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1 - UNKNOWN WATERS

The sticky July air clung to the walls of the apartment like a second skin. Luna Summers wiped a bead of sweat from her temple, her fingers trembling slightly as she pressed the damp cloth against the back of her neck. The small, boxy living room felt smaller than usual, choked with the lingering scent of Calista’s vanilla perfume and the greasy aftermath of a takeout dinner Luna hadn’t finished.

She could hear her mother in the bathroom, the sound of water running, the clatter of cosmetic jars. Calista was preparing for her big night. Luna’s own night consisted of the heavy psychology textbook open on the coffee table, its dense paragraphs a futile attempt to anchor her mind against the rising tide of her anxiety. A familiar, uncomfortable pressure built in her chest—a tightness that signaled the need for her medication. She glanced at the kitchen clock. It was time.

The pill was small, white, innocuous. She swallowed it dry, the bitter aftertaste a constant reminder of the compromise. The relief would come soon, a chemical calm smoothing the jagged edges of her thoughts. The side effect, the one she dreaded, would follow. Lactation. Already, she could feel the tell-tale warmth spreading, the familiar ache of her body producing what it didn't need. She adjusted the loose, worn t-shirt, bracing for the inevitable dampness.

The bathroom door swung open with a theatrical flourish. Calista Summers emerged, a vision of calculated glamour in their dim hallway. Her blonde hair was swept into a perfect cascade, her blue eyes wide and artificially bright. She wore a crimson cocktail dress that hugged every curve, its fabric whispering promises of wealth and attention. Luna looked at her, a nineteen-year-old with brown hair tied in a simple ponytail and eyes the color of forest shadows, and felt like a visitor from a different, muted planet.

“He’s picking me up in twenty minutes,” Calista announced, not looking at Luna but at her own reflection in the smudged hallway mirror. “The Metropolitan Grand. Can you believe it? He was just there, at the bar, by himself. A billionaire CEO, just… available.”

Luna nodded, her voice careful. “That’s great, Mom.”

“It’s fate,” Calista corrected, spinning to face her daughter. “I’ve been wasting my time at those downtown lounges. The Grand is where the real money unwinds. Conrad Crane.” She enunciated the name like a precious gem. “Forties. Dark hair. Dark eyes. A suit that probably costs more than this whole building.”

“I’m happy for you,” Luna repeated, the words feeling thin. She was happy, in a distant way. Happiness for her mother was always conditional, a fragile hope that this new obsession might bring some stability, some financial ease that would trickle down to their shared life. But hope was a currency Luna was poor in.

Calista’s gaze sharpened, landing on Luna with a sudden, critical weight. “You’re not going to do anything weird while I’m out, are you? No… issues?”

The word issues was a needle. It pricked at the hidden sore spot of Luna’s condition. “I’m just studying,” she said, her voice flat.

“Good. Keep the place tidy. And if you feel one of your… panic things coming on, just deal with it quietly. Don’t call me. Conrad is a gentleman. He deserves a woman without baggage.” Calista’s smile was brilliant, empty. “This is my moment, Luna. Don’t cloud it.”

The door clicked shut behind her, leaving Luna in a silence that felt louder than the city traffic outside. She returned to her textbook, but the words blurred. Her mind drifted to the other men—the financier who lasted three weeks, the developer who ghosted her after a month, the restaurateur who called her “a delightful diversion.” They initially paraded her as a prize, but they quickly grew bored of her shallow conversation and transparent greed and discarded her. Luna’s role was always the same: silent observer, practical caretaker when the excitement crashed, the reminder of a responsibility her mother wished she didn’t have.

The chemical calm from the pill began to seep into her veins, softening the sharp corners of her worry. And, as it always did, a faint, aching fullness bloomed beneath her shirt. She ignored it, focusing on the textbook’s chapter on cognitive behavioral therapy. Identify the trigger. Challenge the thought. Her trigger was her mother’s life. The thought was that this, too, would end in tears.

Hours passed. The apartment absorbed the night. Luna moved to the small balcony, a concrete slab overlooking a street of flickering neon and tired pedestrians. The air was cooler there, carrying the distant hum of the city. She leaned against the railing, the pressure in her chest now a physical, humiliating weight. She tightened her arms across her body, a self-conscious shield.

A taxi pulled up below just after midnight. Calista emerged, her laughter a bright, glassy sound that cut through the street’s murmur. A man followed her—tall, his posture erect even in the casual stride of exiting a car. Even from this distance, Luna could see the cut of his suit, the way the streetlight caught the sharp line of his jaw. Conrad Crane.

They entered the building. Luna retreated inside, settling into the worn armchair that faced the door. She pretended to read.

The door opened. Calista was flushed, her eyes sparkling with a drunk, victorious glee. Conrad stood behind her, his presence immediately altering the room’s dimensions. He wasn’t just handsome; he carried an aura of solidity, of quiet power that seemed to absorb the apartment’s clutter and make it insignificant. His dark eyes scanned the space, and for a fleeting second, they met Luna’s.

A strange current passed through the air—not electric, but deep, like a shift in atmospheric pressure. He looked at her not as a piece of the background, but as a person occupying it. His gaze held hers for a moment longer than was polite.

“Conrad, this is my daughter, Luna,” Calista said, the words slurring slightly with alcohol and excitement. She draped herself against his arm. “Don’t mind her, she’s always so serious.”

Conrad’s expression didn’t change. He nodded slightly to Luna. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

His voice was low, textured. It wasn’t the smooth, performative tone Luna expected from a man of his stature. It sounded genuine.

“Nice to meet you, Mr. Crane,” Luna managed, her own voice quiet.

He seemed about to say something else, perhaps to ask a question that would extend the moment beyond a mere introduction. But Calista, sensing the focus drifting from her, giggled and tugged at his sleeve. “The night isn’t over yet, darling. My bedroom is much more… cozy.”

Luna watched as her mother led him down the short hallway, her steps unsteady, her laughter echoing. Conrad followed, his head turning once more to glance back at Luna. Then the bedroom door closed.

The silence that followed was different. It was heavy, loaded. Luna sat frozen in the armchair, her book a forgotten weight in her hands. From down the hall, sounds began—the murmur of voices, Calista’s high, giggling pitch, then the distinct, rhythmic creak of the bed frame against the wall.

Luna’s stomach tightened. Disgust washed over her, hot and sour. It wasn’t the sex itself; it was the performance, the lack of privacy, the way her mother’s life bled into every corner of her own. She stood up, her movements stiff, and walked to her own small room. She shut the door, but the walls were thin. The sounds persisted, a relentless reminder.

She lay on her bed, staring at the ceiling, her arms crossed tightly over her chest again. The physical discomfort from her medication’s side effect was now a throbbing, urgent presence. She hated it. She hated the dependence on the pills. She hated the embarrassing, biological footnote they added to her existence. Most of all, she hated the feeling of being an anchor in her mother’s flight toward a fantasy that always, inevitably, sank.

The noises eventually stopped. A long pause followed, then the sound of the bedroom door opening, footsteps, the front door opening and closing. Conrad had left.

Calista burst into Luna’s room minutes later, her dress slightly askew, her hair still perfect. Her energy was a whirlwind, scattering the quiet Luna had desperately gathered.

“He’s the one, Luna! I can feel it!” She spun, the crimson fabric flaring. “He’s not like the others. He listened. He’s solid. And his hands… oh, you have no idea.”

Luna sat up, her expression neutral. “You just met him tonight, Mom.”

“And that’s how it happens! When it’s real, you know!” Calista perched on the edge of Luna’s bed, her eyes feverish. “He’s going to call me tomorrow. He said he would. This is finally it. The life I deserve.”

Luna wanted to say, What about the life I deserve? But the words stayed locked behind her teeth. Instead, she offered the cautious, practical reminder that was her default role. “Just… be careful. Enjoy it, but don’t… don’t assume.”

Calista’s smile vanished, replaced by a sharp, resentful line. “Don’t assume? Don’t be such a pessimist. You always do this. You always try to dim my light. Maybe if you weren’t so… heavy, I could shine brighter.”

The implication hung in the air, ugly and familiar. Luna was the anchor that held Calista down. The daughter. The burden.

“I’m not trying to dim anything,” Luna said softly, her fingers digging into her own thighs.

“Well, it feels like you are.” Calista stood, smoothing her dress. “I’m going to sleep. I’ll be dreaming of mansions, because soon, I’ll be living in one.”

—

The next month unfolded in a series of vivid, disorienting scenes for Luna. Conrad Crane did call. He called often. He sent flowers that filled their small apartment with the scent of expensive roses. He gave Calista a necklace with a diamond that caught the light like a captured star. He took her to dinners at places whose names Luna only recognized from society columns.

Calista displayed each gift to Luna with a glee that felt increasingly frantic. “Look at this! He adores me!” she would proclaim, holding up a silk scarf or a bottle of perfume that cost more than their monthly rent.

Luna observed, her suspicion a quiet, growing weed. Conrad seemed… genuine. He appeared, from the glimpses she caught when he picked up Calista or the one time he brought over a dessert from some famed patisserie, to be a man of substance. His conversations with Calista, overheard from the kitchen, were patient. He asked about her day. He listened to her stories about her failed acting career, her dreams of travel. He didn’t seem blind, necessarily. He seemed… willing. A hopeless romantic, perhaps. Luna found it hard to reconcile. A billionaire CEO, a man of power, being so trustingly swept into Calista’s shallow, sparkling stream? It felt like a puzzle missing a key piece.

Then one afternoon, Conrad was in the apartment. Luna was in her room, trying to focus on an assignment for the online college courses she was taking. Her mother’s bedroom door was closed, but not soundproof. Luna heard the low murmur of Conrad’s voice, the soft, satisfied sighs of her mother. They had just finished having sex. Luna’s skin prickled with that familiar, invasive discomfort. She put her headphones on, but the music couldn’t block the reality.

Then, the voices became clearer. Conrad was speaking, his tone thoughtful, measured.

“Calista, this place is… charming, but it’s not a home for a woman like you. You deserve space. Light. Comfort.”

A thrilled giggle from Calista. “Oh, Conrad, you’re too sweet.”

“I’m serious. Move into the mansion. There’s a suite overlooking the gardens. You’d love it.”

Luna’s breath stopped. Her fingers froze over her keyboard.

“Move in? Really?” Calista’s voice was breathless.

“Of course. And Luna can come too. She’s your daughter. Of course she’ll want to be with you.”

The silence that followed was thick, charged. Luna could feel it through the wall.

“Luna?” Calista’s response was quick, a touch too bright. “Oh, she doesn’t have to come. She’s so independent. She’d be fine here on her own, really. She’s nineteen. She’s all grown up.”

Luna’s heart sank, a cold, heavy stone dropping into her gut.

Conrad’s voice, firm yet gentle, cut through. “She’s your family. I wouldn’t dream of separating you. The mansion has plenty of room. She’ll have her own space, her own life there. But she should be with you.”

Another pause. Luna could imagine her mother’s face, the calculation behind the sparkling eyes. The anchor was being invited aboard the ship. It was inconvenient, but Conrad’s insistence was a variable she couldn’t override.

“Well… if you insist,” Calista said, the words tinged with a reluctant surrender. “Of course, it would be lovely to have her there.”

“I insist,” Conrad said, his voice final.

Soon after, Conrad left. The front door closed with a solid sound. Luna waited, her body tense.

Calista entered Luna’s room without knocking. Her expression was a complex mask—elation tightly wrapped around a core of irritation.

“We’re moving,” she announced, her voice flat.

Luna looked up from her screen. “To his mansion?”

“Yes. Apparently, he’s a family man.” The words were laced with a subtle sneer. “He wants you there too. So you’re coming.”

Luna absorbed the news. A mansion. Space. Gardens. A life far removed from this sweating, cramped apartment. It was a fantasy, but one that included her, reluctantly. The practical part of her mind began ticking: her privacy… would it be greater or lesser? The embarrassment of her condition—how would she hide it in a house of strangers, of staff?

“That’s… generous,” Luna said carefully.

“It’s necessary,” Calista corrected, stepping closer. Her blue eyes hardened into chips of ice. “This is my chance, Luna. My only chance to finally get the life I’ve always wanted. And you are not going to ruin it for me.”

The threat was clear, unadorned.

“I won’t ruin anything,” Luna whispered, the promise feeling like a shackle.

“You promise?” Calista demanded, her gaze drilling into Luna’s.

“I promise. I’ll be on my best behavior.”

Calista studied her for a long moment, then nodded, a sharp, decisive motion. “Good. Because if you do anything… weird, if you have one of your little anxiety episodes around him, if you make him uncomfortable with your… your seriousness, this all disappears. And we’ll be back here. And it will be your fault.”

She turned and left, the door swinging shut behind her.

Luna sat in the sudden silence of her room. The pressure in her chest was back, a tight coil of anxiety untouched by medication. The physical discomfort from her side effect pulsed, a humiliating echo of her inner turmoil. She looked around at the cramped space—the faded posters, the stacked books, the single window looking out onto a brick wall. It was a life of making do, of managing, of hiding.

Now, she was being offered a doorway into a world of opulence, but the doorway was guarded by her mother’s desperate, resentful gaze. And beyond it stood Conrad Crane, a man of dark eyes and quiet insistence, who had looked at her that first night with a focus that felt… different.

She didn’t know what it meant. She only knew that the anchor was being hauled onto a new ship, and the waters ahead were deep, unknown, and fraught with hidden currents.

2 - A FATHER-FIGURE

The cardboard boxes stacked in the foyer of Crane Manor looked absurd. They were battered, stained with the history of their old apartment—a watermark from a leaky pipe, a scuff mark from Luna’s bike years ago. They huddled together on the polished marble floor like refugees in a palace. Luna stood beside them, her arms crossed tightly over her chest, her forest-shadow eyes wide as they absorbed the scale of the new world.

The mansion wasn’t just large; it was a different universe of space. High ceilings soared above, adorned with intricate plasterwork. Light flooded through tall windows, painting the floors in golden rectangles. The air smelled of lemon polish and old wood, a scent of timeless wealth. Luna’s sneakers, worn at the heels, felt like a violation on the pristine surface.

Conrad moved through the space with a calm, proprietary ease. He directed two staff members—a man and a woman in simple, elegant uniforms—to carry the boxes upstairs. “Luna, your room is on the second floor, east wing,” he said, his voice a quiet rumble in the vast hall. “It has its own balcony. I thought you might like the view of the gardens.”

She nodded, unable to find words. East wing. The concept was foreign. Her old room had been a directionless square.

Calista was already performing. She floated through the foyer, her fingers tracing the curve of a wrought-iron staircase railing. “It’s exquisite, Conrad. Simply exquisite.” She wore a new dress, a silk sheath Conrad had gifted her, its color a pale blue that matched her eyes. She looked like she belonged here, a decoration finally placed in its proper setting.

“I hope you’ll both feel at home,” Conrad said, his dark eyes resting on Luna. There was a softness there, a consideration that felt deliberate. “This house has been empty for too long. It needs life.”

Life, Luna thought. Her mother brought a certain kind of life—bright, noisy, demanding. What kind of life did she, Luna, bring? Quiet anxiety. Hidden shame.

The staff finished carrying the last box. Conrad gestured for Luna to follow. “Let me show you.”

They ascended the staircase, its steps wide and steady. Calista remained in the foyer, already inspecting a vase on a pedestal, her attention absorbed by the objects of her new kingdom.

The east wing was a corridor of doors, each framed in dark oak. Conrad opened one. The room beyond was… a suite. Not just a bedroom. A sitting area with a sofa and a low table, a desk by a window, a door leading to a bathroom, and another leading to a balcony. The walls were a soft cream color. The bed was large, dressed in linen that looked crisp and cool. Bookshelves stood empty, waiting.

“It’s… too much,” Luna whispered, stepping inside. Her voice sounded small against the quiet.

“It’s yours,” Conrad said simply. He stood at the doorway, not intruding. “Make it whatever you need. If you want different furniture, art… anything. Just tell Mrs. Henderson, the house manager.”

Luna turned to look at him. He was framed by the doorway, a tall, solid figure against the light from the hall. His suit today was charcoal grey, less formal than the first night but still impeccable. His gaze held hers again, that same deep, considering look. It wasn’t the assessing glance of a man looking at a young woman. It was… paternal? Concerned? Something else? She couldn’t decipher it.

“Thank you,” she said, the words feeling inadequate.

He smiled, a brief, genuine curve of his lips. “You’re welcome.” He paused. “I know this is a big change. If you need anything—anything at all—my study is on the ground floor, west corner. The door is always open.”

He turned and left, his footsteps echoing softly down the hall.

Luna stood in the center of the room, the emptiness pressing in on her. She unpacked slowly, methodically. Her clothes were plain, a collection of jeans and t-shirts and a few simple dresses. She placed them in the vast wardrobe, where they occupied a single shelf. She put her laptop on the desk. Her books—textbooks, a few novels—filled a small portion of one bookshelf. The room swallowed her possessions, making them seem insignificant.

A strange feeling crept over her as she worked. It was a blend of gratitude and profound unease. Conrad’s kindness was a warmth she had never experienced from a man in her mother’s orbit. The others had ignored her, or treated her as a vaguely inconvenient accessory. Conrad had looked at her. He had given her a room with a balcony. He had said his door was always open.

But the warmth was dangerous. It thawed something inside her, a frozen layer of defensive cynicism. It made her feel… seen. And being seen was terrifying when you had something to hide.

The evening arrived with a subtle change in the light. The mansion’s many windows captured the sunset, staining the rooms in hues of orange and purple. Luna changed into a simple navy dress, one of her few nice items. It was modest, with a high neckline and a skirt that fell to her knees. She chose it specifically for its thick fabric, its ability to conceal.

Downstairs, the dining room was a long, elegant chamber. A table that could seat twenty was set for three at one end. Crystal glasses gleamed. Silver utensils lay polished and precise. A single, grand chandelier hung above, its light softened by dimmers.

Conrad’s personal chef—a serious woman named Elaina—presented the first course: a delicate soup with flavors Luna couldn’t name. It was delicious, a quiet symphony on her tongue.

Conrad sat at the head of the table. Calista sat to his right, glowing in her silk dress. Luna sat to his left, feeling like a guest at a play where she hadn’t learned the script.

“The move went smoothly, I hope?” Conrad asked, his eyes on Luna.

“Yes. Thank you,” she said, spooning her soup carefully.

“Your room is acceptable?”

“It’s beautiful. More than I could ever need.”

Calista laughed, a bright, brittle sound. “She’s just used to our little apartment. This is a bit overwhelming for her.”

Luna felt a prick of irritation. Overwhelming. Of course she was overwhelmed—but not by the vaulted ceilings or the quiet hum of extreme wealth. She was overwhelmed by the suffocating weight of her mother’s performance.

“It’s a change for anyone,” Conrad said, his tone neutral. “It takes time to adjust to new spaces.”

“I’ve adjusted already,” Calista declared, sipping her wine. “I feel like I’ve been waiting for this my whole life.” She leaned toward Conrad, her voice dipping into a confidential tone. “You know, my acting career never took off because I never had the right environment. A creative spirit needs inspiration. This house… it inspires me.”

Conrad listened, nodding. His responses were polite, engaged. But Luna watched his eyes. They didn’t sparkle with the same captivated light Calista seemed to expect. They were thoughtful, measuring. He was listening, but he was also… observing.

The main course arrived—a filet of beef, impossibly tender, with roasted vegetables. Conversation drifted. Conrad asked Luna about her studies. Psychology, she told him. He asked why she chose it.

“I like understanding how people work,” she said, her voice quiet but steady. “Why they think the way they do. Why they feel the things they feel.”

“A noble pursuit,” Conrad said. “Understanding is the foundation of compassion.”

Calista interjected. “She’s always been such a serious girl. Analyzing everything.” She waved her hand dismissively. “Life isn’t a textbook, Luna. It’s about feeling. Experiencing.”

Luna looked at her mother, then at Conrad. He was looking at her, not at Calista. His gaze held that same deep attention.

“Analysis and feeling aren’t mutually exclusive,” Conrad said softly. “Sometimes, understanding a feeling is the only way to truly experience it.”

The words resonated in Luna’s chest. They felt like a key turning in a lock she hadn’t known was there.

Calista, sensing the focus shifting again, changed tactics. She began a story about a dinner she’d had with a famous director years ago, a tale Luna had heard many times, embellished more with each retelling. Conrad listened politely, but his eyes occasionally drifted to Luna. Not lingering, just… checking.

Then, the side effect began.

It started as a familiar, low ache. A tightening. A fullness. Luna had taken her medication before dinner, as usual. The calm had settled, a gentle blanket over her nerves. Now, the other response awakened. She shifted subtly in her seat, tightening her arms across her torso. The dress fabric was thick, but not thick enough.

She concentrated on her food, on the conversation, on the crystal patterns in the chandelier. She breathed slowly, a technique she’d learned to manage anxiety. In. Out. Steady.

But the pressure built. It was a biological insistence, a whisper from her body that grew to a murmur, then a demand. A warm, uncomfortable dampness bloomed against the inside of her bra. A slow, betraying seepage.

Her face grew hot. She lowered her head, focusing on a single green pea on her plate.

Calista’s voice cut through her concentration. “Luna, are you feeling alright? You look flushed.”

Luna’s heart hammered against her ribs. “I’m fine. Just… warm.”

“It’s not warm in here,” Calista said, her tone sharpening. “Conrad keeps the climate perfect. Are you having one of your… moments?”

The word moments was a dagger. It carried all the history of Calista’s dismissiveness, her annoyance at Luna’s anxiety, her resentment of Luna’s existence.

“No,” Luna said, her voice tight. “I’m fine.”

But she wasn’t. The dampness was spreading. The fabric of her dress, dark navy, would hide a small stain, but it wasn't just a drop anymore; it was a steady, warm betrayal.

Conrad was watching her now, his expression unreadable.

Calista’s eyes narrowed. She was looking at Luna’s chest, at the subtle, involuntary movement of Luna’s arms as she tried to press herself tighter. A cruel, knowing smile touched Calista’s lips.

“Luna,” she said, her voice dripping with false sweetness. “Are you leaking again, honey?”

The word hung in the air, vulgar and precise. It shattered the dining room’s elegant silence.

Luna’s breath stopped. Her vision blurred at the edges. Humiliation, hot and searing, flooded her veins. She couldn’t move. She couldn’t speak.

Calista leaned forward, her gaze fixed on the front of Luna’s dress. “You see, Conrad, her medication… it has this unfortunate side effect. She lactates. Like a cow.” The last word was a sneer, a deliberate reduction.

Luna’s eyes shot to Conrad. His gaze had moved to her chest. She saw his eyes register the two small, dark patches growing on the navy fabric, right over her breasts. The stain was unmistakable now, a damp blotch spreading slowly.

His expression didn’t shift to disgust. It didn’t contort into pity or shock. It… changed. His eyes darkened, the pupils seeming to widen. His lips parted slightly. A flush of color touched his neck, visible above his collar. He looked… aroused.

The realization hit Luna like a physical blow. It wasn’t judgment. It wasn’t revulsion. It was a raw, primal interest. A hunger.

The combination—her mother’s cruel exposure, Conrad’s silent, intense reaction—triggered a fault line in Luna’s psyche. The anxiety she had been holding back broke through the chemical dam of her medication. A wave of panic crashed over her, cold and terrifying. Her lungs seized. Her hands trembled violently on the tablecloth.

She stood up, the chair scraping loudly against the floor. “I… I need to…” The words wouldn’t form.

She turned and fled.

Her steps were uncoordinated, a frantic stumble out of the dining room, across the vast marble foyer, up the staircase. Her chest burned with shame and the physical discomfort of the leakage. Her mind screamed with images—Calista’s smirk, Conrad’s darkened eyes.

She reached her room, slammed the door shut, and collapsed against it, her back pressed to the cool wood. Her breaths came in shallow, ragged gulps. The anxiety attack held her in its grip, squeezing her ribs, clouding her thoughts with a storm of fear and humiliation. He saw. He saw and he was… interested. Mom pointed it out. She humiliated me. She always does. He didn’t look disgusted. He looked…

She couldn’t finish the thought. She slid down to the floor, sitting against the door, her arms wrapped around her knees. She rocked slightly, a self-soothing motion she hadn’t used since childhood. The pressure in her breasts was now a sharp, aching presence. She needed to deal with it, to change, to hide the evidence. But her body was frozen by panic.

Time passed in a blur of shuddering breaths and hot tears. Gradually, the chemical calm of the medication began to reassert itself, pushing back the panic’s tide. Her breathing slowed. The tremors subsided. She was left sitting on the floor, exhausted, hollow.

The dinner would be over. Conrad and Calista would be… where? Talking about her? Laughing? Conrad would be touching her mother, his hands on her, his mind perhaps still picturing the stains on Luna’s dress?

A fresh wave of nausea rolled through her.

A soft knock sounded at the door.

Luna froze. Her heart, which had begun to settle, kicked against her ribs again.

“Luna?” Conrad’s voice. Quiet. Firm.

She couldn’t answer. She pressed her lips together, her eyes wide.

“Luna, I know you’re there. Can I come in?”

She had to answer. If she didn’t, he might think she was worse. He might get her mother. She couldn’t bear that.

“Yes,” she whispered, the word barely audible.

The door opened slowly. Conrad stepped inside, his large frame filling the doorway. He didn’t enter fully; he stood just inside, respecting the boundary of her space. He looked at her sitting on the floor, her dress stained, her face pale and tear-streaked.

“I saved you some of the dessert,” he said, his voice low. “Elaina made a chocolate torte. It’s in the refrigerator if you’re still hungry.”

It was such a normal, considerate thing to say. It grounded her.

“Thank you,” she murmured, her voice thick.

He stepped closer, then crouched down, so he wasn’t towering over her. He settled on the floor a few feet away, his posture relaxed but not invasive. He was in his suit, on the floor of her room, looking at her with an expression that was… gentle.

“What happened?” he asked. No judgment. Just a question.

Luna looked away, at the empty bookshelves. “It’s my medication. For anxiety. It has a… side effect.” She swallowed. “It makes me lactate. It’s embarrassing. I try to hide it. My mom… she knows. She uses it to humiliate me.”

Conrad listened, his gaze steady. “It’s not something to be ashamed of,” he said after a moment. “It’s a physiological response. A side effect of a treatment you need. It doesn’t define you.”

The words were so simple, so direct. They cut through the tangled shame she’d carried for years. “It feels like it defines me,” she whispered. “It feels like a… a flaw. A weird flaw.”

“It’s not a flaw.” His voice was firm. “It’s a condition. And conditions are managed, not judged.”

“My mom, she thinks it’s grotesque,” Luna said, the confession leaving her lips like a released breath. “She thinks I’m grotesque because of it.”

Conrad’s jaw tightened. A flicker of something—anger?—passed through his eyes. “You are not grotesque. You are a young woman dealing with a medical reality. And you are handling it with more grace than many adults handle their own trivial inconveniences.”

The praise, so unexpected, so sincere, warmed a cold place inside her. She felt a tear escape, tracing a new path down her cheek. She wiped it away quickly.

“I want you to know,” Conrad continued, his voice dropping into a more intimate register, “that I think you’re a remarkable person. Your maturity, your consideration… it’s rare. I see it. And I want you to feel safe here. This is your home now, too.”

Luna nodded, unable to speak.

“I’d like to be… a support for you,” he said. “A father-figure, if you’ll allow it. I know your mother’s relationship with you is complicated. I don’t want to interfere. But I want you to know you have someone here who respects you. Who cares about your well-being.”

A father-figure. The words echoed in the quiet room. Luna had never had a father. Her mother’s men had been temporary, uninterested. Conrad was offering a role, a stability. It was a lifeline thrown into her turbulent sea.

“Thank you,” she said again, the only words she seemed capable of forming.

He smiled, a small, genuine smile that softened the sharp lines of his face. “You don’t need to thank me. It’s what any decent person would do.” He stood up, slowly, not imposing. “Get changed. Rest. If you want the dessert, it’s there. And remember… my door is open.”

He left, closing the door softly behind him.

Luna remained on the floor for a long time. The interaction played over in her mind—his kindness, his words, the memory of his eyes on her stained dress. The two images conflicted: the gentle protector and the man whose gaze had darkened with a hunger she recognized but couldn’t name.

She finally stood, her body aching. She changed out of the damp dress, handling the stained fabric with a clinical detachment. She cleaned herself, the routine mechanical and grim. Then she put on soft pajamas and lay on the vast, cool bed.

Sleep didn’t come. Thoughts circled. Conrad’s offer of a father-figure felt like a sanctuary. But the look in his eyes… that was not paternal. It was something else. Something that stirred a forbidden, confusing heat in her own belly.

—

A few days passed in a strange, suspended rhythm. The mansion was a world of routines and quiet. Calista spent her days exploring, shopping online, calling friends to boast. Luna kept to her room, her studies, and occasional walks in the sprawling gardens. Conrad was often in his study or away at his offices. Their interactions were brief, polite. He asked about her day. He recommended a book from his library. He was consistently kind.

One afternoon, Luna wandered into the library. It was a room she had avoided, intimidated by its scale. But the quiet called to her. The room was two stories high, with a circular staircase leading to a second level of shelves. Light streamed through tall, leaded windows, illuminating rows of leather-bound volumes and modern novels.

She found a comfortable armchair by a window and picked a book from a nearby shelf—a novel about memory and loss. She sank into the chair, the world outside the gardens a green, peaceful blur.

She didn’t hear him enter. She was deep in a chapter when a shadow fell across her page. She looked up.

Conrad stood there, holding a cup of tea. He smiled. “I didn’t mean to disturb you. I come here to think. It’s my favorite room.”

“It’s beautiful,” Luna said, setting the book down.

He glanced at the cover. “That’s one of my favorites,” he said, his tone warming. “The author’s exploration of grief… it’s unparalleled.”

Luna felt a spark of connection. “I’m just starting it. The prose is… intense.”

“It is.” He sat in the armchair opposite hers, not too close, but sharing the space. “What do you think of the narrator’s voice so far?”

They discussed the book. Conrad’s insights were thoughtful, not pretentious. He listened to her tentative opinions, nodding, adding his own perspectives. The conversation flowed easily, a natural exchange of ideas. Luna felt her shoulders relax. For the first time since moving here, she felt… intellectually engaged. Seen as a mind, not just a problem or a daughter.

He showed her other books from his collection—a volume of poetry, a history of a forgotten empire, a philosophical treatise. Each one he handled with a reverence that spoke of deep attachment. “These are companions,” he said, his hand resting on a leather-bound spine. “They’ve been with me through… many seasons.”

Luna watched his hands. They were strong, with long fingers and clean nails. They moved over the books with a tactile care that felt… sensual. It was a thought that slipped into her mind unbidden. She looked away, focusing on the garden outside.

But the thought lingered. As they talked, as he shared his passion for these quiet, paper worlds, she felt something shift inside her. The father-figure image blurred. The man sitting across from her was handsome, intelligent, powerful, and he was treating her with a respect that felt adult, equal. The memory of his darkened eyes at the dinner table returned, merging with this new image of him as a thoughtful, gentle scholar.

A dangerous warmth began to spread in her chest. It wasn’t the anxiety-driven heat of her medication’s side effect. It was a different kind of warmth—a slow, curling sensation of attraction. She looked at his sharp jawline, the way his dark hair fell just over his collar, the depth of his eyes as he explained a metaphor in the poetry.

He was her mother’s boyfriend. He was offering to be a father-figure. And she was… feeling something for him. Something that was not daughterly. Something that was jealous, possessive, and deeply, deeply wrong.

Jealousy bloomed, a bitter flower. Her mother, with her shallow glamour and cruel humor, had this man’s attention, his affection, his body. Luna had only his kindness, his intellectual conversation. But the kindness felt more real, more substantial than the performative affection he gave to her mother. And she wanted… more.

The realization frightened her. She stood up abruptly, the book clutched in her hand. “I should… get back to my studies. Thank you for the conversation.”

Conrad looked up, his expression mild. “Of course. Any time, Luna. The library is always open to you.”

She left, her steps quick, her mind racing. The warmth in her chest had ignited into a low, persistent fire.

That night, in her room, the fire refused to die. She lay in the large bed, the sheets cool around her. The mansion was silent, a deep, enveloping quiet that amplified her thoughts.

She pictured Conrad in the library. His hands on the books. His voice, low and textured, explaining a line of poetry. Then she pictured his eyes, dark and dilated, looking at her stained dress. The two images fused into one: a man who was both protector and… something else.

Her body responded to the fusion. A familiar ache began, but this time it was not driven by medication or anxiety. It was driven by imagination. By desire.

She touched her own breast through her pajama top. The flesh was tender, sensitive. The side effect was present, a physical reality, but now her mind was attaching it to Conrad. To his gaze. To his possible… interest.

Her hand slid lower, over her stomach, down to the waistband of her pajamas. Her fingers trembled, but not from panic. From a nervous, thrilling anticipation.

She imagined his hands, not on books, but on her. His strong, careful fingers tracing the curve of her hip. His mouth… where? She couldn’t let the thought go there. It was too forbidden.

But her own hand could go there. She slipped it under the fabric, touching her own skin. It was warm, soft. She traced patterns, her mind conjuring his touch. She imagined him discovering her secret, the lactation, not with disgust, but with that dark, hungry look. With acceptance. With desire.

Her breathing deepened. Her heart beat a steady, urgent rhythm. She let her fingers explore, her mind painting scenes on the darkness of her closed eyelids. Conrad’s voice, whispering words of praise. Conrad’s hands, unhurried, learning her body. Conrad’s mouth…

She stopped the thought again. The guilt surged, a cold wave against the heat. He was her mother’s boyfriend. He was offering to be a father. He was more than twenty years older than her. This was wrong. It was twisted.

But her body didn’t care about wrong. It cared about the warmth, the fantasy, the release of tension that had built for days—the humiliation at dinner, the kindness in her room, the connection in the library. All of it coiled into a need for touch, for release.

She let her fingers find the place where her need concentrated. She moved them, slow at first, then with a growing rhythm. Her mind clung to the image of Conrad’s eyes, dark and focused on her. She imagined his approval. His desire. His claim.

The climax arrived not as a storm, but as a slow, cresting wave. It washed through her, a warm, spreading relief that softened her muscles and stilled her frantic mind. For a moment, the guilt was silenced. The pleasure was a quiet, private truth.

Then, as the wave receded, the guilt returned, colder and sharper. She lay in the bed, her hand still under the sheets, her body cooling. She had touched herself thinking of Conrad Crane. Of her mother’s lover. Of the man who wanted to be a father to her.

The contradiction was unbearable. She pulled her hand out, curled into herself, and wept silently into the pillow. The mansion’s silence absorbed her tears, offering no judgment, no answer. Only the vast, empty space of her new room, and the haunting memory of a look that was not paternal, and a touch that was, for now, only her own.

3 - BETRAYAL IN THE KITCHEN

The days after the library conversation were a blur of quiet tension. Luna stayed in her room, burrowing into her textbooks, trying to drown the memory of her own hands and the fantasy they had served. The mansion’s rhythms were predictable: Conrad at his office most days, Calista lounging by the pool or planning shopping excursions with his credit card. Luna existed in the spaces between them, a ghost in the grand halls.

On a Thursday afternoon, Calista announced she was going out. “I’m getting lip filler injections,’” she said, preening in the hallway. She wore a tight white sundress, her blonde hair a perfect cascade. “The salon Conrad recommended is exquisite. He says fuller lips are… aesthetic.” She laughed, a hollow, delighted sound. “He knows exactly how to enhance a woman’s beauty.”

Luna nodded from the doorway of her room. “Have fun.”

“Oh, I will.” Calista winked. “You should do something about your wardrobe, Luna. Those t-shirts are so… teenager. You’re living in a billionaire’s home now. Act like it.” She spun and left, her heels clicking a triumphant tempo down the marble stairs.

The house fell into a deeper silence. Luna wandered downstairs, the emptiness pressing on her. She found herself in the kitchen—a vast, professional space with stainless steel appliances and marble countertops. It was impersonal, a stage for a chef, not a home. She opened the refrigerator, staring at the neatly arranged, unfamiliar foods. She pulled out a container of fresh strawberries and a small bowl of whipped cream Elaina had prepared.

She stood at the central island, eating a strawberry dipped in cream. The sweetness was a simple pleasure, a grounding taste in the surreal luxury of her new life. She was alone. Truly alone for the first time since moving here. The anxiety that usually hummed beneath her skin was quiet, muted by the medication and the strange calm of solitude.

She didn’t hear him enter.

The soft sound of his footsteps on the tile was absorbed by the kitchen’s expansive acoustics. She turned, a strawberry halfway to her mouth, and saw him.

Conrad stood at the entrance to the kitchen, leaning against the frame. He was dressed casually—dark trousers, a grey shirt open at the collar, no suit jacket. The casualness made him seem more approachable, more human. His dark eyes were fixed on her.

“Enjoying a snack?” he asked, his voice a low, warm tone.

Luna lowered the strawberry. “Yes. They’re… very good.”

He walked toward her, his movements slow and deliberate. He stopped a few feet away, his gaze not on the fruit, but on her face, her lips, the simple way she stood in her loose t-shirt and jeans. “I’ve been thinking about our conversation in the library,” he said.

Luna’s pulse, which had been steady, began a slow, heavy thrum. “The book?”

“Not just the book.” He took another step closer. The space between them diminished, charged with a sudden, tangible energy. “I’ve been thinking about you.”

She set the strawberry on the counter. Her fingers felt numb. “About me?”

“Yes.” His voice dropped, becoming intimate, confiding. “About your maturity. Your intelligence. The way you carry yourself with such… quiet strength. It’s remarkable.” He paused, his eyes searching hers. “And I’ve been thinking about how beautiful you are.”

The word landed in the center of her chest. Beautiful. Not in the way her mother was beautiful—a polished, external beauty. He said it with a weight that felt internal, fundamental.

“You don’t have to say that,” she murmured, looking down at the marble counter.

“I’m not saying it because I have to.” He moved closer still. Now, he was within arm’s reach. The scent of him reached her—clean, masculine, a subtle hint of sandalwood. “I’m saying it because it’s true. You are beautiful in a way that feels… more. More than just a pretty face. More than just a young woman. It’s a depth. A light.”

Luna looked up. His eyes were locked on hers, intense, unblinking. The father-figure persona was gone. This was a man looking at a woman he desired. The truth of it was undeniable, terrifying, and electrifying.

“My mother…” she started, her voice a whisper.

“Your mother is a lovely woman,” Conrad said, his tone not changing. “But she is… what she is. You are something else entirely, Luna.”

Her name on his lips sounded like a secret, a promise.

“It’s wrong,” she breathed, the words a confession.

“Is it?” He asked, his head tilting slightly. “Wrong to see someone’s true worth? Wrong to feel a connection that goes beyond… circumstance?”

He picked up the strawberry and ate it, leaving the stem on the counter. Then his hand moved to her face. His fingertips brushed her cheek, a touch so light it was almost not a touch at all. It was a suggestion. A question.

Luna didn’t move. She didn’t pull away. Her breath caught in her throat, but not in a hitch—it suspended, a full, arrested moment. The warmth of his fingers seeped into her skin, a brand of forbidden contact.

“I’ve wanted to do this for a long time,” Conrad whispered. His other hand came up, cradling her face. He held her gently, as if she were a delicate, precious thing.

His eyes locked on hers. The world narrowed to the kitchen island, the bowl of cream, his hands on her face, his dark, hungry gaze.

Then he leaned in.

His lips met hers.

It was not a sudden, aggressive kiss. It was a slow, deliberate convergence. His lips were firm, warm. They pressed against hers with a certainty that felt like an answer to all the unspoken questions between them. Luna’s mind screamed a chorus of warnings—wrong, forbidden, mother’s boyfriend, father-figure—but her body did not listen. Her body softened. Her lips parted under his, a silent, willing surrender.

He deepened the kiss. His tongue touched hers, a tender exploration. The taste of him—clean, masculine—mixed with the sweetness of the cream still on her lips. His hands slid from her face to her shoulders, then down her back, pulling her closer. Her body pressed against his. She felt the solid strength of him, the muscular frame under his casual clothes. A low, visceral tremor started in her core, a vibration of pure, undeniable arousal.

She kissed him back. Her hands, which had been frozen at her sides, rose to his chest. She felt the fabric of his shirt, the heat of his body beneath it. Her fingers curled into the material, holding him, anchoring herself to this moment of transgression.

The kiss grew passionate. It was a conversation without words. His mouth moved over hers with a growing urgency, a hunger that matched the one she’d seen in his eyes at the dinner table. His tongue explored her mouth, claiming it. She responded, her own tongue meeting his, her breath mingling with his in short, heated exchanges. One of his hands slid down to her hip, gripping her, pulling her flush against him. The contact was intimate, undeniable. She felt the hard ridge of his arousal against her belly.

The wrongness evaporated, burned away by the heat of his mouth, the strength of his arms. This felt right. It felt like a truth she had been denying. A connection she had been craving.

He broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to look at her. His eyes were dark, pupils wide. “You feel it too,” he said, his voice rough. “You know this isn’t just… a mistake.”

Luna nodded, her mind clouded with sensation. “I feel it.”

He kissed her again, harder this time. A kiss of possession. His hands moved from her hips to the hem of her loose t-shirt. He tugged it upward. She didn’t resist. She helped him, pulling it over her head, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in her simple, cotton bra. The air of the kitchen felt cool on her exposed skin, but his gaze was a furnace.

His eyes dropped to her chest. The bra was plain, white, modest. But beneath it, the evidence of her condition was visible—the fuller curves, the subtle dampness already staining the fabric.

“This,” he said, his voice dropping to a reverent whisper. “This is part of you. And it… turns me on. More than I can explain.”

The admission was raw, shocking. Luna felt a flush spread over her entire body. Embarrassment tried to rise, but it was drowned by a surge of potent, thrilling validation. He wanted this. He wanted her, including the part she hated.

He reached for the bra. His fingers found the clasp at the front, a simple hook. He unfastened it with a precise motion. The bra loosened, then fell open. He pulled it away, letting it join the t-shirt on the floor.

Her breasts were exposed to him, to the cool air, to his hungry gaze. They were fuller than they had been before the medication, sensitive, heavy. The tips were damp, a clear, glistening evidence of the lactation.

Conrad’s eyes traveled over them, a slow, consuming study. He didn’t look disgusted. He looked fascinated. Aroused. Devoted.

“Beautiful,” he murmured, not just a word now, but a worship.

His hands came up, not to grab, but to cradle. He held her breasts, his palms warm against her skin. His touch was gentle, almost reverent. He felt their weight, their softness. His thumbs brushed over the nipples, circling the damp, sensitive peaks.

Luna’s breath escaped in a soft, shuddering sigh. The touch was electric. It sent bolts of sensation straight to her core, awakening a deep, aching need. Her back arched slightly, pushing her breasts more fully into his hands.

He leaned down.

His mouth approached her left breast. He didn’t rush. He hovered, his breath warming her skin. Then his lips closed over her nipple.

The intimacy was indescribable. It was not just a sexual touch; it was a primal connection. His lips were firm, warm. They sealed around her nipple, and then he began to suck.

A gentle, rhythmic pull.

Luna gasped. Her hands flew to his shoulders, gripping him for balance. Her mind emptied of everything but the feeling—the pressure, the warmth, the release. The milk that had been a source of shame, a hidden burden, was being drawn out by his mouth. He drank from her, his suckling steady, deliberate.

She watched, her vision blurring with shock and delight. His dark head bent to her breast, his mouth working. A low, contented sound came from him, a hum of satisfaction. He was drinking her milk. The act was so fundamentally taboo, so deeply intimate, that it shattered every remaining boundary between them.

He switched to the other breast. His mouth moved, his lips capturing her right nipple. He suckled again, with the same focused intensity. Luna’s body responded with a cascade of reactions. Her hips swayed, a restless, seeking motion. A deep, throbbing arousal built between her legs, a pulsating need that demanded attention. The embarrassment was gone, burned away by the raw, physical pleasure of his acceptance, his desire for this part of her.

After a long moment, he pulled away. His mouth glistened with a trace of her milk. He looked at her, his eyes blazing with a fierce, possessive fire. “You are exquisite,” he breathed. “Every part of you.”

He didn’t wait for her to speak. His hands moved to her jeans. He unfastened the button, then the zipper. He pushed the denim down over her hips. She helped him, kicking off her shoes, letting him peel the jeans from her legs. They joined the pile on the floor.

She stood before him in only her panties—simple, cotton, white. Her body was fully exposed to him now: her lactating breasts, her slender waist, her thighs.

Conrad’s gaze traveled down her body, a slow, worshipful journey. “I want to taste all of you,” he said, his voice thick with desire.

He hooked his fingers into the waistband of her panties and pulled them down. She stepped out of them, naked now in the middle of the vast, stainless steel kitchen.

The cool air touched her everywhere, but his gaze was a warmer blanket. He looked at her with a raw, unfiltered hunger. His eyes lingered on the junction of her thighs, on the evidence of her arousal already glistening there.

“On the counter,” he instructed, his voice firm but not harsh.

He lifted her. His hands were strong, sure. He picked her up, her body light in his arms, and placed her sitting on the wide, marble kitchen island. The surface was cool, hard beneath her. She sat, legs parted, her nakedness fully displayed to him.

Conrad stood before her, his eyes locked on her core. He leaned in, his hands spreading her thighs wider. He didn’t speak. He simply bent his head.

His mouth met her.

The first touch was a gentle press of his lips against her inner thigh. Then he moved higher. His mouth found her center.

He didn’t just kiss her there. He devoured her.

His lips parted, sealing over her. His tongue emerged, a hot, wet, seeking pressure. He explored her with a thorough, dedicated focus. He licked her, tracing her contours, learning her shape. He found her most sensitive point and focused there, his tongue circling, pressing, teasing.

Luna’s head fell back against the tile backsplash. A moan escaped her lips, a raw, unfiltered sound of bliss. Her hands gripped the edge of the cold marble counter, anchoring herself against the onslaught of sensation. His mouth was a furnace of skill and desire. He tasted her, drank her arousal as he had drunk her milk. Every suck, every lick, sent waves of heat through her body, tightening her muscles, driving her toward a peak.

His hands held her thighs open, his fingers pressing into her skin. He controlled her, kept her exposed, kept her available to his ministrations. She was utterly vulnerable, utterly surrendered.

The relentless motion of his tongue intensified. He moved from slow, exploratory licks to a faster, more targeted pressure. He focused on the spot that made her legs tremble, that made her breath come in sharp, desperate gasps. He worked her with a single-minded purpose, as if his entire being was dedicated to giving her this pleasure.

Luna’s mind fractured into pure ecstasy. The guilt, the fear, the moral complications—they were annihilated by the physical reality of his mouth on her, his hands holding her, his desire consuming her. She was just a body, responding, climbing, aching.

She felt the climax approach, a gathering storm at her core. Her hips began to move, rocking against his mouth, seeking more pressure, more friction. He gave it to her. His tongue pushed harder, faster. His lips suctioned around her, creating a delicious, measured draw.

The storm broke.

Her orgasm crashed over her not as a single wave, but as a series of rolling, powerful surges. Each one tightened her body, arched her back, forced a cry from her throat. She clutched the counter, her fingers digging into the cold marble. The pleasure was blinding, all-consuming. It wiped her mind clean, leaving only the raw, shuddering aftermath.

Conrad kept his mouth on her through it, his tongue gentling, soothing as the waves subsided. He kissed her softly, reverently, as her body relaxed, as the tremors faded.

He pulled back, looking up at her. His face was glistening with her wetness. His eyes were dark, satisfied, hungry for more. “You are incredible,” he said, his voice rough with passion.

He stood up, his own arousal evident now. He unfastened his trousers, pushing them down along with his underwear. His cock emerged, hard, erect, a thick, long length that made Luna’s breath catch anew. It was a formidable sight, a physical manifestation of his desire.

He stepped closer, between her parted legs on the counter. His hands went to her hips, gripping her, positioning her. He leaned in, his body pressing against hers. His cock, hot and solid, pressed against her belly for a moment, a promise of what was coming.

Then he guided himself lower.

The tip of his cock found her entrance, still wet from his mouth, from her climax. He pressed, not thrusting, just positioning. He looked into her eyes, his gaze holding hers with an intense, unbreakable connection.

“This,” he whispered. “This is where I belong.”

He pushed forward.

The penetration was slow, methodical, immense. He was large, and her body, though aroused and open, had to adjust to him. He filled her, stretching her, claiming her with a steady, merciless advance. Luna gasped, her eyes widening. The sensation was overwhelming—a fullness beyond anything she had imagined, a deep, physical occupation.

He didn’t stop until he was fully inside her, his body flush against hers, his cock buried deep. He held there, letting her feel the complete possession. His breath was hot against her neck. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady.

He began to drive into her, an unrelenting, grounding force that made the rest of the world vanish. His thrusts were controlled, powerful, deep. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each return was a full, penetrating plunge. He fucked her with a rhythm that was both dominant and intimately attentive. He watched her face, gauging her reactions, adjusting his pace to her responses.

Luna’s body, still resonating from her first climax, began to build toward another. The deep, filling thrusts, the friction of his cock moving inside her, the pressure against her most sensitive spots—it all coalesced into a new, rising tide of pleasure. Her hands moved from the counter to his shoulders, then to his back, clutching him, pulling him deeper into her.

Her moans became continuous, a low, steady soundtrack to their joining. Each thrust elicited a sound, a gasp, a cry. She was lost in the physical reality of him, in the forbidden, glorious act of being taken by her mother’s boyfriend, by the man who had offered to be her father.

He increased his pace. The thrusts became harder, faster. The marble counter was a stable, unforgiving surface beneath her, and his strength drove her against it with a force that was exhilarating. She felt his control, his power, and she surrendered to it completely. She gave herself to the motion, to the consuming heat, to the wrongness that felt so right.

His breathing grew heavier, matching hers. His hands tightened on her hips, almost bruising in their intensity. He was chasing his own peak now, his thrusts becoming more urgent, more driven.

Luna’s second climax built, a tighter, sharper peak than the first. It gathered at the base of her spine, a coiled spring of tension. His cock, pounding into her, hitting deep, triggered it. She cried out, her body convulsing around him, clamping down on his thrusting length. The orgasm was sharp, bright, a burst of white-hot electricity that consumed her.

As she peaked, Conrad’s control broke. He gave one final, deep, grinding thrust, burying himself as deep as he could go. He held there, his body rigid against hers. A groan tore from his throat, a raw, masculine sound of release. She felt him pulse inside her, the hot, liquid evidence of his climax filling her depths.

They stayed locked together for a long moment, his body pressed against hers, his cock still inside her, both of them breathing in ragged, shared rhythms. The kitchen was silent except for their breaths and the hum of the refrigerator.

Slowly, Conrad withdrew. He helped her down from the counter, his hands gentle now, supportive. Her legs were weak, trembling. He held her steady until she found her balance.

They dressed in silence. The act felt surreal, a return to normalcy after a seismic event. Luna pulled on her jeans, her t-shirt, her bra. Conrad fastened his trousers, smoothed his shirt. They didn’t speak. Words felt impossible, inadequate.

When they were dressed, standing facing each other in the kitchen that now felt like a crime scene and a sanctuary, Conrad finally spoke. His voice was low, sober. “What happened here… was wrong. Calista cannot know.”

Luna nodded, her mind still fogged with satisfaction and aftermath. “She won’t.”

“It didn’t feel wrong,” he said, his eyes searching hers. “But it is, by every definition.”

“It didn’t feel wrong to me either,” Luna echoed, the truth of it solid in her chest.

He reached out, touched her cheek again, a brief, tender caress. Then he turned and left the kitchen, his footsteps fading down the hall.

Luna stood alone, the strawberries and cream still on the counter, the evidence of their encounter only in the air, in her body, in her mind.

Ten minutes later, Calista returned. Her entrance was a burst of noise and energy. She floated into the kitchen, her lips noticeably fuller, glistening with a fresh injection. “Look!” she exclaimed, posing by the refrigerator. “Perfect, aren’t they? Conrad will love them.”

Luna forced a smile, her body still humming with the memory of Conrad’s mouth, his hands, his cock. “They look great.”

“You’re so quiet,” Calista said, studying her. “Did you do anything while I was out? You look… flushed.”

“Just studied,” Luna said, turning to put the strawberries back in the refrigerator. Her movements felt robotic, disconnected.

Calista didn’t press. She was too absorbed in her own new beauty. She prattled on about the salon, the cost, the luxury. Luna listened, nodding, pretending to pay attention. Her mind was elsewhere, replaying every second in the kitchen, every touch, every word.

That night, Luna lay in her bed, the mansion silent around her. The sheets were cool, but her body was warm, alive with the echoes of the afternoon. The guilt tried to surface, a cold, nagging whisper. He’s your mother’s boyfriend. You betrayed her. This is a mess.

But the dominant thought was not guilt. It was a fierce, possessive conviction.

Calista isn’t right for him.

Her mother was shallow, cruel, obsessed with surfaces. Conrad was deep, thoughtful, hungry for something real. He had seen Luna—her mind, her burden, her body—and he had desired it. He had taken it. He had worshiped it.

He should be with me. Not with Calista.

The thought was bold, terrifying, and exhilarating.

But another thought crept in, colder, more cynical. Is he just using me for sex? He was a wealthy, powerful man. He had a beautiful, willing girlfriend already. Was Luna just a forbidden thrill, a novelty? The daughter, the lactating girl, a secret toy? Did he plan to seduce her all along? Was that why he wanted her to move in?

Or could he actually have feelings for her? The way he had looked at her, spoken to her, touched her—it had felt real. It had felt more than just physical.

The questions spun in her mind, a whirlpool of hope and doubt. She touched her own breast, feeling the tenderness, the memory of his mouth there. She felt the ache between her legs, the memory of his possession.

She didn’t know the answers. But she knew one thing: the afternoon in the kitchen had changed everything. The boundary was broken. The forbidden was now a reality. And she wanted more.

4 - THE ONE IN THE SHADOWS

The morning sun cast a diamond-bright glare across the pool’s surface, turning the water into a sheet of liquid silver. Luna lay stretched out on a wide, padded lounge chair, her bikini—a simple navy two-piece that Calista had reluctantly given her—a stark contrast against the white fabric. She had come here to escape, to find some solitude in the vast grounds of Crane Manor, but the stillness only amplified the hum in her veins. It was the hum of memory, of Conrad’s mouth on her skin, his hands on her body, the fullness of him inside her. It had been two days since the kitchen. Two days of strained dinners, of Calista’s oblivious chatter, of Conrad’s eyes meeting hers across the table with a dark, secret heat.

She heard the soft click of the patio door opening. She didn’t turn. She kept her eyes closed against the sun, pretending to sleep.

His footsteps were quiet on the stone tiles. He didn’t speak until he was beside her. “It’s a beautiful day.”

Luna opened her eyes. Conrad stood there, dressed in casual linen trousers and a dark polo shirt. He looked like leisure incarnate, but his expression was serious, intent.

“It is,” she said, her voice neutral.

“Calista is out,” he said, moving to sit on the lounge chair beside her. The chair was wide, but his presence made it feel intimate, crowded. “Shopping. Again.”

Luna nodded. She knew. Her mother had left an hour ago, a whirlwind of excitement, clutching Conrad’s credit card like a talisman.

Conrad sat down, not on his own chair, but on the edge of hers. His thigh brushed hers. The contact was a spark. “I’ve been thinking,” he began, his voice low, meant only for her. “About what happened.”

Luna’s pulse kicked into a heavier rhythm. “We agreed it was wrong.”

“We agreed it felt wrong by definition,” he corrected. He looked at her, his dark eyes capturing hers. “But it didn’t feel wrong at that moment.”

She swallowed. The sun was hot on her skin, but his gaze was hotter. “What are you saying?”

He leaned closer, his voice dropping to a murmur. “I’m saying I haven’t felt something like that in a long time. A connection. A hunger that isn’t just physical.” His hand moved, resting on her stomach, just above the bikini’s waistband. His palm was warm, heavy. “And your milk… Luna. I love it.”

The words hung in the air, charged, explicit. She felt a flush spread from her core outward. “It’s a side effect,” she whispered, the old shame trying to surface.

“It’s a part of you,” he said, his fingers tracing a slow circle on her skin. “And it turns me on. More than anything has in years. The taste. The giving. It’s primal. It’s… you.”

Her breath faltered. The validation was a drug, potent and addictive. He wasn’t disgusted. He was aroused. By the thing she hid, by the thing her mother mocked.

“You’re dating my mother,” she said, the reminder a feeble barrier.

“I know,” he said, his eyes never leaving hers. “I know it’s wrong. But I look at her, and I see… beauty without substance. I look at you, and I see depth. I see realness. I see a woman.” His hand slid up, his thumb brushing the lower curve of her breast, just above the bikini top. “And I want you. I can see it in your eyes. You want me too.”

It was true. She could feel it in the way her body responded to his touch, in the way her mind replayed their encounter constantly. The desire was there, a live wire between them.

She didn’t answer with words. She answered with her mouth.

She leaned forward and kissed him.

It was her initiative this time. Her lips met his, a soft, testing press. Then it ignited. His mouth opened against hers, and the kiss deepened instantly. It was a kiss of reclamation, of confirmation. His hands came up, cupping her face, holding her as his tongue delved into her mouth. She tasted the faint hint of coffee, the clean scent of him. Her hands went to his shoulders, gripping the firm muscle beneath the fabric.

They kissed with a frantic, sun-drenched passion. The pool water glittered beside them, the world a blur of blue and green and heat. His lips moved from her mouth to her jaw, to her neck, kissing, sucking, leaving a trail of fire. His hands moved down, over her shoulders, to the tie of her bikini top at the back.

He pulled the knot loose.

The top loosened, then fell away. Her breasts were exposed to the sun, to his gaze. The nipples were already damp, the evidence of her condition visible in the bright daylight. She felt no embarrassment now. She felt a fierce, proud exposure.

Conrad’s eyes darkened. He leaned down, his mouth targeting her left breast. He didn’t hesitate. His lips sealed over her nipple, and he began to suck.

The reaction was immediate, intense. The pull of his mouth, the warm pressure, the direct stimulation—it sent a bolt of pleasure straight to her core. Luna gasped, her head falling back against the padded chair. Her hands tangled in his hair, holding him there. She watched, through half-closed eyes, his head bent to her breast, his mouth working with a rhythm that was both gentle and demanding.

He suckled, drinking from her. The sound was soft, intimate. A low groan of satisfaction escaped him. He was enjoying it. Relishing it.

After a long moment, he switched to the other breast. His mouth moved with the same focused hunger. Luna’s body was alight, every nerve attuned to his lips, his tongue, the drawing sensation. Her hips shifted restlessly on the lounge chair. The bikini bottoms felt suddenly restrictive, a barrier against the aching need building between her legs.

He pulled away, his mouth glistening. “You are a miracle,” he breathed, his voice thick. He looked at her, his expression one of raw, unfiltered worship.

Conrad stood up, his own arousal clear. He unfastened his trousers, pushing them down along with his underwear. His cock sprang free, fully erect, a thick, proud length that made Luna’s mouth go dry. He was magnificent, a statue of masculine desire.

“I want you to touch me,” he said, his eyes on his own cock. He reached down, taking himself in hand. He stroked a few times, a slow, firm motion.

Luna understood. She reached out, her hand replacing his. She took his cock in her palm. The skin was hot, smooth, velvety. She felt its weight, its solidity. She began to move her hand, up and down, a steady, hypnotic stroke.

Conrad watched her, his eyes locked on her face as she jerked him off. His breath came in heavier draws. He leaned in, kissing her again as she worked him. The kiss was deep, messy, full of tongue and heat. His hands roamed her body, tracing her curves, cupping her breasts, thumbing her nipples.

Luna’s strokes became faster, more confident. She felt him swell, pulse in her hand. A droplet of clear fluid appeared at his tip. She smoothed it over with her thumb, her movements becoming slick, erotic.

He broke the kiss, his eyes burning. His hands moved to her hips, to the sides of her bikini bottoms. He hooked his fingers into the fabric and pulled. The bikini bottoms slid down her legs, discarded onto the stone patio.

She was naked now, under the open sky, on the lounge chair. The sun warmed her skin, but his gaze was the true heat.

He moved. He positioned himself over her, his body lowering onto the lounge chair. He lay atop her, his weight pressing her into the padded surface. His cock, slick from her ministrations, pressed against her belly.

Then he guided it lower.

The tip found her entrance. He pressed, and with a single, firm thrust, he entered her.

The penetration was swift, deep. He filled her completely, his body settling atop hers. The lounge chair creaked softly under their combined weight. Luna’s arms wrapped around his shoulders, holding him close. His mouth found hers again, kissing her as he began to move.

His thrusts were slow at first, deep and measured. Each withdrawal was almost complete, each return a full, penetrating plunge. The pace was deliberate, a rhythm of possession. His body covered hers, his chest against her breasts, his hips driving into hers.

Then his mouth left hers. He lowered his head, his lips seeking her breast again. As he fucked her, he suckled her nipple. It was a symphony of friction and pressure—the steady, driving cadence of his body filling hers, paired with the unyielding, pleasurable tug at her breast. Luna moaned, a continuous, helpless sound. Her body arched under him, meeting each thrust, craving each suck.

He switched breasts, his mouth moving to the other nipple. He drank from her as he moved inside her, a synchronization of primal acts. The world outside the points of his contact simply ceased to exist. The sun, the water, the patio—they faded into a blur. All that existed was his body, his cock, his mouth, the liquid draw of her milk, the solid drive of his hips.

His thrusts grew faster. The pace intensified. The lounge chair rocked with their motion. Conrad’s breathing became ragged, his movements more urgent. He was chasing his climax, driving into her with a force that pushed her deeper into the padded chair.

Luna felt her own peak approaching. It built from two points—the deep friction of his cock and the sweet, insistent pull on her nipple. The sensations merged, coalescing into a single, towering wave of ecstasy. Her muscles tightened around him, her inner walls clutching his thrusting length.

She cried out, her voice sharp in the quiet air. Her orgasm broke over her, a bright, convulsing release. Her body spasmed under him, her legs locking around his hips, her fingers digging into his back.

As she peaked, Conrad’s rhythm became frantic. One final, deep, grinding thrust, and he held, buried inside her. A groan tore from his throat, a raw, guttural sound of release. She felt the hot spill of his climax, the pulsing of his cock within her.

They lay still, locked together, breathing in unison. The sun beat down on them. The pool water shimmered.

Slowly, Conrad withdrew. He helped her up, his hands gentle. They dressed in silence, the act now familiar, a clandestine ritual. Luna pulled her bikini back on, her body humming with satisfaction and sunburn. Conrad fastened his trousers.

When they were dressed, standing beside the lounge chair, Conrad looked at her. “This can’t be a one-time thing,” he said.

Luna nodded. “I know.”

“We have to be careful. Calista…”

“I know,” she repeated.

He touched her cheek, a fleeting caress. Then he turned and walked back toward the house, leaving her by the pool, her body alive with the secret they now shared.

The following weeks were a tapestry of stolen moments.

The affair didn’t cool; it ignited. Conrad found her in the library late one evening, when Calista was at a spa overnight. He led her to the leather couch, laid her down, and spent hours exploring her body with his mouth and hands, drinking from her until her breasts felt empty and her mind was full of him.

Another time, he came to her room at night. The door clicked open, and he slipped inside, a shadow in the moonlight. He took her against the wall, her back pressed to the cool plaster, his body driving into hers with a silent, fierce intensity. He suckled her as he fucked her, the moonlight silvering his dark hair.

In his study, he sat her on his desk, pushed her skirts up, and tasted her with his tongue before taking her with a slow, dominant control that left her trembling.

The milk, once her shame, became her pleasure. It became the centerpiece of their intimacy. Conrad’s desire for it was unwavering, a fixation that thrilled her. He would undress her, his eyes always going first to her breasts, his mouth always seeking them. He drank from her with a reverence that transformed her embarrassment into power. She was giving him something unique, something her mother could never offer. It was a secret currency, a forbidden bond.

Her jealousy, however, grew like a weed in the dark.

Seeing Conrad with Calista became a torture. Watching him kiss her mother goodbye in the morning, seeing him hold her hand at dinner, listening to her mother’s vapid stories about her shopping trips—it all grated against Luna’s nerves. She saw the emptiness in her mother’s eyes, the shallow greed in her smiles. Conrad would listen, nod, sometimes even laugh, but Luna saw the slight distance in his gaze, the polite detachment. He was playing a role with Calista. With Luna, he was real.

The disparity became unbearable.

One afternoon, Calista was out at a charity luncheon—another event to showcase her as the future wife of a billionaire. Luna stood in the silent, grand hallway, her resolve hardening into a sharp, desperate point. She couldn’t live like this anymore, a secret in the shadows, a pleasure kept hidden while her mother paraded in the light.

She walked to Conrad’s study.

The door was open. He was at his desk, working on a laptop, his brow furrowed in concentration. He looked up as she entered, and his expression softened immediately, a private smile touching his lips.

“Luna,” he said, his voice warm. “Come in.”

She closed the door behind her. The office was masculine, elegant—dark wood, leather, shelves of books. It smelled of him, of sandalwood and power.

“We need to talk,” she said, her voice steady but her hands trembling slightly.

He pushed his laptop aside. “Of course.” He gestured to the chair opposite his desk. “Sit.”

She didn’t sit. She stood before his desk, her body tight with nervous energy. “Conrad, this… this situation isn’t working for me.”

His smile faded. “What situation?”

“The sneaking around. The hiding.” She took a breath, forcing the words out. “You need to break up with Calista. You need to be with me.”

Conrad’s face changed. The warmth retreated, replaced by a careful, guarded neutrality. “Luna…”

“She’s just using you for your money,” Luna continued, the words rushing out now. “You know she is. She doesn’t love you. She loves what you can give her. I see you. I want you. Not your money. You.”

He leaned back in his chair, his eyes studying her. “I care for your mother,” he said slowly.

“You care for the idea of her,” Luna countered. “The beautiful girlfriend. The social companion. But you don’t care for her. You care for me. You show me. You touch me. You want me.”

“I do want you,” he admitted, his voice low. “That’s undeniable. But Calista… she’d be devastated. I can’t just throw her away.”

Luna’s heart squeezed, a painful contraction. “So you’ll keep us both? Me as your secret, her as your public face?”

“It’s not that simple,” Conrad said, his tone becoming patient, almost paternal. “I have feelings for both of you. Different feelings. With Calista, it’s… a partnership. A companionship. With you, it’s something deeper, more… primal. But one doesn’t cancel out the other.”

“It should,” Luna insisted, her voice rising. “If what we have is real, then what you have with her is a lie. You’re lying to her every day.”

Conrad stood up. He walked around the desk, approaching her. He stopped close, but he didn’t touch her. “Luna, I don’t want to hurt her. I asked her to move in here. Asking her to leave feels… wrong. She’s found a stability she hasn’t had before.”

“She’s found a bank account,” Luna snapped, the bitterness sharp in her mouth.

Conrad’s eyes hardened slightly. “That’s a harsh assessment.”

“It’s the truth.” Luna looked at him, her green eyes pleading. “Leave her. Choose me.”

He reached out then, cupping her cheek. His touch was tender, but his words were firm. “I can’t do that. Not right now. It would be cruel. She’s your mother. The fallout would be… catastrophic.”

The hope that had buoyed her for weeks deflated, leaving a cold, heavy weight in her chest. She had believed, in her secret heart, that he would choose her. That he would see her worth and cast aside the shallow vessel that was Calista.

He didn’t.

He saw them both. He wanted them both.

Luna lowered her eyes, the defeat a sour taste in her throat. “I understand,” she whispered, the words hollow.

“I don’t want you to be hurt,” Conrad said, his hand still on her cheek. “What we have is special. It’s important to me. Let’s keep it that way. For now.”

Luna nodded, a mechanical motion. She understood nothing. She only felt the sting of rejection, the confirmation that she was, perhaps, just a forbidden thrill. A secret. Not a future.

She turned and left the office, walking back into the grand, silent hall. Her body, which had been a source of pleasure and power for him, now felt like a vessel of disappointment. The milk he loved, the intimacy he craved—it was all contained within a box of secrecy. She was not to be chosen. She was to be hidden.

She walked to her room, the mansion feeling colder, larger, more empty than ever before. She closed her door, sat on her bed, and stared at the luxurious walls. The hope that he would realize she was the better woman lingered, a fragile, stubborn thread in her mind. But the reality was clear: he had chosen to keep them both. And Luna, for now, was the one in the shadows.

5 - A SANCTUARY RECLAIMED

The air in the breakfast room felt heavy with morning light and unspoken tension. Crystal goblets gleamed beside silver plates; the scent of expensive coffee and buttery croissants filled the space. Luna sat across from Conrad, her mother beside him, a tableau of domestic artifice.

Calista’s laugh cut through the quiet. It was high, brittle. She speared a strawberry with her fork, holding it up like a jewel. “This food is just divine. Conrad, you spoil me.”

Conrad nodded, a polite smile on his lips. He was dressed in a crisp white shirt, his dark hair perfectly styled. His eyes flickered to Luna, a brief glance that held a question she couldn’t answer.

Luna kept her focus on her plate. She’d dressed carefully this morning—a simple, long-sleeved grey knit dress that hid her shape, that felt safe. Her body felt restless, a low-grade hum of anxiety mixed with the dull ache of fullness in her breasts. She’d taken her medication an hour ago. The familiar, unwanted pressure was building.

“Luna, darling,” Calista began, her voice dripping with a false sweetness. “You’re so quiet. Don’t tell me you’re having another one of your little anxiety things.”

Luna’s fork clinked against her plate. She didn’t look up. “I’m fine.”

“You’re never fine, Luna.” Calista leaned forward, her blue eyes sharp with malicious glee. “It’s always something with you. If you’re not crying in a panic, you’re leaking.” She laughed, a tinkling sound that felt like shattered glass. “Isn’t it funny, Conrad? My daughter, nineteen years old with the body of a nursing mother.”

A cold wave washed over Luna. She felt Conrad’s gaze settle on her, heavy and intent.

“It’s a medical side effect,” Luna said quietly, her voice tight.

“A messy one,” Calista chirped. “It’s so… unsexy. So gross. Can’t hold a job, can’t hold a boyfriend, can’t even hold her own body together.” She popped the strawberry into her mouth, chewing with exaggerated pleasure. “Why, when I was nineteen, I was auditioning for films, meeting famous directors. Not clutching my mother’s skirt and relying on her boyfriend’s pity to keep a roof over my head. She’s pathetic, really.”

Conrad’s expression shifted. The polite mask slipped, revealing a flicker of something—discomfort, perhaps anger. But his voice remained neutral, measured. “Calista, that’s unnecessary.”

“Unnecessary?” Calista’s smile widened. “It’s just the truth. She’s a burden. Always has been. If I didn’t have her, I’d have landed a big role. I’d have been a star. She’s the anchor that kept me from sailing away.”

The words were knives, old ones, polished anew. Luna felt them sink into her skin, the familiar pain blooming. She looked at Conrad, hoping for a defense, for a shield.

He looked at Calista, his brow furrowed. “She’s your daughter. You shouldn’t speak of her that way.”

Calista waved a hand, dismissing him. “Oh, Conrad, you’re so sweet. But you don’t know her like I do. She’s neurotic. She can’t function normally. A useless, leaking little girl.”

Neurotic.

Useless.

Leaking.

The words echoed in the bright room. Conrad’s eyes met Luna’s again. There was conflict in them—a war between his loyalty to Calista and his feelings for Luna. But he didn’t speak. He didn’t defend her. He simply looked, his silence a louder condemnation than any word.

The pressure in Luna’s chest tightened, a physical ache compounding the emotional one. She saw it then, clear and cruel: Conrad was choosing his comfort, his polite world, over her. He was letting her mother carve her open in front of him, and he was merely watching.

A sudden, hot clarity ignited in her mind. I cannot stay here.

She stood up. The chair legs scraped against the marble floor. The sound was abrupt, shocking the quiet.

“I’m leaving,” she said. Her voice was flat, devoid of emotion.

Calista blinked, surprised. “Fine. Go and sulk in your room.”

“I’m leaving the mansion,” Luna clarified. She kept her eyes on Conrad, challenging him to react. “I’m moving out.”

Conrad’s face finally showed a genuine reaction—surprise, then alarm. He stood up as well. “Luna, wait.”

Calista laughed, a short, sharp sound. “Wonderful. Move back to that little apartment. It’s time you stopped burdening Conrad with your nonsense and gave us a little privacy.”

“Consider the privacy yours,” Luna said, turning away from the table. She didn’t want to see their faces anymore. She walked out of the breakfast room, her steps measured, her back straight.

The grand hallway felt like a tunnel, leading her away from the gilded cage. She climbed the stairs to her room, the hum in her veins turning into a steady, determined pulse. She opened the door to her bedroom—the room Conrad had given her, the room that had felt like a sanctuary. Now it felt like a cell.

She sat on the edge of her bed, her hands trembling. The anger was a cold fire, burning away the confusion. Her mother’s cruelty was a constant, but Conrad’s silent acquiescence was a new wound. He had seen her humiliation and offered no protection. The man who drank from her in secret, who worshiped her body, had sat mute while her mother called her useless.

The decision solidified inside her, hardening into resolve. She would pack. She would leave today. She would find a small place, a job, something. She would reclaim her life from the shadow of this mansion and these people.

She stood and opened the closet. Her clothes were few, simple things among the luxurious surroundings. She began pulling them out, folding them with a methodical precision. Each fold was a step away. Each item placed into her suitcase was a severing of a tie.

She worked for twenty minutes, her mind a blank slate of purpose. Then the door opened.

Conrad stood in the doorway, his expression strained. He stepped inside, closing the door behind him. The room felt smaller with him in it.

“Luna,” he said, his voice low, urgent. “Please don’t do this.”

She didn’t stop packing. She placed a sweater into the suitcase. “It’s already done.”

“It’s not.” He moved closer, standing near the bed. “You can’t leave.”

“I can.” She looked at him finally. His dark eyes were pleading, a stark contrast to his silence at the table. “You didn’t say a word. You let her call me useless. You let her mock my body—the body you seem to adore when we’re alone.”

Conrad reached out, his hand touching her arm. His fingers were warm, familiar. “Seeing how she treats you…” he began, his voice rough. “Seeing the cruelty in her eyes… I can’t justify it. I can’t sit there and let it happen again.”

Luna waited, her heart pounding against her ribs.

“I’ll break up with her,” Conrad said. The words were decisive, final.

A shockwave of disbelief rippled through Luna. She stared at him. “You will?”

“Yes.” He stepped closer, his hands now reaching for hers. He took them, holding them tightly. “I’ve been blind. Or I’ve been choosing the easy path. But that breakfast… hearing her speak to you like that… It’s unforgivable. She doesn’t deserve you. She doesn’t deserve this.” He gestured around the room, at the mansion, at the life he offered. “And I don’t want to be with someone who would treat her own daughter with such contempt.”

Luna’s breath caught in her throat. The cold fire of anger began to melt, replaced by a warm, cautious hope. “You’re serious?”

“I am.” His grip on her hands tightened. “I’ll tell her today. I’ll end it.”

The weight in her chest lifted, a sudden, dizzying freedom. He was choosing her. Not in secret, but openly. He was choosing to stand against her mother’s cruelty.

“I should have defended you at the table,” he continued, his voice softening with regret. “I was wrong. I was cowardly. I apologize, Luna. For my silence. For letting you feel alone.”

She nodded, the tears finally spilling over, tracing hot paths down her cheeks. “Thank you.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing her forehead, a gentle, chaste kiss. “Stay. Please. Don’t leave. This is your home. With me.”

She looked at her half-packed suitcase, at the clothes strewn on the bed. The resolve to leave crumbled, replaced by a new resolve to stay, to fight for this possibility. “Okay,” she whispered.

He released her hands, a solemn determination settling on his features. “I’ll go talk to her now. Wait here.”

He left the room, his steps firm on the hallway floor. Luna sat back on the bed, her mind racing. The hope was a fragile, bright thing in her hands. She clutched it, afraid it might vanish.

Minutes passed, silent and heavy. Then, a sound echoed through the mansion—a scream.

It was Calista’s voice, sharp and piercing, a sound of pure rage. It came from the direction of the master bedroom, distant but unmistakable. Luna stood up, her body tense. She walked to her door, opening it slightly.

The sounds were clearer now—Calista’s shouting, Conrad’s lower, calmer voice trying to interject. The words were muffled by distance and walls, but the tone was violent, seething.

“You’re throwing me away? For what? For that little bitch?”

“It’s not about her, Calista. It’s about how you treat her.”

“You’re lying! You’ve been looking at her! I’ve seen it!”

“This is about respect. You have none for your daughter.”

“I’ll ruin you! I’ll tell everyone you’re a pervert, chasing a teenage girl!”

“This is about your behavior not mine.”

The argument raged, voices rising and falling. Luna stood by her door, her heart pounding a frantic rhythm against her chest. She heard the slam of a door, then footsteps—fast, angry footsteps coming down the hallway.

Calista stormed into view, her face a mask of fury. Her blonde hair was disheveled, her eyes wild. She stopped at Luna’s doorway, seeing Luna standing there.

“You,” Calista spat, her voice a venomous whisper. “You little slut.”

Conrad appeared behind her, his expression grim. “Calista, leave her alone.”

Calista ignored him, stepping into Luna’s room. “You’ve stolen him from me.”

Luna stood her ground, her voice steady. “I didn’t steal him. You lost him by being cruel.”

Calista’s laugh was a harsh, broken sound. “Cruel? I’m your mother! I have a right to speak my mind! You’ve manipulated him. You made him feel sorry for you, because of your… condition, and you seduced him.” Her eyes dropped to Luna’s chest, a look of disgust twisting her features. “I see the way he looks at you. You’re having an affair.”

Luna’s face flushed, but she held her gaze. “We’re not.”

Conrad stepped forward, his voice firm. “There is no affair, Calista. This is about your behavior. Your treatment of Luna.”

“You’re lying!” Calista shouted, turning on him. “You’re both lying! I can see it! The secrecy, the looks… you’ve been fucking my daughter!”

The word hung in the room, ugly and blunt. Luna felt a chill, but Conrad’s response was immediate and calm.

“That’s a vicious accusation, and it’s false,” he said. “Our relationship is over because of your actions. Not because of Luna.”

Calista stared at him, her chest heaving with ragged breaths. The rage in her eyes shifted, turning into a cold, calculating gleam. She looked at Luna, then back at Conrad.

“Fine,” she said, her voice dropping to a low, dangerous tone. “You’ve chosen her. You’ve thrown me out. But I won’t forget this. I won’t let this go.” She stepped closer to Luna, her voice a hissed promise. “You think you’ve won? You think you’ll have him, this mansion, this life? I’ll make sure you regret it. Both of you.”

She turned, walking out of the room with a final, furious stride. “I’ll be packing my things,” she said without looking back.

Conrad left to arrange transportation for Calista. Luna stood alone in her room, the silence after the storm deafening. The threat echoed in her mind—I’ll make sure you regret it. But beneath the fear, a new feeling blossomed: relief. She was free of her mother’s daily cruelty. Conrad had chosen her.

When Conrad returned, he looked weary, but his eyes held a soft warmth when he saw Luna.

“She’s gone,” he said. “She packed up and left. A driver is taking her to a hotel.”

Luna nodded, the reality settling around her. “She threatened us.”

“She’s angry,” Conrad said, walking to her. He stood before her, his hands resting on her shoulders. “She’ll calm down. Or she won’t. We’ll deal with it.”

“You broke up with her,” Luna said, needing the confirmation.

“I did.” He smiled, a small, tired smile. “It was the right thing. Seeing her treat you like that… it clarified everything for me. I want a partner who is kind, who is genuine. I want you.”

The words were a balm, healing the wounds of the morning. Luna leaned into him, her head resting against his chest. He wrapped his arms around her, holding her close. The embrace was different now—no longer secret, no longer forbidden.

They stood like that for a long time, in the quiet of her room. The mansion felt different, the air lighter. The oppressive presence of Calista was gone.

Finally, Conrad spoke, his voice gentle against her ear. “Unpack your things. This is your home. With me. We’ll figure out what that means, together.”

Luna looked up at him. “What does it mean?”

He brushed a tear from her cheek with his thumb. “It means we start anew. No secrets. No hiding. We build something real.”

The promise was vast, terrifying, and exhilarating. Luna felt a surge of hope, a future unfolding before her, clear and bright. She thought of the days ahead—days without her mother’s venom, days with Conrad’s open affection. Days where her body, her condition, might not be a source of shame, but a part of a shared intimacy that was no longer clandestine.

She also felt a thread of guilt, a thin, persistent strand. She had caused her mother’s eviction. Crushed her mother’s life-long dream. She had stolen her mother’s boyfriend. The morality of it was murky, a swamp she would have to navigate. But the guilt was overshadowed by the relief, by the sheer need to escape the toxicity that had poisoned her life for so long.

Conrad released her, his hands moving to cup her face. “I have to handle some things. Business calls, arrangements. But tonight… tonight, we’ll have dinner. Just us. No hiding. We’ll sit at that table, and we’ll talk. About everything.”

Luna nodded, a smile touching her lips for the first time that day. “I’d like that.”

He kissed her forehead again, a tender, affirming touch. Then he left her room, his steps echoing down the hallway, a sound of change.

Luna turned to her suitcase. She unpacked her clothes, placing them back in the closet, each item a recommitment to this space, to this life. The room felt like hers again, a sanctuary reclaimed.

She spent the afternoon in a strange, buoyant quiet. She walked through the mansion, exploring rooms she had avoided, feeling the absence of her mother’s presence like a removed weight. The library felt warmer, the art on the walls more vibrant. She stood by the pool, remembering the sun-drenched encounter with Conrad, now no longer a secret to be hoarded but a memory that belonged to a new chapter.

When evening approached, she dressed carefully. She chose a simple emerald green dress, one that hugged her curves without being ostentatious. She left her hair down, letting it fall in soft waves around her shoulders. She looked at herself in the mirror, seeing not the anxious girl hiding a shameful condition, but a woman stepping into a chosen future.

She walked to the dining room. Conrad was already there, standing by the window, looking out at the dusk. He turned when she entered, his eyes lighting with appreciation.

“You look beautiful,” he said, his voice sincere.

The table was set for two. No third place. The crystal and silver gleamed under the soft light of the chandelier. It was a table for a couple, not a trio.

They sat. The meal was served—an heirloom tomato tartare, followed by wagyu beef carpaccio drizzled with truffle oil. The conversation was tentative at first, a navigation of new boundaries.

“What will you do now?” Luna asked, sipping her water. “With your… social life? People will know you and Calista broke up.”

Conrad nodded, considering. “I’ll handle it. I’ll be honest, if asked. That we weren’t compatible. I won’t mention you. Not yet.”

Luna felt a pang of disappointment. “Not yet?”

“I want to protect you from gossip,” he said gently. “People would talk if they knew I was dating my ex-girlfriend’s daughter. For now, let’s keep our relationship private, for your protection.”

The logic was sound, but it felt like a return to secrecy, albeit a different kind. Luna nodded, accepting it. “Okay.”

They talked more, about his work, about her aspirations—she mentioned wanting to finish her online degree and find a job in the psychology field, something where she could help others. Conrad encouraged her, offering support without imposition. The conversation flowed, easy and natural. The tension of the morning dissipated, replaced by a growing comfort.

As the last course was cleared, the silence that followed wasn't heavy or stifling; it was a vast, open space. Luna looked across the table at Conrad, really looking at him without the static of her mother’s voice in her ear. In the soft glow of the chandelier, he looked less like a benefactor and more like a man who was equally adrift, searching for something solid to hold onto. For the first time, the age gap didn't feel like a barrier of authority, but a bridge of shared experience—two people who had been playing parts in Calista’s theater and had finally walked off the stage.

"It’s quiet," she whispered.

Conrad reached across the table, his hand covering hers. His skin was warm, his thumb tracing the delicate line of her knuckles. "It’s a good quiet, Luna. It’s the sound of a house becoming a home." He paused, his gaze dropping to the front of her emerald dress, where the tell-tale heaviness was beginning to return, fueled by the rush of emotion and the proximity of his touch. This time, he didn't look away, and she didn't try to hide. "Everything that was a secret before... we make it ours now. Not a side effect, not a burden. Just ours."

As they rose from the table together, the dark navy sky outside the window was filled with stars, distant and bright. The threat of Calista’s revenge still lingered somewhere in the shadows of the city, a storm front waiting to move in, but for tonight, the mansion was a fortress. Luna walked beside him, her back straight and her heart finally still, stepping out of the dining room and into the quiet hallway of her new life.

6 - HIS PRIVATE STASH

The week unfolded like a dream spun from silken threads. With Calista gone, Crane Manor transformed from a house of secrets and tension into a haven of quiet, stolen intimacy. Luna moved her few belongings into the master bedroom, her simple clothes taking up space beside Conrad’s tailored suits in the vast walk-in closet. It was a symbolic gesture, a physical claiming of a new reality. Conrad had insisted. Your room is too far away, he’d said, his fingers tracing her jawline. I want you beside me.

He treated her not just as a lover, but as a treasure. In the mornings, he’d leave a single, perfect orchid on her pillow before heading to his office in the city. In the evenings, he’d return with stories of his day, his eyes seeking hers as if she were the anchor point of his world. He listened to her, and he supported her, his encouragement a solid, warm presence that fortified her fragile confidence.

“I knew I made the right choice,” he told her one evening as they lay tangled in the sheets, the sunset painting the room in amber and gold. His voice was a low murmur against her skin. “Every day, I see it more clearly. You bring a peace I’ve never had.”

The words sank into her, healing old wounds. She felt valued. She felt, for the first time in her life, genuinely happy. The anxiety that had been a constant hum in her veins softened, becoming a distant echo rather than a roar. Her medication’s side effect, the persistent fullness and the occasional, embarrassing leaks, became less a source of shame and more a part of their private language. Conrad’s fascination with it was a reverence that transformed her self-perception. When her breasts felt heavy, he would kneel before her, his hands cupping them through her shirt, his mouth finding her nipples through the fabric, sucking gently until the pressure eased and a sweet relief flooded her. It was an act of service, of worship, that left her trembling with a gratitude that was both physical and profound.

One evening, he returned earlier than usual. Luna was in the library, attempting to read a novel, but her mind kept drifting to the memory of his weight on her the night before, the way his hips had moved against hers, the sound of his breath catching in her ear. She heard the front door open, his footsteps firm on the marble floor. She stood, smoothing her simple cotton dress, a flutter of anticipation stirring in her belly.

He found her in the library doorway, a gift bag in his hand. It was sleek, black, with the discreet logo of a jeweler she recognized from magazines.

“For you,” he said, his eyes holding a spark of contained excitement.

She took the bag, her fingers brushing the fine paper. “Another gift?” she asked, a smile touching her lips. He’d given her small things—a book of poetry, a cashmere scarf. But this felt different.

“Open it.”

She carried the bag to the plush sofa, sitting down. Conrad stood nearby, watching her. She pulled out the first item: a velvet box. Opening it, she saw a pendant. A diamond, teardrop-shaped, hanging from a delicate platinum chain. It was exquisite, catching the library’s lamplight and scattering it into a hundred tiny stars.

“It’s beautiful,” she breathed, her voice hushed.

“It will accentuate your perfect breasts,” Conrad said, his tone matter-of-fact, as if stating a simple truth. “The chain is long enough to fall just between them. I want to see it there, against your skin.”

A warmth, thick and syrupy, spread through her core. The pendant was not just jewelry; it was a marker, a declaration meant for a specific part of her body—the part he coveted most.

She set the box aside and reached back into the bag. The next items were not velvet-wrapped. They were functional, modern, made of white plastic and clear glass. Two breast pumps, with gentle suction cups and collection bottles. They were discreet, elegant even, but unmistakable in their purpose.

Luna’s breath faltered for a moment. She looked up at Conrad.

His expression was earnest, intense. “I want to collect it,” he said, his voice dropping. “Your milk. I want to taste you any time. Even when I’m at the office, in a meeting, I can have a bottle in my private fridge. A taste of you. A reminder.”

The idea was so intimate, so possessive, it sent a sharp, thrilling jolt through her. He wasn’t just accepting her condition; he was curating it, hoarding it, wanting to integrate it into the fabric of his daily life. It was a level of devotion that obliterated any lingering embarrassment. It made her feel powerful, desired in a way that was uniquely hers.

“You’re thrilled,” he observed, a slow smile spreading across his face. “I can see it.”

She was. Arousal pulsed low in her body, a familiar, welcome heat. “Yes,” she admitted, her voice a little shaky.

He took the pendant from the box. “Let me put it on you.”

She stood, turning her back to him. He lifted the chain, his fingers brushing the nape of her neck as he fastened it. The cool platinum settled against her skin, the diamond pendant resting just above the cleft of her breasts, as he’d predicted. He turned her to face him, his eyes scanning the effect. The diamond glinted, a beacon drawing attention to the swell of her chest beneath her dress.

“Perfect,” he murmured. Then his hand slid down, palming her breast through the cotton. The pressure there was constant, a low ache of fullness. His touch sent a ripple of sensation straight to her clit. “You’re full tonight.”

She nodded, unable to speak.

He took the bag containing the pumps. “Come with me.”

He led her out of the library, up the grand staircase, into the master bedroom. The room was vast, dominated by a bed that looked like a cloud of dark linen and silk. The evening light was fading, but Conrad did not turn on the overhead lights. Instead, he lit a few scattered candles on the dresser and bedside tables. The room plunged into a world of soft, golden shadows and dancing flame-light.

He stood before her, his gaze holding hers. “Strip for me.”

The command was gentle, but absolute. Luna’s hands went to the hem of her dress. She pulled it up, over her head, letting it fall to the floor. She stood before him in just her plain cotton bra and panties. The diamond pendant glittered between the cups of her bra.

Conrad’s eyes darkened, a hungry appreciation flooding his features. He reached out, unhooking her bra with a deft flick of his fingers. It fell away. Her breasts were bare, pale and heavy in the candlelight. The diamond now hung directly between them, its point teasing the upper slope of her sternum.

His hands came up, cupping the weight of her breasts. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, which were already taut, sensitive. A tiny bead of moisture pearled at the tip of one. He saw it, and his lips parted in a silent, gratified sigh.

“So ready,” he whispered.

He picked up one of the pumps. It was a simple, handheld model. He fitted the silicone cup over her left breast, sealing it around the nipple. He turned it on. A soft, rhythmic suction began, gentle but insistent. The sensation was not unpleasant; it was a focused pressure, a direct relief. He attached the second pump to her right breast.

Luna watched, mesmerized, as the clear glass bottles began to fill. Thin, white streams trickled down into the containers, collecting at the bottom. The steady drone of the pumps was a soft, mechanical whisper in the quiet room. Conrad watched too, his eyes fixed on the process, on the milk flowing from her body into the glass. His expression was one of deep, almost spiritual concentration.

As the bottles filled, the aching fullness in her breasts eased, replaced by a light, empty feeling that was strangely liberating. But another kind of fullness built elsewhere—between her legs, a thick, pooling warmth that made her panties feel damp and restrictive.

Conrad’s hands moved from her breasts to her hips. He guided her backwards until she stood beside the bed. “Lie down,” he said.

She obeyed, sinking onto the soft duvet. The pumps continued their work, the bottles now half-full. Conrad knelt on the floor beside the bed, between her legs. He hooked his fingers into the sides of her cotton panties and pulled them down, off her legs. She was completely naked now, save for the diamond pendant shimmering on her chest and the pumps attached to her breasts.

He looked at her, his gaze traveling from the working pumps to her open thighs. Her sex was exposed to him, glistening already from her own arousal. He leaned forward, his hands spreading her thighs wider.

He didn’t speak. He simply lowered his mouth to her.

His tongue touched her first, a flat, warm stroke from her opening up to her clit. Luna gasped, her hips lifting off the bed. The sensation was electric, amplified by the visual of the pumps still drawing milk from her breasts, by the weight of the diamond on her chest. He licked her again, slower, exploring her folds with a deliberate, savoring attention. Then his mouth settled on her clit, sucking gently.

Ecstasy erupted in a hot wave. Luna’s back arched, her hands fisting in the duvet. The combined stimulation—the gentle suction on her breasts, the firm, wet suction on her clit—created a feedback loop of intensity. Her breathing became ragged, shallow pants. He worked her with his mouth, his tongue circling, his lips applying pressure, while his hands held her thighs apart, keeping her open for him.

The bottles filled further. The repetitive whir of the pumps was a counterpoint to the wet, slick sounds of his mouth on her. She was a vessel being emptied and filled simultaneously—emptied of milk, filled with pleasure. She watched him between her legs, his dark head bowed, his shoulders flexing as he tended to her. The candlelight played over his back, over the muscles moving under his shirt.

She was close, teetering on a precipice, when he pulled his mouth away. He looked up at her, his lips wet, his eyes blazing. “Not yet,” he said, his voice rough. “I want you to cum with me inside you.”

He reached up and turned off the pumps. The gentle suction ceased. He detached the cups carefully, setting the pumps aside. The two glass bottles were nearly full, a creamy white liquid swirling inside. He picked one up, holding it like a precious offering.

He brought it to his lips and drank.

Luna watched, mesmerized, as he swallowed a mouthful of her milk. His eyes closed briefly, savoring it. Then he opened them, looking at her with a raw, consuming hunger. “It’s sweet,” he murmured. “Like you.”

He set the bottle on the nightstand. Then he stood, stripping his own clothes with swift, efficient movements. His shirt came off, revealing the sculpted chest she loved to trace with her fingers. His trousers and underwear followed. He was fully naked, his erection standing thick and urgent against his belly.

He came to the bed, positioning her. “On your hands and knees,” he instructed, his voice a low command.

She turned, getting onto her knees, facing the headboard. The diamond pendant swung between her breasts as she moved. Conrad moved behind her. His hands ran over her back, down to her hips, gripping her. He leaned forward, his mouth against her ear.

“I’ve wanted this all day,” he growled. “Thinking of you here, in my bed, full and ready for me.”

One hand slid between her thighs, finding her wetness. He stroked her opening, his fingers sliding inside easily. She moaned, pushing back against his hand. He fingered her for a minute, stretching her, making her gasp with need.

Then his hand left her. He reached to the nightstand, opening a drawer. From it, he retrieved a small bottle—clear, with a simple label. Lubricant.

He poured a generous amount onto his fingers, warming it. His touch returned to her, but this time, his fingers traced a different path. They circled the tight entrance of her anus.

Luna’s body stiffened for a moment, a flash of uncertainty. They had not done this before.

“I’ll go slow,” Conrad whispered, his voice soothing. “I’ll be gentle. I’ll make it good for you.”

His fingertip, slick with lube, pressed against the ring of muscle. It was a gentle, insistent pressure. He worked it, circling, relaxing her. Luna breathed deeply, focusing on the trust she felt for him. The pressure eased, and his finger slipped inside, just the tip.

It was a strange, filling sensation. Not painful, but intensely intimate. He moved his finger slowly, in and out, coating her inner channel with the lubricant. The stretch was gradual, his touch careful. As he worked, his other hand caressed her back, his lips kissed her shoulder, murmuring soft praises. “You’re so open for me,” he said. “So perfect.”

His finger withdrew. Then, he applied more lube, this time to himself, coating his erection thoroughly. The cool gel on his hot skin made him shiver, a small tremor she felt against her back.

He positioned himself behind her again. His hands gripped her hips, holding her steady. The tip of his cock pressed against the same entrance his finger had prepared.

“Ready?” he asked, his voice thick with anticipation.

She nodded, her voice a whisper. “Yes.”

He pushed.

The intrusion was slow, purposeful. He entered her an inch, then paused, letting her adjust. The feeling was a deep, stretching fullness, different from the feeling of him inside her vagina. It was tighter, more concentrated. He waited, his breath hot on her back.

“Okay?” he murmured.

“Okay,” she breathed.

He pushed further, another inch, then another. He moved with a patient, controlled cadence, allowing her body to accept him. The sensation transformed from mere stretching to a piercing, profound penetration. Her nerves sang with it, a mix of intense pressure and burgeoning pleasure. Her clit, untouched now, throbbed with a desperate need.

When he was fully inside, seated deep within her, he stopped. They were both still, connected in this new, forbidden way. The diamond pendant swung between her breasts, catching the candlelight. Her back was arched, her head bowed.

He began to claim her.

His withdrawal was slow, then his push back in was slower. He established a rhythm—long, deep strokes that filled her completely each time. The friction was incredible, a slick, tight glide that sent jolts of electricity up her spine. His hands tightened on her hips, guiding her, matching his movements.

“God, Luna,” he groaned, his voice strained with lust. “You feel… incredible.”

She felt him, every inch, every movement. The pleasure built, narrowing into a sharp, insistent point. It wasn’t the frantic, climbing peak of vaginal sex; it was a slower, more profound ascent, a grinding, deep satisfaction that spread through her entire pelvis. Her breaths came in short, sharp gasps. Her fingers clawed at the duvet.

He increased his pace. The strokes became faster, more urgent. The slap of his skin against hers, the wet sounds of their joining, filled the room. His grunts grew louder, more ragged. He was losing his controlled composure, surrendering to the sheer physical need.

Luna’s own need peaked. The deep, rhythmic pounding, combined with the visual of her own milk-filled bottles on the nightstand, with the weight of the diamond on her chest, with the utter vulnerability of her position, sent her over the edge.

Her climax was a deep, internal explosion. It wasn’t a sharp peak, but a rolling, overwhelming wave that washed through her from the core outward. She cried out, a raw, unfiltered sound, as her body convulsed around him. Her muscles tightened, gripping him inside her, which pushed him into his own release.

He drove into her one last, deep time, and held there. A hot flood filled her, his own climax joining hers in that intimate, hidden space. He groaned, a long, low sound of release, his body shuddering against hers.

They stayed like that for a moment, joined, breathing heavily. The candles flickered, casting dancing shadows over their sweat-slicked skin.

Slowly, gently, he withdrew. The feeling of emptiness after such fullness was startling. He helped her turn, laying her down on the bed. She felt spent, utterly open, her body humming with a deep, satisfied fatigue.

He looked at her, his eyes soft, filled with a post-coital tenderness. He traced the line of the diamond pendant on her chest. “Beautiful,” he whispered.

He got up, fetched a soft towel from the bathroom, and cleaned her gently, his touches reverent. Then he cleaned himself. He picked up the two bottles of milk, holding them like trophies. “I’ll put these in my fridge,” he said, a smile touching his lips. “My private stash.”

The idea was so possessive, so intimate, it made her smile too, a lazy, contented curl of her lips.

He led her to the shower. They stepped into the vast, marble enclosure. Warm water cascaded over them, washing away the sweat, the lube, the evidence of their joining. Conrad washed her body with a slow, thorough care, his hands smoothing over her skin, over the places he had just possessed. She washed him too, her fingers tracing the muscles of his back, the flat plane of his stomach.

They dried each other with fluffy towels, then returned to the bed. The sheets were cool, clean. Conrad pulled her into his arms, her back against his chest, her head tucked under his chin. The diamond pendant rested between them, a cool point of contact on her skin.

“Sleep,” he murmured into her hair.

She closed her eyes. The room was quiet, the candles now extinguished. The only light was the soft glow from the hallway creeping under the door. She felt his arm around her, his breath steady against her neck. She felt the slight, pleasant ache in her body, a reminder of his possession.

For the first time in her life, she felt valued and happy. Not as a daughter, not as a burden, but as a woman cherished for her entirety, even the parts she had once deemed flawed. She hoped, with a fervent, quiet prayer in her heart, that this happiness could last.

7 - THE PRICE OF PRIVACY

The movie was a blur of light and sound, a distant backdrop to the warmth that radiated from the man beside her. Conrad’s arm was around Luna, his fingers tracing idle patterns on her shoulder through the thin fabric of her silk camisole. They were sprawled on the massive sectional sofa in the living room, a bowl of popcorn forgotten on the coffee table. The screen flickered with some action thriller, but Luna’s attention was fixed on the feeling of his body against hers, the solid heat of his thigh pressed against her own.

The room was dark, lit only by the television and the soft glow of a single floor lamp. Shadows danced across Conrad’s face, highlighting the sharp line of his jaw, the intent focus in his dark eyes as he watched the screen. But his focus shifted. He turned his head, his gaze leaving the movie and landing on her. It was a look she knew now, a look that stripped away the mundane and pulled her into a private world of desire.

He didn’t speak. He simply leaned in, his lips finding hers. The kiss started slowly, a soft exploration, a gentle press. Then it deepened. His tongue slid into her mouth, tasting her, claiming her. Luna melted into it, her hands coming up to tangle in the dark hair at the nape of his neck. The popcorn scent faded, replaced by the clean, masculine smell of his skin, the faint hint of his cologne. The movie’s soundtrack became a meaningless hum.

His hand slid from her shoulder down her side, over the curve of her hip, then up again to cup her breast through the camisole. The fabric was thin; he felt the fullness, the weight. He squeezed gently, and a soft ache bloomed there, a familiar signal. Her body responded instantly, a flush of heat spreading across her skin, pooling low in her belly.

He broke the kiss, his eyes holding hers. “I can’t concentrate on this,” he murmured, his voice a rough whisper. “All I can think about is you.”

He shifted, turning his body towards her fully. One hand went to the remote, silencing the television. The room plunged into a deeper darkness, lit only by the lamp’s golden halo. The sudden quiet was profound, filled only with their breathing.

Conrad’s fingers hooked under the hem of her camisole. He pulled it up, over her head, discarding it onto the sofa beside them. She was bare now, save for her simple shorts. The diamond pendant he’d given her swung between her breasts, catching the lamplight and throwing tiny sparks across her skin. His eyes drank in the sight, a possessive appreciation darkening his features.

His hands returned to her breasts, palming them, feeling their soft heaviness. His thumbs brushed over her nipples, and she felt the immediate, tingling response. A faint dampness seeped onto his fingers. He saw it, and his lips curved into a slow, satisfied smile.

“Always ready for me,” he said, his voice thick.

He leaned forward, his mouth replacing his hands. He kissed one nipple, then the other, his lips warm and firm. Then he suckled. He drew her nipple into his mouth and applied a gentle, insistent pressure. The sensation was direct, pulling deep from her core. A thin, sweet stream released into his mouth. He drank, swallowing, his eyes closed in concentration. The act was so intimate, so primal, it sent a shock of pleasure straight to her clit. Her legs tightened, a tremor running through her.

He switched to the other breast, drinking from her again. His hands moved down, sliding over her stomach, to the waistband of her shorts. He unbuttoned them, pushed them down over her hips. She helped him, kicking them off, leaving herself completely naked on the plush sofa cushions. The cool air of the room brushed her skin, but the heat from his body, from her own arousal, kept her warm.

Conrad sat back, looking at her. She lay before him, open, offered. His gaze was a physical touch, roaming over every curve, every shadow. Then he stood up, his own movements deliberate. He unbuttoned his trousers, pulled them down, along with his underwear. His erection sprang free, thick and urgent, silhouetted against the lamplight.

He returned to the sofa, sitting down with his legs spread. He reached for her, guiding her to him. “Come here,” he said, his voice a command softened by desire.

Luna moved, crawling towards him on the sofa. He pulled her into his lap, her legs straddling his hips. She settled over him, her knees on the cushions beside his thighs. His hands gripped her waist, holding her poised above him. The tip of his cock pressed against her lower belly, hot and solid.

“I want more,” he said, his eyes burning into hers. “I want to taste all of you.”

He leaned forward, his mouth finding her breast again. He suckled deeply, drawing another pull of milk from her. She moaned, her head falling back. The combination of the sucking on her breast and the pressure of his erection against her stomach was overwhelming. Her hips rocked instinctively, seeking friction.

He released her breast, his mouth wet. “Take me inside you,” he breathed, his hands guiding her hips downward.

She lowered herself, aligning herself with him. The head of his cock found her entrance, slick and ready from her own arousal. She sank onto him, taking him inside her in one slow, deep slide. The feeling of fullness was immediate, breathtaking. He filled her completely, stretching her, claiming her. She gasped, her hands gripping his shoulders.

Conrad’s arms wrapped around her, holding her close as she settled fully onto him. He was buried deep inside her. He leaned forward again, his face nuzzling into her chest. He took her nipple back into his mouth, suckling as she began to move.

Luna rocked her hips, a slow, grinding motion. His cock moved inside her, a delicious friction. The rhythm was hers, at first. She controlled the pace, rising and falling on him, each movement sending waves of bliss through her core. Her breasts, heavy and full, swayed with her motion. Conrad kept his mouth on one nipple, drinking intermittently, his hands gripping her back to steady her.

The room was silent save for their sounds: her soft moans, his ragged breaths, the wet, slick sounds of their joining. The lamplight painted their moving bodies in gold and shadow. Luna’s world narrowed to this: the feel of him inside her, the pull of his mouth on her breast, the weight of the diamond pendant swinging against her skin.

She increased her pace, bouncing on him now, faster. Her thighs worked, driving her down onto him with more force. Each impact sent a jolt through her, a deep, satisfying thud. Conrad groaned, his mouth releasing her breast for a moment.

“Faster,” he urged, his voice strained.

She obeyed, riding him with a frantic, desperate energy. Her breasts bounced before his face, milky and inviting. He leaned forward, capturing a nipple again, suckling hard as she moved. The stimulation was relentless, all-consuming. The suction on her breast seemed to pull pleasure from deep within her, amplifying the sensations from her clit and her core.

Her climax built, a raging fire in her belly that sparked and flared with every thrust. She could feel it approaching, a wave gathering force. Her movements became less controlled, more erratic. She was panting, her skin flushed, her muscles tightening.

Conrad’s hands moved from her back to her ass, gripping her cheeks, helping to guide her movements, to push her deeper onto him. His own hips began to thrust upward, meeting her downward plunges, creating a powerful, synchronized rhythm. The sofa cushions shifted under them, the fabric whispering.

“I’m close,” Luna cried out, her voice breaking.

He released her breast, his eyes locking with hers. “Cum for me,” he growled, his thrusts becoming harder, deeper.

That was the trigger. The command, the look in his eyes, the final, deep penetration—it ignited a fire inside her. Her orgasm exploded, a violent, sweeping release that tore through her body. It was a white-hot burst centered deep in her womb, radiating out through her limbs, making her toes curl, her fingers clutch at his shoulders. She screamed, a short, sharp sound of pure ecstasy, as her body convulsed around his, gripping him tight inside her.

Her climax shattered his restraint, pulling him over the edge in a jagged, helpless rush. He drove into her one last, punishing time, and held there, buried as deep as he could go. A hot flood surged inside her, his release joining the chaos of her own. He groaned, a long, raw sound of surrender, his body shuddering beneath her.

They froze in that moment, joined, locked, both trembling with the aftershocks. Luna collapsed forward, her head falling onto his shoulder, her body limp. He held her, his arms wrapping around her, his hands stroking her sweaty back. Their breathing was ragged, loud in the silent room.

They stayed like that for a long minute, wrapped in the aftermath. The warmth of their bodies, the smell of sex and sweat and her milk, filled the space. Luna felt boneless, utterly spent, a deep, satisfied lethargy settling into her muscles.

Then, a sound pierced the quiet.

A buzz. Sharp, electronic, intrusive.

It came from the front gate intercom system, a harsh chirp that echoed through the vast house.

Conrad stiffened. A low, frustrated curse escaped his lips. “Damn it,” he muttered.

Luna lifted her head, the pleasant haze of her orgasm dissipating quickly, replaced by a spike of irrational fear. Who could that be?

Conrad gently disentangled himself from her, pulling out of her body. The sudden emptiness was a shock. He stood, his erection already softening, and grabbed his trousers, pulling them on quickly. Luna scrambled off the sofa, finding her camisole and shorts, dressing with hurried, clumsy movements. The diamond pendant felt cold against her heated skin.

The intercom buzzed again, more insistent.

Conrad grabbed his phone from the coffee table. He tapped the screen, opening the home security app. A live video feed from the gate camera appeared. Luna, now dressed, hovered beside him, peering at the screen.

The image was clear, illuminated by the gate’s floodlights. Standing there, one hand on the buzzer, her face a mask of determined fury, was Calista.

Luna’s stomach dropped. No.

Conrad’s expression hardened, his jaw tightening. He tapped the audio button on the app. “Calista,” he said, his voice cold, filtered through the speaker at the gate. “Go away. I have nothing to say to you.”

Calista’s face on the screen twisted. She leaned closer to the camera. Her voice came through, sharp and clear. “I’m not going away, Conrad. I know what you’ve been doing.”

Conrad’s eyes flicked to Luna, a silent question. Luna shook her head, bewildered. How could she know?

“You’re making a mistake,” Conrad said into the phone, his tone dismissive. “Leave now, or I’ll call security.”

“Call them!” Calista spat. Her smile was vicious, triumphant. “Then they’ll see what I have. I know about the milk, Conrad. I know all about your little kink. I have proof.”

A cold dread slithered down Luna’s spine. Proof?

Conrad’s face went pale. The anger in his eyes shifted to something else—alarm, calculation. He stared at the screen, at Calista’s smug expression. He didn’t speak for a moment.

Calista pressed her advantage. “Let me in, Conrad. Let’s talk. Or I’ll take my proof straight to the media. Imagine the headlines. ‘Billionaire CEO’s Milky Secret.’ Your reputation would be toast.”

Conrad’s hand tightened on the phone. He looked at Luna again, his gaze filled with a sudden, protective ferocity. Then he looked back at the screen. His shoulders slumped, a sign of defeat. He tapped the button on the app that controlled the gate.

The heavy iron gates began to swing open on the video feed.

“Come in the foyer,” Conrad said, his voice flat. “Don’t come any further into the house.”

He ended the audio connection and put the phone down. He turned to Luna. “Stay here,” he said, his voice low. “Don’t come out.”

“Conrad, what proof?” Luna asked, her voice trembling.

“I don’t know,” he said, a look of fear she’d never seen before in his eyes. He straightened his shirt, ran a hand through his hair. He looked like a man preparing for battle, but one who already knew he’d lost the first skirmish. He walked out of the living room, towards the grand foyer.

Luna didn’t stay. She followed, keeping a distance, hovering in the shadowed hallway that led to the foyer. She could see the vast marble space, the double doors, Conrad standing like a sentinel before them. The front door opened. Calista stepped inside.

She looked different. Not the glamorous, carefree woman she’d been when she lived here. She wore a tight, black leather jacket and jeans, her blonde hair pulled back in a severe ponytail. Her face was sharp, her eyes calculating. She carried a small, expensive-looking handbag.

Conrad stood, imposing in his half-dressed state, his arms crossed. “What do you want, Calista?”

Calista smiled, a cold, predatory smile. “I want what’s fair. You threw me out. You replaced me with her.” She gestured vaguely towards the hallway where Luna hid. “I invested time in you. I deserve compensation.”

“You got gifts. You lived here for weeks,” Conrad said, his voice icy.

“Gifts are temporary. I need something permanent. Five hundred thousand dollars. A small price for your… privacy.”

Conrad’s nostrils flared. “Blackmail is a crime, Calista. I could have you arrested.”

“You could,” Calista agreed, nodding. “But then you’d have to explain to the police, and to the press, why I was blackmailing you. And I have a video. A lovely, clear video of you… feeding from my daughter. It’s quite intimate.”

Luna’s blood ran cold. Video?

Conrad’s stance didn’t change, but Luna saw the subtle tremor in his hand, clenched at his side. “What video?”

Calista’s smile widened. She opened her handbag, pulled out her phone. She tapped the screen, then held it up for Conrad to see. Luna, from her hiding spot, couldn’t see the video, but she saw Conrad’s face. It drained of color, his eyes widening in horror.

“I installed a camera,” Calista said, her voice dripping with faux sweetness. “In the master bedroom. Before I left. A little insurance. In case you decided to trade me in for a newer model. The camera is tiny, hidden on top of the wardrobe. It’s been recording for weeks. I have hours of footage. But this clip… it’s the best.”

Conrad stared at the phone. Luna could imagine what he saw: himself, kneeling before her, drinking from her breast. The most private, cherished act between them, captured and weaponized.

“You’re a monster.” Conrad’s voice was a hoarse whisper. “How could you?”

“A woman has to protect her interests,” Calista said, putting the phone back in her bag. “Now. Five hundred thousand. Wire transfer tonight. Or this video goes to every gossip site in the city by morning. Your board members will love it. Your investors will have a field day.”

Conrad stood silent for a long moment. The fight in him seemed to evaporate. The threat wasn’t just to him; it was to Luna. The humiliation she would face… the public dissection of her medical condition, of their intimate life… He couldn’t allow that.

He finally spoke, his voice defeated. “I’ll transfer the money.”

Calista’s triumph was palpable. “Good. I’ll text you the account details. I expect it within an hour.” She turned toward the door, and with a final, sharp click of her heels on the marble, she was gone.

The silence that followed was heavy, a suffocating shroud that settled over the foyer. Conrad didn't move. He stood with his head bowed, his shoulders slumped as if the very air had turned to lead. Luna stepped out from the hallway, her legs feeling like they belonged to someone else.

"Conrad?" her voice was a fragile thread.

He turned slowly. The man who had just worshiped her on the sofa was gone, replaced by a stranger with a haunted, hollowed-out expression. "I have to go to my study," he said, his voice devoid of the warmth that had sustained her all week. "I have to make the transfer."

"You can't," Luna whispered, moving closer, her hands trembling at her sides. "If you give it to her, she’ll never stop. She’s a predator, Conrad. She’s tasted blood now. She’ll come back for more. You're just funding her next attack."

Conrad looked at her, and for the first time, there was a distance in his eyes that terrified her. "It’s five hundred thousand dollars, Luna. I’m a billionaire. To me, that’s a rounding error. It’s nothing."

"It's not about the money!" Luna’s voice rose, a desperate edge sharpening the words. "It’s the fact that she’s winning. She’s still in this house, watching us through that... that camera." She felt a sudden, violent surge of nausea. The thought of those intimate moments—the pumps, the diamond, the milk—being a file on Calista's phone made her skin crawl. "We should call the police. We should fight her."

"And say what?" Conrad snapped, the stress finally breaking his composed mask. "Tell the world that I have a 'milky secret'? Tell my shareholders that I’m being blackmailed over a fetish? My reputation is the only reason I can provide this life for you, Luna. If I lose that, we lose everything." He stepped toward her, his expression softening into something more like pity than passion. "I’m doing this to protect you. I can’t bear the thought of you being dragged through the mud, called a 'freak' on every blog from here to London. I won't let her destroy you."

"She’s already destroying us," Luna said, a cold clarity settling over her. "She's turned our home back into a cage."

Conrad reached out, his fingers brushing her cheek, but the touch felt different now—less like a caress and more like a consolation prize. "It will be okay. I'll pay her, she'll delete the footage, and we’ll move on. We’ll find the camera, and then she’ll have nothing." He leaned down, pressing a lingering kiss to her forehead. "Trust me. I'll handle it."

He turned and walked toward the study, the heavy oak door closing behind him with a final, echoing thud.

Luna stood alone in the center of the vast, cold foyer. She looked up at the grand staircase, at the master bedroom, a place where she’d felt safe. But now she felt like a specimen under a microscope, her most private moments turned into a reel of digital evidence. The house felt quiet again, but it wasn't the "good quiet" Conrad had promised. It was the silence of a tomb.

She looked down at the diamond pendant hanging between her breasts. It was beautiful, expensive, and heavy—a mark of his devotion. Luna reached up, her fingers closing around the cold stone. She wasn't so sure the secret could be bought back. As she listened to the muffled sound of Conrad’s voice through the study door, negotiating the terms of their "privacy," she realized that while the gates were closed, Calista hadn't truly left. She had simply moved inside their heads.

Luna turned away from the study, walking back into the dark living room. The television was off, and the movie was long over. As she sat on the edge of the sofa, she felt the invisible weight of a thousand lenses watching her every move.

8 - ROMAN NIGHTS AND RISING STAKES

The transfer was made that night. They found the camera, hidden in a floral arrangement atop the wardrobe. It was quickly destroyed and disposed of. Conrad didn’t speak of it again, but the shadow of Calista’s video hung over them like a toxic cloud. Luna’s anxiety, a familiar beast she’d learned to tame, roared back with a vengeance. She couldn’t sleep. She paced. She felt dampness in her bra at odd hours, her body reacting to the stress with a cruel irony. Conrad watched her unravel, his own face etched with a grim frustration.

Three days later, he came into the library where she was staring blankly at a book. “Pack a bag,” he said, his voice firm. “We’re leaving.”

“Leaving?” Luna’s voice was thin.

“Italy. A week. Sun, art, food. No phones, no news, no… her.” He said it with a finality that brooked no argument.

The private jet was a capsule of silence and luxury. Luna sat in a plush seat, staring out the window at the clouds, trying to breathe. Conrad held her hand, his grip steady. He didn’t try to talk about it. He just held her, a silent anchor in the turbulent sea of her fear.

Rome was a shock of color and sound. The hotel suite was opulent, with a view of ancient rooftops and a marble bathroom featuring a deep, sunken Jacuzzi tub. Conrad kept their days busy, a deliberate itinerary of distraction. They walked the Forum, stood beneath the dome of the Pantheon, ate gelato in narrow streets. Luna’s mind was pulled, reluctantly, from the dark loop of Calista’s threat to the sheer weight of history around her. Conrad was a gentle guide, his touch constant—a hand on her back, her arm around his waist. It was a public affection she’d never known with him, free from the prying eyes of the mansion’s staff and the city’s elite.

They ate dinner at a restaurant tucked into a vaulted cellar, candlelight flickering on stone walls. Conrad ordered wine, spoke of the architecture, asked her about the art they’d seen. He was building a new world for her, piece by piece. When they returned to the suite, the Roman night was a velvet blanket outside their window. The room was quiet, the only sound the distant murmur of the city.

Conrad turned to her, standing in the center of the lavish room. He took her hands in his. His dark eyes were unguarded, softer than she’d ever seen them.

“Luna,” he began, his voice low and deliberate. “I’ve lived a life of… transactions. Power exchanged for influence. Money for loyalty. Sex for… obligation.” He swallowed. “With you, it’s never been a transaction. It’s the opposite. You give, and I receive, and it feels like… a gift. A pure one.”

Luna’s throat tightened.

“I love you,” he said, the words simple, stark, and utterly devastating. “I didn’t plan to. I didn’t think I could. But I do. You are the right woman. The only one.”

The declaration landed in her chest, a warm, heavy stone that displaced the cold fear. She didn’t cry. She just stared at him, absorbing the truth of it. This man, powerful beyond measure, was offering her not just protection, but his heart. It was terrifying. It was everything.

She nodded, unable to speak. He leaned in and kissed her, a kiss that was different from all their others. It wasn’t hungry or possessive or desperate. It was a seal. A promise.

He led her to the bathroom. The Jacuzzi tub was vast, a rectangle of dark marble. He turned on the taps, and steaming water began to fill it. He added a handful of scented salts from a crystal jar. The air grew thick with the smell of lavender and sage.

They undressed each other slowly, in the steam-fogged room. Conrad peeled her simple linen dress from her shoulders, let it pool on the floor. He unhooked her bra, his fingers careful on the straps. When her breasts were bare, he didn’t immediately seek them. He just looked, his gaze a reverent caress. Luna felt a familiar warmth bloom there, a response to his attention. He removed her panties, kneeling before her for a moment, his hands on her hips. Then he stood, and she undressed him, unbuttoning his shirt, unbuckling his belt, pulling his trousers down. His body was a familiar landscape of muscle and strength, but tonight it seemed less like a fortress and more like a sanctuary.

The tub was full, the water swirling gently from hidden jets. Conrad stepped in first, the water darkening around his legs. He held her hand as she followed, sinking into the heat. It enveloped her, a liquid embrace that loosened the knots in her shoulders, in her soul. She sat opposite him, the water lapping at their chests.

He reached for a bottle of bath oil on the rim. He poured a golden stream into his palm. “Let me,” he murmured.

Luna shifted closer. His oil-slicked hands began on her shoulders, kneading the tension away. His palms slid down her arms, tracing the lines of her bones. He moved to her back, his fingers working along her spine. Each stroke was slow, deliberate, a massage that was worshipful. He washed her chest, his hands avoiding her breasts for now, just sweeping over her collarbones, her sternum. He moved down, his hands sliding over her stomach, her hips. Then he cupped her thighs, his thumbs pressing into the firm muscles there.

His touch was cleansing. It felt like he was washing away not just the sweat of the day, but the grime of fear, of Calista’s poison. Luna closed her eyes, letting her head rest back against the marble edge. The water jets pulsed around them, creating a gentle vibration against her skin.

His hands returned to her stomach, then drifted lower. One oil-slicked finger dipped beneath the water’s surface, between her legs. He found her folds, already soft and pliant from the heat, from his touch, from the sheer relief of his words. He didn’t rush. He traced her outer lips, a slow circle. Then he pressed a single finger inside her.

The penetration was smooth, aided by the oil and the water. He slid in to the first knuckle, then deeper. He moved it, a gentle in-and-out, his palm cupping her mound, his thumb resting on her clit. The sensation was diffuse, softened by the water’s buoyancy, but the pressure was unmistakable. A soft moan escaped her lips, lost in the hum of the jets.

He added a second finger, stretching her further. The water made everything slippery, effortless. His fingers worked inside her, a slow, penetrating rhythm that built a deep, internal ache. His other hand came up, finally, to her breast. He palmed it, feeling its weight. Then he leaned forward, his mouth closing over her nipple.

He suckled. Not with the frantic hunger of before, but with a deep, drawing pull. The water around them muffled sound, but she felt the vibration of his swallow in her breast. The milk released, a sweet, steady flow into his mouth. The combination of the deep thrusting of his fingers and the deep pulling of his mouth created a feedback loop of satisfaction. It coiled from her core to her breast and back again, a circuit of rising need.

He drank from her, swallowing again, his eyes closed in concentration. His fingers inside her curled, pressing against a sensitive inner wall. A sharp, bright spark of pleasure shot through her. Her hips moved in the water, a slow undulation against his hand.

He released her breast, his mouth wet and warm. “Turn around,” he whispered, withdrawing his fingers, his voice thick with the taste of her.

Luna, dazed, obeyed. She shifted in the water, turning so her back was to him. He guided her, his hands on her hips, until she was straddling his lap, facing away from him. The water sloshed around them. His erection, hard and urgent, pressed against her lower back.

He reached for her breasts again, his hands coming from behind to cup them, to knead them. He leaned his head forward, his mouth finding her neck, kissing, sucking there.

His hands on her hips pulled her backward, guiding her down onto his lap. She felt the head of his cock, hot and solid, press against her entrance beneath the water. He helped her lower herself, the water offering a strange, yielding resistance. She sank onto him, the heat of the water mixing with the heat of his penetration. He filled her, a slow, stretching invasion that made her gasp. The water changed the sensation, making it feel deeper, more encompassing.

Once she was seated fully on him, his arms wrapped around her from behind, holding her tight against his chest. His hands returned to her breasts, squeezing, massaging.

He began to move in a slow, rocking motion. He thrust upward from beneath the water, his hips rising, driving himself deeper into her. She moved with him, rising and falling, the water swirling around their joined bodies. The jets pulsed against their skin, adding an external rhythm to their internal one.

His mouth was on her shoulder, her neck, biting gently, sucking. One hand left her breast and went between her legs, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing in a slow, circular pattern that matched the tempo of his thrusts.

The pleasure built in a slow, steady wave. It wasn’t the frantic climb to a peak, but a gradual filling, a deep saturation. The water made everything fluid, seamless. His thrusts were strong, but smooth. His touch on her clit was persistent, but gentle. The suction on her neck was possessive, but not painful.

Luna felt herself dissolving into the heat, into the movement. Her mind, so often a cage of anxious thoughts, was empty. There was only sensation: the pulse of the jets, the glide of his cock inside her, the pressure on her clit, the weight of his hands on her breasts.

His thrusts became more deliberate, deeper. He held her tighter. “Cum on my cock,” he whispered into her ear, his voice ragged with the water’s steam.

The command, soft but firm, was the final trigger. The wave of pleasure that had been building inside her broke, not with a violent crash, but with a warm, flooding release. It spread from her core outward, a liquid warmth that matched the water around her. Her muscles clenched around him, a series of slow, deep pulses. She cried out, a sound muffled by the water and the room.

He felt it, and his own rhythm fractured. He drove into her one last, deep time, and held there, buried. A hot flood surged inside her, his release joining hers in the watery depths. He groaned, a long, shuddering sound against her back.

They stayed like that, locked together in the swirling water, for minutes. The heat began to cool. Slowly, Conrad lifted her, helping her off his lap. They stood in the tub, water dripping from their bodies. He pulled her to him, kissing her deeply, his tongue tasting her, tasting himself on her lips.

He led her out of the tub, onto the cool marble floor. He grabbed a thick, white towel and dried her gently, starting with her hair, moving down her body with a tender thoroughness. When she was dry, he dried himself quickly.

Then he took her hand and led her out of the bathroom, into the main suite. The floor-to-ceiling window looked out over the Roman night, a tapestry of ancient rooftops and modern lights. The city was a silent, sprawling spectacle.

Conrad guided her to the window. He stood behind her, his body pressed against her back. His hands went to her hips. “Look,” he said, his voice soft.

She looked. The view was breathtaking, a history of empires laid out in stone and light.

His hands moved. One slipped between her legs, his fingers finding her wetness again, slick from the bath and their sex. He rubbed her, his fingers sliding easily over her sensitive flesh. The other hand went to her breast, cupping it, squeezing. He leaned down, his mouth on her shoulder again.

He was ready again, his erection pressing against her back. He guided her, bending her slightly forward, until her palms were flat against the cool glass of the window. Her body was angled, offered.

He entered her from behind, a smooth, deep penetration that made her gasp against the glass. His hands stayed on her hips, holding her steady. He began to move, his thrusts faster now, more urgent than in the water. The cool window against her palms, the heat of his body against her back, the dizzying view below—it created a feeling of vertigo.

He fucked her with a driven pace, each thrust a solid impact that pushed her slightly against the glass. The city lights blurred as her eyes lost focus. His grip on her hips was firm, controlling. One hand left her hip and snaked around to her front, his fingers finding her clit again, rubbing in tight, rapid circles.

The stimulation was overwhelming, direct, and raw. The vulnerability of being pressed against the window, exposed to the vast night, added a thrilling edge. Her climax built quickly this time, a sharp, rising spike of euphoria. It gathered in her clit, in the deep friction of his thrusts.

“Now,” he growled, his voice a rough command against her ear.

She obeyed. Her body convulsed, a series of sharp, intense contractions that clamped around him. She cried out, a short, sharp sound that echoed in the quiet room. Her fingers slid on the glass.

He drove into her through her climax, his own release following swiftly. He pushed deep, held there, and a second hot flood filled her. He groaned, his body tightening against hers.

They slumped against the window, both breathing heavily, their sweat and steam mingling on the glass. Conrad wrapped his arms around her, holding her against him. They stood like that for a long time, watching the silent city, their bodies cooling together.

Later, in the massive bed, he pulled her into his arms. They didn’t speak. They just held each other, skin to skin, in the dark. Luna felt a peace she hadn’t known in weeks. This was what she needed. Not the distraction, but the connection. The love.

The week unfolded in a dream. Venice was a maze of canals and bridges, gondolas gliding under their balcony. Florence offered art that left her speechless. Conrad was a constant presence, a hand to hold, a smile to share. They ate in tiny trattorias, walked through vineyards, kissed in piazzas under the sun. The shadow of Calista receded, pushed back by the sheer weight of new beauty.

On the flight home, Luna watched the Alps pass beneath the jet. Conrad held her hand. “The payoff worked,” he said, his voice confident. “She got her money. She’ll leave us alone now.”

Luna nodded, but a sliver of doubt remained in her heart. Calista wasn’t a woman who settled. She was a woman who escalated. But Luna pushed the thought away.

—

For a month, she let herself believe Conrad was right.

That month was a golden bubble. They returned to Crane Manor, and life resumed, but sweeter. Luna began a new semester of online courses. Conrad helped her, his support quiet and steady. They spent lazy mornings in bed, intense nights in the library, peaceful evenings by the pool. There was no buzz from the gate. No calls. No threats. The video, and the woman who held it, seemed to have vanished.

Luna began to relax. Away from the corrosive drip of her mother’s constant criticism, the jagged edges of her self-loathing started to smooth over. In the absence of those sharp, mocking eyes, the shame she had carried for years felt increasingly heavy and unnecessary, eventually falling away like a discarded skin. Conrad’s fascination with her milk became a tender, integrated part of their daily intimacy. It was no longer a secret thrill, but an open, cherished exchange.

It was a Thursday afternoon. They were by the pool, under the shade of a wide umbrella. Luna was reading a textbook on her tablet. Conrad was reviewing some documents on his phone. A tray of fruit and chilled water sat between them. The sun was high, the air warm and still. It was a picture of perfect, quiet contentment.

Then Conrad’s phone rang.

The sound was ordinary, a generic ringtone. But Luna saw his face change. He glanced at the screen, and his expression tightened, a mask of cold recognition. He didn’t answer immediately. He just stared at it, as if hoping the call would vanish.

It didn’t.

He picked up the phone. “Yes?” His voice was flat, guarded.

Luna couldn’t hear the other side of the conversation, but she saw Conrad’s face. It went from guarded to grim, then to a hard, furious stillness. His jaw clenched. His fingers tightened on the phone.

He listened for a full minute, not speaking. Then he said, “That’s not going to happen.” His voice was low, but it carried a finality that cut through the warm air.

He listened again. Luna saw a flicker of something in his eyes—not fear, but a cold, calculated anger.

Finally, he spoke again. “You’ve made a mistake, Calista. A very big one.” He paused. “No. I’m not paying you a million dollars. I’m not paying you another cent.”

There was a silence. Then Conrad’s voice, sharp and clear: “Do what you want with the video. I’m going to the police. Tonight.”

He hung up.

He put the phone down on the table. He looked at Luna. The fury in his eyes was tempered by a deep, resolute calm.

“She called,” he said, his voice steady. “Now, she wants a million.”

Luna’s stomach twisted. The golden bubble shattered. The fear rushed back, a cold flood.

“I told her no,” Conrad continued. “I told her I’m going to the police. I don’t care if the video gets leaked. This ends now.”

Luna watched him, the textbook on her tablet blurring into a smudge of meaningless text. The "million" hung in the air like a guillotine blade. She felt her anxiety starting to rise. But then her eyes met Conrad’s. He was looking at her like she was the only thing in the world worth fighting for.

“If you go to the police,” Luna whispered, her voice gaining strength, “there’s a possibility that it all comes out, and we won’t be able to control the narrative once it’s out of our hands.”

Conrad stood up and walked to her, pulling her into his arms. He smelled of sun-warmed skin and expensive citrus, a scent that had become her only true home. "Let them know," he murmured against her hair. "Let them see that I love you. Let them see that your mother is a criminal who preys on her own blood. I’m done hiding you, Luna. I’m done letting her treat our life like a transaction."

He pulled back, cupping her face. “I have the best legal team in the country. We’ll file for a restraining order and a gag order immediately. We'll hit her with extortion, harassment, and unauthorized surveillance. By the time I'm through with her, she’ll be sorry she ever crossed me.”

Luna leaned into his touch, the practical part of her mind ticking: if they fought, the secret would be out, but the power Calista held over them would be dead.

"Okay," Luna said, her voice finally firm. "No more money. No more running."

Conrad nodded, a grim, predatory smile touching his lips. It was the face of the billionaire who had built an empire, the man who knew how to crush an enemy.

The chapter of their life as victims was over. The chapter of their life together had finally, truly, begun.

9 - A MILLION-DOLLAR MISTAKE

They were preparing for the fight of their lives. The fragile sanctuary of their month in Italy had been stripped away, replaced by the sharp, metallic reality of legal strategy. It was no longer just about a secret; it was a battle for the very ground they stood on, a desperate attempt to build a wall of ink and law before Calista could burn their world to the ground with a single click.

Conrad called his lawyer first, a brief, terse conversation. Then he called the police. The officer on the phone listened, his tone shifting from routine to focused. They would come to the mansion. They would need statements. They would need evidence. Conrad explained the video, the payment, the new demand. Luna listened, her hands clasped tight in her lap, feeling the dampness in her bra start again. Stress. Fear. Her body betraying her.

The police arrived two hours later. Two detectives, a man and a woman, in plain suits that still carried an aura of authority. They sat in Conrad’s study, a room filled with dark wood and serious books. They asked questions. They listened. They took notes. Luna spoke haltingly, her words stumbling over the shame of the video’s content, the humiliation of her condition being used as a weapon. Conrad’s narrative was clear, precise. He showed them the bank transfer record for the five hundred thousand. He told them about Calista’s new demand for one million.

The female detective, a woman with a calm, assessing gaze, looked at Luna. “She’s your mother?”

“Yes.”

“That makes this harder. For you.”

Luna nodded, a tight knot forming in her throat.

The male detective leaned forward. “We can move on this. We’ll need her to repeat the threat, on record, to establish intent. We can have you wear a wire, Mr. Crane. You call her, agree to pay, get her to come here. We’ll be here, hidden. When she repeats the demand, we move in.”

Conrad agreed immediately.

Luna felt a cold dread. “She’s smart,” she whispered. “She’ll suspect something.”

Conrad’s hand found hers, squeezing. “She’s greedy. That’s her weakness. She’ll want the money. She’ll want to see me hand it over.”

He called Calista, putting her on speakerphone.

“I’ve reconsidered.” His tone was weary, resigned. “A million is… a lot. But I don’t want this video out. I’ll pay. But I want to do it in person. Come to the mansion. We’ll settle this.”

Calista’s voice, filtered through the phone, was a triumphant crackle. “Finally seeing sense, Conrad? Good. I’ll be there in an hour. Have the money ready.”

“Perfect,” the female detective declared. “We’ve got her right where we want her.”

The wire was a small, flat device. They showed Conrad how to attach it to his chest, beneath his shirt. They tested it. He would lure Calista into the library and get her to incriminate herself. A technician in a van outside would monitor the feed. Luna would stay in an adjoining room with the female detective, listening. The male detective and two uniformed officers would be concealed in the hall, ready to swarm when the signal was given.

Luna watched Conrad remove his polo shirt, his chest broad and muscular. The detective helped him tape the wire just below his sternum, the tiny microphone invisible against his skin. He put on a fresh shirt, a simple grey button-down. He looked at her, his dark eyes holding a steady promise. It will be over.

An hour. The wait was a slow torture. Luna paced the small room. The detective watched her, silent. Conrad waited in the library, pretending to arrange things. The uniformed officers took their positions, hidden in the shadowed alcoves of the grand hallway.

The gate buzzer sounded. Conrad’s voice, through the intercom, was flat. “Come in.”

Luna’s heart hammered against her ribs. She heard the front door open. Footsteps on the marble floor. Calista’s voice, loud and bright, floated through the house. “Conrad? Where are you? Don’t try any tricks. I’m not stupid.”

“In the library,” Conrad called back. His voice was closer now, moving to meet her.

Luna pressed her ear to the wall. She heard Calista enter the library, the door closing with a soft click. The female detective held a small receiver, the live audio from Conrad’s wire feeding into it. She turned it on. A low hum, then voices.

“You look tense, Conrad,” Calista said. Her tone was mocking. “Where’s the money?”

“It’s being transferred. It takes time. A million dollars isn’t something you carry in a suitcase.”

“I want to see the confirmation. On your computer. Now.”

“It’s on my phone. I’ll show you.”

There was a pause. Luna imagined Conrad pulling out his phone, pretending to open a banking app.

“Fine. But let’s talk terms,” Calista said. Her voice shifted, becoming business-like. “You pay me one million dollars today. The video stays with me. If you don’t pay, I release it. To every media outlet I can find. To your business partners. To your board. Your little perverted secret will be everywhere.”

Conrad’s voice, carefully modulated: “And if I pay?”

“Then I keep it. As insurance. If you ever try to fuck with me again, I use it.”

“That’s not a settlement. That’s a permanent threat.”

“It’s the only deal you get. Pay me, or I ruin you. And your milky little whore.”

Luna’s stomach clenched. The detective’s eyes met hers, a silent acknowledgment. They had it. The intent was clear, recorded.

Then, a shift in the audio. A rustle of movement.

“You’re being very calm, Conrad,” Calista said, her voice closer now, suspicious. “Too calm. You hated this. You were furious. Now you’re just… agreeing.”

“I’m tired of fighting.”

“I don’t believe you.” Her voice was a low, dangerous purr. “I think you’re trying something.”

Another rustle. A sharp intake of breath from Conrad.

“What’s under your shirt?” Calista’s voice was suddenly sharp, a knife-point of suspicion.

“Nothing.”

“Let me see.”

“Calista, don’t—”

A sound of fabric tearing. A violent rip. Conrad’s sharp gasp. Luna’s blood froze.

“A wire!” Calista’s voice exploded through the receiver, a scream of fury. “You fucking bastard! You set me up!”

The audio became chaos. Scuffling. Conrad’s voice, strained: “Calista, stop!”

“Stop? You tricked me! You think I’m an idiot?” Her voice was raw, hysterical. Then a new sound—a metallic click, unmistakable, cold. The sound of a gun being cocked.

“I’ll shoot you! I’ll shoot you right here!”

Luna’s world shattered. A gun. The female detective’s face went rigid. She reached for her own weapon, unholstering it silently. She gestured to Luna: Stay.

Luna heard a crash as the male detective and the uniformed officers burst into the library. The female detective ripped open the door of the anteroom, joining the others with her gun drawn.  “Calista Summers! Drop the weapon!”

Luna couldn’t stay. She followed, a helpless pull dragging her forward into the library. The scene inside was a frozen tableau of violence.

Conrad stood, his grey shirt torn open, the wire exposed on his chest. Calista stood before him, a small, sleek pistol in her hand, pointed at his stomach. Her face was a mask of twisted rage, her blonde hair wild around her shoulders. Her bright blue eyes were wide, insane.

“You think you can trap me?” she screamed. “I’ll ruin you! I’ll kill you!”

The detectives moved in.

Calista spun, the gun swinging toward them. “Get out! This is between us!”

“Police! Drop it now!”

Calista’s eyes darted, calculating. She saw Luna in the doorway. Her gaze locked onto her daughter, a hatred so pure it was like a physical blow. “You,” she hissed. “You did this. You turned him against me. You little slut.”

She didn’t drop the gun. She turned it back toward Conrad. Her finger tightened on the trigger.

The male detective lunged. He grabbed her arm, twisting it. The gun discharged, a deafening crack in the quiet library. The bullet hit a bookshelf, splintering wood.

Calista fought, a wild, screaming animal. The two uniformed officers grabbed her, pinning her arms. The gun was wrestled from her hand. She screamed, curses, threats, a torrent of venom directed at Luna, at Conrad, at the world.

They subdued her. They cuffed her. They dragged her, still screaming, out of the library, out of the mansion. Her voice faded into the distance, replaced by the sudden, ringing silence.

Conrad stood, his chest bare, the wire dangling. He was breathing hard, his eyes fixed on the doorway where they’d taken her. Luna moved toward him, her legs unsteady. She reached him, her hands trembling as she touched his chest, checking for wounds. There were none. The bullet had missed.

He looked down at her. His expression was a storm—relief, fury, residual shock. Then it cleared, settling into a deep, exhausted calm. He wrapped his arms around her, pulling her tight against his bare skin. She felt the rapid beat of his heart, the warmth of his body. She buried her face in his chest, inhaling the scent of him, of sweat, of fear, of safety.

“She’s gone,” he murmured into her hair. His voice was rough. “She’s arrested. They have the recording. They have the gun. It’s over.”

Luna didn’t speak. She just held him, her body shaking with the release of terror. It was over. The threat, the shadow, the constant dread—gone. Handcuffed and dragged away. Her own mother. A stranger with a gun.

The detectives spoke briefly, explaining the process. They would take Calista to the station. They would charge her. The wire recording was definitive. The gun was an additional charge. She’d be going to prison. She wouldn’t be getting out for a long time. They left, their presence dissolving into the normalcy of the mansion.

Conrad and Luna stood alone in the library. The silence was profound, heavy with the aftermath. The sun streamed through the tall windows, illuminating the shattered bookshelf, the torn shirt on the floor.

Conrad’s hands moved from her back to her face. He cupped her cheeks, his thumbs brushing her tears away. His gaze was intense, a dark fire that had been banked during the crisis, now roaring free.

“She tried to kill me,” he said, his voice low.

Luna nodded, a sob catching in her throat.

“And she failed.” His voice dropped, becoming a whisper. “We won.”

He kissed her.

It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claim. A victory kiss. His mouth met hers with a desperate, hungry force. His lips crushed against hers, his tongue invading her mouth, tasting her, consuming her. Luna responded with equal ferocity. The fear, the tension, the weeks of anxiety—they all erupted into this need. She kissed him back, her hands gripping his bare shoulders, her fingers digging into his muscle.

The kiss deepened, becoming a raw exchange of breath, of heat. Conrad’s hands slid down her back, to her hips. He pulled her against him, his body hard against her softness. She felt his erection, already pressing against his trousers, urgent and demanding.

Her hands went to his waist. She fumbled with his belt buckle, her fingers clumsy with need. He helped her, his own hands joining hers, unbuckling, unzipping. His trousers fell open. She pushed her hand inside, finding him. He was hot, hard, throbbing against her palm. She grasped him, her fingers curling around his shaft, feeling the pulse of his blood beneath her touch.

He groaned into her mouth, the sound a vibration against her lips. He broke the kiss, his breath ragged. “Luna,” he rasped.

She looked up at him. His eyes were black with desire, with possession. She understood. This was how they would reclaim this space, this moment. With their bodies.

She pulled his cock free from his trousers. It stood rigid, a dark, veined arrow pointing upward. She stroked it, her palm sliding over the smooth skin, feeling its weight, its heat. Then she dropped to her knees.

The carpet was soft beneath her. She looked up at him, his chest bare, his shirt torn, his face a mask of raw hunger. She took him in her hand again, guiding him to her mouth. She leaned forward, her lips parting.

She didn’t tease. She took him, deep and immediate. She opened her mouth wide, letting the head of his cock push past her lips, into the wet heat of her mouth. She went deeper, her throat relaxing, accepting him. She felt the stretch, the invasion, the delicious pressure against the back of her throat. She swallowed around him, the muscles contracting, creating a tight, wet sheath.

Conrad’s hands went to her head, his fingers tangling in her hair. He didn’t push. He let her control the depth, the pace. She pulled back, then drove forward again, taking him deeper. Her tongue swirled around his shaft, tasting the salt of his skin, the unique musk of him. She moved her head, a steady, hypnotic bobbing, her lips sealed tight around him.

She felt him grow thicker, harder. His breathing became a series of sharp, ragged pulls. His fingers tightened in her hair, a gentle pressure guiding her. She sucked him, a deep, drawing pull that mimicked the pull he so loved on her breasts.

She pulled back until only the head was in her mouth, then plunged deep again, letting her nose press against his stomach. She went as deep as she could, her throat opening fully, accepting his entire length. She held there for a moment, a deep, stretching fullness that made her eyes water. Then she withdrew, gasping for air.

She looked up at him. His face was clenched in pleasure, his jaw tight. “Again,” he commanded, his voice a rough whisper.

She obeyed. She took him deep again, her mouth and throat working, her tongue pressing against the underside of his shaft. She moved faster now, a relentless, wet cadence. Her hand, still wrapped around the base of his cock, moved with her mouth, stroking what she couldn’t swallow. The sounds were obscene, wet, sloppy, filled with her gasps and his groans.

She felt him tense, his thighs trembling. He was close. She sucked harder, her mouth a vacuum of wet heat. But before the final, rhythmic surge could take him, Conrad’s hands clamped onto her shoulders. With a rough, guttural growl of protest, he hauled her upward, pulling her to her feet with a suddenness that left her breathless.

“I need your milk,” he said, his voice thick.

He didn’t wait. He grabbed the hem of her simple cotton dress, the one she’d worn all day. He pulled it up, over her head, tossing it aside. Her bra was plain, white cotton. He unhooked it with a swift, practiced motion, letting it fall. Her breasts were bare, already damp from her own arousal, from the stress, from the aftermath.

He looked at them, his eyes dark with a familiar, hungry reverence. He didn’t speak. He leaned down, his mouth finding her nipple. He suckled, not gently, but with a deep, drawing pull that had urgency, not tenderness. The milk flowed instantly, a sweet, warm response to his suction. He drank, swallowing, his mouth working her breast with a desperate urgency.

Luna gasped, her hands going to his head, holding him there. The sensation was sharp, intense, a direct line from her breast to her core. Her other breast tingled, aching for his touch. He switched, his mouth moving to her other nipple, sucking just as deep, just as hard. He drank from her, his hands gripping her waist, holding her steady as he fed from her body.

When he released her breasts, his mouth was wet, glistening. He looked at her, his eyes wild. “The table,” he said, his voice a command.

He turned her, guiding her toward the large, heavy oak table in the center of the library. Books were stacked on it, papers. He cleared a space with a rough sweep of his arm, sending books tumbling to the floor. He bent her over the table, her stomach pressed against the cool, polished wood. Her back was arched, her breasts pressed against the surface, her legs spread.

He stood behind her. He didn’t undress further. His trousers were still open, his cock wet from her mouth, glistening. He pushed her panties down, a swift tug that tore them from her hips. They fell to her ankles. She was exposed, bent over the table, her ass offered to him.

He didn’t use his fingers. He just positioned himself, the head of his cock pressing against her entrance. She was wet, ready, her arousal a slick heat. He pushed inside.

The penetration was immediate, deep, and claiming. He entered her with a single, solid thrust, filling her completely. She cried out, a sharp sound against the wood of the table. The angle was different, deeper, hitting a place inside her that made her vision blur. He held there, buried, letting her feel the full stretch of him.

Then he moved.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh. He pulled back, then thrust forward again, a hard, driving motion. The impact pushed her body against the table. The wood was solid, unyielding. Each thrust shoved her forward, her breasts rubbing against the polished surface, her nipples scraping, sending sparks of sensation through her.

He fucked her with a relentless, punishing pace. There was no gentleness, no teasing. This was possession, a reclaiming of their space, their safety, their victory. Each thrust was a statement: She is gone. You are mine. This is ours.

His grip on her hips was iron, controlling her movements, keeping her in place for his assault. The sounds were raw—the slap of his body against hers, the creak of the table, her moans muffled against the wood. She felt everything—the deep invasion inside her, the pressure of his hands on her hips, the scrape of the table on her breasts.

One of his hands left her hip. It went to her breast, squeezing it, pulling it from the table. He fondled it, his fingers rough, possessive. He pinched her nipple, a sharp, bright pain that merged with the pleasure. He returned to her hip, his thrusts becoming faster, harder.

Luna’s climax built not as a wave, but as a sudden explosion. The intensity of the fucking, the raw aggression of it, the relief of safety—it all coalesced into a sharp, white-hot point inside her. It gathered in her clit, in the deep friction of his thrusts, and then it burst.

She screamed, a short, sharp cry that echoed in the library. Her body convulsed around him, a series of violent, clamping contractions that milked his cock. She trembled against the table, her hands gripping the edges, her vision gone to blurry ecstasy.

He felt it, and his own rhythm broke. He drove into her one last, deep time, his body slamming against hers. He held there, buried inside her. A hot, surging flood filled her, joining the wetness already there. He groaned, a long, shuddering sound that seemed to come from his very core.

They stayed like that for a moment, him pressed against her, both breathing hard, their sweat mingling on the cool wood. Slowly, he withdrew. She felt the emptiness, the cool air touching her where he had been.

He helped her up, turning her to face him. Her body was trembling, her legs weak. He kissed her again, this kiss softer, a seal on the violence of their joining. His hands smoothed over her back, her arms, a gentle touch after the roughness.

They dressed slowly, their movements languid, exhausted. Conrad picked his torn shirt up from the floor. Luna pulled her dress back on. She found her panties and put them back on. They stood in the library, the aftermath of their sex mingling with the aftermath of the arrest—the shattered bookshelf, the smell of gunpowder, the gunshot scar on the wood.

Conrad pulled her into his arms again, holding her close. “It’s done,” he murmured against her hair.

Luna nodded, burying her face in his chest. The relief was profound, a physical weight lifting from her shoulders. Calista was gone. Arrested. The video, the threat, the fear—over.

But a new worry, a cold, slender thread, began to weave through her relief. What happens next? The video was still out there, now evidence in the case against Calista. It could still leak. The world could still see. They were still vulnerable.

She looked up at him, her green eyes searching his dark ones. “They have her, but the video…”

Conrad’s face hardened, a mask of resolve returning. “It’s evidence now. It will be sealed. It won’t get out.”

He sounded confident. But Luna knew her mother. Calista was clever. She might have copies. She might have sent it to someone else. The thread of worry tightened, a cold knot in her gut.

10 - BEYOND THE SCANDAL

The relief Conrad had promised was brittle, fragile. It lasted only until dawn.

The news story broke with the vicious, efficient speed of the digital age. By morning, it was everywhere. A syndicated headline: “Billionaire CEO Involved in Armed Standoff with Ex-Girlfriend.” The details were worse than Luna had feared. They had the video. Someone at the police department—a disgruntled officer, a clerk with a grudge, a simple human error—had leaked it. It wasn’t just a story; it was a clip, a fifteen-second, pixelated but unmistakable snippet. Conrad, shirtless, kneeling before her, his mouth latched to her breast, drinking deeply.

The media feast was obscene. They dissected Conrad’s business dealings, his personal life, his “relationship with his ex’s teenage daughter.” They used the word “perversion.” They speculated about Luna’s “condition,” calling it unnatural, grotesque. Conrad’s reputation, the one built on boardrooms and charitable foundations, evaporated in a single day. The phone in the mansion rang incessantly—his lawyers, his publicist, his board members, all voices of varying degrees of alarm and condemnation. He answered none of them.

They stayed inside. The world outside the gates became a hostile landscape. News vans parked along the street, cameras pointed at the mansion like cannons. Reporters with microphones buzzed the front gate. Conrad ignored them. The mansion became a fortress, silent and tense.

Luna watched it all from the bedroom window, a silent ghost behind the glass. The guilt was a physical thing, a leaden weight in her stomach, pressing against her ribs. She had brought this to him. Her mother, her body, her secret—they were the poison that had ruined his world. She thought about the chain of decisions, each one a link that led to this humiliation. If she hadn’t taken the medication. If she hadn’t moved into the mansion. If she hadn’t kissed him in the kitchen. If she hadn’t let him drink from her.

Conrad found her there, on the third day, standing at the window, her face pale, her eyes hollow. He came into the room quietly, his presence a solid warmth behind her. He wrapped his arms around her from behind, pulling her back against his chest. She stiffened, expecting anger, recrimination.

“Don’t,” he said, his voice low against her ear. “Don’t blame yourself.”

“They’re calling you a monster,” she whispered, her gaze fixed on the distant vans. “They’re saying you’re… a pervert. Because of me.”

He turned her gently, forcing her to face him. His eyes, dark and steady, held no trace of the storm outside. “They’re calling me a man who loves a woman. A man who chose her over everything else. That’s not perversion. That’s the only truth I care about.”

“Your company…”

“Will survive. Or it won’t. It’s a collection of assets and people. It’s not my soul.” His hands cupped her face. “You are worth more than a reputation. You are worth more than a billion dollars. I would give up everything for you. I have given up everything for you. And I don’t regret a single moment.”

His words were a balm, but they couldn’t heal the raw wound of exposure. She felt exposed, naked in a way that went beyond skin. Her most intimate secret, her body’s private response, was now a public spectacle. She saw the comments online, the cruel jokes, the lewd speculations.

They moved through the mansion like shadows, avoiding the rooms with windows facing the street. They ate meals delivered by a discreet staff member. They watched movies on the large screen in the media room, holding hands but not speaking. The tension was a silent hum between them, a shared grief for the world they’d lost.

On the seventh day, the siege outside seemed to lessen. The vans pulled away, one by one. The story was old news, replaced by some political scandal. The humiliation remained, but the immediate assault faded. The mansion felt quieter, emptier. Luna was in the master bedroom, the room she now shared with Conrad. She stood by the bed, staring at the empty, pristine sheets, feeling the guilt crystallize into a sharp, aching knot in her chest.

She heard his footsteps in the hallway. They were measured, purposeful. He entered the room, and she turned. He looked different. Not defeated, but serious. A deep, focused intensity had replaced the weary resignation of the past week. He wore a simple black shirt and trousers, his hair perfectly styled as always, but his face was stripped of all its usual corporate polish. He looked like a man about to make a vow.

He stopped before her, his gaze locking onto hers. “Luna,” he said, his voice a low, resonant note in the quiet room.

“Conrad.”

He didn’t speak for a moment. He just looked at her, his eyes tracing her face, her worried brow, her green eyes shadowed with guilt. Then he took a slow, deliberate step closer.

“I need to ask you something,” he said.

Her pulse fluttered, a nervous bird in her throat. “What?”

He didn’t answer with words. He moved, his body flowing into a gesture so formal, so profound, that her breath stopped entirely. He went down on one knee before her.

The sight was so incongruous, so utterly unexpected, that her mind blanked for a second. Conrad Crane, billionaire, kneeling on the carpet of his master bedroom, looking up at her with a solemn, unwavering gaze. He reached into his pocket and withdrew a small, velvet box. He opened it.

Inside, a ring. Not a massive, flashy stone, but something elegant, timeless. A central diamond, clear and brilliant, set on a band of pale gold. It was simple, but it spoke of a quiet, immense wealth. It spoke of intention.

He held the box up, his eyes never leaving hers. “Luna Summers,” he said, his voice clear and firm, cutting through the silence of the room, through the echoes of the scandal outside. “Will you marry me?”

The question hung in the air, a perfect, crystalline moment. All the guilt, the shame, the fear—they shattered under its weight. A clean, white light flooded her mind. Her eyes filled, tears spilling over before she could even form a thought. She looked at him, at the man who had lost his world for her, who was offering her a new one, built on this single, sacred promise.

She didn’t hesitate. A smile broke through her tears, a real, unfiltered joy that lifted her face. “Yes,” she said. The word was a whisper, then a stronger declaration. “Yes, Conrad. I will.”

His face transformed. The seriousness melted into a radiant, triumphant warmth. He took the ring from the box, his hands steady, and slid it onto her finger. It fit perfectly, a cool, smooth circle of metal and gemstone that felt like a seal, a promise made solid.

He rose from his knee, his movement fluid and powerful. He stood before her, taller now, his presence filling the room. He looked at the ring on her finger, then back at her face. His hands came to her shoulders, then slid down her arms, a slow, possessive caress.

Then he kissed her.

It was not a gentle kiss. It was a claiming, a celebration, a victory roar muted into the press of lips and tongue. His mouth met hers with a fierce, hungry passion. He kissed her as if he were consuming the word yes, swallowing her acceptance, making it part of his blood. His tongue pushed into her mouth, exploring, tasting her tears, her joy. Luna kissed him back with equal fervor, her hands rising to his shoulders, gripping the fabric of his shirt. The kiss deepened, a raw exchange of breath and heat and promise. They kissed until her lungs burned, until her lips felt swollen and sensitized, until the world outside the room ceased to exist.

When he broke the kiss, his eyes were dark pools of desire, shining with a possessive fire. He didn’t speak. His hands moved to the hem of her simple cotton t-shirt. He pulled it up, over her head, tossing it aside. Her bra was plain, white. He unhooked it with a swift, precise motion, letting it fall to the floor. Her breasts were bare, exposed to his gaze.

He looked at them, not with the hungry reverence of before, but with a new, deeper ownership. These were hers, but they were also his. His to see, to touch, to taste. His hands came to her waist, his fingers splaying against her skin. He leaned in, his mouth finding her neck, kissing a slow, hot trail down to her collarbone. His lips were soft, then firm, then insistent. He moved lower, to the swell of her breast. He didn’t go to her nipple first. He kissed the soft flesh, his mouth open, tasting her skin. He moved in a slow circle, his tongue leaving a wet, warm path.

Luna arched into him, her body responding instantly. Her hands went to his head, holding him there. The sensation was a direct, electric line to her core. Her breathing became shallow, rapid. He continued his slow, worshipful circuit, his mouth heating her skin, his breath a warm gust against her.

Finally, his lips reached her nipple. He didn’t suckle immediately. He kissed it, a soft, lingering press. Then he opened his mouth and took it inside.

The pull was deep, immediate, and different. It was not the desperate, urgent suckling of fear or victory. This was a slow, deliberate draw, a tasting, a savoring. He drank from her, his mouth working with a rhythmic, possessive pull. The milk flowed into his mouth. He swallowed, his throat moving against her skin. He drank for a long moment, his eyes closed, his face a mask of concentrated euphoria.

Luna moaned, a low, throaty sound. Her other breast tingled, aching for his attention. He switched, his mouth moving to her other nipple with the same deliberate care. He suckled there, drawing another stream of milk, swallowing it with a slow, satisfied sound. He drank from both breasts, alternating, taking his time, as if he were claiming a right, a privilege granted by the ring on her finger.

When he finally released her breasts, his mouth was glistening, wet with her milk. He looked up at her, his eyes blazing. “My wife,” he whispered, the words a hot promise against her skin.

He stood, his hands moving to his own clothes. He unbuttoned his shirt, pulling it off, revealing the muscular chest she knew so well. He unbuckled his trousers, letting them fall. He was naked before her, his body powerful and aroused, his cock already hard, rising from his body like a declaration.

He turned, walking to a drawer in the large wardrobe. He opened it, pulling out two items. They were his silk ties, one a deep charcoal, the other a midnight blue. He held them in his hands, the silk shimmering softly in the room’s light.

He came back to her, his gaze holding hers. “Tonight,” he said, his voice a low command, “I want to bind you to me. Not just with a ring. With silk. With my touch. With every part of me.”

Luna’s heart thudded, a mixture of excitement and surrender. She nodded, a silent consent.

He led her to the bed, the vast, plush surface that had been their shared space for months. He pushed her gently onto it, her back against the sheets. He positioned her so she lay centered, her arms resting at her sides. He took the first tie, the charcoal one. He looped it around her right wrist, not tightly, but firmly. He pulled the end, securing it with a simple knot. Then he attached the other end of the tie to the bedpost, a heavy, carved piece of dark wood. He did it with a careful, deliberate motion, ensuring the silk was secure but not constricting.

He repeated the process with her left wrist, using the midnight blue tie. Soon, both her wrists were bound to the bedposts, her arms stretched out, her body open and vulnerable on the bed. The silk was soft against her skin, a luxurious restraint. She tested the bonds, pulling gently. They held. She was tethered, anchored to him, to this bed, to this moment.

He stood at the edge of the bed, looking down at her. The sight of her, bound, naked, waiting, sent a dark thrill through him. His cock hardened further, a thick, eager curve against his stomach.

He knelt on the bed between her legs. He didn’t rush. He leaned down, his mouth returning to her breasts. He suckled again, this time with a deeper, more insistent pull. He drank from her, his mouth working her nipples, drawing the milk, swallowing it. Luna pulled against the silk ties, a reflexive movement of bliss. The restraint added a layer of sensation—the inability to move her arms, to touch him, to control the pace. She was purely receptive, a vessel for his pleasure.

He drank for minutes, switching between her breasts, his mouth never leaving her skin. When he finally rose, his lips were wet, his chin slick. He moved lower, his hands spreading her thighs wider. He knelt between them, his gaze fixed on her core.

He leaned forward, his mouth not kissing, but claiming. He pressed his lips against her inner thigh, a hot, open-mouthed kiss. He moved inward, his tongue tracing a path toward her center. He didn’t tease. He went directly to her clit, his tongue finding the sensitive bud with a precise, knowing touch.

He licked her, a slow, deliberate stroke. Then he pressed his mouth fully against her, his lips parting, his tongue delving into her. He ate her pussy with a focused, hungry intensity. His tongue explored her, dipping inside her entrance, then returning to her clit, circling it, flicking against it. He used his lips, his teeth in gentle nips, his tongue in flat, sweeping strokes.

Luna’s body arched against the restraints. The silk ties pulled taut as she tried to rise, to meet his mouth. She couldn’t. She was held, forced to receive. The vulnerability was overwhelming—the deep, wet heat of his mouth on her most sensitive place, combined with the helplessness of her bound wrists. She moaned, a long, ragged sound that filled the room. Her hips twisted, trying to move, but his hands on her thighs held her steady.

He increased the pace. His tongue worked faster, a relentless, rhythmic assault on her clit. He sucked at her, drawing the sensitive flesh into his mouth, applying pressure that made her cry out. He used his fingers, spreading her wider, opening her to his gaze, to his tongue. He licked deep inside her, tasting her, swallowing her wetness.

The pleasure built not as a slow climb, but as a sudden, towering wave. The combination of the sucking on her breasts, the binding of her wrists, and the fierce, dedicated attention of his mouth on her pussy—it coalesced into a pressure point that exploded without warning.

Her climax tore through her, violent and consuming. She screamed his name, “Conrad!” the sound raw and unfiltered. Her body convulsed, her back bowing off the bed, her legs shaking. The silk ties strained as she pulled against them, her wrists fighting the bonds. The orgasm was a white-hot detonation inside her, radiating from her clit, spreading through her belly, her thighs, her entire bound body. She trembled, her vision blurring, her breath coming in shattered gasps.

He didn’t stop. He continued licking, his tongue riding the waves of her climax, drawing out every last tremor. When she finally sagged against the bed, spent, he rose. His face was wet, glistening with her moisture. He looked at her, his eyes dark with satisfaction.

He moved up the bed, positioning himself above her. His cock, thick and hard, hovered over her entrance. He didn’t ask. He didn’t pause. He guided himself into her, a slow, deliberate penetration.

He entered her with a single, deep thrust. The feeling of him filling her, after the intense oral attention, was a profound, complete sensation. She was wet, open, ready. He slid inside until he was fully seated, his body pressed against hers. He held there, letting her feel the full stretch, the possession.

He broke the stillness with a single, devastating thrust.

His fucking was hard, deliberate, and deep. He pulled back almost entirely, then drove forward again, a solid, impactful thrust that pushed her body into the mattress. The rhythm was relentless, a steady, pounding pace that had no gentleness, only a raw, claiming force. Each thrust was a statement, a punctuation to his proposal, to her acceptance. Each thrust was a seal on their bond.

His hands gripped her hips, his fingers digging into her flesh, holding her for his movements. The bed creaked softly with each impact. The sounds were primal—the slap of his skin against hers, the wet slide of his cock inside her, her moans, which were now low, continuous whimpers of delight.

He fucked her with a focused intensity, his gaze locked on her face, watching her reactions. Her bound wrists pulled against the silk ties, her arms straining, adding a layer of helpless arousal to the deep, physical penetration. She was completely under his control, her body his to use, to please, to claim.

He varied his angle, tilting her hips, changing the depth. He found a spot inside her that made her gasp, a sharp, bright pleasure that amplified everything. He aimed for it, thrusting into it with precision. Her moans became cries, sharp and breathless.

He leaned down, his mouth finding hers again. He kissed her as he fucked her, his lips crushing against hers, his tongue invading her mouth. The kiss was a messy, wet union, mixing the taste of her milk, her pussy, his own saliva. She kissed him back, her mouth open, accepting him, matching his rhythm.

His thrusts became faster, harder. His breathing grew ragged, his control slipping. He was close. She felt it in the tension of his muscles, in the deepening of his groans. She was already soaring on a second wave, the relentless fucking pushing her toward another climax.

It hit her suddenly, a second explosion that ripped through her just as he reached his own peak. He thrust deep, burying himself inside her, holding there. A hot, surging flood filled her, his release joining the wetness already there. He groaned, a long, shuddering sound that vibrated through his body into hers.

They stayed locked together for a moment, him inside her, her body trembling around him. Slowly, he withdrew. He pulled out, his cock slick and glistening. He sat back on the bed, looking at her, her body still bound, still trembling.

He moved to her wrists. He untied the silk ties, his hands working the knots with careful, deliberate motions. The silk slid free, falling loose. Her arms were free. She brought them down, her wrists feeling the slight, pleasant ache of the bonds.

He gathered her, pulling her into his arms. He lay beside her, wrapping her against his body. They curled together on the bed, skin against skin, sweat and moisture mingling. He kissed her forehead, a soft, tender press.

“My wife,” he whispered again, the words a warm promise against her skin.

Luna nestled into him, her body relaxing into the safety of his embrace. The ring on her finger felt cool and solid, a tangible promise. The world outside, the humiliation, the scandal—it all felt distant, unimportant. Here, in this room, bound by silk and promise, she had her happy ending. She was free of a mother who treated her as a burden. She was bound to a man who treated her as a treasure. She was no longer Luna Summers, the anxious girl with a shameful secret. She was Luna, soon-to-be Crane, cherished, desired, and loved.

She closed her eyes, breathing in the scent of him, of their sex, of their future. She couldn’t wait to be his wife. The scandal would fade. The world would forget. But this—this bond, this possession, this love—would remain, solid and unbreakable, a sanctuary built on silk and skin and promise.

BACK COVER

Her greatest shame is his darkest craving.

Nineteen-year-old Luna Summers has spent her life trying to be invisible. Burdened by a rare side effect of her anxiety medication—spontaneous lactation—she lives in a constant state of shame, fueled by her mother Calista’s cruel taunts. While Calista spends her nights hunting for wealthy men to take advantage of, Luna just wants to survive the day without a humiliating leak.

Everything changes when Calista lands Conrad Crane, a powerful billionaire with an empire to protect and a dark, refined hunger. When Conrad moves the two women into his sprawling mansion, Luna expects to remain in the shadows of her mother’s shallow romance. But Conrad isn't looking at Calista. He’s looking at Luna.

When he discovers the secret she’s worked so hard to hide, he doesn’t see a flaw. He sees a primal, erotic treasure.

What starts as a fatherly interest quickly devolves into a feverish, secret affair. The milk Luna once viewed as a curse becomes the center of Conrad’s obsession—a sweet, intimate connection that binds them together in a way that is as taboo as it is addictive.

But Calista is a woman who treats people like assets, and she isn’t about to let her "payday" slip away. Armed with hidden cameras and a ruthless heart, she’s prepared to burn Conrad’s reputation to the ground and expose Luna to the world’s judgment.

In a world where every secret has a price, Luna must decide if she’s ready to be bound to the billionaire—even if it means a public scandal that could destroy them both.

Themes include abf/anr, adult breastfeeding, adult nursing, lactation, hucow, taboo, age gap, stepdad, stepdaughter, dominant older man, submissive younger woman, rich/poor, cheating, betrayal, forbidden love, romance, and more.
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