ve got to study this morning,” I whisper. “My finals are in two weeks.”

His eyes darken in that way they do when he’s pretending to be reasonable but is secretly planning to talk me out of it.

“You’ll ace them.” He kisses the tip of my nose. “You’re the smartest woman I know.”

“And then graduation,” I say softly, my heart flipping. “Can you believe it?”

He grins, slow and wicked. “Oh, I believe it, Leah. And I’ve got special plans for that day.”

I laugh, blushing instantly. “You’re terrible.”

He lowers his head and kisses me again, his lips lingering on mine. “I’m yours.”

And when I pull back just enough to look at him, I see it. The future we are building. The love that changed everything.

The man who gave up his career in teaching just to be mine.

And the life we’ve created... now growing beneath my heart.
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Chapter One
Damon


The snow comes down in thick, silent curtains, smothering the mountain in white. Good. I stand at the window of the cabin, my palms flat against the cool glass, and watch the storm worsen. There is a strange, grateful relief twisting in my gut. This isn’t just weather; it’s a barrier. A beautiful, isolating blanket of white that will guarantee the solitude I’ve been chasing for months. No calls, no publicists, no flashing cameras. Just silence. Just me. For the next few days, at least. The thought settles deep in my bones, a quiet comfort.

Forty-one years old, and I’m tired of my own goddamn face. Tired of the manufactured charm I have to paste on for premieres, the soul-crushing interviews, the absolute farce the studio had just put me through for the last movie’s press tour. That ridiculous PR stunt of staging a “secret” romance with my co-star, the manufactured photos, the lie of it all curdling in my stomach for weeks. It was all part of the game, I knew that, but it had scraped something raw inside me. I need to remember what it feels like to be just Damon. To breathe air that isn’t thick with expectation.

Just as the thought solidifies, a flicker of movement cuts through the white wall of the storm. My jaw tightens. A car. A small, completely unsuitable sedan is crawling up the winding road toward the cabin, its tires struggling for purchase on the accumulating snow. Irritation pricks at me. Who the hell is this? The rental agency promised total privacy. My hard-won sanctuary is being breached.

The car parks, lopsided, near the porch. I’m still standing there, hidden by the gloom of the cabin’s interior, when the driver’s door shoves open against the wind. A figure in a thick, puffy coat scrambles out, a flash of bright pink scarf against the white. And then she turns, and the world goes quiet.

The irritation, the frustration, the annoyance... it all vanishes, vaporized by a single, gut-wrenching look at her. The snow seems to hold its breath around her. She’s young, her face framed by the whipped-up dark curls escaping her hood, cheeks flushed from the cold, her eyes a deep, warm shade of brown in the dim light. She is, without question, the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. It’s not just her features, though they’re perfect. It’s something in the way she stands, small and determined against the raging storm, a lone spark of warmth in a world gone cold.

The thought hits me like a physical blow: Mine.

It’s not a thought, really. It’s a deep, primal knowledge that settles in my soul, a kind of bone-deep certainty that I’ve never felt with anyone else before.

And in the next instant, it’s followed by a surge of fury. What is she doing? Driving in this? In that deathtrap of a car? The protective instinct is so intense it’s almost violent, a mad, roaring need to shake her for being so reckless, to bundle her up and lock her somewhere safe where the world and its dangers can’t touch her. I have to force my hands to unclench, to smooth the rage from my face before I move. I can’t scare her. God, I can’t scare her away before I’ve even spoken to her.

She’s wrestling with the trunk now, the wind whipping her hair across her face. I shrug on my jacket, and then I shove the cabin door open and step out into the biting cold.

“What are you doing here?” My voice comes out rougher than I intend, a low growl that cuts through the howl of the wind.

She jumps, letting out a little gasp, her wide brown eyes flying up to meet mine. “Oh! I, uh... I’m staying here?” She gestures vaguely at the cabin, her voice small and hesitant. She’s pulling at a large suitcase, a stubborn piece of luggage that’s jammed in the trunk. “It’s... stuck.” She strains again, her face scrunching up with the effort. The wind snatches at her scarf, and I watch her shiver.

Without a word, I move past her. My hands wrap around the handle of the suitcase. It’s heavy, but I lift it out with one smooth motion. She just stares, her lips slightly parted. She looks so soft, so fragile. I want to wrap her up in my arms and carry her inside, away from all of this.

“I rented it,” she says, finally finding her voice, her eyes still a little wide as she looks from me to the suitcase and back again. “For the week. What are you...?”

“I rented it too.” I slam the trunk shut, the sound echoing in the muffled silence of the storm.

Her cheeks flush a deeper shade of pink. “Oh. There must be some mistake with the booking.”

“Maybe.” I don’t give a damn about the booking. I just want her inside. “What’s your name?”

“Melody,” she whispers, as if she’s afraid to give it to me. As if it’s a precious thing.

“Melody.” I test the name on my tongue. It fits. “I’m Damon.”

There’s no flicker of recognition in her eyes. No sudden gasp, no star-struck smile. Nothing. She just looks at me, her expression a mix of confusion and a sweet, nervous fluster that makes my chest tighten. God, it’s the most incredible thing I’ve ever experienced. To be seen as just a man. Not a character, not a brand. Just... Damon.

“Well,” she says, hugging her arms around herself. “I guess I’ll just... I’ll drive to the next town. Find a hotel.” She reaches to take the suitcase from my hand, but I quickly pull it back.

“No.”

The word comes out hard, sharp. It’s not a suggestion. It’s an order. Her eyes widen again, and I immediately soften my tone, hating that I might have frightened her. “No, Melody. You can’t. It’s not safe. The roads are only getting worse. You could get stuck somewhere, or get in an accident.”

She bites her full bottom lip, her gaze darting from my face to the raging snowstorm and back again. She knows I’m right. The relief that washes over me is potent. She’s staying.

“Okay,” she whispers, her breath fogging in the cold air.

“Okay.” I turn, her suitcase still in my hand. “Let’s get inside.”

I lead the way back to the cabin, holding the door open for her. She brushes past me, bringing with her a scent of strawberries and vanilla. A scent that has my cock hard in an instant as I realize she smells good enough to eat. I close the heavy door, shutting out the storm and sealing the two of us in. The silence that follows is heavy, charged.

She stands awkwardly in the middle of the rustic living room, her arms still wrapped around herself, while I set her bag by the door. The cabin is warm, the fire I built earlier crackling merrily in the stone hearth, but she still looks cold. Or maybe just lost.

When I start taking off my coat, she shrugs out of her own, revealing a simple, soft-looking cream-colored sweater. It’s tight across her chest, outlining soft, full curves that make my mouth water. Her body is lush, generous. Exactly how a woman should be. I want to get my hands on her, to feel the weight of her in my arms. Instead, I take her coat and scarf from her and hang them next to mine.

“Thank you,” she murmurs, not meeting my eyes.

“You’re welcome, Melody.” Her name feels good on my tongue. I want to say it again.

I move toward the fireplace, giving her space. “Hopefully the rental company will sort it out when the weather is a little better. But for now, we’re both stuck here.”

“Right,” she says softly, her gaze finally lifting to me. Her eyes are huge and nervous in the firelight. “I’m really sorry about this. I can sleep on the couch. I don’t want to put you out.”

I turn to face her fully. The thought of her, soft and warm, sleeping out here while I’m just a few feet away in the bedroom... it’s torture. And it’s not happening. But I don’t want to make her worry about that yet. “We can deal with the sleeping arrangements later.”

I watch as she nervously twists the edge of her sweater. Her cheeks are still flushed, and the firelight catches in her dark hair. She’s exquisite. The thought of her sleeping in the same space as me, even if it’s just in the same cabin, sends a thrill shooting through me. A few days with Melody, alone. Maybe more if this storm keeps up.

“The cabin’s well stocked,” I say. “There’s food, firewood. We’ll be comfortable.”

Her eyes dart around the cabin, taking it all in. “It’s beautiful.”

“It is,” I agree, my gaze fixed on her. “But it’s better now that you’re here.”

The words are out before I can stop them, and I see her breath hitch. Her cheeks flush that gorgeous pink again, and she looks away, her shy fluster a direct hit to my control.

“I... I should probably check my phone,” she stammers, patting her pockets. “Let my parents know I’m okay.”

“Good idea.” I give her a nod. “There might not be much signal out here, but you can try.”

She pulls out her phone and looks at the screen, her brow furrowing in disappointment. “Nope. Nothing.”

I pull my own phone from my pocket, already knowing the answer. “Same here. The storm’s blocking everything. We’re completely off the grid, Melody.”

I say her name again, letting it linger in the warm air between us. The realization seems to hit her then, a dawning awareness of our isolation. I watch her swallow, her throat working, and I have to force myself to stay where I am.

I don’t think I’ve ever been more grateful for a snowstorm.

It’s giving me time alone with her. Time to get to know her without the rest of the world interfering. A few days, maybe a week, where she’s all mine.

And I’m going to use that time to make sure she’ll never want any man but me for the rest of her life.


Chapter Two
Melody


The flames from the fireplace lick at the logs, dancing and casting long, flickering shadows across the wooden walls of the cabin. I’m sitting on the thick, woolly rug right in front of it, the heat soaking through my jeans and warming me to the bone. It’s early evening, but it feels like midnight. The power went out a couple of hours ago, and now the only light in the whole cabin comes from the fire and the dozen or so candles Damon has placed around the room. They make everything look soft and golden, like a dream.

From the kitchen, I can hear the soft clinking of Damon moving around, the sound of cupboards opening and closing. He’s looking for something for us to eat. He told me to wait here, to stay warm by the fire, and his voice was so calm and sure that I just... did.

My mind keeps replaying it all. The way he appeared out of the swirling snow, all tall and dark and imposing. The way he’d lifted my suitcase like it weighed nothing, his big hands wrapped around the handle. And the way he looked at me. He has an intense, focused stare that makes my stomach do little flip-flops. It’s like he’s seeing right through me, all the way down to the parts I try so hard to hide.

He has to be at least a decade older than me. Maybe two. There are faint lines around his eyes, a little bit of silver at his temples, and it just makes him look... distinguished. Solid. Like he’s seen things, lived a life. A life that is probably so different from my own.

And he’s just so handsome. It’s almost ridiculous. His jaw is sharp, his mouth is serious, and his eyes... they’re this deep, dark blue, like the ocean at night. I can’t believe my luck. Of all the people to be double-booked with, it had to be him. A reckless, silly part of my brain, a part that has never existed before now, starts to wonder if maybe something could happen between us. We’re trapped here in this cozy little cabin, with the snow falling outside... it’s like something out of a movie. What if he kissed me? The thought sends a hot, prickly rush all over my skin. What would his mouth feel like? What would his hands do?

But then the fantasy shatters, just like that. The memory of my ex, Brent, slams into me. We only broke up two weeks ago, but the look on his face when he found out my little secret still haunts me. The way his lips had twisted in disgust. “That’s just... weird, Melody. It’s not normal.” His words echo in my head, and I hug my knees to my chest as a familiar shame washes over me.

Nothing can happen between me and Damon. He’d definitely think I’m a freak. Besides, a man like him... a man who looks like that, who carries himself with that much confidence... he’s not going to be interested in a twenty-year-old college student who’s never even... well. A girl like me has secrets she can’t share, and a man like him probably has a different girl in every city.

“Found us a feast,” Damon’s voice rumbles from the doorway, and I jump, my cheeks burning.

He’s holding two plates, and the sight of the food makes my stomach grumble. “It’s not exactly gourmet, but it’s the best I could come up with when we have no power,” he says, walking over to where I’m sitting and lowering himself gracefully to sit opposite me on the rug. He places the plates between us. “It’s better than nothing though, right?”

I look down at the plates. Crackers with peanut butter, some beef jerky, and a couple of apples he’s managed to slice up. “This looks great,” I say, my voice a little too bright. “Thank you.”

“We’ll make it work,” he says, his voice low. His eyes are on me again, that intense stare that makes my skin feel all tingly. “So, Melody. What do you do when you’re not getting stranded in snowstorms?”

I pick up a cracker, my fingers suddenly feeling clumsy. “I’m... I’m in college. Studying early childhood education.”

He nods slowly, a small smile touching his lips. It transforms his whole face, making him look softer. Younger. “Teaching little kids,” he says. “That fits.”

“What do you mean?” I ask, taking a bite of the cracker. It’s crunchy and salty.

“You have a... gentle energy,” he says, his gaze unwavering. “I can see you being good with kids.”

My face feels hot again. No one’s ever described me like that before. “What about you? What do you do, Damon?”

The smile fades a little, becoming something more neutral. “I’m an actor.”

“Oh, wow,” I say, genuinely impressed. “Like, theater work? Do you do plays?”

“Sometimes,” he says, popping a piece of beef jerky into his mouth. He chews slowly, watching me. The way he does it, so deliberate, makes my heart beat a little faster.

“That’s amazing,” I breathe. “I can’t imagine being on a stage like that... I think I’d just freeze up.”

“It takes a certain kind of person,” he agrees, his eyes still locked on mine. “What made you want to work with kids?”

The question is so simple, but it feels... huge. Like the answer is important to him. “I don’t know,” I say, my voice quiet. “I guess I just... I like the idea of helping them learn. Of making them feel safe and happy. I had a teacher in second grade who was so kind. She made everyone feel special. I want to be that for someone.”

He’s quiet for a long moment, just looking at me. The fire crackles between us. “I think you already are,” he says, his voice so low it’s almost a whisper.

My throat feels tight. I have to look away, my cheeks burning. I don’t know what to do with that kind of compliment. It feels too big, too heavy, for someone like me.

We continue to eat in silence, and after a few minutes, a familiar ache starts in my chest. It’s a heavy, full feeling, a pressure that’s been building all day. I glance down at myself, wanting to make sure I’m not leaking milk. I should have pumped hours ago. A fresh wave of panic washes over me. What if I do leak? What if he notices? The thought is mortifying.

I scramble to my feet, my movements jerky and awkward. “Thanks for dinner, but I, uh... I’m just going to go have a quick shower,” I say, not meeting his eyes. “To warm up.”

“Okay,” he says, his voice calm, but I can feel his eyes on me as I practically flee the room.

My suitcase is in the bedroom now, and I search through it until I find my pump, saying a silent little prayer of gratitude to whoever might be listening that I'd had the foresight to make sure the battery was fully charged before I left home earlier today. Otherwise I would have been in a lot of trouble with the power cut. I grab the pump and a clean pair of pajamas before hurrying to the bathroom. I lock the door, leaning back against it, my breath coming in short, panicked gasps. I’m safe. I didn’t leak, and Damon didn’t find out my secret. There’s no reason why he should stop looking at me in the overwhelming way that makes my heart flutter.

I turn on the water in the shower, letting it run hot and steam up the small room until the air is thick and warm. The noise of it is a comfort, a barrier between me and him. There’s no way he will be able to hear the pump over the sound of the shower, even if he’s standing right outside the door. I strip off my clothes quickly, my breasts feeling tender and heavy. The pressure is almost painful now. I fumble with the pump, my fingers clumsy with nerves. I finally get it set up and lean back against the tiled wall, the coolness of it a stark contrast to the heat of the room. I close my eyes as the machine starts its rhythmic, gentle pull, the relief so immediate and so intense that I almost groan out loud.

And then my brain does a terrible, wonderful, awful thing. It replaces the mechanical sound of the pump with a different sound. The soft, wet sounds of a mouth on my skin. Damon’s mouth.

The thought hits me with the force of a physical blow, a hot, liquid surge of want pooling low in my belly. I imagine him kneeling in front of me, his big hands cupping my breasts, his dark blue eyes looking up at me as he leans in and takes my leaking nipple into his mouth. I can almost feel it. The heat of his mouth, the gentle pressure, the suction.

It’s such a forbidden, dirty thought. It’s something no one would ever, ever want to do. Least of all, a man like Damon. But the idea of it, the idea of him doing it, is the most arousing thing I have ever imagined. I can feel myself getting wet, my body responding to the fantasy with a mind of its own. The hand that isn’t holding the pump moves on its own, sliding down my stomach, my fingers finding the slick heat between my legs. I circle my clit, pressing with a firm pressure that feels impossibly good. My breath hitches, and I bite my lip to keep from making a sound. The image in my head is so clear. His dark hair between my fingers as I hold him close, his low groan of satisfaction as he drinks from me.

It doesn’t take long. A few more strokes of my fingers, a few more pulls from the machine, and I’m there, a sharp, sudden wave of pleasure crashing over me. I have to clamp my lips together tightly to stifle the cry that wants to escape. My whole body trembles, and I slump against the wall, my legs feeling like jelly.

For a moment, I just stand there, my heart pounding. A wave of shame washes over me, hot and swift. What is wrong with me? I’m in here fantasizing about a man I just met, a man who would probably be disgusted if he ever found out my secret, and I’m... doing this. It’s pathetic. I’m pathetic.

I finish pumping quickly, the mechanical sound of the machine suddenly loud and intrusive. I empty the milk into the sink, my hands shaking, and then I climb into the shower. The hot water sluices over me, washing away the sweat and the guilt, but not the ache in my chest. The ache for him.

God, the next few days might end up being a sweet form of torture that I’m not ready for.


Chapter Three
Damon


The fire is a bed of glowing embers now, the heat no longer pushing back the encroaching chill of the cabin. She’s been in the shower for over twenty minutes, and my mind supplies images, unbidden and potent. Melody, naked and wet, steam curling around her soft curves. Her skin, flushed from the heat. Droplets of water caught in those dark curls of hers. I shift on the floor, my sweatpants suddenly feeling tight. I’m so hard it’s almost painful, a persistent, throbbing ache that started the second I saw her and hasn’t let up since.

The bathroom door finally clicks open. I don’t look up right away, forcing a casualness I’m far from feeling. I focus on poking the last of the logs, making sure they’re well and truly out. Then, I hear her soft footsteps on the wooden floor.

“Feel better?” I ask, my voice rougher than I’d like.

“Mm, much,” she says. “The warm water was nice.”

I finally turn. She’s standing there, looking small and soft in a pair of light blue pajamas. They have a ridiculous pattern of cartoon cats chasing balls of yarn all over them. The sight of them hits me with a force I don’t expect. Something warm and possessive blooms in my chest. They’re so fucking cute. They suit her. And even though every cell in my body is screaming at me to picture her naked again, seeing her like this, wrapped in something so innocent and adorable, does something to me too. I can’t help the small smile that tugs at my lips. “Those are... something.”

Her cheeks flush that pretty pink again. “Oh. They’re old.” She tugs self-consciously at the hem of the shirt.

“They’re perfect,” I say, and my voice is low. I mean it. They’re perfect on her.

She glances at the fireplace, her brow furrowed in confusion. “You put it out.”

“I did.”

“I was going to sleep out here,” she says, her voice quiet. “By the fire. To stay warm. I thought you could have the bed.”

The sheer, unthinking generosity of it makes my chest ache. She was going to sleep on the floor, on a rug, just so a near stranger could be more comfortable. My sweet, thoughtful girl. My Melody. The possessive thought comes easily, naturally. “No.”

Her eyes snap up to mine, wide with surprise at the hard finality in my voice. “No?”

“No, that’s not safe, Melody.” I push myself to my feet, the movement slow and deliberate. “An unattended flame is a big fire risk. We’re in a wooden cabin in the middle of nowhere during a blizzard. There are no fire trucks coming to save us if this place goes up.”

I watch the logic sink in, her expression shifting from confusion to a dawning anxiety. “Oh. I... I didn’t think of that.”

“Look,” I say, trying to keep my tone calm and even, “we’re both adults. We can share the bed. And I promise to behave and keep my hands to myself.” I let a small, deliberate beat pass before I can’t resist adding, “But I’ll happily break that promise if you ask me nicely enough.”

Her breath catches. A beautiful dark pink blush spreads from her cheeks down her neck, disappearing into the collar of her ridiculous, perfect pajamas. She drops her gaze, her suddenly shy fluster acting like a direct hit to my already strained self-control. I love it. I love that I can affect her so easily, that I can put that sweet, embarrassed look on her face with just a few words. God, I want to see what other expressions I can pull from her. What she looks like when she’s overwhelmed with pleasure. When she’s begging.

“Go on,” I say, gesturing toward the bedroom with a tilt of my head. “Get in bed. Warm up.”

She looks up at me, her eyes still wide and uncertain, but after a moment she gives a small, hesitant nod. “Okay.”

She turns and walks toward the bedroom, and I watch her go, my gaze fixed on the soft sway of her hips, the way the pajama pants hug her curves. Once she’s out of sight, I let out a slow, unsteady breath. My entire body is taut, wound tight with a tension that has everything to do with her and nothing to do with the stress of my career for the first time in what feels like a lifetime.

I move around the room, blowing out the candles one by one. The soft hiss of the flames dying out is the only sound. I leave one, a single pillar candle on the mantle, and carry it with me. The small flame casts long, dancing shadows, making the cabin feel even more intimate. More secluded.

When I push open the bedroom door, she’s already in bed, tucked under the heavy duvet, the blankets pulled up to her chin. Only her face and a few dark curls are visible. She looks like she’s trying to make herself as small as possible, to take up as little space as she can. The sight of her, so timid and uncertain in the bed, sends another sharp pang of possessiveness through me.

I set the candle down on the nightstand on my side of the bed, then slide in beside her. The mattress dips with my weight, and I feel her stiffen. I don’t touch her. I lie on my back, rigidly staring up at the ceiling, a good foot of space between us. But even without touching, I can feel her. A faint, delicate warmth radiating from her body, mingling with the clean, sweet scent of strawberries and vanilla. It’s a better perfume than anything I’ve ever smelled, and it’s driving me insane.

My cock is a hard, heavy line against my sweatpants, a constant, aching reminder of her proximity. I take a slow, deep breath, trying to get a grip on myself. I made a promise. A promise I have every intention of breaking, but not tonight. Not until she admits it’s what she wants.

I reach over and pinch the candlewick between my fingers, extinguishing the flame. The room is plunged into darkness, a blackness so deep it feels like a physical presence. I thought it would help. I thought the darkness would be a buffer, would give me some measure of control.

I was wrong.

It makes everything worse. Without the distraction of sight, my other senses kick into overdrive. I can hear the soft, even rhythm of her breathing. I can feel the subtle shift of the mattress every time she moves. I can smell her more intensely now, her scent filling the space around us with a sweet, intoxicating cloud that I’m breathing in with every lungful of air.

She’s right there. So close I could reach out and touch her. So close I could slide my hand under the covers, trail it up the soft curve of her waist, and cup the weight of her breast in my palm. The thought is so vivid, so tempting, that I have to clench my fists at my sides, my fingernails digging into my palms. It takes every ounce of my willpower not to do it. Not to reach out and pull her into my arms, to feel her soft, warm body pressed against mine from head to toe.

I have no idea how I’m supposed to keep my promise. No idea how I’m going to get any sleep when the only thing in the world I want is lying right next to me, wrapped in ridiculous pajamas and smelling like heaven.

I close my eyes, but it’s no use. All I can see is her. The way her cheeks flush when I tease her. The wide, nervous look in her eyes. The way she bites her full bottom lip when she is flustered. I want to know what that lip tastes like. I want to know what she sounds like when she’s whimpering my name. I want to know what she feels like when she comes undone in my arms.

My dick is a steel rod against my belly. I’ve never wanted anyone this badly in my entire life. Not just for a night, not just for a quick fuck. I want her for good. I want to wake up with her in my arms every morning. I want to see her sleepy smile. I want to make her breakfast. I want to take care of her.

She is mine. She just doesn’t know it yet. She is a soft, sweet thing, and I am a hard, possessive man who has been starved for something real for far too long. And here she is, a gift from the gods, delivered to my doorstep by a snowstorm. A gift I’m never going to let go of.

I listen to her breathing. It’s slow and even, but I don’t think she’s asleep. I think she’s just as awake as I am, just as aware of the tension thrumming between us. I wonder if she’s scared. Or if she’s feeling it too. This magnetic pull that’s drawing us together. This impossible, undeniable connection.

I have to hope she does.

Because I can’t let her go now that I’ve found her.


Chapter Four
Melody


I wake up slowly, drifting up from a deep, warm sleep like surfacing from the bottom of a pool. I’m lying on my side, which is how I always sleep. But I’m not alone. There’s a warm, solid weight pressed up against my back. A heavy arm is draped over my waist, holding me close. And I can feel him. All of him. His chest is a firm wall of muscle against my spine, and his thighs are tucked up right behind mine. And... oh, God. His hips are pressed snugly against my bottom, and I can feel him. He’s hard. So hard. The thick, solid length of his erection is nestled right between my ass cheeks, even through the layers of our pajamas.

A hot, liquid rush of want floods my system, so sudden and intense it makes me dizzy. I squeeze my eyes shut, my heart starting to pound against my ribs. I don’t know how it happened. We were so far apart when we went to sleep. We must have moved toward each other in the night, drawn together by some invisible force, seeking the warmth and comfort of another body. It feels... right. It feels perfect. Like I was made to fit right here, in his arms.

I wish I could turn around. I wish I could wake him up with a kiss, my hand trailing down his chest to find out just how big he really is, to feel all that hard, warm skin under my palm. The thought is so bold, so unlike me, that it makes my cheeks burn. But I can’t. I can’t do any of that. Not with my secret. What if he got closer, touched me, and... and he found out? He’d be disgusted. He’d pull away. The memory of Brent’s sneer is a cold, sharp pain that cuts right through the warmth. I can’t risk that. I can’t risk him looking at me with that same revulsion.

And speaking of my secret... it’s starting to make itself known. A familiar, heavy ache is blooming in my breasts. They’re already starting to feel full, tight, the skin stretched and tender. I need to get up. I need to go to the bathroom and use my pump before things get uncomfortable. Before... before I leak.

I have to get out of here.

I try to move as carefully as I can, my limbs feeling heavy and clumsy with sleep and lingering arousal. I gently lift his arm from around my waist, my breath held tight in my chest. He doesn’t stir. He just lets out a soft sigh, settling deeper into the pillow. I’m free. I slip out from under the covers, my feet landing silently on the cold wooden floor. I grab my breast pump from where I hid it last night at the bottom of my suitcase, my fingers closing around the familiar plastic case. Okay. I can do this. Just a quick trip to the bathroom, and he’ll never even know I was gone.

Before I can even take a step, I hear a rustle of sheets behind me.

“Is that... is that a breast pump?”

My heart stops. I freeze, my blood turning to ice. I spin around, clutching the pump behind my back like it’s a weapon. “No,” I say, the word coming out as a squeak.

He pushes himself up on his elbows, the blankets pooling around his waist, revealing the broad, sculpted planes of his chest through the tight, white T-shirt he’s wearing. His dark hair is a mess, and he squints at me, his blue eyes still heavy with sleep, but sharp enough. “Yes, it is,” he says, his voice a low, sleepy rumble. “My sister has one. I know what it looks like.”

My face burns with a humiliation so intense it feels like a physical force. I’ve been caught. The secret I’ve been so desperately trying to hide is out. I can feel the tears pricking at the back of my eyes.

“I... I take medication,” I blurt out, the words tumbling over each other in a rush to get out. “For migraines. I used to get these really bad ones, and this is the only thing that works, but it has a... a side effect. It’s... it’s this.” I gesture vaguely at my chest, my eyes fixed on the wooden floor. I can’t look at him. I can’t see the disgust on his face. “It’s so awkward. I’m so sorry. I’m just going to... I’m going to go.”

I turn to flee, my vision blurring with unshed tears, but before I can take a single step, he’s moving. He’s off the bed in one fluid, surprisingly fast motion, and he’s in front of me, his fingers closing gently but firmly around my wrist.

“Wait,” he says. His voice is no longer sleepy. It’s deep, but clear, and it stops me in my tracks.

He pulls, not hard, but with a steady, insistent pressure, walking backward toward the bed. I have no choice but to follow, my feet stumbling over each other. He sits down on the edge of the mattress, pulling me forward until I’m standing right in front of him, between his spread knees. The position is intimate, overwhelming, and his face is so close to my breasts. He has to tilt his head back to look up at me, and I’m trapped, looking down into those intense, dark blue eyes. I expect to see pity, or even worse, revulsion. But I don’t. All I see is a deep, unblinking curiosity.

“Let me see,” he says, his voice a quiet command as he pulls the breast pump out of my hand and places it down on the bed. “Show me.”

My heart hammers against my ribs, a frantic, panicked beat. “I... I shouldn’t,” I whisper, shaking my head. “It’s weird.” The words are torn from me, the echo of Brent’s judgment still so raw in my memory.

“There is nothing weird about this, Melody,” he says, his voice firm. “And there is nothing for you to be ashamed of.” His hands come up, resting on my hips, a light, warm touch through the thin fabric of my pajamas. “Nothing.”

His gaze holds mine, and in it, I see something that shatters me. Not disgust. Not pity. It’s a kind of raw, naked hunger that sends a bolt of desire straight to my core. My resolve crumbles into dust. I can’t deny him anything when he looks at me like that.

My own hands are trembling as I bring them to the buttons of my pajama top. My fingers fumble, clumsy and unsure, but I manage to undo the first one. Then the second. Damon’s eyes follow my every move, his breathing growing a little heavier with each inch of skin I reveal. He doesn’t rush me. He just waits, his hands still on my hips, a steady, grounding presence.

When I finally undo the last button, the two sides of my shirt fall open, exposing my breasts to the cool, dim light of the bedroom. They feel heavy, full, the skin stretched tight. My nipples are hard, peaked with a mixture of cold and a nervous, aching arousal. I squeeze my eyes shut, bracing myself for the inevitable rejection.

A single, pearly bead of milk wells up at the tip of my right nipple, growing heavier until it breaks free, trickling down the soft curve of my breast in a slow, glistening path.

I hear a sound then, a deep, guttural groan ripped from Damon’s chest. My eyes fly open.

He’s looking at me like he’s starving. Like I’m a feast laid out just for him. He licks his lips, a slow, deliberate motion that makes my whole body clench, and my mind is suddenly filled with the same kind of fantasies I had in the bathroom last night.

“Beautiful,” he breathes, the word a reverent whisper. “So fucking beautiful, Melody.”

His hands slide from my hips around to my back, urging me towards him. I take a hesitant step, and then another, until my knees bump against the mattress. His face is right there, so close to my chest. I can feel the warmth of his breath fanning over my skin.

“Damon,” I whisper, my voice trembling.

“Let me,” he murmurs, his eyes fixed on the glistening trail on my skin. “Let me taste you.”

His words don’t feel like a question. They feel like a command I am powerless to resist. I’m shaking, my heart beating frantically against my ribs. But I don’t pull away. I can’t.

He leans forward slowly. He doesn’t go for the bead of milk straight away. Instead, he presses a soft, open-mouthed kiss to the sensitive skin just beside my areola. I gasp, my fingers instinctively tangling in the dark hair at the nape of his neck. It’s soft, so much softer than I imagined. He trails a line of hot, wet kisses up the curve of my breast, following the path the droplet of milk took. When he reaches the peak, he stops, his lips hovering just above my aching nipple.

I’m holding my breath, my entire body tense with anticipation. I’ve never felt anything like this before. This slow, deliberate worship. This absolute focus. It’s overwhelming.

Finally, he closes the last small distance, leaning in to seal his mouth around my nipple.

A soft cry escapes my lips as a jolt of pure, liquid electricity shoots from my breast straight down to my core. His mouth is warm, wet, and the gentle, rhythmic suction is so much better than the cold, plastic pump. So much better than my own clumsy fantasies. It’s real. It’s him. And the relief is so intense, so immediate, that my knees go weak. I have to lean into him, my hands clutching at his shoulders to keep from falling.

He doesn’t seem to mind, though. His arms wrap around my waist, pulling me even closer, his hands splayed wide across my back. He’s holding me up, anchoring me, taking my weight as if I’m nothing.

“Damon,” I whisper, his name a prayer on my lips.

I can feel the milk letting down, sending a rush of warmth into his mouth. I expect him to pull back, to be repulsed by the reality of it. But he doesn’t. He just groans again, the sound more urgent this time, and drinks from me, his tongue stroking against my sensitive flesh with each pull. I can feel my other breast start to leak, a warm trickle sliding down my skin, a mirror to the path his tongue had just taken.

He shifts, one of his hands leaving my back. I feel a loss for a second, but then it slides around to my front, moving up to cup the weight of my other breast. His thumb brushes over my tight nipple, smearing the milk there, and I gasp, my thighs pressing together against a fresh wave of arousal that’s so strong it’s almost painful.

After a few more moments, he gently releases my nipple, his lips leaving me with a soft, wet sound. He looks up at me, his dark blue eyes hazy with something I can only describe as bliss. His lips are wet, and a single drop of milk clings to the corner of his mouth. Without thinking, I reach out to brush it away with the pad of my thumb. He catches my wrist, turning his head to press a soft kiss to my palm. The gesture is so tender, so intimate, that my heart feels like it’s going to beat right out of my chest.

“You taste so sweet,” he says, his voice a low, husky rumble that vibrates right through me. “So fucking sweet, Melody.”

Then he moves to my other breast, and I wonder how I’m supposed to live without this when the snow is gone and it’s time for us to leave.


Chapter Five
Damon


The taste of her explodes on my tongue. It’s warm and impossibly sweet, and it’s the most exquisite thing I’ve ever tasted. More addictive than any drug, more intoxicating than any liquor. I’ve had actresses, models, women who are considered the most beautiful in the world, throw themselves at me. And not a single one of them holds a candle to this. To her. To the simple, honest perfection of Melody. I never thought I would find this part of her so erotic, but I want all of it. All of her.

My cock, already hard, throbs within my sweatpants, a demanding, insistent presence. I want her so badly it’s a physical pain, a deep, gnawing ache in my gut. I want to bury myself inside her, to claim her in the most primal way possible, to make her mine in a way she can never deny. But I also want this. This quiet, intimate act of worship. This strange, beautiful connection. I want to drink from her until there’s nothing left.

Her fingers are still tangled in my hair, her grip tightening with each pull of my mouth. She’s making these soft, breathy little sounds, quiet whimpers of pleasure that go straight to my dick. Her body is pliant against mine, trusting, and the trust is a heady thing, a potent aphrodisiac that makes my blood run hot.

Her hands release their grip on my hair and begin to wander. They drift down my chest, tracing the hard lines of my muscles through the thin cotton of my T-shirt. Her touch is hesitant at first, exploratory, but it grows bolder, more confident. Her fingers splay wide, feeling the breadth of my chest, the hard plane of my stomach.

Then her hands slide lower, and her fingers brush against the hard length of my shaft through the fabric of my sweatpants. I groan against her breast; the vibration making her gasp. Her touch is light, almost accidental, but it feels like a bolt of lightning.

Her fingers hesitate for a second, then they’re back, a little more deliberate this time. She traces the shape of me through the soft material, a slow, curious exploration that’s about to shatter the last of my control.

“Melody,” I warn, my voice a low growl against her skin. “Careful, baby. I’m hanging on by a thread here. You keep touching me like that, and I won’t be able to hold back.”

I pull my head back to look at her, my breath catching in my throat at the sight. Her eyes are dark and heavy-lidded with arousal, but there’s something else there, too. A flicker of... something I hadn’t noticed before. A vulnerability that goes beyond the initial shyness. A kind of innocence that hits me with the force of a physical blow.

I watch her as she considers my warning. Her cheeks flush a deeper pink, and she bites her bottom lip, but her eyes don’t leave mine. Her hands pause their exploration, hovering over the hard evidence of my desire.

“Melody,” I say again, my voice softer now. I reach up to cup her cheek, my thumb stroking over her soft skin. “Have you... have you ever done this before?”

Her breath hitches, and her gaze drops for a second before she meets my eyes again. She gives a small, almost imperceptible shake of her head.

My mind reels. A virgin. A sweet, beautiful, responsive... virgin. How is that even possible?

“Jesus,” I breathe, the word a whisper of disbelief. “How? How is that possible, Melody? A woman like you...”

Fresh tears well up in her eyes, and she looks away, her cheeks burning with shame. “My... my ex,” she whispers, her voice cracking. “When he found out... about the... the lactation... he said it was weird. He didn’t... he didn’t want me after that.”

A wave of fury washes over me. I want to find this man. I want to wrap my hands around his throat and squeeze until he understands what a monumental fool he is. To have a woman like Melody, and to throw it away because of something so... so beautiful.

I grip her chin, turning her face back to me, forcing her to meet my eyes. “He’s a fool,” I say, my voice firm and sure. “A goddamn idiot. He had no idea what he was throwing away.”

Her tears spill over, tracing glistening paths down her cheeks. I lean in and kiss them away, my lips tasting the salt on her skin. “Don’t cry for him, baby. He’s not worth a single one of your tears.”

I pull back to look at her, and I see the raw vulnerability in her eyes. I see the hurt, the lingering insecurity. And I see a flicker of hope, too. I need to extinguish that doubt. I need to replace it with the truth.

“I want you, Melody,” I say, my voice a low, intense growl. “I want you so damn badly. All of you. Every single part. I want your softness, your sweetness. I want your innocence. And I want this.” I glance down at her breasts, still bare and glistening in the dim light. “I want every drop of you. Do you understand me?”

Her breath hitches, and her hands start moving again, this time with a new determination. Her fingers slide past the waistband of my sweatpants, and then her small, warm hand is wrapped around my cock. The skin-on-skin contact is electric, a jolt of pure pleasure that snaps what little control I have left.

Something inside me breaks.

I stand up, lifting her off her feet in one smooth motion. She lets out a surprised squeak, her hands flying from my pants to my shoulders. I carry her the few steps to the head of the bed, my eyes never leaving her face, my body thrumming with a need so powerful it’s almost terrifying.

I lay her down on the mattress, her dark hair fanning out around her head like a halo. Her pajama top is still hanging open, and her breasts are bare to my hungry gaze. I can see the lingering wetness on her nipples, and my mouth waters, a fresh wave of desire washing over me.

I take a step back, my eyes drinking in the sight of her. “You’re so fucking beautiful,” I growl. “So perfect.”

I strip off my T-shirt, tossing it aside. Then, I hook my thumbs into the waistband of my sweatpants, pushing them down and off. My cock springs free, hard and heavy and aching for her.

Her eyes widen, her gaze fixed on me. She looks nervous, but there’s a hunger in her eyes, too, a curiosity that makes my blood sing.

I climb onto the bed, kneeling between her legs as I pull her pajama bottoms down, revealing the soft, delicate skin of her thighs, the neat, dark triangle of curls at the juncture of her legs. She’s perfect. Absolutely fucking perfect.

I lean down, my hands braced on either side of her head, my body hovering over hers. I can feel the heat coming off her, a warm, inviting wave that makes my cock throb. “I’m going to make you mine, Melody,” I say, my voice a low, intense growl. “I’m going to claim every inch of you until you forget any other man ever existed.”

I lower my head, my mouth finding hers for a deep, possessive kiss. She kisses me back, her lips soft and pliant, her arms wrapping around my neck, pulling me closer. I deepen the kiss, my tongue delving into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. She’s so sweet, so responsive, and I can feel her body starting to arch up against mine in a silent plea for more.

I break the kiss, my lips trailing down her neck, my teeth nipping at her sensitive skin. She gasps, her fingers digging into my shoulders. I kiss my way down her chest, my mouth finding her breasts again. I take one nipple into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the sensitive peak, my teeth scraping gently. She whimpers, her back arching off the bed.

I move lower, my lips trailing over her soft stomach, my tongue dipping into her navel. I can smell her arousal; a sweet, musky scent that makes my head spin. I settle between her legs, my shoulders pushing her thighs wider apart. I look up at her, her face flushed and her eyes dark with desire.

“I’m going to taste you here, too,” I say, my voice a deep, husky rumble. “I’m going to taste this sweet, wet little pussy until you’re screaming my name.”

Before she can respond, I lower my head, my tongue delving into her wet heat. She cries out, her hands flying to my hair, her hips bucking up against my face. I lap at her, my tongue exploring every inch of her, my lips closing around her clit. She’s so fucking wet, her juices coating my tongue and chin. I can feel her trembling, her thighs tightening around my head.

“Damon,” she whimpers, her voice ragged. “Oh God, Damon...”

I slide a finger inside her, my cock throbbing as I feel how tight she is. So fucking tight. I add another finger, stretching her, preparing her for me. I curl my fingers, finding that sensitive spot inside her that makes her see stars. She bucks her hips, her cries growing louder, more desperate.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl against her. “Come for me. Come all over my face.”

I suck her clit into my mouth, my tongue flicking against the sensitive bundle of nerves. Her body tenses, her back arching off the bed as her orgasm crashes over her. She screams my name, her body convulsing, her juices flooding my mouth. I drink her in, my tongue lapping at her, prolonging her pleasure as long as I can.

When her tremors finally subside, I kiss my way back up her body, my lips tasting the sweat on her skin. I’m hovering over her, my cock nudging at her entrance. I look down at her, her face flushed, her eyes dark with pleasure. She’s so fucking beautiful.

“Are you ready for me, Melody?” I ask, my voice a low, intense growl. “Are you ready to be mine?”

She nods, her eyes wide and trusting. “Yes,” she whispers. “Please, Damon.”

I position myself, the head of my cock pressing against her tight, wet entrance. “This might hurt a little at first, baby,” I say, my voice gentle but firm. “But I promise it’ll be so good.”

I push inside her slowly, carefully, my jaw clenching at the feel of her tight heat enveloping me. I can feel the barrier, the thin membrane that proves her innocence. I give a final, gentle thrust, and I’m through. A sharp cry escapes her lips, her body tensing beneath me.

“Shhh, baby,” I murmur, my lips brushing against her forehead. “It’s okay. I’ve got you. The worst is over.”

I stay still for a moment, letting her adjust to the size of me. She’s so fucking tight, her channel gripping my cock like a velvet vise. I have to fight the urge to move, to bury myself balls-deep inside her, to claim her in the most primal way possible.

After a few moments, I feel her relax beneath me, her body starting to move, a subtle rocking motion that’s an unspoken invitation.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl, my hands fisting in her hair. “Show me what you need.”

I start to move, my strokes slow and deep at first, letting her get used to the rhythm. Her whimpers of pain slowly morph into moans of pleasure, her body arching up to meet mine. I can feel her starting to loosen up, her slick heat welcoming my invasion.

“You feel so fucking good, Melody,” I groan, my hips starting to move a little faster. “So wet, so tight. This pussy was made for me.”

Her hands are gripping my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin, her breath coming in ragged gasps. I can feel another orgasm building inside her, her body trembling with anticipation.

“That’s it, baby,” I growl, my movements becoming more forceful, more demanding. “Take it. Take all of me.”

I’m losing control, the need to possess her, to claim her, overwhelming me. I want to be so deep inside her she can’t tell where I end and she begins. I want to fill her up until she’s overflowing with me, until there’s no room for anyone else. Not her ex, not anyone. Just me. Always me.

I’m fucking her harder now, my hips pistoning into her, the headboard banging against the wall with each thrust. I can feel myself getting closer, my balls tightening, a familiar heat coiling at the base of my spine.

“Look at me,” I command, my voice a low growl. “I want to see your eyes when I come inside you.”

Her eyes flutter open, and they’re hazy with pleasure, her pupils dilated, her lips swollen from my kisses. She’s so fucking beautiful like this, lost in the pleasure I’m giving her.

“I’m going to come so deep inside you,” I growl, my hips moving faster, harder. “So deep you’ll feel me for days. You’ll have no doubt that you’re mine. All mine.”

My words seem to push her over the edge. Her body tenses, her back arching off the bed as another orgasm crashes over her. She screams my name, her body convulsing around my cock, her tight, wet heat milking me, pulling me deeper into her.

The feel of her coming undone around me is all it takes. The last thread of my control snaps, and I’m coming, my hips jerking as I pour myself into her, my release so intense it’s almost painful. I bury my face in her neck, my teeth sinking into her soft skin as I groan her name, my body shuddering with the force of my climax.

I stay there for a long moment, my body heavy on hers, my cock still buried deep inside her. The room is quiet, the only sounds our ragged breaths and the frantic pounding of my own heart in my ears. I can feel her trembling beneath me, her body still quivering with the aftershocks of her orgasm.

I lift my head, my eyes finding hers. They’re wide, a little dazed, but there’s no fear, no regret. Just a soft, sleepy contentment that makes my chest ache.

“Are you okay?” I ask.

She nods, a slow, sleepy movement. “Yeah,” she whispers, a small smile playing on her lips.

I lean down, my mouth finding hers in a soft, lingering kiss. It’s different from the other kisses. It’s not hungry or demanding, but gentle, almost reverent. I’m claiming her with this kiss, too, but it’s a softer claim. A promise.

When I pull back, I brace my hands on the mattress and carefully pull out of her. A soft whimper escapes her lips at the loss, and I have to fight the urge to slide right back in. She’s so wet, so slick with our combined release, and the sight of my cum leaking from her, marking her as mine, is the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

I roll off her, my body protesting the loss of her warmth. I lie on my side, propped up on an elbow, and look at her. She’s a mess. Her hair is a tangled riot of curls around her head, her lips are swollen and red, and there’s a faint red mark on her neck where I’d bitten her. She’s never looked more beautiful.

And I know, without a doubt, that I’ll never let her go.


Chapter Six
Melody


The room is quiet except for the crackling of the fire and the soft sound of our breathing. We’re curled up on the big, plush couch in the living room, wrapped together in a thick, woolly blanket. The fire casts a warm, flickering glow over us, and the candles I’d lit earlier dance and sway on the mantelpiece and the end tables. The world outside the windows is still a swirling mess of white, but in here, it’s warm and safe.

Damon’s arm is wrapped around me, my head resting on his chest, right over his steady, reassuring heartbeat. His other hand is drawing slow, lazy circles on my hip through the pajamas I’m still wearing. The heat from his body radiates through our clothes, warming me up from the inside out, and I can feel the rise and fall of his chest with each breath. I’m so comfortable, so content, that I feel like I could stay here forever. We haven’t said much, just existing together in this comfortable silence. It’s... nice. More than nice. It’s everything.

My mind keeps replaying the last few hours, over and over again. The way he looked at me. The way he touched me. The things he said. He didn’t care. He didn’t think it was weird or gross. He... he liked it. He said I tasted sweet. My cheeks flush with heat at the memory, and I have to bury my face deeper into his chest to hide my smile. I can’t believe this is happening. I feel like I’m living in a dream, a beautiful, wonderful dream that I’m terrified I’m going to wake up from at any second. I keep waiting for the other shoe to drop, for him to realize what a freak I am and to push me away.

But he doesn’t.

All day, he’s been... attentive. In the sweetest, most overwhelming ways. He’ll just be walking past, and he’ll stop, pull up my top without a word, and latch on. Not in a demanding way, but in this quiet, possessive way that makes my knees go weak every single time. And he actually told me I’m not allowed to wear a bra around him anymore, because he needs to be able to get to my breasts easily.

And the sex. Oh, God, the sex. We’ve barely left the bed, or the couch, or the kitchen counter. He’s insatiable, and so am I. I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s an all-consuming desire that seems to burn just as hot in him as it does in me. But there’s a part of me that knows I should be more careful. He never once mentioned a condom, and I never once thought to ask. I know I should have; I know it’s stupid and risky, but... I didn’t want to. I liked it. There’s a wicked, reckless part of me that loves the thought of him marking me, of him filling me up with his seed. I like him so much it hurts, and the thought of him getting me pregnant... it doesn’t scare me. Not really. It excites me. Because when the snow melts and we have to leave this cabin, and we never see each other again, I’ll still have a part of him with me. A secret little piece of him that no one can ever take away.

My thoughts are cut short by a sudden, loud hum. I jump, my head popping up from Damon’s chest. The lights above us flicker on, flooding the cozy room with a harsh, artificial brightness. I blink, my eyes struggling to adjust.

“The power’s on!” Damon’s voice is full of a genuine, boyish excitement that makes my heart do a little flip. He’s grinning, a wide, beautiful smile that I’ve never seen on him before. It transforms his whole face, making him look younger, carefree. “Thank god. Now I can make us some proper food. I’m starving.”

He gently untangles himself from me, standing up and stretching, his T-shirt riding up to reveal a strip of his toned stomach. I have to bite my lip to keep from sighing.

“I’m going to raid the kitchen,” he says, leaning down to press a soft, quick kiss to my lips. “Don’t move.”

He winks, and then he’s gone, disappearing into the kitchen. I listen to him rummaging around, the sound of cupboards opening and closing, the clatter of pots and pans. I sink back into the couch, pulling the blanket up to my chin. It feels a little colder now that he’s not here. I reach for the remote on the coffee table, my fingers fumbling with the buttons until the TV screen flashes to life. I mindlessly flip through the channels, looking for something we could watch while we eat.

I land on a news channel. I don’t usually watch the news; it’s too depressing, but my finger pauses on the remote. A pretty, blonde news anchor is smiling brightly, a picture of Damon hovering over her shoulder. It’s a still from a publicity shot where he’s looking broodingly intense in a leather jacket.

“Rourke’s latest blockbuster continues to dominate the box office,” the anchor is saying. “But it’s not just the movie that has everyone talking. It seems there’s some major off-screen chemistry between Damon Rourke and his stunning co-star, the beautiful and talented Sophia Stone.”

My heart sinks. The picture on the screen changes, replaced by a new one. Damon, looking handsome in a tailored suit, his arm wrapped around a woman who is, frankly, the most beautiful person I’ve ever seen. Sophia Stone. She’s tall and slender, with long, flowing blonde hair and piercing blue eyes. They’re standing on a red carpet, smiling for the cameras, and they look so... perfect. Like they belong together. Like they’re two halves of the same beautiful, glittering whole.

“Sources close to the pair confirm that the romance that sparked on set has continued long after filming wrapped,” the anchor continues, her voice a cheerful, singsong rhythm that’s starting to make me feel sick. “They’ve been spotted at several exclusive events together, and an insider tells us they’re ‘inseparable’ and ‘very serious.’ It looks like Hollywood’s most eligible bachelor may finally be off the market.”

A montage of pictures and video clips flashes across the screen. Damon and Sophia at a fancy restaurant, laughing together. Damon and Sophia at a movie premiere, him whispering something in her ear that makes her blush. Damon and Sophia leaving a hotel together, his hand possessively on the small of her back. Each image is a fresh stab to my heart.

I feel a hot, burning sensation behind my eyes, and my chest feels tight, like someone’s squeezing all the air out of my lungs. He’s not just some theater actor like I’d assumed. He’s a Hollywood superstar, from the looks of it. And of course he has a girlfriend. Why would a man like him be interested in me? A quiet college student with a weird medical condition? I was just a fling. A distraction. A bit of fun while he was stuck here in the middle of nowhere. All those things he said about liking me, needing me... they were just lines. A script. And I, like a fool, believed every single word.

The shame is a hot, acidic tide in my stomach, burning me from the inside out. I thought he was different. But he just saw an easy lay, a freak of nature he could experiment with for a weekend. The tears start to fall then, hot and silent, tracking paths down my cheeks. I can’t seem to stop them.

“Hey, I found some pasta, and some jarred sauce,” Damon says, his cheerful voice coming from the kitchen. “It’s nothing special, but it’ll be better than crackers again. I...”

He trails off as he walks into the living room and sees me. He sees the TV, and he sees the tears on my face. His smile vanishes, replaced by a look of confusion, then dawning horror.

“I swear, Melody,” he says, moving slowly closer to me, “this isn’t what it looks like.” He glances at the TV, where Sophia is blowing a kiss to the camera. “I’m not... we’re not...”

“It’s okay,” I whisper, my voice cracking. I can’t look at him. I can’t stand to see the lie in his eyes. “You don’t have to explain. I get it.”

“No, you don’t get it,” he insists, his voice urgent. He’s in front of me now, crouching down so he can look up at me. He reaches for my hand, but I pull it away, tucking it under the blanket. “It’s not real. It’s for the movie. The studio, they wanted us to generate some buzz, so they set us up on a few fake dates for the paparazzi. That’s all it was. Just PR.”

I huff out a bitter, watery laugh. “Right. PR. Of course.” I finally drag my eyes from the screen to look at him. He looks so genuinely distressed, so concerned, and for a fleeting second, a stupid, hopeful part of me almost believes him. But then I remember Sophia’s perfect face, their perfect life, and the hope dies. “She’s so beautiful, Damon. You belong with her. Not me.”

“Jesus, Melody,” he says, running a frustrated hand through his dark hair. “Will you listen to me? She’s not my type, because she’s not you. And I can promise you that I’m not her type either.”

That makes me laugh again, a real laugh this time, but it’s a sad, broken sound. “Oh, please. You’re everyone’s type. You’re perfect.”

“I’m not perfect,” he says, his voice low and intense. “And I’m definitely not her type.” He pulls out his phone, his fingers flying across the screen. “Look.”

He shoves the phone in my face, the screen glowing brightly. It’s a picture. A wedding picture. Sophia is standing there in a beautiful white dress, but she’s not looking at a groom. She’s looking at another woman, a stunning brunette in a matching white dress, with the biggest, happiest smile I’ve ever seen.

“Her name is Isabel,” Damon says, his voice soft. “She’s a writer. Sophia married her a month after we finished filming. I was there. I sat in the front row. They’re... crazy about each other.”

I stare at the picture, my mind racing. It looks real. It looks genuine. Sophia looks... happy. Genuinely, deliriously happy. Happier than she did in any of those pictures with Damon on the red carpet.

“Is this... is this real?” I ask, my voice barely a whisper. My eyes flick from the phone to his face. He looks so earnest, so desperate for me to believe him.

“It’s real,” he says, his gaze unwavering.

I look back at the phone, at the two beautiful women, so in love. And then I look at Damon. His face is open, vulnerable in a way I’ve never seen before. He’s putting it all on the line, just for me. And a part of me, a big, stupid, hopeful part of me, wants to believe him. But I can’t. I can’t let myself. The hurt is still too fresh.

“I... I don’t know if I believe you,” I whisper, the words tearing at my throat. I look down at my hands, twisting the corner of the blanket. “But it doesn’t matter, anyway.”

“What?” His voice is sharp, pained. “What do you mean, it doesn’t matter?”

I finally meet his eyes, and I see the flicker of panic in their depths. It almost breaks me. “Because we’re leaving, Damon,” I say, my voice flat. “When the snow melts, we’re leaving this cabin. And we’re never going to see each other again. You’ll go back to your Hollywood lifestyle, and I’ll go back to my studies. So it doesn’t matter if you’re with her, or with me, or with a dozen other women. This is all we have. Just... this.”

His face crumples. The panic is replaced by a raw, gut-wrenching despair. “No,” he says, shaking his head, a slow, deliberate movement. “No. That’s not what this is. That’s not what we are.”

I shrug, a small, defeated gesture. “It’s what it has to be.”

“It’s not!” he insists, his voice rising with desperation. He reaches for me again, and this time, I don’t pull away. He takes my face in his hands, his touch gentle but firm, forcing me to look at him. “Listen to me, Melody. I’ve been in this business for twenty years. I’ve met thousands of people. I’ve met women who are famous, who are beautiful in the eyes of the world. And not a single one of them... not one... has ever made me feel the way you do.”

My breath hitches, a small, betraying sound. His thumbs stroke my cheeks, wiping away the tears I didn’t even realize were still falling.

“I’ve never felt this way about anyone but you,” he continues, his voice little more than a growl. “Ever. I don’t want to go back to my life. Not without you. I want to wake up with you. I want to make you laugh, and to hold you when you cry.” He leans in closer, his forehead resting against mine. “I want forever with you, Melody. I want marriage. I want kids. I want you. Nobody else. And even if you do decide to walk away after this, there will still never be anyone else for me but you.”

The words hit me like a physical force, knocking the air out of my lungs. Marriage. Kids. Forever. The reckless, secret desire I’d been nursing in my heart, spoken aloud. Promised to me. It’s too much. It’s everything. I search his face, looking for some sign of deceit, some hint that this is just another one of his lines. But I see nothing but absolute sincerity. His dark blue eyes are wide and pleading, filled with a raw, open vulnerability that takes my breath away.

He’s not lying. He’s not just saying what he thinks I want to hear. He means it. He actually, truly means it.

The last of my resistance crumbles into dust. The fear, the insecurity, the pain from seeing him with Sophia... it all washes away, replaced by a tidal wave of emotion so powerful it leaves me breathless. A sob escapes my lips, a sound of pure, overwhelming relief.

With a choked cry, I throw myself into his arms. He catches me, pulling me flush against his chest, his arms wrapping around me in a tight, possessive hold. I bury my face in the crook of his neck, inhaling his familiar, comforting scent. I’m clinging to him, my hands fisted in the back of his shirt, my body trembling with the force of my tears.

He holds me, rocking me gently, murmuring soft, soothing words into my hair. “I’ve got you, baby. I’ve got you.”

I pull back just enough to look at him, my hands cupping his face. His skin is rough with stubble, and his eyes are dark and intense, fixed on me. He looks so worried, so concerned, and it makes my heart ache.

“Forever?” I whisper, the word a fragile, hopeful prayer.

“Forever,” he confirms. “And then some.”

Then he’s kissing me. It’s desperate and hungry and messy. There’s no hesitation, no holding back. His tongue slides into my mouth, claiming me, and I kiss him back with everything I have. I’m pouring all my fear, all my relief, all my love into this kiss. All my unspoken hopes for the future.

His hands slide down my back, gripping my hips, pulling me even closer. I can feel him, hard and ready against me, and a fresh wave of desire washes over me, hot and insistent. I want him. I want all of him. Again and again.

He breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down my neck, his teeth nipping at my sensitive skin. “Let me show you,” he growls. “Let me show you how much I want you. How much I need you.”

Without warning, he stands up, lifting me into his arms. I let out a surprised squeak, my legs automatically wrapping around his waist. I cling to him, my arms around his neck, as he carries me toward the kitchen. He pauses just long enough to turn off the stove, the pasta water bubbling away forgotten, then he takes me back to the living room and lays me down on the rug in front of the fire.

“By the time I’m finished with you, baby, you’ll have no doubt that you’re the only woman for me.”

And God, I want to believe him so much it hurts.


Chapter Seven
Melody


The firelight paints his skin in shades of gold and shadow. He doesn’t bother with buttons this time. He grips the collar of my pajama top and pulls; the buttons popping off with a startling sound that makes me gasp. The pieces of my top fall to the side, exposing my breasts to the warm, flickering light. I don’t have a chance to feel shy. His eyes are on me, dark and hungry, and the look on his face is so full of want that it takes my breath away.

Then his hands are on me, and all thought evaporates. He’s not gentle like before. This is something different. Something more. His touch is a brand, searing into my skin. His fingers trace the curve of my breasts, and then he’s palming them, weighing them in his hands, his thumbs brushing over my tight, leaking nipples. My back arches off the rug, a choked sob catching in my throat.

“Damon,” I whimper, my hands fisting in the rug.

“Shhh, baby,” he murmurs, but there’s no comfort in his voice. It’s a low, possessive growl. “Just let me have you.”

He strips me of all my clothes, my pajamas and panties left discarded in a pile on the floor beside us. Then he’s standing over me, his body a powerful silhouette against the fire. He rips his own shirt over his head, the muscles in his chest and abdomen bunching and flexing in the firelight. He pushes his sweatpants down, and his cock springs free, hard and heavy, jutting toward me.

He doesn’t say anything. He just lowers himself over me, caging me in with his body, his knees nudging my thighs apart. I’m open to him, vulnerable, and my heart is hammering against my ribs in a frantic, wild beat. I can feel the heat of him, the hard, insistent length of his cock pressed against my slick, wet entrance.

He looks down at me, and his face is a mask of raw, primal need. His dark blue eyes are burning, focused, and the look in them makes my whole body clench in anticipation.

“Mine,” he growls, the word a deep, possessive rumble. And then he’s inside me.

He plunges into me in one hard, deep thrust, and a cry is torn from my lips. It’s not a cry of pain. It’s a cry of pure pleasure. He’s deeper than he’s ever been, filling me completely, stretching me to my limits. There’s no hesitation, no gentle coaxing. This is a claiming. A ferocious, desperate act of possession.

He sets a punishing rhythm, his hips pistoning into me, the force of his thrusts making my whole body rock. The rug is rough against my back, but I don’t care. I can’t feel anything but him. The hard, thick length of him sliding in and out of me, the friction sending sparks of pleasure skittering along my nerve endings.

“You feel so fucking good,” he growls, his hands fisting in my hair, forcing my head to the side. “So wet, so tight. This pussy was made for me, wasn’t it, baby? Made to take my cock.”

I can only whimper in response, my hands clutching at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin. He feels so good, so right inside me, that I can’t form a coherent thought. All I can do is feel. All I can do is take it. Take what he’s giving me.

He leans down, his mouth finding my breast. He’s not gentle this time. His teeth scrape against my sensitive skin, and he sucks hard, his tongue lashing against my nipple. I cry out, my back arching off the rug as a jolt of pure electricity shoots from my breast straight to my core.

“That’s it, baby,” he growls against my skin. “Take it. Take all of me.”

He shifts, his angle changing, and the head of his cock brushes against a sensitive spot deep inside me. I see stars, my body convulsing around him.

“Fuck yes,” he groans, his movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. “You like that, don’t you? You like me fucking you deep.”

He’s muttering something, a low, guttural chant against my skin, and it takes me a moment to realize what he’s saying. The words are filthy, raw, and they make my cheeks burn with a shame that’s quickly consumed by a dark, thrilling excitement.

“Gonna knock you up,” he growls, his thrusts becoming harder, more forceful. “Gonna see you big and round with my baby, so everyone knows you belong to me. So you never doubt it.”

He’s fucking me with a wild, feral intensity now, a man possessed. His words are a primal chant that should terrify me, but it doesn’t. It does the opposite. It lights a fire inside me, a dark, wanton need that matches his own.

I love it. I love the roughness of his hands in my hair, the possessive grip on my hip, the way he’s pounding into me like he’s trying to crawl inside my skin. I love the thought of carrying his child, of having a piece of him with me always. I love the thought of being so thoroughly, so irrevocably his.

He shifts again, his mouth moving to my other breast, and he bites down, the sharp, sweet pain making me cry out. He’s drinking from me again, but this is different from before. This is desperate, almost greedy. He’s not just tasting me; he’s taking from me, claiming me. I can feel the pull of his mouth, the rhythmic suction, and it’s pulling another orgasm from the depths of me, building and building until I can’t breathe.

“Damon,” I gasp, my hands flying to his head, my fingers tangling in his hair. “Oh God, Damon.”

I shatter, my body convulsing around him, waves of pleasure so intense they border on pain crashing over me. I scream his name, my body bucking against his, my nails scraping down his back as I ride out the storm.

He doesn’t stop. If anything, he fucks me harder, riding out my orgasm, his own release building. He lifts his head, his lips glistening, and the look in his eyes is wild, almost desperate.

“Need to be deeper,” he growls, and before I can even process what he’s saying, he’s pulling out of me. I whimper at the sudden, hollow emptiness, but he doesn’t give me time to miss him. He grabs my hips, flipping me over with a rough, possessive strength that takes my breath away.

My hands fly out to brace myself, my palms flat against the rug. I’m on my hands and knees now, my back arched, my body presented to him. I feel so exposed, so vulnerable, like this, but the shame is overshadowed by a dark, thrilling excitement. I can hear him behind me, the rough, ragged sound of his breathing, and then his hands are on my hips, gripping them hard, holding me in place for his taking.

“Fuck, look at you,” he groans, and I can feel the heat of his gaze on my exposed skin. “So fucking beautiful. All mine.”

He enters me from behind in one swift, powerful thrust, and the new angle makes me gasp. He’s so deep like this, deeper than he’s ever been before, and the feeling is incredible. He feels huge, his cock filling me completely, stretching me in a way that’s both intense and incredibly satisfying.

He doesn’t start slow. He sets a brutal pace, his hips pistoning into me, the force of his thrusts making my whole body rock. He’s rutting into me like an animal, all control gone, driven by a primal, instinctual need. There’s no finesse, no technique. This is pure, raw, desperate fucking. And I can’t get enough.

My breasts are swinging beneath me with the force of his movements, the cool air brushing against my tight, sensitive nipples. My hair is a curtain around my face, and I can feel the sweat beading on my brow, my skin slick with it. The room is filled with the sounds of our bodies meeting, the wet, rhythmic slap of skin against skin, and the low, guttural sounds coming from deep in Damon’s chest.

“I can’t lose you, baby,” he groans, leaning down over my back, his chest plastered against my skin. His breath is hot against my ear, his words a ragged, desperate plea. “I’ll do anything to keep you. Anything.”

His hands leave my hips, sliding up my sides, and then he’s pulling me up, my back flush against his chest. His arm wraps around my waist, holding me tight against him as he continues to thrust up into me. The new angle is incredible, and I cry out, my head falling back against his shoulder.

“Anything,” he repeats, his lips finding the sensitive skin of my neck. His other hand comes up to cup my breast, his thumb and forefinger rolling my nipple, pulling and tugging until I’m writhing in his arms, overwhelmed by the pleasure. “I’ll fuck a baby into you. I’ll marry you. I’ll spend the rest of my life proving to you that you’re mine. That you were always meant to be mine.”

I can feel another orgasm building, coiling deep in my belly, a tight, hot knot of pleasure that’s threatening to unravel me completely. His words, his promises, they’re a dark, wicked drug, and I’m addicted. I want everything he’s offering. Everything and more.

“Say yes,” he demands, his teeth scraping against my shoulder. “Say you’ll have me. Say you’ll be my wife. Say you’ll have my babies.”

My answer is a choked sob, a sound of pure, overwhelming need. “Yes,” I gasp, the word torn from my throat. “Yes, Damon. Yes.”

His roar of triumph is a wild, primal sound that echoes through the quiet cabin. He shifts again, gently lowering me back to my hands and knees, his movements a little more controlled now, a little more deliberate. His hands grip my hips, his fingers digging into my skin, holding me in place for his final, desperate possession.

“That’s my girl,” he growls, and then he’s pounding into me, his movements becoming erratic. “Gonna fill you up, baby. Gonna fill this sweet little pussy with my cum. Mark you as mine.”

His words are the final push I need. The tight knot of pleasure in my belly snaps, and I’m coming again, my body convulsing around him, my vision going white as wave after wave of pleasure washes over me. I can feel him follow me over the edge, his hips jerking as he buries himself deep inside me, a guttural groan tearing from his chest as he pours himself into me, pulse after pulse of his hot seed filling me up.

It feels like forever before our bodies still, before the frantic, desperate rhythm of our heartbeats begins to slow. I collapse onto the rug, my limbs trembling, my body boneless. He follows me down, his heavy weight a welcome pressure on my back, his face buried in the crook of my neck. I can feel his breath against my skin, the steady thump of his heart against my back.

We lie there for a long time, a tangled, sweaty mess in front of the fire. The only sounds are the crackle of the flames and our ragged breaths slowly evening out. I feel... claimed. Possessed. In a way that’s both terrifying and deeply, profoundly comforting. Every part of me aches in the best possible way. I feel the warmth of him, the weight of him, and most of all, the heat of his release, reminding me of his words, of his promises.

He finally stirs, his arms tightening around me for a moment before he carefully shifts off me. I whimper at the loss, at the sudden coolness on my back, but then he’s pulling me into his arms, turning me so I’m facing him. He grabs the wool blanket from the nearby couch and covers us with it, tucking it around us, creating a warm, safe little nest.

I snuggle into his chest, my head finding its favorite spot right over his heart. The steady, reassuring beat is a comfort, a balm to my still-racing soul. I can feel the steady rise and fall of his chest with each breath, and his scent surrounds me, calming me.

I trace the lines of the muscles on his chest with my fingertip, a simple, mindless movement. I feel... happy. A deep, all-encompassing kind of happy I’ve never felt before. All my insecurities, all my fears, they feel so far away now. In this little bubble of warmth and firelight, with Damon’s arms around me, everything feels right.

He catches my hand in his, bringing my fingers to his lips. He kisses each one, a slow, deliberate touch that makes my tummy flutter. Then he laces our fingers together, holding our joined hands against his chest.

“I meant what I said,” he says, his voice deadly serious. “Every word.”

My heart does a little flip. I lift my head to look at him. His face is serious, his dark blue eyes fixed on me, and the intensity in them makes my breath catch.

“I’m going to marry you, Melody,” he says, his thumb stroking the back of my hand. “And I want to start a family with you. As soon as possible. The second we’re out of this cabin, I’m taking you to get a ring.”

I can’t help it. A wide smile spreads across my lips. “I love you, Damon.” I don’t care if I’ve only known him a day. I don’t care if it’s too soon. I do love him.

A slow smile spreads across his face, and it’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen. “I love you too, baby,” he murmurs, leaning down to press a soft, gentle kiss to my lips. “More than you could ever know.”

He pulls back, but only a little. “And I’m going to spend the rest of my life showing you.”

His words settle over me, warm and heavy, like the wool blanket tucked around our shoulders. I rest my head back on his chest, listening to the steady, reassuring thump of his heart. For so long, I’ve felt like a puzzle piece that didn’t fit anywhere, a weird, broken thing that had to be hidden away. But with him, I feel… whole. Like I was always meant to be right here, tucked against him, held in his arms.

And there’s no other place in the world I want to be.


Epilogue
Damon


Six months later:

The flashes are blinding. A constant, rhythmic strobing of white light that would have sent me into a tailspin of irritation a year ago. Tonight, I don’t even notice them. All I can see is her.

Melody is on my arm, her hand resting in the crook of my elbow. She’s wearing a deep emerald gown that clings to her curves, the silk shimmering under the glare of a hundred camera lights. Her dark hair is swept up, leaving the elegant column of her neck bare. But my eyes keep going back to her belly.

She’s six months pregnant with our child, and she’s never looked more beautiful. The front of the gown is cut to accommodate the perfect, round swell of our baby, and pride, thick and fierce, swells in my chest. She’s glowing. The photographers are yelling our names as we walk along the red carpet, but their words are just noise. All I can focus on is the feel of her, warm and solid against my side, and the quiet, happy smile playing on her lips. This is what matters. Not the movie, not the premiere, not this ridiculous spectacle. Just her. Just us.

“Mr. Rourke! Mr. Rourke!”

A woman with a microphone and a badge from some entertainment magazine pushes through the thicket of photographers, her expression determined. Her name is Chloe, I think. I’ve seen her at a few of these things. She’s always been pushy.

“I have a few questions for you and your wife, Mr. Rourke,” she says, slightly out of breath, her perfectly white smile firmly in place.

For the first time in my career, I find myself nodding. A real smile, not the fake, practiced one I usually give the press, touches my lips. “Of course.”

Chloe looks surprised for a second, then quickly recovers, pushing the microphone closer to my face. “Damon, it’s wonderful to see you so happy. This is your first major public event since your surprise wedding to Melody last month. Tell us, how does it feel to have her on your arm tonight?”

My gaze shifts from the reporter to Melody. The question was directed at me, but the answer is all her. The camera flashes catch in her dark eyes, making them sparkle. Her cheeks have a soft, rosy blush, and she’s biting her lower lip, a nervous habit I’ve come to adore.

“It feels like everything,” I say, my voice low and steady, but full of an emotion I’m no longer afraid to show the world. “It feels like I’m finally where I’m supposed to be. Like my whole life has been leading up to this moment, right here, with her.”

I squeeze her hand gently, and she looks up at me, her nervousness melting away into a look of pure love. The pride I feel is a physical thing, a warmth spreading through my chest so intense it’s almost painful.

“Wow,” Chloe says, clearly taken aback by my candor. “That’s... that’s beautiful. And there’s been a lot of speculation about your whirlwind romance. People are calling it a classic Hollywood fairytale. What’s the real story? How did you know she was the one?”

The real story. My mind flashes back to that small, stuffy cabin. To the storm, the fire, the way she looked at me with those wide eyes. To the taste of her skin, the sweet taste of her milk. This is not a story for the cameras. This is sacred.

But looking at Melody, at the way my words make her glow, at the way she unconsciously rests her other hand on our child, I find I don’t want to hide my love for her. Not a single part of it.

“It wasn’t a whirlwind,” I correct her, my eyes still locked on Melody’s. “It was a lightning strike. From the very first moment I saw her, I knew. There was no doubt, no question. My entire world... it just shifted on its axis. It was love at first sight,” I say, and the words feel so true, so right, on my tongue. “And I knew, without a shadow of a doubt, that she was meant to be my wife. The mother of my children. My everything.”

A collective sigh seems to ripple through the crowd of reporters. Chloe looks utterly gobsmacked. The microphone wavers slightly in her hand. “And... and the baby? Congratulations are in order. Are you excited?”

Excited. The word feels too small. Too trivial. It doesn’t even begin to touch the deep, primal satisfaction that’s been humming under my skin for months.

“Excited doesn’t cover it,” I say, a low rumble of possessive pride in my chest. I shift, turning my body slightly toward Melody, shielding her from the worst of the lights. My free hand comes up to rest gently on her stomach, right over our child. She sucks in a soft breath, her gaze meeting mine. Her eyes are shining, filled with a light so bright it outshines every flashbulb. “It’s the most profound thing I’ve ever experienced. Knowing she’s carrying our baby. Knowing we created this life together. I look at her, and I see our future. All of it. And I’ve never been more certain of anything in my life.”

My thumb strokes the silk of her dress, tracing the curve of her belly. I can feel the heat of her skin through the fabric. The cameras are still flashing, the reporters are still shouting, but it all fades away into a dull, meaningless roar. The only thing that’s real is her. The only thing that matters is the life growing inside her, and the life we’re building together.

I turn my head, pressing a soft kiss to her temple. I can feel the softness of her skin, the faint scent of her perfume. It’s a light, floral thing she knows I love. She leans into me, a soft, contented sigh escaping her lips.

“Thank you, Mr. Rourke,” Chloe says, her voice a little shaky. She seems to have forgotten all her other questions. “That’s... that’s all the time we have. Congratulations to you both.”

I give a curt nod, my attention already back on my wife. “Let’s get you inside,” I murmur, my lips brushing against her ear. “It’s getting cold.”

She just nods, her body relaxing against mine, trusting me to lead her through the chaos. I wrap my arm more securely around her waist, creating a barrier between her and the world, and guide her toward the theater doors. The photographers shout our names one last time, but their cries are already fading behind us.

The heavy doors swing shut, and the noise drops away, replaced by the soft murmur of conversations and the clinking of glasses from the lobby. Melody lets out a long, slow breath, her shoulders slumping slightly.

“You okay?” I ask, my hand still resting possessively on her back.

She looks up at me, and her smile is real now, unguarded and bright. “I can’t believe you just told the whole world how much you love me. I feel like the luckiest woman in the world right now.”

“I’m not going to hide how I feel about you, baby,” I say, my voice low and serious. “Not from them, not from anyone. I want the whole world to know you’re mine.”

And I mean it. She’s mine, and I’ve never been so happy in my whole damn life.
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Chapter One
Harper


The lights in the ballroom are too bright, making my head ache. Or maybe that’s just the strain in my shoulders from arranging these ridiculously heavy floral centerpieces. Each table needs one, and there are at least fifty of them stretching across this cavernous space. I adjust a spray of white peonies in a crystal vase, my fingers trembling slightly as I work.

“Almost done, Harper,” my boss, Laura, calls from across the room. She’s perched on a small stepladder, fluffing a garland that drapes over the entrance. “Just need to make sure every guest feels like they’ve walked into a garden when they arrive.”

I nod even though she can’t see me, my mind drifting. A charity gala. The kind of event I’ve only ever dreamed of, where women wear dresses that cost more than my monthly rent and men sip champagne from flutes that sparkle in the chandelier light. I don’t belong here, not really. But Laura needed extra hands, and I needed the money.

My stomach knots as I think about why I’m really dreading tonight. Zach’s father is speaking. Mason Carter. The name alone sends a shiver down my spine, though I’ve never met the man. Zach and his mother, Cynthia, always spoke of him with a kind of casual contempt, as if he were a burden rather than a benefactor. “He thinks money can fix everything,” Zach would sneer. “He throws cash at us like it’s supposed to make up for never being around.”

But I never saw it that way. I’d seen the tuition payments for Zach’s private college, the expensive cars, the designer clothes. I’d seen how Mason continued to support his ex-wife’s lifestyle despite their divorce. To me, it had always seemed like love, or at least a desperate attempt at connection. I felt sorry for the mysterious Mason Carter, the unseen villain in their family drama. After all, he had no reason to keep doing those things for Cynthia, seeing as the whole reason they were divorced was that she had cheated on him.

And from what I can see, the apple didn’t fall far from the ungrateful tree with Zach. I dated him for six months, and at first, he’d seemed really nice. Loving and affectionate. But the longer we were together without physical intimacy, the colder he’d become. It didn’t matter to him that I wasn’t ready, that there were things I didn’t feel safe sharing with him. All Zach cared about was that I wouldn’t spread my legs for him, and over time, he’d pressured me more and more. When I couldn’t handle it anymore, I’d had no choice but to end things with him.

It’s been two months since I broke up with Zach, and yet he still calls me all the time, wanting to hook up. As if he thinks that will work now we’re no longer together. I honestly regret ever getting together with him in the first place. He’s been nothing but a headache.

“Careful with that one, Harper,” Laura calls, dragging me out of my thoughts. “It’s the sponsor’s table.”

I straighten up, my back protesting as I smooth down my little black dress. This is it. The head table, right at the front where Mason Carter will sit. I arrange the flowers with extra care, the perfume of roses and lilies filling the air around me.

“Looking good,” a deep voice says behind me.

I jump, my fingers slipping on the cool crystal rim of the vase, nearly sending it crashing to the marble floor. My heart pounds against my ribs as I turn, and I find myself face-to-face with a tall, handsome older man who I hadn’t even noticed entering. He has dark hair with just a touch of distinguished silver at the temples, and the most piercing gray eyes I’ve ever seen; like storm clouds, but somehow warm too. They’re intense, focused entirely on me as if nothing else in the world exists.

His tuxedo fits him perfectly, tailored to broad shoulders and a lean frame that wouldn’t look out of place on a much younger man. Something in the way he carries himself radiates confidence. The kind that comes from having power over others, from being used to getting what he wants.

“Thank you,” I manage, my voice barely a whisper. I smooth a stray strand of hair behind my ear, suddenly feeling plain and out of place in my simple dress among all this opulence.

“They’re beautiful,” he says, stepping closer. “But not as beautiful as the woman arranging them.”

A blush creeps up my neck, heating my cheeks. I’ve never been good at accepting compliments, especially not from men who look like they stepped out of a fashion magazine. “I’m just doing my job.”

A small smile plays on his lips. “You do it well.” His gaze drops to my hands, still resting on the vase. “You have a gentle touch.”

My breath catches, a sudden hitch that makes the air in my lungs feel thick and heavy. There’s something in his eyes, a warmth that feels almost intimate, even though we’ve only just met. It’s a strange and wonderful feeling that makes my heart do a little flip.

The air between us crackles with an energy I can’t explain, a current that flows from him to me and back again, leaving a tingling sensation on my skin. I’ve never felt anything like this before, not with Zach or anyone else, and a part of me wants to lean into it, to see where it might lead, while another part wants to run away from the intensity of it all.

“I’m Harper,” I say, extending my hand before I can second-guess myself.

His fingers close around mine, sending a jolt up my arm that feels like electricity dancing beneath my skin. His grip is firm but gentle, possessive in a way that makes my heart race. “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Harper.”

He doesn’t offer his name, just holds my hand for a beat longer than necessary, his thumb brushing lightly over my knuckles to send another wave of tingles through me. His gray eyes darken slightly as he looks at me, and I feel myself flushing under the intensity of his gaze.

The ballroom doors open, and guests begin to stream in, their laughter and conversation filling the space. The man’s eyes flick toward the entrance, a flicker of something professional in their depths. “I have to attend to some things before the speeches begin.”

Disappointment washes over me as he pulls his hand away. I hadn’t realized how much I wanted this conversation to continue.

But then he reaches into his jacket pocket, producing a business card with a gold embossed logo. His fingers brush against mine as he presses it into my palm. “I hope you’ll call me soon.”

My heart flutters in my chest, a dizzying rush of excitement that makes the room tilt slightly. This handsome, powerful man who carries himself with such quiet authority wants to see me again. Me. A plain twenty-year-old who spends her days surrounded by flowers with soil under her fingernails, and her nights taking care of her sister and niece in a cramped little apartment. The thought that someone like him would notice me, let alone pursue me, sends a thrill through my veins that I haven’t ever felt before.

I look down at the card, my fingers tracing the elegant lettering. The name jumps out at me, and my stomach drops.

Mason Carter.

Of course. Of course it would be him. The father of my ex-boyfriend.

My breath catches in my throat. The flutter in my chest transforms into a heavy weight, pulling me down into confusion and dread. This can’t be happening. I can’t possibly have this reaction to Zach’s father. It’s wrong. It’s inappropriate. It’s something I can’t even begin to process. And yet, the memory of his touch, the warmth in his eyes, the way my whole body responded to him... it was real.

I’ve spent the last two months rebuilding my life after Zach, convincing myself that I deserve better than someone who only wants me for my body. Now I find myself drawn to his father, a man I’ve only ever heard spoken of with contempt. A man who, according to Zach and Cynthia, is cold, distant, and more concerned with money than people. But that’s not what I saw. I saw warmth. I saw something deeper, something that called out to a part of me I didn’t know existed.

I can’t believe this is happening.


Chapter Two
Mason


I watch her as she stares down at the card in her trembling hands. Her delicate fingers trace the embossed letters of my name as if they hold some secret she’s trying to decipher. Her brow is furrowed, those full lips parted slightly in a way that makes my blood thicken in my veins. She looks like a startled fawn, all wide, doe-like eyes and graceful uncertainty. In that moment, I want nothing more than to gather her into my arms and kiss those pretty lips until she’s breathless.

How have I lived forty-two years without this woman in my life? The question slams into me with the force of a physical blow. Just minutes ago, I was content in my solitude, focused on expanding my business, thinking I had everything I needed. Now I know I had nothing. Nothing that mattered.

My mind races with images I shouldn’t be entertaining here, in the middle of a ballroom that is quickly filling with people. I picture her in my bed, those dark curls spread across my pillows, her creamy skin flushed with desire as I worship every inch of her body. I want to forget about this damned charity event, take her home with me, and spend the rest of my life making her moan my name as I fill her womb with my seed. As I claim her sweet little body as mine in every possible way. The thought is so primal, so possessive, it would alarm me if I were feeling like my usual, rational self.

People begin to drift around us, but they’re just background noise. The world has narrowed to this small space between us, charged with an electricity I haven’t felt in years. Never, actually. Not like this.

Then a familiar, unwelcome presence shatters the bubble.

“Mason?”

I turn slowly, reluctant to break my gaze from Harper. Cynthia stands there, looking exactly as she did two decades ago when I’d married her; blonde, polished, and with that calculating smile that never quite reaches her eyes. Beside her is Zach, my son. At twenty, he’s a younger version of me in looks only, with the same dark hair and tall frame. But the entitled pout on his face and the lazy way he holds himself tells me everything I need to know about the man he’s becoming.

Or rather, the boy he’s refusing to outgrow.

Frustration coils in my gut like a snake. I’m always glad to see Zach, even with the nagging worry about the path he’s on, but seeing Cynthia... that’s a different story. My ex-wife has the ability to turn every moment into something sour, and I refuse to let her do that now.

“Cynthia,” I say, my voice carefully neutral. “Zach. I didn’t expect to see you here.”

“We heard you were speaking,” Cynthia says. “We wanted to support you.”

Zach’s eyes have already drifted past me, landing on Harper with a predatory gleam that makes my teeth clench. “Well, well,” he says, moving until he’s standing far too close to her for my comfort. “Look what we have here.”

Harper flinches slightly at his proximity, and a strange expression crosses her face. Something I can’t quite read, but it’s there and gone in an instant. Fear? Annoyance? Whatever it is, it vanishes, replaced by a carefully blank mask.

“Hello, Zach,” she says, her voice quiet, almost brittle. “Cynthia.”

“You know each other?” I ask, though the answer is already forming in my mind with a sickening certainty.

“We sure do,” Zach says, slinging an arm around Harper’s shoulders. She tenses beneath his touch, her body rigid with discomfort. “Harper and I go way back. Isn’t that right, babe?”

The endearment grates on my nerves like sandpaper. Babe. As if she belongs to him.

Harper shifts away from him, a subtle but clear movement that doesn’t go unnoticed. “It was nice to see you,” she says, her gaze flicking between them and me before landing on a spot on the floor. “Excuse me.”

Before any of us can respond, she’s gone, weaving through the growing crowd and disappearing from sight.

I watch her retreat, something cold and sharp twisting in my chest. What was that look on her face? Why did she run?

“Still hoping to get back together with her, son?” Cynthia asks, oblivious to the tension thrumming through me. “She’s a sweet girl.”

Zach smirks, a knowing, cocky expression that makes me want to wipe it off his face. “Oh, yeah. She’ll come around. How could she resist me?” He puffs out his chest, the same arrogant posturing I’ve seen since he was a teenager. “We had something special; she just needs a little reminding.”

The thought of my immature, reckless son with a woman like Harper makes something hot and dangerous coil in my gut. An irrational anger, raw and possessive, rises in me. The idea is so fundamentally wrong that it makes me want to hit something.

But I push it down, burying it beneath years of practiced control. “What are you really doing here, Cynthia?” I ask, changing the subject. “You’ve never attended any of my work events before. Not even when we were married.”

She smooths down her silk dress, a nervous habit I recognize from our former life together. “We wanted to support you, Mason. You’re Zach’s father.”

Before I can respond to that, Zach cuts in. “I need a new Mercedes, Dad.” He says it like it’s a given, like he’s asking for the salt at dinner, not for a vehicle that costs more than most people make in a year.

I stare at him. “What happened to the last one I bought you?”

A muscle in Zach’s jaw works. “I had a little... accident.” He can’t meet my eyes.

“An accident?” My voice is dangerously quiet. “Were you drinking?”

Zach shoves his hands in his pockets, suddenly fascinated by the marble floor.

“He’s been under a lot of stress at college!” Cynthia jumps in, her voice rising defensively. “He made one small mistake.”

And there it is. The confirmation I needed. The reason they’re really here. Not to support me, but to hit me up for more money to fix their latest disaster.

“Mistake?” I turn to face my son fully, letting the mask of civility slip just enough for him to see the disappointment in my eyes. “Driving drunk is not a mistake, Zach. It’s a choice. A stupid, selfish choice that could have killed someone.”

“It wasn’t like that,” he mumbles.

“No?” I lean in closer, my voice dropping lower. “Then what was it like? Tell me.”

He stays silent, sullen. Just like always when cornered. Never taking responsibility.

“Until you can learn to be responsible,” I continue, “I’m not buying you anything else. You’re lucky I don’t take back the other cars I’ve already bought you. You’re twenty years old. It’s past time you started understanding that actions have consequences.”

“But how am I supposed to get to college?” he whines.

“Use one of the other three cars sitting in the garage at the house you and your mother still live in,” I say, my patience wearing thin. “The one I’m still paying for.”

“But I like the Mercedes,” he says, pushing his luck with that whining tone that always drives me crazy.

I open my mouth to say something, but Cynthia puts a hand on my arm. “That’s enough, Mason. You’ve made your point.”

“Have I?” I ask, my gaze unwavering. “Because I don’t think I have. Not yet.”

The ballroom lights dim slightly, signaling that the event is about to begin. People are finding their seats, the murmur of conversation quieting to a low hum.

“We should sit down,” Cynthia says, already turning toward a table near the front.

I watch them, my mind still reeling from my encounter with Harper and now this confrontation with my son. Through it all, images of Harper keep pushing their way to the front of my thoughts. The flush on her cheeks when I complimented her. The way her eyes widened when she read my name on the card. The tension in her shoulders when Zach touched her.

She looked... scared. Uncomfortable. Whatever their history, it’s clear she doesn’t want anything to do with him. But the way Zach spoke about her, as if she were a possession he was entitled to reclaim... that’s going to be a problem.

A big one.

I take my seat at the head table, nodding politely at the other sponsors who have joined me. Cynthia and Zach are at a nearby table, clearly still pouting. Zach has his phone out, probably complaining to his friends about how unfair I am. Cynthia is watching me with that calculating expression again, wondering how to work this to her advantage.

I ignore them both, scanning the room for Harper. I don’t see her among the guests, which means she’s probably still working, still hiding. I wonder what she’s thinking right now. Does she know how completely she’s captivated me? Does she feel the same connection I did?

The lights dim further, and the spotlight hits the stage. The event coordinator steps up to the microphone. “Ladies and gentlemen, welcome to the Annual Children’s Hospital Charity Gala. We have a wonderful evening planned for you, filled with good food, entertainment, and most importantly, the opportunity to help the children in our community who need it most.”

Polite applause fills the room.

“And now,” she continues, “it is my honor to welcome a man who needs no introduction. A successful businessman, a philanthropist, and most importantly, someone who truly cares about making a difference in our community. Please welcome the CEO of Carter Enterprises, Mason Carter.”

Applause swells as I stand and walk toward the stage. I’ve given countless speeches in my life, but I’ve never felt this... off-balance. My mind keeps drifting back to Harper.

I adjust the microphone to my height, my hands steady despite the turmoil in my chest. I scan the room, making eye contact with a few of the other board members, nodding to my assistant who’s sitting at a nearby table. Then my gaze drifts to the back of the room, where staff are still circulating.

And then I see her.

She’s standing by the wall, half-hidden in the shadows near the exit, as if ready to bolt at a moment’s notice. Her head is bowed, her attention on the floor, but then she lifts her head as if she can feel my gaze on her, and our eyes meet. A jolt passes between us across the crowded room, an invisible thread connecting us in this sea of people. Her cheeks flush, and her lips part slightly, but she doesn’t look away. She holds my gaze, and in that moment, the world falls away again.

She deserves a real man, I vow to myself. A man who will protect her, provide for her, cherish her for the sweet, gentle soul she is. Not some careless boy who will break her the same way he breaks most things he touches. She deserves someone who will worship her body, not just use it for pleasure.

And I’m just the man for the job.

I tear my eyes away from her, forcing myself to focus on the speech I need to give. But my words feel hollow now, rehearsed and meaningless. All I can think about is the beautiful young woman in the shadows at the back of the room, and how I’m going to make her mine.


Chapter Three
Harper


The key turns in the lock with a familiar click that usually signals comfort, but tonight it just feels heavy. My feet ache in the heels I’ve been wearing for far too many hours, and my dress, once elegant, now feels scratchy and constricting. I push the door open quietly, wincing as it makes a slight creaking sound in the silence of our small apartment. The last thing I want is to wake baby Alice if she’s sleeping.

The lights in the living room are dimmed to a soft golden glow, creating a warm, intimate space that immediately soothes some of the tension in my shoulders. And then I see my sister, Christina, sitting in her favorite armchair, her head bent over Alice as she feeds her a bottle. The sight catches at my heart, a sudden ache of love so intense it makes my chest feel tight. Her expression is focused and tender as she looks down at her daughter. Alice’s tiny fingers curl around the bottle, her eyes half-closed in contentment.

For a moment, I just stand in the doorway, watching them. Six months ago, Alice came into this world, all wrinkled and perfect. And just a few weeks after that, Christina received the diagnosis that shattered our world. Hodgkin’s lymphoma. I remember the sterile white walls of the doctor’s office, the way Christina’s face had gone completely blank as the doctor explained it to us. I remember her hands shaking so violently in mine that I could feel each individual tremor.

Then, just when we thought things couldn’t get worse, Mark - Alice’s father and Christina’s boyfriend at the time - packed a bag and left. I’ll never forget the cruel words he spat at Christina as he walked out the door. “I can’t do this,” he’d said. “I can’t handle a newborn baby and a cancer diagnosis. I’m twenty-five, Chris. I’m not ready for this kind of responsibility.” The door had slammed shut behind him, leaving Christina shaking with rage and grief.

So, Christina and Alice moved in with me, and my cozy two-bedroom apartment suddenly became a sanctuary for the three of us. I’d rearranged my schedule, taken on extra shifts at the flower shop, and learned to navigate the world of chemotherapy appointments and medical terminology. I watched my sister lose her hair, her strength, sometimes her hope, but never her love for her daughter. Through it all, she held on to Alice like a lifeline, even on the days when she was too weak to get out of bed.

But now, things are different. The treatment is over, and we found out just a few days ago that the disease is gone. The cancer has retreated, leaving behind a scarred but healing body and a future that’s suddenly bright with possibility. Seeing Christina sitting here, healthy and feeding her daughter, is like seeing the sun after a long, dark winter.

Christina looks up as I step further into the room, a soft smile playing on her lips. “Hey, you. How was the gala?”

“It went well,” I say, forcing a brightness I don’t feel. I don’t want to talk about Mason or Zach right now, not when this peaceful moment feels so fragile. “The flowers looked beautiful.”

“I bet they did,” she says, her gaze already shifting back to the baby in her arms.

Christina continues feeding Alice, and I head toward my bedroom after giving them both a kiss on the forehead. I close the door softly behind me, leaning against it for a moment as the events of the evening wash over me again. Mason. Zach. The way Mason looked at me, the intensity in those storm-gray eyes that seemed to follow me wherever I went.

I sit on the edge of my bed, pulling the breast pump out of its case on my nightstand. The plastic pieces feel familiar in my hands, a routine I’ve grown used to over the past few months. Christina had been so distraught about the idea of having to stop breastfeeding Alice because of the chemotherapy that I’d stepped in. I’d researched induced lactation, taken the supplements, used the pump religiously until my body responded. And now, months later, I produce enough milk to feed my niece, which Christina gives to Alice in a bottle.

It’s a strange arrangement, one that makes me feel both proud and deeply self-conscious. How do you explain that to someone, especially a potential partner? How do you tell a man that your body produces milk for a baby that isn’t yours?

I take off my dress and attach the pump to my breast, adjusting it until it’s positioned correctly, then switch on the machine. The rhythmic suckling sound fills the quiet of my room, a steady, mechanical heartbeat. My mind drifts back to Mason, to the way he made me feel. Alive. Desired. Seen. For the first time in a long time, I’d felt like more than just a caretaker, a sister, an employee. I’d felt like a woman.

But then I saw him with Zach, with Cynthia. And I realized the truth. This man, this powerful, captivating older man who made my pulse race and my breath catch, was Zach’s father. The same Zach who had pressured me for sex, and who had made me feel broken for not being ready.

I’d always hoped that an older, more mature man would understand, would accept me as I am, even with this strange, secret part of my life. I’d never felt Zach was mature enough to handle it, which was why I’d hidden it from him. Why I’d refused to have sex with him. Because there would have been no way to keep this from him during moments of intimacy. But with Mason, for those brief seconds before I knew who he was, I’d let myself hope. I’d imagined him looking at me, seeing the real me, and not running away.

Now those hopes are crushed. Even if Mason could accept this part of me, even if he could understand why I do what I do, nothing can happen between us. It’s too complicated. The thought sends a wave of disappointment through me, so strong it feels almost like grief. For what could have been, for the connection I felt and now must deny myself.

I switch the pump to my other breast, then let my thoughts drift back to the gala, to the way Mason’s eyes had followed me across the room. Even when he was giving his speech, I’d felt his attention on me, a physical presence that made my skin tingle and my stomach flutter.

I’d had to leave halfway through. I couldn’t stay there, couldn’t handle the intensity of his gaze when things were so complicated. When everything I was feeling was so wrong. So I’d slipped out, my heart pounding, and caught a cab home. Alone. Confused. Aching for something I couldn’t have.

Once I’m done, I quickly pull on some pajamas and take the milk into the kitchen, pouring it into a storage bag and labeling it with the date before putting it in the freezer with the rest of the supply. Which is enough to feed several babies for a few weeks at least. Christina has gone, presumably to put Alice back down in her crib. The apartment is quiet except for the hum of the refrigerator. I lean against the counter, closing my eyes, willing myself to push thoughts of Mason away. To focus on what’s real, what’s important.

My sister is healthy. My niece is safe and loved. That’s what matters.

And as much as I’m dying to call Mason, to hear his voice again, I know I can’t. Not now. Not after discovering he’s Zach’s father. That makes him off-limits. Completely. The thought settles in my stomach like a stone. I have to resist the temptation, no matter how much it hurts.

No matter how much I want to know what might have been.


Chapter Four
Mason


I’m definitely not stalking Harper.

I’m just... concerned. That’s all. She never called me, and after the way she rushed out of the gala before I could speak to her again, I need to know she’s okay. Is it any wonder that I felt the need to contact the event organizer this morning to find out who had provided the flowers for the event? Or felt the need to come check on her? That’s why I’m sitting in my car, a discreet distance from the florist shop, watching her through the big window.

It’s been two days. Forty-eight hours of absolute hell. I’ve replayed our brief interaction a thousand times in my mind. The flush on her cheeks when I called her beautiful. The way her breath hitched. The electricity that crackled between us when our hands touched. It wasn’t one-sided. I know it wasn’t. So why hasn’t she called?

I can only assume it’s because of who I am. Her ex-boyfriend’s father. And I can understand why that would make her hesitate. Hell, it even made me feel like maybe I can’t have her for a brief second. But I already know I can’t live without her in my life, and I’m not going to let anyone or anything stop me from making her mine.

Through the window, I watch Harper as she moves around the shop with a fluid grace that mesmerizes me. She’s wearing a simple green apron over a white t-shirt and black jeans, her dark hair tied back with a ribbon. Even from here, I can see the concentration on her face as she trims stems and arranges flowers with those gentle, capable hands. There’s a sweetness to her, an innocence that calls to something deep and primal within me. The need to protect. To cherish. To own.

Then, a young man walks into the shop. He looks to be about Harper’s age, all bright smiles and easy charm. A hot, irrational surge of possessiveness washes over me as I watch him lean against the counter, talking to Harper. She smiles at him, and it’s just a polite, professional smile, but it’s enough to make my jaw clench. I have to remind myself that she’s at work. That this is just a customer. That she’s not like my ex-wife. But every time she laughs at something he says, my fists tighten on the steering wheel. I want to storm in there, wrap my arm around her waist, and pull her against me, making it clear to this little punk that she’s already taken.

Instead, I take a deep breath and force myself to stay put. To watch. To wait. I’m not a teenager driven by jealousy. I’m a grown man, and I know how to be patient when necessary.

Harper helps the young man pick out some flowers, her fingers deftly arranging them into a beautiful bouquet. She’s a true artist, taking simple stems and creating something extraordinary. She wraps the flowers in paper and ties them with a string, then hands them to him. He pays, says something that makes her smile again, and then he’s gone.

I let out a breath I didn’t realize I was holding.

As I continue to watch, another woman emerges from the back of the shop. Older, maybe in her fifties, with hair that’s already turned silver. I recognize her immediately. She was at the gala with Harper, helping with the flowers. The two women talk for a few seconds, their heads bent together in conversation. Then Harper disappears into the back of the shop, presumably on a break.

This is my chance. I can’t sit here any longer, watching from a distance like some kind of creep. I need to talk to her. To touch her. To see those beautiful eyes up close again.

I get out of the car, straightening my suit jacket as I walk across the street. The bell above the door jingles softly as I enter the shop, and the older woman looks up, her face breaking into a warm smile.

“Well, hello there,” she says, clearly recognizing me. “Mason Carter, isn’t it? Your speech at the gala was absolutely wonderful. So inspiring.”

“Thank you,” I say, my mind only half on the conversation. “I appreciate that.”

“I’m Laura,” she says, extending her hand. “The manager here. What can I help you with today, Mr. Carter?”

“It's a pleasure to meet you, Laura,” I say, shaking her hand. “I was actually hoping to speak with Harper, if she’s available.”

Laura’s smile widens, her eyes twinkling with a knowing look. “She’s on her break. In the back. Go on through,” she says, gesturing towards a doorway behind the counter. “I’m sure she won’t mind.”

“Thank you,” I nod, my heart beginning to pound in my chest. I walk past the counter and down a short hallway, my shoes squeaking slightly on the linoleum floor. There’s only one closed door, which I assume leads to the break room. I knock briefly, three sharp raps against the wood, then turn the knob and push the door open without waiting for a response.

The sight before me stops me in my tracks.

Harper is sitting at a small table, facing towards the door. Her apron is off, draped over the back of her chair. Her t-shirt is pulled up and her bra cup pulled down to expose one perfect, creamy breast, and attached to it is a small plastic pump. A soft, rhythmic humming fills the room, the only sound aside from her sharp intake of breath as she sees me. Her eyes widen in shock, those beautiful dark irises suddenly huge with surprise. She freezes for a second, like a frightened deer caught in headlights, before scrambling to cover herself.

“Oh my God!” she gasps, fumbling with her shirt, her hands trembling as she tries to make herself decent. “I’m so sorry, I... you can’t just walk in like that!”

But I’m not listening. My attention is riveted to the pump on the table in front of her. It’s about half-full of a white liquid. My throat suddenly goes dry. That’s her milk. It came from her body. From the beautiful, perfect breast she’s just hidden from view.

And I am suddenly, overwhelmingly, consumed by the need to taste it.

The thought slams into me with the force of a tidal wave. I’ve had this woman in my head for two days straight, her smile, her blush, the way her body responded to mine. But this... this is something I never could have anticipated. It’s so intimate, so fundamentally feminine. The urge to drop to my knees and put my lips where that pump just was... it’s almost more than I can handle.

“I’m so sorry,” I say, my voice rougher than I intended. I force my gaze away from the pump, focusing on her face. She’s completely flustered now, her cheeks flushed a deep, mortified pink. She looks away from me, unable to meet my eyes.

“No, it’s... it’s my fault,” she stammers. “I should have locked the door.”

I shake my head, stepping further into the room and closing the door behind me. The click of the latch seems unnaturally loud in the small space. “No. I should have waited for you to answer.”

We stand there in silence for a moment, the awkwardness so thick it feels like a physical presence. Harper fidgets with the hem of her t-shirt, her gaze fixed on the floor. I can almost hear the thoughts racing through her head, the embarrassment and shame.

“It’s not what you think,” she says finally, her voice barely a whisper. She still won’t look at me.

“What do I think?” I ask, my tone gentle. I want to hear her explain it. I need to know what’s going on in that pretty head of hers.

She takes a deep breath, then looks up at me. “I’m not... I don’t have a baby, if that’s what you’re thinking.”

“That wasn’t what I was thinking,” I say honestly. “But I’m glad you told me.”

“My sister,” she continues, her fingers twisting in the fabric of her shirt. “She was diagnosed with cancer. Hodgkin’s lymphoma. Just a few weeks after she gave birth to her daughter. The chemotherapy meant she couldn’t breastfeed, and I... I wanted to help. So I induced lactation. So Alice could still get all the goodness of breast milk. So my niece could have the best start, even while her mom was fighting for her life.”

My chest tightens at her words. The selflessness of it. The love. She’s not just beautiful; she’s good. So good it hurts. This sweet, gentle soul, willing to put her own body through changes to help her sister and her niece. My admiration for her deepens, expanding until it fills every corner of my heart. She’s so much more than I ever imagined.

“Christina’s done with treatment now,” she adds, her voice softening. “She’s in remission. We just found out. But... she doesn’t produce milk anymore. And I guess I like doing this for them.”

The possessive thoughts that have been simmering in my mind since I met her, which I’ve tried to push aside in favor of more rational considerations, now come roaring back to the surface, hot and undeniable. The thought of another man experiencing this intimacy with her, of anyone else getting to taste that sweetness... it’s unacceptable. Unthinkable.

“Did Zach ever...?” The words are out before I can stop them. I force myself to meet her eyes, needing to see the truth in them. “Did he ever get to taste your milk?”

Harper flinches at the question, her cheeks flushing even deeper. “No,” she whispers, shaking her head. “No, he didn’t. I never told him about it. I was too embarrassed. I thought... I thought he wouldn’t like it. That he would think it was weird.”

Relief washes over me, so intense it feels like a physical weight being lifted from my chest. “Good,” I say, my voice low and possessive. “Because I’m the only man allowed to drink your milk from now on.”


Chapter Five
Harper


The words hang in the air between us, heavy and absolute.

“I’m the only man allowed to drink your milk from now on.”

I can hardly believe what I’m hearing. I can hardly breathe. The possessiveness in Mason’s tone isn’t angry or demanding. It’s a statement of fact, delivered with the quiet certainty of a man who knows exactly what he wants, and has no doubt he’s going to get it.

And it makes me tingle all over. From the tips of my toes to the roots of my hair. A slow, delicious heat spreads through my veins, pooling deep in my belly. The shame I’ve been carrying for months, the embarrassment that’s made me hide this part of myself away... it’s not there anymore. In its place is this breathless, dizzying feeling of being wanted. Not just wanted, but claimed.

When I’d first met Mason, for those few brief moments before I knew who he was, I’d let myself hope. I’d briefly imagined that an older man like him, a mature, sophisticated man who’d seen more of the world than Zach ever would, might be able to accept this part of me. But the way he’s staring at me now, with such intense hunger in his gray eyes... it makes me think he’s not just going to accept it. It makes me think he’s going to love this secret part of me. Maybe even crave it. The thought of him drinking my milk creates a pulsing heat between my thighs that I’ve never felt before, a deep, insistent ache that feels both unfamiliar and absolutely right.

He steps closer, and I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. He towers over me, looking so damn good in that expensive suit that fits his broad shoulders perfectly. He’s so tall and solid, and I feel small in comparison. But I like it. I like everything about him, and being this close to him in this tiny room is making it hard for me to think straight.

Mason reaches past me, his knuckles brushing against my arm as he pulls the chair out from the small table. The simple touch sends a shiver through me. He guides me to sit down, his hands warm and firm on my waist, and then he’s moving, positioning himself between my legs. He kneels on the linoleum floor, not caring that he’s ruining his perfectly pressed suit pants. The intensity in his gaze never wavers.

I can only watch, amazed, as his large hands move to the hem of my t-shirt. My arms move as if they have a mind of their own, lifting into the air so he can pull the garment up and over my head in one smooth motion, tossing it aside. He pulls down my bra cups, exposing both of my breasts to his hungry gaze. The air is cool against my heated skin, and my nipples tighten into hard buds. My heart is pounding a frantic, wild rhythm against my ribs. I’m more turned on than I ever thought was possible, my body thrumming with a desperate need that I’ve never experienced before.

He leans in slowly, giving me plenty of time to stop him, but I can’t. I don’t want to. I’m mesmerized by the sight of his lips getting closer and closer to my breast. When he finally makes contact, it’s like a spark igniting a flame. His mouth is hot and wet against my nipple, and he begins to suck gently at first, almost experimentally. His movements are a little unsure, but that doesn’t matter. What matters is that he’s here. That he wants this. That he wants me.

Then my milk starts to flow into his mouth, and I feel the change immediately. He moans against my breast, the vibration shooting straight to my core, and then he’s sucking voraciously. His hand comes up to cup my other breast, his thumb brushing back and forth over the nipple there, and my head falls back as pleasure washes over me in waves. I’ve never felt anything like this before.

His free arm wraps around my waist, pulling my body flush against his as he holds me close, and I find myself tangling my fingers in his thick, dark hair, holding him against me. I never want this to end. It feels even better than I ever would have imagined, the intimacy of it, the sheer rightness of him tasting a part of me that I’ve kept so secret for so long.

He pulls off my breast with a soft pop, and I whimper at the loss, my eyes fluttering open to look at him. His lips are wet, and there’s a look of pure bliss on his face that makes my heart ache.

“God, you taste even better than I imagined,” he growls, his voice deep and rough with desire. “So sweet. So perfect.” He leans in, kissing me then, and I can taste myself on his tongue, a subtle sweetness that mingles with a faint hint of mint. It’s the most erotic kiss I’ve ever had.

“And I,” he says, pulling back just enough to rest his forehead against mine, “am the only man who will ever know how good you taste.”

The possessive words send a fresh wave of arousal through me. Before I can respond, he’s already turning his attention to my other breast, closing his lips around the nipple there and starting to suck. It’s like he can’t get enough, like he’s a starving man and I’m the only sustenance that can satisfy him. The rhythm of his sucking is steady and strong, drawing the milk from my body with an expertise he shouldn’t have, but I’m not complaining. I’m too lost in the sensations, too overwhelmed by the intensity of my own response.

Even though I know it’s wrong to be doing this with my ex-boyfriend’s father, I can’t resist the magnetic pull between us. And I definitely can’t resist the way he thirsts for my milk, the reverence in his touch. It’s too perfect. Too intoxicating.

By the time he’s finished with my other breast, pulling away with a satisfied sigh, I’m squirming in the hard chair. An intense ache has settled between my thighs, a deep, pulsing throb that I already know only Mason will be able to satisfy. My panties are soaked through, and I press my thighs together, trying to alleviate some of the pressure, but it only makes it worse.

Mason stands, adjusting himself with a subtle gesture that doesn’t escape my notice. The sight of him hard for me sends another jolt of desire straight to my core. He looks down at me, a soft smile playing on his lips, his eyes dark with satisfaction. Then he pulls his phone out of his pocket, and I watch as he types something on the screen.

“I know your break must be over soon,” he says, his voice back to its usual calm, composed tone, though it’s still a little rougher than before. “So I’m going to take your number. And then I’m going to text you details about our dinner date tonight once I’ve got a table booked.”

My mind is foggy, clouded with pleasure and a lingering shock. All I can do is nod, taking the phone from his outstretched hand. My fingers tremble as I type in my number, my thumb hovering over the screen for a second before I press ‘save’. I’m too dazed to say no, too caught up in the aftermath of what just happened to form a coherent protest. Even if I wanted to, which I don’t.

He takes the phone back, his fingers brushing against mine, and the brief touch sends electricity skittering up my arm. “Good girl,” he says, the words sending a scorching heat through me. Then he leans in, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to my forehead. “I’ll see you tonight, my sweet beauty.”

And then he’s gone, leaving me sitting there, my t-shirt still discarded, my bra cups pushed down, my breasts tingling from the attention he just paid them. My body is still humming with a deep, resonant thrum that seems to emanate from my very bones. I feel marked, claimed in a way that’s both terrifying and deeply exhilarating. The ache between my thighs has intensified, a demanding throb that reminds me of just how undone I am. How completely he’s unraveled me in just a few short minutes.

For a moment, I just sit there, trying to gather my wits, to process what just happened. But it’s impossible. My mind keeps replaying the look on Mason’s face as he drank from me, the possessiveness in his eyes, the reverence in his touch. He accepted me. No, he didn’t just accept me; he cherished me.

And while I have no idea what kind of trouble this might cause with Zach and Cynthia, I know there’s no way I can walk away from Mason. Not now. Not after this.


Chapter Six
Mason


Her hand is small in mine, but I feel her everywhere. The soft press of her body beside me, the gentle scent of her skin, the way she glances up like she still can’t quite believe I’m real. I open the restaurant door and guide her inside, releasing her hand for a moment and placing my palm firmly on the small of her back.

The space is warm and low-lit, all amber glass and dark wood. The maître d’ looks up to greet us, but I don’t take my eyes off her. She’s wearing a soft blush pink dress, her curves hugged perfectly, her hair up just enough to show off the elegant line of her neck. She’s radiant. And she’s mine.

“Mr. Carter. Right this way,” the maître d’ says, leading us toward a secluded booth in the corner. I slide in next to her, our thighs brushing, the contact sending a jolt straight through me. I’m starving, but not for food. Not when I’ve had a taste of her sweet milk. It’s all I’ve been able to think about since I visited her at her work, and I’m having to try hard not to salivate at the thought of drinking from her again.

The candlelight flickers, catching the gold in her dark hair. I reach out for her, my fingers tracing the back of her hand. “You look beautiful tonight,” I murmur, my voice low enough to be just for her. “Stunning, Harper.”

She flushes, the lovely pink deepening on her cheeks, her gaze dropping to her lap before meeting mine again. “Thank you,” she whispers, so quiet I almost miss it. “I wanted to look nice for you.”

“You always look nice,” I say, my thumb stroking her wrist. “But tonight… tonight you’re taking my breath away.” I mean it. Every word. I pick up the menu, but I don’t see it. I just watch her, the way her fingers flutter over the leather cover, the slight furrow in her brow as she tries to decide. “Have whatever you want, my beauty. Anything at all.”

Her head lifts, her dark eyes wide. “Anything?”

“Anything,” I confirm, a smile playing on my lips. I lean closer, my voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I want to see you happy. Full. Satisfied.” I let the words hang in the air between us, my eyes darkening with a hunger that has nothing to do with the menu. I want to take care of her in every way possible. To see her thrive.

She swallows, her throat working, a delicate flutter. I can see the effect my words have on her, the way her pupils dilate. She’s so responsive, so beautifully transparent. I want to push that button over and over again.

“The steak looks good,” she finally says, her voice a little shaky. “But so does the risotto.”

“Get both,” I say without a second thought. “Or we can share. I want you to try a little bit of everything.”

She flushes again, pleased and overwhelmed all at once. “Okay,” she whispers, and the single word is a victory. I signal the waiter, my movements economical and controlled, and place our order with quiet authority.

The moment we’re alone again, I reach for her, my fingers finding hers once more. I bring her knuckles to my lips, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to her skin. “I’ve been thinking about you all day,” I murmur, my eyes locked on hers. “About earlier.”

Her breath hitches, her cheeks flushing a delicate pink again. “Me too,” she admits, her voice barely a whisper.

“Good,” I say, my thumb stroking her fingers. “Because that was just the beginning, Harper. I hope you know that.”

Before she can respond, a familiar, grating voice cuts through the quiet ambiance. “Well, well, well. Look what we have here.”

I tense, every muscle in my body going rigid. Zach.

I turn slightly to find him standing by our table, a woman in a garishly bright red dress hanging off his arm. He looks from me to Harper, his expression a mixture of shock and something uglier. Something possessive and resentful.

“Seriously?” he says, his voice loud enough to draw the attention of a nearby table. “You’re dating him now?”

Harper flinches and pulls her hand from mine, her gaze dropping to the table. I can see the fear in the set of her shoulders, the way she’s trying to make herself smaller. It’s an instinct I understand, but one I will not allow her to indulge in. Not with me. Not anymore.

My eyes never leave Zach’s face, but I shift my body slightly, positioning myself between him and Harper. A silent, protective barrier.

“It looks like you’ve both moved on now,” I say, keeping my voice calm as I gesture to the woman beside him. “So why don’t you go and enjoy your evening and let us enjoy ours?” My tone is even, but there’s an undercurrent of steel. A clear, unmistakable warning.

Zach doesn’t heed it. His date pulls at his arm, her expression growing more uncomfortable by the second. “Zach, leave them alone,” she mutters, but he shakes her off, his focus narrowing on Harper.

“I can’t believe this,” he sneers, ignoring my suggestion completely. “After everything I did for you. I took you out. I bought you things. And you end up with him? My father?” He spits the words like they are something foul.

“You had your chance,” I say, my tone dropping, quiet and lethal. “You wasted it. She’s mine now.”

“Yours?” Zach laughs, a harsh, grating sound. “She’s using you, old man. She’s a gold-digger. Always has been. She’ll just take your money, and she won’t give you anything in return. After six months together, she never let me fuck her. Not even once. Trust me, Dad, she’s just a waste of time. I can’t believe I was thinking of getting back together with her. She’s not worth it.”

A deep, dangerous calm settles over me, the kind that comes before the storm. I feel Harper shrink beside me, and the instinct to protect her, to shield her from this ugliness, overrides everything. Even the relief I feel that my sweet girl never once gave herself to the immature young man glaring at us. I slide my arm around her shoulders, pulling her into my side, my hand coming to rest possessively on her hip. She’s trembling, just slightly, and I want to gather her up and carry her out of here, away from the poison spewing from my son’s mouth.

“If you can’t show her the respect she deserves,” I say, my voice low and dangerously soft, “then walk away before you say something you regret.”

He doesn’t. He pushes further, his contempt for me now warring with his bruised ego. “Or what? What are you going to do? Hit me? In front of all these people? Prove what a monster you really are?”

I’ve had enough. Slowly, deliberately, I rise from the booth. I stand to my full height, towering over him. The restaurant seems to fall silent around us, the clinking of silverware and hushed conversations fading into a nervous background hum. All eyes are on us.

I don’t raise my voice. I don’t have to. I let it drop, until it’s a lethal murmur that carries more threat than any shout ever could.

“I won’t let anyone humiliate her. Not even you. And if you expect to see another cent from me in the future, I suggest you walk away. Now.”

The reference to his trust fund, his lifeline, hits its mark. The bluster drains from Zach’s face, replaced by a sickly pallor. He stares at me, truly seeing me for the first time. Not as a father he can defy, but as a man holding all the cards. A man who will not be challenged.

His date looks like she wants to crawl under the table. She finally wrenches her arm from Zach’s grasp, her face a mask of embarrassment. “I’m leaving,” she snaps, and without a backward glance, she storms out of the restaurant.

Zach is left standing alone. He looks from me to Harper, who is staring at her hands in her lap, her face pale. For a few seconds, he glares, a last-ditch attempt to save face, but there’s nothing left. He’s been utterly defeated. He turns and rushes after his date, the door swinging shut behind him with a final, satisfying thud.

I sink back into the booth, the adrenaline receding, leaving a cold anger in its wake. I turn to Harper, my heart aching at the sight of her. She’s still trembling, her shoulders hunched. I reach for her hand, my movements gentle but firm. I bring her knuckles to my lips, pressing a soft kiss against her skin.

“I’m sorry you had to go through that,” I say, my voice low and steady, trying to erase the ugly words he’d thrown at her. “But I’m not sorry he saw you on my arm.” The possessive truth of the statement settles between us, solid and undeniable. He needed to see. The world needs to see. She is with me now.

Her gaze lifts to mine, her dark eyes swimming with a vulnerability that makes my chest tighten. She opens her mouth, then closes it, her lashes fluttering against her cheeks. She takes a shaky breath.

“I thought…” she whispers, her voice so fragile I have to lean in to hear her. “I thought you might change your mind after what he said. About how I didn’t... you know.” She can’t finish the sentence, the words catching in her throat. She thinks I’m like Zach. That I’m only interested in one thing.

I shake my head slowly, my grip on her hand tightening. I won’t let her believe that. Not for a second. I raise my free hand, my thumb gently stroking her cheek, my touch meant to soothe, to reassure. To claim.

“There’s nothing in this world that could change the way I feel about you,” I say, my voice calm, certain. “Nothing.” I let the weight of that single word settle over her. I mean it with every fiber of my being. Finding out she’s still a virgin is a gift I wasn’t expecting, one that only deepens my obsession. I will be her first. Her only. But not until she’s ready.

“Can we go?” she whispers. “Please?”

“Of course, my beauty,” I murmur. I signal the waiter with a subtle gesture, my card already in my hand before he reaches the table, ready to pay for the food that’s currently being cooked but won’t be eaten. I want her out of this place. Away from the lingering tension and the prying eyes. I want her somewhere I can take care of her, somewhere I can show her just how deeply, how completely she’s wanted.

I stand, pulling her gently to her feet, my arm instantly wrapping around her waist. I can feel the slight tremor in her body, the residual shock from Zach’s venomous words. I guide her through the restaurant, my body a solid, protective presence at her back, shielding her from any curious glances. I don’t look at anyone. My focus is entirely on her.

“Let’s get you home,” I say once we’re outside in the cool night air. I pull my suit jacket off and drape it over her shoulders, the soft wool enveloping her, a tangible shield against the chill and the world. It hangs on her small frame, swallowing her, and the sight of her wearing my clothes sends a sense of primal satisfaction through me.

She nods, her hands gripping the lapels of the jacket, pulling it tighter around herself. A small smile tugs at the corners of her lips. “Let’s go.”


Chapter Seven
Harper


The silence in the car is heavy, but it’s not uncomfortable. It’s a shared space, filled with unspoken words. I keep my gaze fixed on the city lights blurring past the window, a smear of gold and white against the dark canvas of the night. Mason’s jacket is still draped over my shoulders, and I can smell him everywhere. Clean soap and a hint of sandalwood and something else that is warm and masculine and safe. It’s a comfort I didn’t know I needed, and I bury my nose in the collar, inhaling deeply.

Mason drives with a steady, focused intensity, his hands firm on the wheel. He hasn’t said much since we left the restaurant, but I can feel the anger still simmering just beneath the surface. Not at me. Never at me. But at Zach. At the ugly things he said. The memory of it makes my stomach clench. But then I remember Mason standing up for me, the way he positioned himself in front of me like a shield, the low, dangerous threat in his voice as he defended me. And the fear melts away, replaced by a warmth that spreads through my chest, a feeling of being cherished, protected, and so, so wanted.

He’s taking me home. I know that. That was the plan. But as the streets start to look more familiar, closer to my small apartment, a new kind of panic starts to set in. I don’t want to go home. I want to be with Mason, and we won’t have privacy at my place when Christina and Alice are there. I want to be alone with him. I want to feel this safety, this rightness, for just a little while longer.

“Can we...” I start, my voice barely a whisper, hesitant in the quiet car. I clear my throat, trying again. “Can we not go to my place?”

Mason glances at me, his expression questioning. “Where would you like to go, my beauty?”

I take a shaky breath, my fingers twisting in the soft wool of his jacket. “Your place,” I say, the words coming out in a rush. “If that’s okay.”

A slow smile spreads across his lips, and it’s like the sun breaking through the clouds. “Of course,” he says, and the simple, unwavering acceptance in his tone makes my heart ache. He flicks on his blinker, turning smoothly down a different street, taking me away from my familiar life and into his.

The rest of the drive passes in a comfortable silence. I watch the neighborhoods change, the streets getting wider, the houses growing larger and more elegant. This is a different world from mine, but sitting here next to Mason, in his expensive car, wearing his jacket, it feels like a world I could belong to. A world I want to belong to if it means I get to be with him.

He finally turns onto a long, winding driveway, and my breath catches in my throat. His home isn’t just a house; it’s an estate. All stone and glass, sprawling across a perfectly manicured lawn. It’s beautiful, but it’s also intimidating, a stark reminder of the vast chasm between our lives. But then he parks the car, and he turns to me, and all I see is the warmth in his gray eyes, the gentle curve of his smile. And the intimidation fades, replaced by a dizzying wave of anticipation.

“Home,” he says simply, like it’s the most natural thing in the world to bring me here.

He opens my door for me, taking my hand to help me out. My legs feel a little unsteady as I stand on the smooth pavement of the driveway. He leads me inside, through a grand foyer with a sweeping staircase, and into a sleek, modern kitchen that’s bigger than my entire apartment. Everything is stainless steel and dark granite, cool and clean and effortlessly expensive.

“Can I get you something to drink?” he asks, his hand still resting on the small of my back. “Wine? Water?”

“I’m fine, thank you,” I say, my voice a little too high, a little too tight. I feel like I’m standing on the edge of a cliff, about to take a leap into the unknown, and the fear and the excitement are warring inside me to create a dizzying, thrilling cocktail.

I watch as he opens the fridge, pulling out a bottle of water for himself. He’s tall and solid, looking so perfect even after the disastrous dinner. My gaze drops to his hands as he twists the cap off the bottle with long, capable fingers, and a sudden, brazen courage washes over me. I’m tired of hiding. Tired of being ashamed. And I want to see that look on his face again. The one he had in the break room. The look of bliss as he drank from me.

I take a step closer. “I’m not thirsty,” I say, the words catching in my throat. I force myself to continue, my gaze locked on his. “But I am... full. And I could use some help. With all the milk.”

The change in him is instantaneous. The calm, composed demeanor vanishes, replaced by a raw, predatory hunger that makes my breath catch. In the blink of an eye, he’s closed the distance between us, and then I’m being lifted, my feet leaving the ground as he settles me on the cool granite of the kitchen counter. He doesn’t say a word, just pushes his jacket off my shoulders and tugs the top of my dress down, exposing my breasts to the cool air. His gaze is intense as he looks at me.

And then he’s leaning in, his hot, wet mouth closing over one of my nipples. The suction is immediate and powerful, and a soft gasp escapes my lips as my milk lets down, flooding his mouth. He drinks hungrily, a low growl rumbling in his chest, and the sound vibrates straight through me, settling deep in my core. An ache starts to build between my thighs, just like it did when he fed from me earlier. But this time, we’re not at my workplace. We are in the privacy of his home. There is no reason for me to deny the way my body is responding to him. No reason for me to resist.

My hand moves on its own, reaching for him. I wrap my fingers around his wrist, pulling gently. I guide his hand between my legs, pressing his palm against the damp fabric of my panties. He growls against my breast, the sound muffled but full of satisfaction. His fingers move, stroking me through the thin material, and I gasp, my head falling back, my hips arching into his touch.

He shifts, his fingers slipping beneath the fabric, finding the wet heat of my folds. He explores me slowly at first, his touch gentle but sure, learning my body, my responses. Then he finds the sensitive bundle of nerves at the top of my sex, and he starts to circle it with the rough pad of his finger. My breath hitches, and I cling to him, my fingers tangled in the hair at the nape of his neck.

“Mason,” I gasp, his name a desperate plea on my lips.

He answers with another growl, and then he’s sliding a finger inside me, the sensation strange and intimate and utterly overwhelming. He adds a second finger, stretching me, and the pressure builds, a coiling tension that has me trembling in his arms. He starts to move, his fingers thrusting in and out of me while his thumb works its magic on my clit. It’s too much and not enough, and I’m lost, completely at his mercy.

The coil inside me snaps, and pleasure washes over me in a blinding wave. I cry out, my body convulsing around his fingers as I come hard, the intensity of it stealing my breath. He continues to drink from me, prolonging my orgasm, drawing out every last drop of pleasure until I’m a boneless, trembling mess.

He finally pulls back, his lips wet, and I can see the satisfaction in his eyes. He licks a stray drop of milk from the corner of his mouth, the gesture so possessive, so primal, it makes me moan.

He leans in, his lips brushing against my ear, his hot breath sending goosebumps across my skin. “I’m looking forward to the day I get to claim your sweet virgin pussy,” he growls, the words so dirty, so raw, they make my cheeks flush. “I’ll wait as long as you need, my beauty. I know you’ll be worth the wait. But when you’re ready, I am going to claim you properly. I’m going to take you bare, and I’m going to fill your womb with my seed.”

His words, his filthy breeding talk, send a fresh wave of arousal through me, hot and fast. The ache between my thighs, which had just been sated, returns with a vengeance, more demanding than before. I want that. I want all of it. I want him to claim me in the most primal, irrevocable way possible. I want him to fill me, to mark me as his, to have a piece of him growing inside me.

“I need that,” I whisper, the words torn from my throat. “Tonight. Mason, I need that tonight.”

He pulls back, his gaze searching mine, making sure I mean it. “Are you sure, Harper? Absolutely sure? There’s no going back from this.”

“I’ve never been more sure of anything in my life,” I say, my voice trembling with a mixture of fear and excitement. “Please.”

A slow smile spreads across his lips. He doesn’t say another word, just lifts me into his arms as if I weigh nothing. I wrap my legs around his waist, my arms around his neck, and bury my face in the crook of his shoulder, inhaling his scent as he carries me through the dark, silent house.

He kicks open the door to his bedroom, setting me down on my feet beside a massive bed covered in dark, soft-looking sheets. The moonlight spills through the large windows, casting the room in a silvery glow. For a moment, we just stand there, looking at each other, the air thick with anticipation.

Then he’s kissing me, and it’s not a gentle, exploratory kiss like we’ve shared before. This one is demanding, hungry, full of a desperate need that mirrors my own. His hands are everywhere, tangling in my hair, tracing the curve of my spine, cupping my bottom, pulling me flush against his hard body. I can feel the ridge of his erection pressing against my belly, and it makes me tremble with a mixture of fear and an unbearable need.

My own hands are not idle. I fumble with the buttons of his shirt, my fingers clumsy with impatience. I finally manage to undo them, and I push the shirt off his shoulders, my hands exploring the hard planes of his chest, the smattering of dark hair there, the solid muscles of his arms. He’s so much bigger than me, so solid and real, and the thought of him being inside me is both terrifying and exhilarating.

He pushes my dress down my hips, and it pools at my feet. I stand before him in nothing but my panties, suddenly feeling shy and exposed. But the look on his face chases the insecurity away. His gaze is hot, reverent, and full of a hunger that makes me feel like the most beautiful woman in the world.

He hooks his thumbs in the waistband of my panties, slowly sliding them down my legs. I step out of them, and now I’m completely bare before him. He drinks in the sight of me, his eyes darkening with desire. Then he’s undoing his belt, the metallic clang loud in the quiet room, followed by the soft whisper of his zipper.

He pushes his pants and boxers down, and my breath catches in my throat. He’s... magnificent. Long and thick and hard, jutting out from a thatch of dark curls. My earlier fear gives way to another wave of arousal, a deep, pulsing ache that has me clenching my thighs together. He’s big, and it’s going to be a tight fit, but I want it. I want all of him.

He guides me to the bed, laying me down on the soft sheets. He follows me down, covering my body with his, his weight a welcome pressure. He kisses me again, a deep, intoxicating kiss that leaves me breathless and aching for him. I can feel his hard length pressing against my thigh, and I squirm beneath him, silently begging for more.

“I knew from the very first moment I saw you that you were supposed to be mine,” he says, his voice gruff as he cups my cheek with one of his large hands. “I love you, Harper. I know it’s fast, but it’s the truth.”

His words make my heart ache with a happiness so profound it almost hurts. “I love you too,” I whisper back, and the words feel right. Perfect.

He reaches between us, positioning himself at my entrance. He takes his time, letting me feel the blunt head of his cock pressing against me. He’s giving me one last chance to change my mind, but I won’t. I couldn’t.

I bite my lip, a strange mix of fear and excitement coiling in my belly. I brace myself, my hands clutching at his shoulders. Then he starts pushing inside me.

The initial stretch is uncomfortable, a burning ache that makes me wince. I can’t stop the soft whimper that escapes my lips. He stops immediately, stilling inside me, his body tense with restraint.

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

I take a deep breath, trying to relax my muscles. “I’m okay,” I whisper. “Just... keep going. Please.”

He takes me at my word, pushing forward slowly. There’s a sharp, brief pain as he breaks through my barrier, and I cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders. He stills again, letting me adjust to the intrusion. He’s so big, so much bigger than I ever imagined, and for a moment, I wonder if I can take him. He feels impossibly deep, stretching me in a way that’s almost overwhelming.

But then the pain starts to fade, replaced by a different kind of ache. A slow, deep throbbing that feels... right. I can feel him everywhere, a hot, solid presence filling me completely. It’s a strange, dizzying feeling, this fullness, this sense of being joined to another person in the most intimate way possible.

I tilt my hips, an experimental movement that sends a jolt of pleasure straight through me. Mason groans, the sound vibrating in his chest and through my body. He starts to move then, pulling out almost all the way before sliding back in, a slow, deliberate rhythm that has me gasping for breath.

He’s looking down at me, his gray eyes dark with an emotion so intense it takes my breath away. “You’re so tight,” he growls, his voice strained. “So perfect. Christ, Harper, you feel better than I ever imagined.”

I meet his gaze, my own eyes wide with a newfound confidence. I lift my hips to meet his next thrust, a silent invitation for more. He takes it, picking up the pace, his movements becoming harder, faster, more demanding.

“I love you,” he gasps, his face buried in the crook of my neck. “I’ve loved you since the moment I saw you. And I’m going to fill you with my baby, Harper. I’m going to make you mine forever.”

His dirty, possessive words only fuel the fire building inside me. I wrap my legs around his waist, pulling him deeper, my body moving in tandem with his. The pleasure builds, a coiling tension in my core that threatens to snap. I can feel myself getting closer, my breaths coming in short, sharp pants.

“Mason,” I cry out, my fingers digging into his shoulders. “I’m... I’m close.”

“Come for me, my beauty,” he growls, his thrusts becoming more erratic. “Come all over my cock. Let me feel you.”

His words are my undoing. The tension snaps, and pleasure washes over me in a blinding wave. I cry out his name as my body convulses around him, the intensity of it stealing my breath. He follows me over the edge with a deep, guttural groan, his body tensing as he spills himself inside me, the warmth of his seed flooding my core.

For a long moment, we just lie there, tangled together, our bodies slick with sweat. My heart is pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I can feel the heavy, comforting weight of him on top of me, and I’ve never felt safer, more cherished.

Finally, he rolls off me, pulling me into his arms. I nestle against his chest, my head pillowed on his shoulder, listening to the steady, reassuring beat of his heart. His arms are wrapped around me, holding me close, and I feel a sense of peace settle over me, a deep, abiding contentment.

He strokes my hair gently, his fingers combing through the damp strands. “Are you okay?” he asks, his voice a soft murmur in the quiet room.

I nod, my cheek rubbing against the soft hair on his chest. “I’m more than okay,” I whisper, a happy tear tracing a path down my temple. “I’ve never been happier than I am right now.”

“Good,” he says, pressing a soft kiss to the top of my head. “Because that’s just the beginning for us, Harper. I’m going to spend the rest of my life making you this happy.”

I close my eyes, a soft smile playing on my lips. I believe him. With every fiber of my being, I believe him. And I can’t wait to start our life together.


Epilogue
Harper


Nine months later:

The sun is warm on my skin, a gentle caress that feels as loving as Mason’s hands. The air smells of fresh-cut grass and grilled vegetables, a perfect suburban perfume that speaks of home and family. I’m sitting on a checkered picnic blanket beneath the wide, welcoming branches of an old oak tree, a cool breeze stirring the edges of my dress and lifting the loose strands of my hair. I’m heavy with our child, so round and full I feel like I might burst, but it’s a good kind of fullness, a constant reminder of the new life Mason and I created together.

Christina is behind me, her laughter a light, tinkling sound that fills me with a quiet, overwhelming joy. She’s braiding tiny, delicate white flowers into my hair, her fingers nimble and sure. The past year has been good to her. The chemo is over; the cancer is in remission, and she looks healthier than she has in a long, long time. Her color is back, a healthy pink flush in her cheeks, and her eyes are bright, free from the shadow of fear that haunted them for so long. My heart swells with gratitude. She’s my sister, my best friend, and she’s okay. We’re all okay.

“How’s my little niece doing in there?” Christina asks, her voice soft. She gently pats my belly, right over my navel.

“Kicking up a storm,” I say, a smile touching my lips. “She’s already as demanding as her father.”

Christina laughs. “I don’t doubt it for a second.”

A happy gurgle catches my attention. I look over and see Alice, just over a year old now and a perfect, roly-poly miracle of a toddler, waddling through the grass. She’s wearing a tiny pair of blue overalls, her little legs pumping as she explores our backyard. She stoops to pick up a fallen twig, holding it up with a look of immense pride before toddling over to the grill where Mason is standing.

“Alice help!” she babbles, holding out her offering to Mason.

Mason takes the twig from her, his expression solemn, as if she’s just handed him the most precious thing in the world. “Thank you, Alice,” he says, his deep voice full of warmth. “This is exactly what I needed.” He places the twig carefully on the little side table next to the grill, and Alice beams, her mission accomplished.

I watch him, my heart aching with a love so profound it still takes my breath away sometimes. He’s wearing casual weekend clothes, a simple shirt and jeans, but he still manages to look powerful and in command. His sleeves are rolled up, revealing strong, tanned forearms, and he holds the grill tongs with an easy confidence. He’s focused on his task, but every few seconds, his gaze flicks to me, a quick, possessive check. Protective. Soft. Fiercely in love. It’s a look I’ve become so familiar with, a silent reassurance that he’s always there, always watching, always keeping me safe.

Alice, emboldened by her success, waddles off in search of another treasure. She spots a bright yellow dandelion and makes a beeline for it, her little legs pumping with determination. But she’s still a bit unsteady on her feet. Her foot catches on an uneven patch of grass, and she topples over with a startled cry.

Before I can even start to get up, before Christina can move, Mason is already there. He drops the tongs and is by her side in three long strides, scooping Alice up in his strong, sure hands. He checks her over, his brow furrowed with concern for a heart-stopping second. Then, seeing she’s not hurt, just startled, he breaks into a string of silly faces and cartoon voices that has her giggling in seconds. He doesn’t put her down. He just shifts her onto his hip, settling her there like she belongs, and keeps grilling, one arm wrapped securely around her like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

And to him, it is. He’s been a better father figure to my niece in the past year than her own father ever was. I watch him from the blanket, my chest so full of love it feels like it might overflow.

Things are still strained between him and Zach, and I almost wish things could be different there, despite the way Zach treated me in the past. Over the last nine months, I’ve come to see that I was right about Mason before I even met him. He never deserved any of the scorn that he received from Zach and Cynthia. Even now, after everything that has happened, Mason still tries to be there for his son, but Zach is just as entitled and spoiled as ever. And as for Cynthia, I can’t imagine any woman in her right mind letting a man like Mason get away. He’s so good. So steady. So gentle. And he chose me.

Christina leans in with a knowing smile. “If he spoils my daughter this much… I can’t even imagine what he’s going to be like with his own.”

I just smile back, overwhelmed with a wave of comfort and the promise of everything still to come. He glances over and catches me watching him, his lips curving into a small, private smile that’s just for me. His eyes burn with a look that has become so familiar, a look that still makes my cheeks flush, even after all this time. He has a way of looking at me that makes me feel like I’m the only woman in the world.

Mason brings the plates of grilled vegetables and chicken over to the blanket, setting them down carefully. Alice, still perched on his hip, reaches out a chubby hand toward a piece of grilled corn, a hopeful gurgle escaping her lips.

“Not yet, little one,” Mason says, his voice a deep rumble. He boops her on the nose with his finger, and she giggles, a happy, bubbling sound that fills me with joy. He sets her down gently on the blanket, and she immediately crawls over to me, patting my belly with a soft, “Hi, baby.”

He sits down beside me, his arm wrapping around my shoulders, pulling me into his side. He leans in, pressing a soft kiss to my temple. “I love you,” he murmurs, the words a quiet declaration that never fails to make my heart flutter.

“I love you too,” I whisper back, leaning into him, my head resting on his shoulder.

I’m so happy I could burst. I never knew life could be this sweet. And I have a feeling it’s only going to get better from here.
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Chapter One
Nick


The velvet suit itches like hell. And the fake beard smells faintly of cinnamon and regret.

I shift in front of the full-length mirror, adjusting the thick belt across my waist for the fifth damned time. But no matter what I do, I still look like a bloated fool playing dress-up in a holiday commercial with all this padding around my middle.

Outside the dressing room door, I can hear them. Kids by the dozen, high on sugar and holiday adrenaline, their voices echoing through the vaulted wood-paneled hall of the community center. The kind of chaos that used to make my teeth grind. Still does, if I’m being honest.

I sigh, dragging a hand through my hair under the itchy white wig. One day. That’s all I promised the PR team. One day playing Santa for the charity I’ve been funding anonymously for the last seven years. Usually I cut a big check, send a thank-you card, and get back to business. But apparently that’s not “relatable” enough this year. Not for the man they’re trying to rebrand as New York’s Most Eligible Holiday Bachelor.

Ridiculous.

But the cause is solid. And if it means these kids get something to smile about, then I can swallow my pride for a few hours. Pose for some photos. Flash a jolly grin. Let them think Santa’s real.

I’m grumbling under my breath when there’s a knock on the door.

Before I can respond, it opens, and sunshine personified walks in wearing a Santa’s helper costume. A short red velvet dress with white trim, striped tights, and curves that make the air in the room turn molten.

She’s young. Early twenties, maybe. Too young for me, my brain says automatically. My body disagrees, violently.

Long, dark brown hair tumbles down her back in soft waves. Her skin’s flushed, like she just came in from the snow, and those breasts that are barely restrained by the scooped neckline of her costume draw my eyes like gravity.

But it’s her face that stops me completely.

Big blue eyes, shining like tinsel, framed by dark lashes. A wide, genuine smile that hits me like a sucker punch to the sternum.

I’ve met a thousand beautiful women. Dated models, socialites, actresses. But none of them have ever made me feel like I just forgot how to breathe.

She blinks up at me and beams. “Hi! You must be Mr. West. I’m Holly. I’m coordinating the Santa visit today.”

Holly. Of course her name is Holly. Because she’s the most Christmassy fucking thing I’ve ever seen, and I want to unwrap her on my lap and kiss every delicious-looking inch of her body.

I try to nod, but I think I’m growling.

“Oh,” she says with a laugh, mistaking my silence for shyness. “Don’t be nervous! You’re gonna do great.” Her voice is light and bubbly, full of excitement and warmth. “The kids have been lined up for over an hour, and they’re super excited to meet Santa!”

Then, God help me, she reaches out and takes hold of my sleeve, her fingers curling into the thick red fabric as she tugs.

“Come on. They’re waiting!”

I follow without hesitation. Not because of the PR team. Not for the cameras. But because she’s the one leading me, and I’d follow that sway of her hips into actual hell.

My gaze drops to her back as she walks ahead, taking in the bounce of her ass and the way her striped tights stretch over those perfect curves. I want her bent over my desk. I want her on my lap. I want her under me with her legs locked around my waist while she milks me like the sweet little gift she is.

Fuck.

We emerge into the main hall. It’s a wide open space strung with fairy lights and garlands, decked out in every shade of red and green imaginable. An ornate, oversized Santa chair sits at the center of the stage, already surrounded by bright-eyed children and exhausted parents.

I settle into the chair and plaster a smile on my face, raising a gloved hand in a wave.

But I don’t see the crowd. Not really.

Because I can’t take my eyes off Holly.

She moves with a graceful, light energy, like a sparkler flickering at the edge of my vision. One minute she’s kneeling next to a toddler who won’t let go of her candy cane, the next she’s smoothing a little boy’s hair before gently nudging him towards me.

“Go on, Santa doesn’t bite,” she says with a grin, and the boys light up as he approaches my chair.

I recover just in time to rumble out a hearty, “Ho, ho, ho! What’s your name, little man?”

“Tyler,” he whispers as I help him up onto my knee. His coat is too big for him, and his gloves don’t match.

“Well, Tyler, I believe the elves told me you’ve been extra good this year...”

Holly’s standing just behind him, beaming with pride like she’s the one who raised him. And hell, the way she’s leaning to talk to his mother with a hand on her arm, asking softly if they’ve got everything they need for the holidays, it does something to me.

There’s a warm glow in my chest I haven’t felt in a long time. Not since I made my first billion.

“Say thank you, Tyler,” his mom calls as I hand him a gift wrapped in shiny red paper. The boy hugs it tight and hops down, beaming.

As they walk away, Holly guides in the next family with that same sunshine-drenched cheer. There’s something different about her. She’s not doing this because she has to. She wants to be here. She’s not faking the warmth or the joy.

She’s real.

And I can’t stop staring.

The next family is a single mom with three kids under the age of six, all bundled up like marshmallows. One of the little girls tugs on the hem of Holly’s skirt, asking if Santa’s beard is real. Holly laughs and kneels to talk to her, explaining that Santa’s beard grows magically longer every Christmas.

I’m supposed to be paying attention. I know that.

Instead, I’m watching Holly.

The way she smiles. The way the kids are drawn to her. The way her hand settles gently on the mother’s shoulder, like she knows exactly how much weight that woman is carrying just to get through the damn day.

She’d be an amazing mother.

I don’t even realize I’m gripping the arms of my chair until the wood creaks beneath my gloved hands. My thoughts spiral before I can stop them.

Not just a mother. My baby’s mother.

Pregnant with my child. Glowing with it. Needy with it. Needing me. Letting me take care of her. Letting me worship her.

I shake myself. Jesus, pull it together. This is not the time or place.

And then she stands.

Holly rises from a crouch, brushing her hands down her skirt. She glances down at her front and stiffens, eyes going wide before she quickly crosses her arms over her chest.

But she wasn’t quick enough. I saw it. The twin wet patches staining the front of her red dress right over her breasts, making the material turn dark. It’s almost enough to make my brain short-circuit. She’s lactating? Does she have children of her own? Well, her lack of a wedding ring, which had been one of the first things I checked out, means she’s fair game as far as I’m concerned.

And she couldn’t be any more perfect for me. The perfect mother of my future children.

She gives me a flustered, tight-lipped smile.

“I... uh... I just need to take a quick break,” she says, already turning towards the side hall.

Another helper comes to take her place beside the queue. But I’ve already half-risen from my chair, my focus locked on Holly’s retreating back.

She moves fast, practically disappearing into the staff hallway.

I want to follow her. Every cell in my body is screaming to go after her. To make sure she’s okay. To find out what just happened. To touch her. Taste her.

But another child is nudged forward, and I lower myself slowly back into the chair.

I smile. Nod. Hand out another toy.

Meanwhile, my thoughts are dark and sharp and single-minded.

Holly’s mine. And by the time I’m through with her, she’ll never want anyone else. Ever.


Chapter Two
Holly


I’ve never been more grateful for an empty staff room.

I close the door behind me with a soft click and lean back against it, drawing in a long, shaky breath. My heart is still thudding in my chest, not from running around the event all morning, but from him.

The man in the red suit.

I grab my bag and sink down into one of the chairs, exhaling slowly and hoping it will calm the butterflies still going wild in my stomach. I should be focused on the event. On the kids we’re helping and on the joy we’re spreading.

But instead? I’m sitting here, cheeks burning, because I leaked in front of a billionaire of all people.

Great job, Holly.

I pull my pump out of the bag, put it all together, then pull my dress down and unclip one side of the nursing bra. When I place the pump over my nipple and press the button, it whirrs to life and suctions down. The feeling is weird and tingly, but it works, and a moment later, the first jet of liquid squirts out.

I breathe a sigh of relief as the pressure in my chest starts to ease.

It’s not like I haven’t had a few close calls since I started producing. I’ve always seemed to have an abundance of milk, and my body hasn’t yet got the message that it’s not needed anymore. But I’ve always managed to hide it, or rush off in time. Not today, though.

Not when he was watching me.

And Nick West was watching. I felt it. Every time I stepped close to him, it was like static clung to the air between us. His eyes never left me. And when I stood, glanced down, and saw the faint bloom of dampness across the red velvet of my costume, I didn’t even have to look up to know he saw it too.

I cringe, and wish I could hide somewhere. “So much for keeping it a secret.”

I try to remind myself that I’m being silly. That a man like him is rich, untouchable, and probably has a yacht named after some leggy blonde. He wouldn’t give a second thought to some charity assistant with overactive mammary glands.

But I can’t stop thinking about his eyes. The way they lingered.

A shiver runs down my spine, and for a single reckless heartbeat, I imagine what it would feel like if he came closer. If he reached for me. If his mouth was on my nipple instead of a pump right now, drawing the milk from my breast with an unquenchable thirst. Would he still look at me like that?

He’s a billionaire. I’m the help. And I’ve got so much milk that he’s bound to think I’m some kind of freak.

This is a disaster.

Besides, I don’t even know what he looks like under that fake beard and long white wig. He could be a monster under there for all I know.

I sigh and switch off the pump, moving it to my other breast and repeating the process. I can hear the sound of kids squealing and laughing outside the door, but here, in this moment, it’s quiet. Just me and the hum of the machine, and the feeling of the milk coming free, relieving the pressure.

I can’t help the tiny, breathy moan that escapes. It feels good. Better than usual. Arousal flutters deep in my core.

And I know it’s because of him. Because of the memory of his green eyes, sharp and possessive as they followed me around.

I close my eyes and try to push him from my mind, focusing on the task at hand. It takes a few more minutes, but soon, the milk is gone and my breasts feel comfortable again. I clip myself back into my bra, adjust my outfit, and put everything away, then reach into my bag to grab the Christmas sweater I brought with me in case something like this happened.

It’s time to get back to work. And no matter what happens, or how appealing a certain Santa Claus is, I need to forget about him.

Because the truth is, men like him don’t date women like me.

No matter how much I wish they would.

***

The room feels cavernous now that it’s quiet. No more laughter. No more tiny footsteps pattering around the tree. No sticky fingers grabbing for candy canes or crinkling wrapping paper.

Just me and Santa... or rather, Nick, I guess.

Well, me, Nick, and a handful of staff from the charity milling around in the background quietly tidying up what’s left of the event. But the only person I feel in the room is him. The air shifts when he’s near, like gravity pulls harder. I hate how aware I am of him, even when I’m trying to focus on the empty tables where there had been stacks of gifts just a few hours ago.

Now there’s nothing but tablecloths and glitter.

“I can’t believe we ran out by lunchtime,” I murmur under my breath, arms crossed tightly over my chest. “We shouldn’t have opened the event to the public.”

“What do you mean?” Nick’s voice rumbles behind me, low and smooth now that he’s not putting on the big, jolly act.

I sigh. “I told my boss it wasn’t a good idea to open this up to the public. I mean, it always sounds great in theory. More reach means more families. But we didn’t have enough for that many people. We just had enough for the families we already help year-round. And now...” I trail off, jaw tightening. “Now, a lot of them will go without. Again. It’s bad enough that they have to do without so many things they need throughout the year because of their financial situation. The least they deserve is to have a special Christmas.”

There’s a long pause, then Nick asks, “Do you have a record of the families that usually receive help?”

I blink, surprised by the question. “Uh... yeah. We keep a database. Addresses, how many kids per household, ages. That sort of thing. Why?”

He doesn’t answer immediately. I hear movement coming from behind me instead. The sound of fabric shifting.

When I turn to look at him, he’s just taken off the Santa hat and beard, and for a second I forget how to breathe.

I... no. That cannot be what he actually looks like.

Strong jaw, perfectly carved cheekbones, five o’clock shadow dusting his sharp features. I knew he had the most gorgeous eyes I’ve ever seen, but I hadn’t expected the rest of him to be so... perfect. He looks like a movie star who just walked off the set of a photo shoot.

My thoughts are still spinning when he starts stripping off the jacket, too. The red velvet drops away along with the padding he’d been wearing, and what’s beneath it nearly knocks me off my feet. A tight white t-shirt hugs every inch of his broad chest and clings around his biceps. He’s got the body of a man who’s used to carrying the weight of the world... and tossing it aside when it doesn’t serve him.

I stare. I shouldn’t, but I can’t help myself.

He notices, and one corner of his mouth curls up into a smirk.

“We’re going shopping,” he says finally. “I’m not letting a single name on that list go without something under the tree.”

My mouth opens. Then closes. Then opens again. I think I nod. I’m not entirely sure my body is connected to my brain right now.

He steps closer. Not enough to touch me, but close enough that I can feel the heat coming off him. Close enough to smell his clean, masculine scent that’s tinged with just a hint of cedar.

“Are you okay?” he asks softly. His eyes flicker briefly to my chest, but they are back on my face again so quickly that I’m not sure if I imagined it.

“I... yeah,” I whisper, even though nothing about me feels okay in this moment. My chest feels tight. My skin tingles. My thoughts are like scrambled eggs in a frying pan. “It’s just that you’ve already done so much. I don’t want to...”

“You’re not,” he says, cutting me off with a voice that makes it clear he’s made up his mind. “Let me just get changed and then we’re going out. You’ll pick out what you need for everybody, and I will pay for it.”

He gives me one more lingering look and then turns and strides off towards the staff area to change out of the red pants.

And I’m left standing there, staring at the spot where he’d just been. Flushed. Breathless. Flustered.

And completely out of my depth.


Chapter Three
Nick


We’re deep in the heart of the toy store, the scent of cinnamon and pine syrup clinging to the air, and I’ve got my hands wrapped around the handle of a cart piled high with gifts... but all I can really see is her.

Holly.

She’s still wearing that little red dress with the white fur trim and the candy-cane striped tights, but now she’s wearing a thick black jacket pulled over it. It does nothing to hide her curves, though. The layers hug her full chest, and those red-and-white tights wrap around legs that I’d like to feel wrapped around my neck sometime very soon.

She’s a goddamn vision. A fever dream wrapped in red velvet.

And she smiles at me like I personally hung the damn stars in the sky.

“Thank you again,” she says, cheeks flushed, eyes lit up like the top of the tree outside. “I still can’t believe you’re doing all this.”

I grip the cart a little tighter. That smile of hers is dangerous. Lethal, even. It’s enough to make me want to lose all control. “You don’t have to thank me,” I say, my voice coming out rougher than I mean it to. “I want to help. That’s all.”

And it’s true. I’ve always wanted to help. That’s why I’ve been sending checks to the charity for the last few years. But this year, it’s different. I want to help her, too. Make her smile. Give her everything she wants and everything she never even dared to ask for.

There’s literally nothing I wouldn’t do to make my woman beam with happiness like she has been during this entire shopping trip. And she hasn’t even asked for anything for herself. All she wants is to help the families who can’t afford to help themselves right now, and I’m here to make it happen any way I can.

We both push our overflowing carts towards the counter where four more carts are already waiting to be paid for. One of the store clerks lets out a low whistle.

“Ring them all up,” I tell him. “We’ll be back in a few.”

Holly laughs softly beside me as we step away. “I think they’re scared you’re going to buy the entire store.”

“I might,” I murmur, offering her a sidelong look. “Depends how much more you smile at me like that.”

She blinks, caught off guard, and the heat that rushes to her cheeks almost makes me groan. She’s so sweet. So soft and earnest. She doesn’t even realize what she’s doing to me.

Or realize how much I’m going to enjoy ruining her once I get her alone.

We leave the store behind and make our way towards a small kiosk selling hot drinks. After asking her what she wants, I buy us both a hot chocolate with the works - marshmallows and whipped cream. I hand Holly her cup, and with one hand on the small of her back, I lead her towards the giant Christmas tree in the center of the mall.

It towers overhead. Carolers are singing somewhere in the distance. A couple is taking a photo with their toddler near the tree’s base.

And Holly... she just stares up at it like she’s never seen anything so magical.

I stare at her the same way.

I want her. Hell. I want to keep her forever.

We both stand in silence for a moment while we take sips from our mugs, letting the warmth of the drink seep into our bodies. I should say something. I should focus on the shopping still ahead. But instead, what comes out is:

“Do you have any little ones at home to shop for?”

She turns to me, blinking. “What?”

“You know,” I say, careful to keep my tone light, “a baby, maybe. Someone you’re buying gifts for.”

The question has been burning me up inside ever since I first saw those two dark patches on the front of her dress. I couldn’t hold it back anymore. I need to know if she already belongs to someone else.

“Oh... no,” she says quickly, cheeks burning a deeper shade of pink. “No babies of my own.”

She laughs nervously, and it’s adorable. But I press gently. “I thought maybe you did. You know, since...”

Since I saw her leaking. Since my brain short-circuited with a thousand different thoughts, most of them involving sucking one of her nipples deep into my mouth and tasting her sweet milk for the very first time.

She clears her throat, clearly flustered. “Oh. No. That’s actually... a long story. My sister had twins last year. Two beautiful girls. But she had a rough delivery, and her milk never really came in. I offered to help, and I induced lactation so my sister could feed them my milk. Just until they got bigger and healthier and could switch to formula.”

My chest tightens. The thought of her doing something so selfless makes my fists clench. It’s not just that she’s got milk... though that alone is already enough to drive me to the edge of my sanity. It’s what it means. Her instinct is to nurture. Her willingness to give her body over to care for someone else’s babies.

She was made to be a mother, and I already know my children would never want for anything if they had her.

I have no doubt that when she’s big and round with my baby growing inside her, she’ll be glowing and even more beautiful than she is now.

She clears her throat again, pulling me out of my possessive thoughts. “Sorry, that was probably more than you wanted to know.”

“No,” I say, voice low. “It wasn’t.”

She looks up at me then, searching, and I take that moment to ask the question that’s playing on my mind. “Do you want kids someday?”

She blushes again but doesn’t look away. “Yeah. More than anything. But I’m twenty-two and... and I’ve never even really had a boyfriend. Apparently, it’s difficult to find a man who is okay with... with all this.” She gestures vaguely to her chest.

And just like that, I know.

I’m not just going to fuck her. I’m going to claim her. Breed her.

Keep her full and swollen for the rest of her life.

I lean down, brushing my lips against her ear. “Well, now you’ve found a man who is much more than okay with everything about you, princess. A man who can’t wait to give you all the babies you could ever desire.”

She lets out a soft gasp and pulls back just enough to look up into my eyes. But my gaze is drawn down to her mouth, to the soft pink lips that are parted in surprise. My heart is racing, and my dick is hard as a rock inside my pants, straining painfully against the material.

Before I can close the distance between us, she takes a step back, her face flushed. But even through the layers she’s wearing, I can see the rapid rise and fall of her chest.

She turns the conversation then, tugging me back from the edge of a very filthy mental spiral. “I know you’ve always donated to this charity, and it’s incredibly generous of you. But why this one in particular?”

I hesitate, but only for a beat. She deserves the truth.

“I grew up in a family with no money,” I say. “My mom raised four of us after my dad died. There were years we didn’t have a Christmas tree. Barely had heat. If a charity like this had existed back then...” I shrug. “I guess I just want to help kids growing up in the same kind of situation I did.”

She stares at me for a long moment. “That’s... incredible, Nick. Or maybe I should call you Saint Nick?”

Her lips quirk up into a grin, and I can’t help but laugh. “I’m not even close to being a saint, Holly. I can promise you that.”

“I don’t know,” she says softly. “You might be closer than you think.”

This time, she’s the one to lean in, and she presses a kiss to my cheek. Soft. Warm. Reverent.

When she doesn’t pull back right away, I tilt my head. My lips brush hers. Featherlight. But the sound she makes - soft, breathy, needy - makes my control snap taut.

I step back before I do something reckless. Like drag her into the nearest storage closet, rip her clothes off, and fill her with my seed while I drain her full tits.

Yeah, I’m a long way from being a fucking saint.

“We should get back to shopping,” I say, voice thick with restraint.

She blinks, dazed. “We’ve already got all the toys.”

I grab her hand, feeling how small and soft it is in mine, and tug her forward. “We’re getting some essentials too. Hats. Gloves. Scarves. Pajamas. Blankets. And then we are going back to my place to put them all together into packages for each family.”

She starts to protest again, but I cut her off with a look. One that says I’m not taking no for an answer.

She follows, breathless and pink-cheeked, and my dick is harder than the concrete beneath our feet.

Holding onto my self-control today is going to be a sweet fucking torture.

But it’s a torture I’ll gladly suffer for her.

Anything for my girl.


Chapter Four
Holly


The elevator doors slide open, and I step into Nick’s penthouse like I’m stepping into another world.

Marble floors gleam beneath my feet. Soft lighting glows from chandeliers that probably cost more than the amount still left to pay on my student loans. Everything smells faintly of cedarwood and clean linen, and the windows stretch from floor to ceiling, giving a glittering view of the city skyline wrapped in a blanket of December snow. There’s a real fireplace crackling in one corner, the flames dancing like something out of a holiday movie. It’s beautiful. Warm. Quiet.

And completely surreal.

I’ve never been in a place like this before. It feels like walking into the pages of a luxury lifestyle magazine... one where I definitely don’t belong. My coat feels cheaper here. My boots more scuffed. The soft velvet dress suddenly feels juvenile in comparison to all this masculine sophistication.

Nick, on the other hand, fits here like he was born in this kind of power, even though I know the truth about his childhood now. He’s calm. Confident. His expensive wool coat is draped over one of the armchairs, and the sleeves of his sweater are rolled up as he oversees the deliveries like a general commanding troops.

“Set those by the far wall. Be careful with the boxes marked fragile.” His voice is low and assured, and every time he speaks, people move.

While we were driving back, the courier service he’d hired were way ahead of us, transporting all our shopping to his place. Building staff helped run the packages up to the penthouse via the private elevator. And now it looks like Santa’s warehouse exploded across his living room, with bags and boxes stuffed with toys and all other kinds of supplies strewn everywhere.

It’s chaos. Organized chaos, but still chaos. And all of it... for the kids.

I bite my lip as I watch Nick slip folded bills into each staff member’s palm and thank them with a firm shake of the hand and a rare smile. The men leave beaming as they check out their generous tips.

And then it’s just us.

Silence settles over the room like snow. I’m standing there in my candy-cane tights, charity-issue festive dress, and a Christmas sweater to hide the stains left there earlier by my little accident. I feel very much like the girl who doesn’t belong at the ball, but then I glance up and...

Nick is staring at me.

There’s a look in his eyes that could melt every inch of snow in the city. Dark. Hungry. Possessive.

I’m suddenly all too aware of the feeling in my chest. Full. Heavy. Like one look from him is enough to have me ready to burst. God, if I start leaking in front of him again today, it will just be even more humiliating.

“Ummm, before we get started on putting together all these packages, I should probably... well, I need to pump.”

My face is burning, and I have no doubt that I must be bright red right now. Even though he didn’t show any outward disgust when we talked about it by the Christmas tree at the mall, it’s still not the kind of thing that normal people talk about with someone they’ve only known for a few hours.

I look away and reach for my bag on the couch. But before I can touch it, Nick is in front of me, his large hand wrapped gently around my wrist.

“No, Holly,” he says, his voice deep and rough. “You don’t need the pump anymore. Not now you’ve got me.”

Got him? I don’t need the pump? His closeness is affecting my ability to think straight, and it’s not until he’s tugging my sweater off over my head that I realize what he means.

“Nick, what...”

His eyes darken. “Let me take care of you, princess.”

His voice is thick with a kind of restrained need. The kind that makes every muscle in my body turn to jelly.

And when his big, strong hands close over my breasts, kneading the swollen flesh gently through the material of my dress, I can’t even find the strength to argue. Why would I want to? Isn’t this the exact moment I’ve been hoping for ever since I first saw him earlier today?

I reach back and lower the zipper of my dress, and before my hands are even at my sides again, Nick’s already sliding the soft material off my shoulders and down my arms. He peels the fabric from my body and lets it fall to the ground, leaving me in only my bra, panties, and the candy-cane tights.

He’s staring down at me like a king surveying his kingdom, and the fire burning in his eyes is almost enough to set me alight.

I stand there, exposed and trembling, nipples already straining against the thin fabric of my bra, and wait for him to say something. But instead, he reaches around and unclasps the bra, tugging the straps free from my arms and tossing the garment aside.

His hands slide over the soft, full flesh of my chest. They are so warm. So large. I can feel the calluses on his fingers from a lifetime of hard work.

“You’re perfect,” he murmurs, thumbs stroking over the tight buds of my nipples. “Perfect for me.”

Suddenly, he takes a step back, pulling his hand away from my breast, and I can’t stop the needy whimper that escapes me at the loss of his touch. But he takes a seat on the couch before grabbing my hand and tugging me onto his lap.

I’m straddling his thighs, and it’s impossible to ignore the way his erection presses against my core.

“You have no idea how much I’ve wanted you,” he whispers, hands sliding up my sides, his touch leaving goosebumps in its wake. “How much I’ve wanted to taste you. It’s all I’ve been able to think about all fucking day. Ever since I saw those wet patches on your dress...”

I let out a gasp as he ducks his head, pressing his face into the valley between my breasts. The groan that escapes him is almost animalistic. My heart is hammering against my rib cage. My hands are clutching his broad shoulders.

And when his mouth closes over one nipple, drawing it deep, a jolt of pure pleasure shoots down to my clit.

“Oh my god.”

Pressure builds up inside me for one dizzying moment before I feel that first rush of milk spurting into his mouth. He grunts, the sound vibrating through my entire body, and I can feel his hands gripping my ass cheeks as he holds me tightly against him.

The sensation is... intense. So much more than when I use the pump. It’s a hot rush of relief, and a throb of desire, and a need so raw and aching that it makes my head spin.

I grind against him, shamelessly rubbing my soaked panties against his cock, and he just holds me tighter. Devouring me. Consuming me. Drinking from me like I’m the only source of sustenance in his world.

When he pulls away from my nipple, it’s with a loud pop, and the look in his eyes is enough to send me reeling. His pupils are blown wide. His mouth and chin are dripping wet. He licks his lips, tongue sliding across his mouth and cleaning the milk off his skin.

“Holly,” he growls.

Then his lips crash into mine, and I taste myself on him. My sweetness. The rich, creamy flavor of my own milk.

I kiss him back, clinging to him like he’s the only solid thing in the world. And maybe he is. My entire existence seems to have shrunk down to this moment, this man, this connection.

My hands slide up into his hair, and his tongue dips between my lips, exploring my mouth like he can’t get enough. My nipples rub against his sweater, and the soft material makes them ache, making more milk leak from the tight buds.

Nick is the first to break away, his breathing heavy. His expression is dark and dangerous. His eyes are locked on my mouth, and I can see the hunger written in every line of his face.

“Whenever you’re full and need relief from now on, you’ll come to me. Is that understood? Your milk is mine, and I want every fucking drop.”

His voice is a deep growl that sends a shiver down my spine.

I nod quickly, feeling flushed and needy and breathless.

He gives a sharp nod, as if he’s satisfied with my response. Then his mouth moves to my other nipple, and his lips close over it, drawing the tight bud deep.

“Oh God,” I whisper, fingers curling into the material of his sweater. “Yes.”

This time, I feel his teeth graze the sensitive flesh, and the bolt of pure lust that shoots through me almost knocks the breath from my lungs. It’s too much. It’s not enough.

It’s everything.

Nick’s arms are wrapped around me, holding me tightly against him, and he drinks from me while I writhe in his lap. My panties are soaked through, and every shift and flex of my hips has my throbbing clit brushing against the thick ridge of his cock.

I’ve never felt this desperate for release. This wild and out of control.

“Please,” I beg, breathless. “I need... oh God...”

Nick grunts, his teeth digging into the soft flesh around my nipple. And then his hand is sliding between us, pressing against my mound through the tights and panties. His finger finds my clit, circling and stroking the swollen bud through the material.

I’m so worked up that I come apart faster than I ever imagined possible, crying out as wave after wave of pleasure crashes over me. Nick holds me tightly, his mouth still latched onto my breast, his hand rubbing between my thighs, drawing out the climax until it leaves me shaking and weak and utterly spent.

When I finally come back to myself, Nick has released my nipple and is lapping gently at the wet, tender flesh, soothing away the ache with his tongue. He looks up, meeting my gaze, and the fire that burns in his eyes almost sets me alight.

“Good girl,” he says softly. “You look so beautiful when you come for me, princess. But next time, I’ll be buried inside you when you fall apart. You’re mine, Holly. And I’m going to breed you until you’re nice and full and round with my baby. I can’t wait to watch your belly grow big and heavy while your tits swell even bigger, ready to nurture our child.”

His words send a fresh rush of desire through me, and I can’t help but whimper at the thought. The idea of having a baby with him, of being his, fills me with a fierce longing.

“You want that, don’t you?” he asks, his voice low and rough.

“Yes,” I whisper, nodding eagerly. “Yes, please. I want everything.”

He growls and tilts his head, pressing his forehead against mine. “First, we are going to prepare all these packages, and get them delivered. Then I’m going to fuck you and fill you with my seed, and make you come over and over and over. You’ll be so full of my cum, there won’t be a single doubt in your mind that I’ve claimed you. You’ll belong to me, princess. Always.”

A shiver of anticipation runs down my spine at the thought. “Do we really have to wait?” I ask in a breathless voice, not caring how shameless I might sound.

“Fuck, Holly. I love knowing how eager you are for me to claim you,” he growls, shifting his hips to press his erection against my core. “But I know that once I sink my dick into your hot, wet cunt, I won’t ever want to stop. So we are going to get these gift parcels prepared and delivered, and then I’m going to take you to my bed and fuck you until the only word you can remember is my name.”

I let out a whimper at his words, and the feeling of his thick cock pressed against me. My entire body is buzzing with desire, and I can feel the tension coiled tightly in every muscle.

“Okay,” I say, reluctantly easing off his lap. “If we’re going to do this, we’d better get started.”

He grins up at me, the hunger in his gaze taking my breath away. “That’s my girl.”


Chapter Five
Nick


We’ve been at this all night.

The sun hasn’t even thought about rising yet, and still... we work.

The floor of my penthouse is a sea of ribbons and gift wrap, boxes and tissue paper. There’s Christmas music humming low from the speakers. We’re surrounded by hundreds of packages, each one carefully filled with toys, scarves, hats, socks, and other essentials we picked out together hours ago. And somehow, even though we’re running on fumes, I feel wired. Awake. Alive in a way I haven’t felt in years.

Because she’s here.

My girl. My Holly.

She’s sitting cross-legged beside me on the floor, curls falling loose around her flushed cheeks, a roll of red ribbon tucked between her knees as she carefully ties a bow. She’s still in that little red dress, teasing me with the sight of those dried milk stains on the front, reminding me how goddamn perfect she’d tasted.

I’m so fucking thirsty for more, but I can’t get distracted. Not when we’ve got work to do.

And she’s enough of a distraction as it is. All she has to do is exist, and it’s enough to have my entire universe spinning around her.

Every time her soft shoulder brushes against mine, I have to stop myself from pulling her into my lap. Every time she leans forward and her sweet, warm scent drifts to me, my cock twitches, hard and insistent inside my pants.

All I can think about is her skin against mine. Her mouth. Her milk. Her thighs wrapped around my hips as I fill her so deep she forgets about every other man in the world. I know she said she hasn’t really had a boyfriend, but I’ve got no idea if she’s ever hooked up with anyone else.

God, please let me be the only one who gets to claim her.

Holly stifles a yawn and glances at the final pile of supplies still waiting to be bundled. “Think we can finish this last one before I pass out on your living room floor?”

I grin and then lean down to kiss the top of her head, brushing my lips gently against silky brown waves.

“Let’s do it together.”

And we do.

When the last ribbon is tied, and the last label affixed, I sit back with a quiet exhale. Holly stretches her arms over her head and lets out a groan so sinfully sweet I have to clench my jaw to stop myself from grabbing her and bending her over the nearest surface.

Instead, I stand and gather her up in my arms.

She lets out a sleepy giggle, her cheek resting against my chest. “Nick...”

“Hush,” I murmur, nuzzling my face in her hair. “You’ve worked hard. We both have.”

“But the delivery...”

“Doesn’t happen for a few more hours,” I remind her. “You’re taking a nap. I’m not letting you burn out before we get those packages where they need to go.”

She doesn’t argue.

Not when I carry her into the bedroom. Not when I lay her down on cool, crisp sheets and pull the duvet up to her chin.

Not even when I climb in beside her, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her close until her back is pressed to my chest and her round ass is nestled perfectly against me.

She shifts slightly to get comfortable, and her butt rubs against my dick.

Fuck.

It’s a sweet torture. One that has my cock painfully hard and throbbing with need.

Holly is warm and soft and fucking perfect. The weight of her in my arms is the most wonderful kind of torment. And if I have my way, this is how I will be falling asleep every night for the rest of my life, with the woman of my dreams in my arms like this.

I wait for her breathing to even out, but it doesn’t. It stays shallow and rapid, her heart pounding against my forearm, her hips rolling ever so slightly against me.

“Sleep, Holly,” I murmur, lips brushing against the soft skin at the base of her neck.

“Can’t.”

“And why’s that, princess?”

She hesitates a beat before answering. “Because... I want to give you some relief too, Nick. You’re so hard, and I don’t like knowing you’re suffering because of me.”

Fuck.

“I already told you I plan to wait before taking you, so I can keep you moaning for hours, princess,” I say firmly, surprising myself with how gruff my voice sounds. “Once all the gifts are delivered, then I’ll make sure you know exactly who you belong to.”

Holly turns in my arms to face me, placing a hand on my chest before slowly trailing it lower. I hold my breath, my cock so fucking hard now that it feels like it’s trying to tunnel its way through my pants.

“I understand that,” she says, “but there are other things I could do to help you feel a little better, right?”

I open my mouth to answer, but at that moment, her hand moves even lower to cup my aching cock through the fabric, and every rational thought I had vanishes.

“Please,” she says, her voice a low whisper.

I know I should let her sleep now. It’s almost four in the morning. We’ve had a long day, and we’ve got another one ahead of us. But the selfish desire to have my girl take care of the ache in my groin is too strong to resist.

“You want to put that pretty mouth on my cock, princess?” I ask, the words coming out low and husky.

“Yes.” Her answer is immediate, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink.

I can’t believe this woman. Every time I think she can’t be any more perfect, she proves me wrong.

“Then go ahead. Show me how much you want to help.”

Her eyes are wide and hungry as she pulls the covers back and reaches for the zipper of my pants. A groan escapes my throat when she slides her hand beneath the fabric and wraps it around the base of my shaft, her fingers barely able to touch.

“Fuck, Holly,” I grit out, reaching down to help her free my cock.

I can’t remember the last time I was this hard. The last time someone had touched me with such care and reverence. I know I should slow her down, take it easy and savor every moment, but fuck, it’s so goddamn good.

The feeling of her soft hand stroking the length of my shaft. The way her eyes light up when a drop of precum beads at the tip. The sound of her ragged breathing.

It’s enough to drive a man crazy.

“God, you’re big,” she breathes, her voice full of awe. “I don’t know if I can take all of you. This is my first time.”

“Don’t worry, princess. Just do what feels natural. If it gets too much, just use your hands and mouth,” I tell her.

She nods and ducks her head, pressing her lips to the tip in a sweet kiss. Then she opens her mouth and takes the head inside.

Holy. Fuck.

My whole body tenses at the feeling of her warm, wet mouth enveloping the head of my dick. It’s all I can do to stop myself from gripping her hair and thrusting into her throat.

“That’s it, princess,” I encourage her, stroking her hair. “Good girl.”

I keep my eyes locked on her as she begins to bob her head up and down, taking more of my length with each stroke. She looks so beautiful, kneeling beside me, sucking my cock. Her lips are stretched wide around my girth, her cheeks flushed pink, and her eyes are full of heat and desire.

“Fuck, you’re a fast learner,” I grunt, fisting her hair gently. “That’s my girl. Such a good cocksucker.”

She whimpers, the vibration sending shivers through my body, and I can’t help but push a little further into her mouth. She takes it without complaint, and when her tongue slides along the underside of my shaft, I groan and tighten my grip on her hair.

“Such a good fucking girl,” I praise her, my voice thick with lust. “Your mouth feels so fucking good.”

I can feel the pressure building at the base of my spine. Every lick, every suck, is taking me closer and closer to the edge. And when she moans again, the vibrations traveling along my cock and making my balls tighten, I know I won’t be able to hold back much longer.

“Holly, fuck, princess, I’m gonna come,” I growl. “You want to taste my cum, Holly? You want to swallow every drop?”

She doesn’t hesitate. She just sucks harder, her hand working the base of my shaft in tandem.

I’m lost.

I’m fucking done.

With a low grunt, I explode into her mouth, my cock pulsing as thick ropes of cum paint her tongue. She swallows greedily, taking everything I have to give, and the look of pure ecstasy on her face as she does sends another shudder of pleasure through me.

When I’m finally spent, I slump back against the pillows, panting for air. Holly releases my cock and sits back on her heels, a soft smile playing on her lips.

“Was that okay?” she asks, her voice shy and a little hesitant.

“More than okay,” I say, reaching out to pull her into my arms. “It was perfect.”

She snuggles into me, resting her head on my chest. “Good.”

We lay like that for a while, our breathing slowly returning to normal. My eyelids grow heavy, and I’m just about to drift off when Holly speaks again, her voice soft and sleepy.

“Nick?”

“Mm?”

“Thank you. For everything.”

I smile, the darkness closing in. “You’re welcome, princess.”

As I drift off, my mind is filled with thoughts of Holly. Her warmth. Her softness. The taste of her milk. The feel of her mouth around my cock.

And as my body relaxes, the scent of her fills my nose. The warmth of her breath tickles the skin on my neck.

This is where she belongs. In my arms. Where she will stay forever.


Chapter Six
Holly


I can’t stop smiling.

The truck rumbles beneath us as we turn another corner, the festive bells strung across the windscreen jingling softly with every bump in the road. Warm air blows from the vents, fogging up the windows slightly, and everything is a blur of gray slush and snow-covered rooftops. But inside the cab, it’s like a little pocket of holiday magic.

Nick rented this truck just for today, Christmas Eve, and even went as far as paying someone at the rental place a ridiculous tip to decorate it overnight for us. There’s a garland framing the dashboard, a tiny fiber-optic tree blinking merrily in the cupholder, and Christmas music plays cheerfully from the speakers mounted on the roof of the truck, drifting out into the frosty morning air for everyone to hear. It should be cheesy. Over the top.

But somehow, when it’s him, it just makes my chest feel full and fuzzy and warm.

He glances over at me, all dressed up in that Santa suit again. The beard is full and fluffy, his cheeks dusted with just enough blush to look like he’s stepped in from the North Pole. The hat sits slightly askew over snow-white curls, and his red coat stretches comfortably over the convincing belly padding beneath. With his gloved hands on the wheel and that twinkle in his eye, he looks every bit the picture-perfect Santa Claus.

And beside him? Me.

Mrs. Claus.

Or at least... my best attempt. A clean new dress that fits like a dream. Nipped at the waist, soft red velvet with snow-white faux fur at the collar and hem. He bought it for me yesterday at the mall, along with the matching red cloak and little red gloves. I’d protested at the time, cheeks burning, but he just murmured “Santa takes care of his wife” and pressed the bag into my hands.

And just like that... I was ruined for anyone else.

Forever.

And he has taken good care of me since we met. Even this morning, when I’d woken with my breasts feeling sore and full, he’d taken his time nursing from me, sucking gently at the tender flesh until my nipples were swollen and aching. And when he’d slipped a finger into the slick folds between my thighs, it was like heaven.

His touch has been electric. His kisses, magical.

I already know that my first time with him is going to be mind-blowing, and I can’t wait for it. But for now, we have more important things to focus on.

“Ready?” he rumbles as we pull up in front of the first house.

I nod, nerves and excitement fluttering in my belly. “Let’s do this.”

We climb down from the truck and make our way up the walkway, arms full of carefully bundled gifts and essentials. The sun is barely up, but already, someone’s peeking through the curtains.

A moment later, the front door swings open, and a woman with tired eyes and a toddler balanced on her hip gasps in shock.

“Santa?” she breathes, blinking at us like we’re an illusion. “Oh my God, it’s really...”

“Merry Christmas!” Nick booms, slipping seamlessly into character. His voice is deep and jolly, his laugh warm and rich as he gestures to the gifts in our arms. “We heard you’ve been very good this year.”

The toddler stares at him with wide eyes, then hides his face in his mother’s neck.

Another child, a little girl of maybe six or seven, comes racing down the hall, squealing with delight when she sees the man in red.

“Santa! Mommy, it’s really Santa!”

My throat tightens as I kneel to pass her a brightly wrapped package. Her eyes sparkle with pure joy as she clutches it to her chest like it’s the most precious thing in the world.

Beside me, Nick holds out a soft pink teddy bear to the toddler, who is now reaching out curiously. “This is for you, little one.”

The mother has tears in her eyes now. Quiet, overwhelmed as she takes the rest of the bags from my arms.

“I don’t know what to say,” she whispers. “This is... this is everything. I don’t know how to thank you.”

Nick reaches out and gently touches her shoulder. “You don’t need to thank us. Just take care of your beautiful babies. That’s all the thanks we need.”

The woman nods, and I swear, if I wasn’t already in love with this man, that would have done it.

We say our goodbyes, and as we walk back to the truck, I glance sideways at him.

He’s grinning beneath the beard, and his hand brushes the small of my back in a way that makes my pulse stutter.

“How’d I do?” he murmurs under his breath.

I smile so wide it almost hurts.

“Perfect,” I whisper.

***

The day passes in a blur of magic and warmth.

Family after family, smile after smile.

Some cry. Some laugh. Some don’t know what to say at all. But every single one of them lights up when they see him. Santa, bringing joy and relief to families that needed both so badly. And beside him, I play my role. Smiling, hugging, handing out packages, offering warm words to tired parents and squealing children.

And all the while, my heart is swelling with something dangerous.

Because I know it’s crazy. I know I’ve only known him a single day. But I’ve never met a man like Nick. Never imagined someone so generous and so gentle. All the stories I’ve heard in the media about the greed and selfishness of billionaires had made me think Nick would be the same. But he’s not. He’s so... quietly good. Ever since the photographers left the event yesterday, he hasn’t taken a single picture or spoken to a single person about what he’s doing. This isn’t a PR stunt. This is… just who he is.

And the way he is with these kids is making me ache.

Because all I can think about is what he’d be like with our children.

Strong and kind. Steady. Protective. A man who would make any sacrifice to give his babies everything they need.

And God help me... I want it.

I want all of it.

***

The sun has started to dip low in the sky, casting golden streaks across the snow-covered rooftops as we pull up to the last house on our list. My feet ache, my curls are frizzing out of my hood, and I’m pretty sure my cheeks are permanently rosy from the cold and smiling so much. But I’ve never felt more full. My heart, not my chest, though... that too.

Apparently, just being around Nick, and knowing how much he enjoys feeding from me, is enough to send my milk production into overdrive.

He hops down from the truck first, still booming out his deep, jovial “Ho ho ho!” as he gathers the final gift bags. The Christmas music playing from the rooftop speakers rolls out softly around us like a festive lullaby for the neighborhood. I grab the last few parcels and follow him up the little garden path to the front door, where two wide-eyed siblings peek out through the frosted window, bouncing with excitement.

Their mother opens the door with a tired but grateful smile, and her hand flies to her mouth as she takes in the mountain of gifts we’re carrying.

“Santa...?” the little boy whispers, his voice full of awe.

Nick crouches down, grinning behind his beard. “That’s me, buddy. I heard you and your sister have been very good this year.”

The little girl squeals, and I kneel to open one of the bags, pulling out a doll dressed in a glittery red gown. Her gasp is pure wonder.

“Is this... really for me?” she breathes.

“All yours,” I tell her with a wink. “And there’s more inside. But you’ll have to wait until tomorrow morning to open those.”

The mother blinks fast, trying to hold back tears as she takes the parcels from me. “I don’t know what to say. Thank you so much.”

Nick rests a gloved hand on her shoulder. “Just promise me you’ll have a beautiful Christmas together. That’s all I need.”

We leave them waving and calling out “Merry Christmas!” behind us, and as we climb back into the truck, my heart swells to the point I think it might burst.

Nick slides into the driver’s seat, turning towards me slowly. The Santa beard has shifted a little, revealing just a hint of chiseled jaw beneath, and his voice drops low.

“That’s the last stop, Mrs. Claus,” he murmurs. “Now it’s time for me to take you home.”

I blink up at him, dazed from emotion and the way he’s looking at me like I’m the only thing in his world.

He leans in slightly, eyes hot behind all the fluff and velvet. “It's time for me to give you a special gift.”

My breath catches.

He brushes a hand over my stomach and murmurs. “A baby. Right here. In this sweet little belly.”

My thighs clench. My lips part.

And just like that, the sleigh ride is over. Because my body is already desperate for what comes next.

He starts the engine, and as we pull away from the curb, the only thing louder than the Christmas music outside... is the pounding of my heart inside.


Chapter Seven
Nick


The penthouse is dark when we step inside, the city twinkling far below us through the floor-to-ceiling windows. Holly follows me in, hugging her arms around herself, her breath misting the air in a soft little puff.

I head straight for the fireplace.

The electric kind would’ve been easier, sure. But I’ve always preferred the real thing. There’s something primal about it. The snap and hiss of wood catching flame. The way heat licks through the chill and wraps itself around you like a living thing.

I crouch down and strike the match, focusing on the task even as I feel her behind me.

The fire catches fast. It always does when I build it. I’ve got a rhythm to it, a system. Kindling tucked beneath the perfectly cut logs. Airflow just right. One spark, and the whole thing roars to life, golden and alive.

Like me.

Because every second she’s standing behind me, I can feel the tension building. Can hear the silence thickening. The air between us is practically humming. The kind of charged stillness that comes right before something irreversible happens.

I rise slowly and take a step back away from the fireplace, not turning around right away. I take my time, peeling off the thick red coat and tugging away the padding beneath it, letting it fall with a quiet thud to the floor. Next goes the beard, the hat, the ridiculous wig.

Then I turn, and there she is.

Standing in front of the Christmas tree, bathed in warm light from the fire and fairy lights alike. Her Mrs. Claus dress clings to her curves, her curls falling over her shoulders like something out of a dream. Her lips are parted. Her breath shallow.

She doesn’t say a word.

Neither do I.

I just drink her in for a long moment, savoring every inch of her. And when her eyes finally meet mine, wide and wonderstruck... I know she’s ready for this.

Ready for me.

I take a step closer to her, hearing the way her breath catches as I reach for the hem of my shirt and pull it up and off. My hands move to the buttons of my pants, and she watches, transfixed, as I free myself and kick away the rest.

In moments, I’m completely bare. Hard and pulsing. Ready for her.

I move slowly, giving her a chance to back away, but she doesn’t. She’s trembling slightly, but not with fear. Her eyes are locked on my cock, and her hands are moving slowly, fingers curling and uncurling like she wants to touch me but isn’t quite brave enough.

I stop in front of her and take her chin between my fingers, tilting her face up.

“Are you scared, princess?”

She shakes her head.

“No? Not even a little bit?”

She bites her lip and murmurs, “Not of you.”

It’s so soft, I can barely hear it. But it’s enough to make my heart stutter.

I brush a finger along her cheek, tracing her jawline, watching the way her pupils dilate and her cheeks flush.

“There’s no reason to be,” I murmur, cupping her face in my hand. “Not with me.”

“I know,” she breathes.

Her eyes drift down again, and her hand lifts to my stomach, just the barest whisper of fingertips grazing the muscles. It takes all my willpower not to rip her dress off and drag her down to the floor so I can bury myself inside her.

But she’s new to this. New to everything. And I’ll be damned if I let her first time be anything less than perfect.

Holly takes another step closer, until there is barely any space between our bodies, and she leans in to brush her lips against my chest, over the spot where my heart races.

“Holly...”

She kisses my skin again, and then her teeth catch the edge of my collarbone. My hands find her hips, and I squeeze, drawing a little whimper from her lips.

“God, princess,” I groan, my cock jerking against her stomach. “You’re killing me.”

She doesn’t respond, just presses another kiss to the column of my throat. Her fingers curl against my chest, her nails scraping gently against my bare skin, and I can feel the desperation rolling off her in waves.

My control is slipping, and fast.

I need her.

Need her so fucking badly.

“Do you have any idea what you’re doing to me?” I growl, fisting a hand in her hair and tugging gently.

Her breath hitches, and her eyelashes flutter as she looks up at me.

“Yes,” she whispers. “The same thing you’re doing to me.”

The thin thread of restraint snaps.

I crush my lips to hers, and the taste of her sends my senses into overdrive. Her hands are on my shoulders, clinging to me, and I can feel the heat of her through the layers of velvet between us. I’m burning up, consumed by the need to claim her, and her small gasps only stoke the flames.

My hands are on her dress, yanking the fabric up and over her head. It pools on the floor, and her hair cascades down her bare shoulders. My palms find the warm skin of her back, and I pull her close, my mouth devouring hers.

Her breasts are full and heavy, and when I nudge my thigh between hers, I can feel the wetness between her legs soaking through the panties. My cock throbs, aching to be inside her, but I resist the urge. I want to taste her first. Want to make her come with my tongue, my fingers, before I fill her with my seed and fuck a baby into her.

“Nick...” she whimpers, and the sound of her voice is almost enough to break me.

“I’ve got you,” I growl, lifting her and laying her down gently on the rug in front of the fire.

She looks up at me, her cheeks flushed, her eyes bright, and I can’t believe she’s mine. That this incredible woman chose me, even for a moment.

I kneel between her legs, and my hands trail down her body, lingering on the curves of her hips, the swell of her breasts. I trace the line of her panties, and she arches up, seeking my touch.

“Please...”

I tug the fabric down her legs, and she’s finally bared to me. Vulnerable. Soft and aching.

She’s perfect.

“So fucking beautiful,” I murmur, pressing a kiss to her inner thigh.

My lips trail upwards, and her fingers tangle in my hair, her hips shifting restlessly beneath me.

When I reach the top of her thigh, I can smell her arousal. She’s dripping for me, and the scent is intoxicating. I lean in and lick a slow line up the center of her folds, and her moan is the sweetest thing I’ve ever heard.

“Oh my God,” she gasps, and I smile against her.

“Just wait, princess.”

I tease her clit with my tongue, drawing tight circles around the swollen bud, and her body shudders. Her hands are still tangled in my hair, and she’s pulling hard now, her breath coming in short, sharp gasps.

I dip a finger into her entrance, and the heat and tightness of her is enough to make my cock leak. She’s so wet, so ready for me, and I can’t wait to sink into her. But first, I want to make her come.

I push another finger inside her, curling them just right, and she lets out a broken moan.

“Nick, I...”

Her words dissolve into a cry as I suck her clit, and her body shudders. She’s close, so close, and I can feel the walls of her pussy fluttering around my fingers.

I press a third finger into her, preparing her for my girth, and she arches off the floor, her thighs clamping around my head.

“Come for me,” I growl. “Come on my face, princess. I want to taste you.”

I seal my lips around her clit once more, flicking it with my tongue even as I suckle at the swollen nub. My fingers are deep inside her, stretching her, stroking her, and she cries out as the orgasm crashes through her.

She’s shaking, her thighs trembling, and the taste of her arousal is addictive. I lap at her folds, dragging every last drop of pleasure from her, and her moans are the sweetest music.

When she finally collapses back onto the rug, her body limp and sated, I crawl up over her, caging her in. Her eyes are hooded, her lips parted, and her hair is a halo around her. She’s never looked more beautiful.

“Holly,” I rasp, nuzzling her neck. “My Holly.”

“Yes,” she breathes. “Yours, Nick.”

I slide a hand behind her back and unclasp her bra, tossing it aside. Her nipples are pink and puckered, and the sight makes my mouth water. I lean down and capture one in my mouth, and she lets out a sigh.

Her hands are on me, sliding down my front and wrapping around my cock just as her milk starts to flow into my mouth. The sweet, warm taste of her fills me, and the pleasure is exquisite. I moan against her breast, and she tightens her grip, stroking me slowly.

I can feel the tension coiling inside me, and I know I’m not going to last long. Not with her hands on me, her nipple in my mouth, her milk filling me up. It’s too much, and not enough, and I need her more than I’ve ever needed anything.

I release her nipple and shift my hips, positioning the tip of my cock at her entrance. She’s so wet, so ready for me, and it only takes the slightest pressure before her pussy yields to the thick crown of my cock.

“Oh, fuck,” I groan, my jaw clenched.

Her eyes are wide, and she’s breathing fast, her hands gripping my biceps.

“Nick,” she gasps.

“I know, princess. Just relax.”

I press forward, and her pussy stretches to accommodate my length. She’s so tight, so fucking perfect, and the pleasure is almost painful. I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to thrust into her, and she whimpers.

“You’re doing so good, princess. So good.”

She’s taking me inch by inch, her body quivering beneath mine, and when I’m finally fully seated inside her, we both let out a ragged sigh.

We stay like that for a moment, her pussy clenching around me, my cock pulsing inside her, and then I begin to move.

My thrusts are slow and deep, and she moans, her hips rising to meet mine. The sound is pure sin, and I can’t believe how fucking perfect this is. How perfect she is.

My cock slides in and out of her, the slickness of her arousal making it easy for me to find the perfect rhythm. She’s clinging to me, her nails digging into my back, and the slight sting of pain only heightens the pleasure.

I lean down and capture her mouth, our tongues tangling together. She’s panting against my lips, her breath coming in soft gasps as I drive into her again and again.

“God, you feel so good,” I groan, my hands cupping her breasts, my thumbs brushing her nipples. “So fucking good.”

She arches her back, pushing her breast into my hand, and there’s no way I can resist such a tempting invitation. So I dip my head and suck her nipple into my mouth, swallowing her milk even as I drive deeper into her.

The dual sensation seems to push her over the edge, and she cries out, her pussy clenching around me, her fingers tugging at my hair. Her orgasm spurs me on, and I thrust into her harder, faster, chasing my own release.

The pleasure is overwhelming, and I can feel my balls tightening as the pressure builds. I’m so fucking close, and the taste of her milk, the scent of her, the sound of her… it’s all driving me wild.

“Are you ready for me to fill you, Holly? I’m gonna come so hard, gonna pump you full of my cum, and it’s gonna take. It’s gonna put a baby in you. Are you ready for that, princess?”

“Yes,” she whimpers, her thighs clenching around my hips. “Oh God, yes.”

“Say it,” I growl, my thrusts getting rougher, more erratic. “Say you want me to come inside you.”

“I want it,” she moans, her pussy fluttering around my cock. “I want your cum, Nick. I want your baby growing inside me.”

That’s all it takes. The pressure breaks, and my orgasm slams through me. I roar her name, burying myself inside her, pumping her full of my seed. Her body is quivering beneath mine, her pussy milking me for every last drop.

We’re both breathing hard, our bodies slick with sweat and tangled together, and it’s the most incredible feeling. The closeness, the connection, the sheer ecstasy.

And the knowledge that I’m breeding her, that I’m filling her with my seed so her body can nurture it into a baby, just makes it feel even better.

I stroke a hand down her side, reveling in the feel of her skin, her warmth, her softness.

“Holly,” I breathe.

“Yes, Nick?”

“You’re mine now.”

Her eyes widen, but there’s no fear in them. No hesitation. Only understanding.

“I’m yours,” she whispers.

“Good.”

I brush a kiss across her forehead, her nose, her lips.

“Because I’m never letting you go.”

And with that, I start kissing her again.

Kissing her, tasting her, and enjoying the best Christmas gift I’ve ever been given.


Epilogue
Holly


Christmas Morning - One Year Later:

There’s crinkled red and green wrapping paper everywhere already, silver ribbons hanging off the edge of the coffee table, the soft crackle of the fireplace adding its warmth to the glow of the tree.

And then there’s him.

Nick is crouched on the floor in front of the tree, pajama shirt rumpled, his hair mussed from sleep, and grinning like an absolute kid as he digs through the mountain of presents. He holds one up triumphantly, shaking it with mock suspense, then looks over his shoulder at me.

“One of these is the good one,” he teases. “You’ll never guess which.”

I just laugh, shifting the sleepy weight of our son in my arms.

Luca. Our beautiful, perfect Luca. Just three months old and already so expressive. He’s dozing now after his morning feed, soft puffs of breath against my chest, warm and heavy in his reindeer-print onesie. One little hand curls around the edge of my robe like he’ll never let go.

“I don’t need any more good ones,” I murmur, brushing my lips over Luca’s soft hair. “I’ve already got everything I ever wanted.”

Nick glances at me again, and that heart-full, soul-full look he gives me every single day still melts me.

It’s been a year since we met. Since he marched into my life in a Santa suit and gave me every fairytale ending I didn’t know to wish for. Two months after that, he made me his wife. Since then, my whole world has been nothing but love and warmth and joy... and Nick. Always Nick.

And yes, he’s spoiled me. Rotten. He says he can’t help it and that I deserve everything. And he makes sure I have it.

He also makes sure the kids in our community do too. We spent yesterday hand-delivering packages to families in need again, just the same as last Christmas Eve. Only this time, Luca was strapped to my chest in a cozy little carrier while everyone cooed over him like he was the real star of the season.

Which, of course... he is.

Nick finally finds the box he was searching for. He brings it over and kneels beside the couch, placing it gently in my lap.

“It’s nothing big,” he says, even though there’s a twinkle in his eye that tells me otherwise.

I arch a brow. “You say that every time. And then it turns out to be ridiculously over-the-top amazing.”

He chuckles. “Open it and see.”

I do. Slowly, carefully shifting Luca slightly to cradle him in one arm so I can tug the ribbon loose and lift the lid. Inside is a delicate diamond necklace. A single shimmering snowflake on a fine gold chain.

“Oh, Nick,” I whisper, fingers brushing over the soft sparkle of it. “It’s beautiful.”

“So are you.” He leans in and kisses my temple. “Merry Christmas, princess.”

I blink back a tear. God, this man makes my heart ache in the best way.

“I have something for you too,” I say softly.

He tilts his head, curious. “You do?”

I nod. My heart hammers, but not in a bad way. I lean close, lips brushing his ear as I whisper...

“I’m pregnant again.”

He goes still for a second. Just a beat. Then he pulls back to look at me, eyes blazing with joy and disbelief all at once.

“Are you serious?”

I nod again, smiling so wide it hurts. “I took a test yesterday, but I wanted to wait until today to tell you.”

Nick lets out a sound that’s somewhere between a laugh and a growl, then cups my face in his hands and kisses me hard. Luca squirms slightly, letting out a soft squeak, and we both freeze.

“Sorry, little man,” Nick murmurs, stroking his son’s head gently. Then he grins at me again, eyes still shining. “You’re giving me another gift this perfect? Holly... I love you so damn much.”

“I love you too,” I whisper.

Outside, snow has started to fall again, soft flakes catching on the window glass. Inside, everything glows. The fire, the tree, the warmth between us.

And in my arms, our son sighs contentedly, held between two people who will love him, and his sibling, with everything they have.

Christmas will never be the same again.

And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

***
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