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Chapter One


Evie:

Tears stream down my face as I rush to the bathroom, quickly slamming the door and locking it behind me. When I look in the mirror above the sink, my face is red and streaks of mascara coat my cheeks, while my hair is a disheveled mess. So much for all the time I spent making myself look as professional as possible before work this morning.

But the most noticeable thing about my appearance are the two big wet stains on the front of my white shirt. The fabric is stretched tight across the breasts that have been growing rapidly over the last couple of weeks and it’s clinging to my nipples, which are painfully erect and showing through the sheer material.

I quickly pull my shirt and bra off, then grab some tissues from the nearby shelf, dabbing at the creamy white liquid that is dripping from the puffy tips. My nipples are so sensitive that each brush of the soft tissue against them forces a small gasp from my lips.

I’d meant to visit the doctor about my growing problem but, in all honesty, I’d been putting it off because I was worried it might be something serious. After all, I’m twenty, and way past the point in life where hormones cause a woman’s breasts to balloon in size. But now, I regret not doing it.

Now, I have to live with the humiliation of everyone in the office seeing me with big, leaking tits. They were all laughing and pointing, and I’ll never be able to show my face again.

I let the tissues drop into the bin and stand there staring at my naked chest. My breasts are definitely bigger - much rounder and fuller than they have ever been. But what could be causing it? And why have I suddenly started lactating?

As I watch myself in the mirror, I cup my breasts in my hands, noticing how much heavier they feel. It’s like I’ve grown two watermelons almost overnight, and there is still milk dripping out of my hard nipples, along with a deep aching pressure in each of the creamy mounds.

I can’t believe I have milk coming out of me, and my whole body heats up at the thought.

My heart beats faster in my chest, and the tingling feeling in my stomach intensifies. A strange wetness has formed between my thighs, and I clench my legs together, trying to force the feeling away.

But a knock on the bathroom door startles me, and I move my hands down to my sides quickly, as if the person out in the hallway might be able to see me fondling my new, bigger breasts.

“I’ll be out in a minute,” I call out, wondering if they’ll mind waiting until I’ve dried my shirt under the hand dryer before I emerge.

“It’s me,” comes a familiar voice.

I’ve only been working as an intern at an accounting firm for the last month, and most of my colleagues have been nothing but rude to me. I guess it’s some kind of initiation or something. I don’t know. But the only exceptions are Millie, who is currently standing outside the bathroom, and Mr. Julian Baxter himself, the CEO of the company. He also happens to be my dad’s best friend, and the man who makes my heart flutter every time I see him.

“Are you okay in there, Evie?” she asks through the door. “I saw what happened. Can I come in?”

I let out a sigh. “Okay, just give me a sec.”

I quickly pull on my shirt, wet patches and all, and fumble with the buttons until I’m looking semi-decent. Then I look around the small bathroom, notice my bra lying on the floor, and stuff it into my purse before unlocking the door.

Before Millie can even enter, I step back and fold my arms across my chest, trying my best to hide the mess my big, leaking mounds have caused.

“Hey,” Millie says, closing the door behind her and giving me a sympathetic look.

“Hey,” I repeat, unsure what else to say.

“I’m sorry,” she says softly. “If I’d known she was actually going to go through with it, I would have warned you. I thought she was all talk. Who could be this cruel to someone?”

My heart hammers in my chest as I try to figure out what Millie’s talking about.

“Warn me?”

She lets out a sigh. “A few days after you started working here, I heard Lilith telling a couple of other people that she was planning on putting some herbs in your drink that would make you lactate. But I swear I never thought she was going to do it.”

Herbs. That’s what caused it. So there isn’t anything wrong with me after all. I don’t know whether to be relieved or to go out there and slap Lilith for putting me through this.

“Do you know why she did it?” I ask, tightening my arms around myself, even though the increased pressure makes my breasts hurt.

Millie gives a little shrug, and her face turns red. “She said that it would teach you a lesson for being the boss’s pet. I got the impression she’s got a crush on Mr. Baxter and doesn’t like the way he looks at you. Or the way he makes an effort to speak to you every day. He’s barely even noticed Lilith, except when she fucks up and he has to set her straight. Which happens way more often than it should because she prefers to set up stupid pranks instead of working.”

I clamp my lips shut, fighting the urge to defend myself by explaining that Julian is my dad’s best friend. We purposely hadn’t told anybody in the office, because I was adamant I wanted to be taken seriously. I didn’t want people thinking I only got an internship because I knew the CEO, no matter how true that might be. But I’m not about to start telling everyone now, just because Lilith decided to be a bitch.

“Look, I’ve got an appointment with a client that I need to get to,” Millie says, reaching out to give my arm a gentle squeeze. “But keep your chin up, Evie. Don’t let her get to you.”

I give her a small smile before she slips out, and I lock the door behind her again.

Turning back to the mirror, I let out a small sigh. I can’t believe this is happening to me. Maybe I should tell Julian and let him deal with it. But then surely all the bullying will just get worse if they know I’m going to run to the boss with every issue that comes up. I feel like it would be better if I deal with it myself.

My eyes drift down to my breasts again, taking in the sight of them straining against the thin material of my shirt. How am I going to hide this when I go back out to my desk?

“Evie?”

A deep, husky voice comes from the other side of the door, and my whole body freezes. I’d recognize it anywhere, even through the heavy wood of the bathroom door. It’s him.

“Y-Yes?” I say, clearing my throat and trying to keep my voice from sounding too shaky.

“Is everything alright in there? I just spoke to Millie, and she told me what happened. Let me in, please.”

I exhale sharply. Millie shouldn’t have told Julian anything, but at least I don’t need to figure out how to handle this on my own anymore.

The lock on the door clicks as I open it and let Julian into the tiny room. He’s dressed in a crisp gray suit that hugs his frame in all the right places. His black hair is peppered with flecks of gray, and he has the most intense green eyes I’ve ever seen. When his gaze falls on my shirt, his eyes darken, and I can tell he’s noticed the wet spots. I fold my arms across my chest a few moments too late.

He steps closer, closing the door behind him and making the space seem even smaller than before. The air is filled with the masculine scent of his cologne, and I feel my knees go weak.

“I promise you that I’ll deal with Lilith,” he says, his voice coming out as a low growl. “She won’t get away with hurting you.”

Julian reaches out and brushes his fingertips against my cheek in a gentle way that makes me want to lean into his touch. But I control myself. Between the intimate gesture and the protectiveness in his promise to punish Lilith, heat pools in my stomach, and a flush rises up my neck.

“How are you feeling?” he asks, dropping his hand and letting his eyes travel up and down my body. “Does it... do they hurt?”

I can’t help the small shiver that runs down my spine as his gaze lingers on my chest. He’s never looked at me like this before, like a man who wants to devour me, and my nipples harden even more under his stare.

“I guess they are a bit sore,” I admit, my face burning. “They just feel very... full.”

His jaw clenches, and he swallows visibly. Then he lifts a hand and runs his fingers gently through my hair, tucking a few strands behind my ear.

“Let’s go back to my office, Evie,” he says, the firm tone of his voice making it clear he’s not just making a request. “I’ll take care of you there.”

I open my mouth to explain that I don’t want to leave the bathroom while the front of my shirt is still soaked, but before the words even come out, he’s pulling off his suit jacket and draping it around my shoulders. The large garment swamps my small frame, and I find myself suddenly surrounded by his scent.

I pull the jacket closer, relishing the warmth and the way it makes me feel safe and secure.

“Thank you,” I murmur, looking up at him.

He stares down at me for a moment, and it feels like time stands still. The intensity of his gaze has my heart beating fast in my chest. But the moment ends when he reaches for the bathroom door and holds it open for me.

“Come with me,” he says.

I do as he says, and we walk past Lilith’s desk. She’s back in her seat, but her face is pale, and she won’t meet my gaze. Julian is walking a step behind me, but I like to imagine he’s shooting daggers at her with his eyes.

He doesn’t stop to talk to her right now, though. Instead, he guides me to the safety of his office with one strong hand on my lower back, taking me away from the shame and humiliation I feel as everyone watches me.

And, even though the office is silent, I can still hear the giggles and whispers from earlier echoing in my ears.


Chapter Two


Julian:

The second we are in my office, I lock the door.

Evie stands awkwardly in the middle of the room, staring at me with wide eyes and biting her lip. She’s holding onto my jacket, keeping it tightly closed around herself, and the sight is both endearing and incredibly hot.

As soon as Millie told me what Lilith had done, I’d seen red. She will absolutely be made to pay for hurting Evie in this way.

“Why don’t you sit down and make yourself comfortable?” I suggest, motioning toward the plush couch against one wall. “I’ve got a couple of calls to make, and then I’m all yours.”

Her cheeks flush pink, and her eyes widen. “You don’t need to waste your time on this,” she says. “I’ll be fine, really. It’s nothing.”

“This is not nothing,” I say firmly. “Now go and sit. Please. I’ll be with you in a minute.”

Evie does as she’s told, sitting down on the edge of the couch with her hands in her lap and her eyes downcast.

I pull my cellphone from my pocket and sit down at my desk, dialing the number of one of the guys on my HR team.

“Hey, Mark,” I say when the line connects. “I need you to pay a visit to Lilith. She’s been lacing another employee’s drinks with something she shouldn’t.”

“Oh,” he replies, sounding shocked. “Do we have any evidence of that?”

My gaze flickers back to where Evie is sitting on the couch, my jacket opening around her just enough to show the darkened material of her shirt over her enlarged breasts. The sight of it makes my dick throb, and it’s almost fucking impossible not to walk over to her and rip her shirt off so I can take a proper look.

“Yeah,” I say gruffly. “I’m looking at the evidence right now.”

“Damn,” he mutters. “Okay, I’m right on it.”

“Good. I’ll be busy the rest of the day, so just get me a written report from the disciplinary meeting and send it to me. I want her out of here by the end of the day.”

I hang up without saying goodbye and drop my cellphone onto the desk.

When I stand and turn, Evie is watching me. Her face is a mix of emotions. She looks a little scared, a little nervous, but her eyes are wide, and her lips are parted.

She looks so damn beautiful.

Fuck.

Her father and I have been best friends since college, and I can still remember how proud he’d been on the day Evie was born. Hell, I’d been proud of him, too. Derek’s a great guy, and he deserves all the happiness in the world. But then I’d moved across the country for five years to start up a new branch of my company. When I’d left, Evie had been a shy and awkward girl in her early teens. And when I’d returned home a year ago, I guess I’d expected her to be the same.

She wasn’t, though. Far from it.

Evie had grown up into a gorgeous young woman, with curves in all the right places. I’d done my best to keep my distance from her, despite the fact that my body is always buzzing with desire whenever she’s near me. But then her dad had asked me to give her an internship, and the whole thing had gone out the window.

There’s no way I can ignore Evie now. Not with the way my body responds to her whenever she’s close by. It’s taking all of my willpower not to cross the room and touch her. To run my hands all over her smooth skin and bury my face in those delicious, round tits.

It’s wrong. It’s so fucking wrong.

She’s Derek’s daughter. My goddamn best friend’s daughter. I shouldn’t think about her that way. I shouldn’t want her the way I do.

But fuck if I can help it.

Millie told me that Lilith did this because she’s jealous. Because she thinks I’m attracted to Evie, and she’s right about that. But apparently Lilith also thought that making Evie lactate would make her completely undesirable to me, and that was where she went wrong. Right now, there is nothing I want more than to take a leaking nipple into my mouth and drain every drop from her magnificent breasts.

I cross the room and stand in front of her, looking down into her big, blue eyes. Her lips are slightly parted, and her cheeks are flushed pink. The air is charged with tension, and her breath hitches as I reach out to brush my fingers through her hair.

“I took care of it, babygirl,” I tell her, and a soft whimper falls from her lips. Goddamn, the things I would be willing to do to hear that sound over and over again. “You won’t have to worry about her doing anything like this again.”

Evie bites her lip, looking up at me with a mixture of uncertainty and desire. “Thank you, Julian,” she says softly.

“No problem,” I reply. “But now, I’d like to make sure for myself that you’re okay. Physically.”

Confusion flickers across her face. “What do you mean?”

“I mean, I’d like to examine your breasts, Evie.”

Her eyes widen, and a flush rises up her neck. She bites her bottom lip and nods, but she doesn’t move.

“Okay,” she says, her voice coming out barely louder than a whisper.

I reach out and take her hand, pulling her to her feet in front of me before sliding my jacket off her shoulders. A groan escapes me as her shirt comes into view. The material is wet and stretched tight over her swollen tits, the hard points of her nipples clearly visible through the thin white fabric.

Evie shivers and tries to cover herself, but I gently remove her hands.

“No, babygirl,” I say, cupping her cheek. “You don’t need to be shy. Let me look at you. I need to make sure you’re okay.”

A soft whimper escapes her lips as I trail my hands down her neck and across her collarbone. And when I start unbuttoning her shirt, she doesn’t stop me. Her breasts are heaving with each shaky breath, and I can feel the heat radiating from her skin.

“Tell me if I hurt you at all,” I say, slipping the shirt down her shoulders and off her arms. “Or if you need me to stop.”

She nods, her eyes on my face. “It’s okay,” she whispers, her voice soft and breathy. “I want you to help me.”

Fuck. I’ll do whatever it takes to make her feel better. And if it can get her moaning my name at the same time, I’ll be in heaven.

My gaze travels down towards her chest. Her breasts are round and heavy, and my mouth starts watering instantly at the way droplets of her sweet cream drip from the puffy tips.

A low growl escapes my throat. Evie’s breasts are bigger than I ever remember them being, and the creamy mounds look ready to burst with the pressure building up inside them. Her nipples are rock hard, standing proud and begging to be touched.

“Oh, fuck Evie,” I mutter, unable to take my eyes off her magnificent tits.

Her breathing becomes more rapid as she looks down, her face flushing crimson.

“Julian,” she says softly, her voice a mix of confusion and lust.

“It’s okay,” I reassure her. “I’m going to help you.”

Before I can change my mind, I cup her breasts in my hands, lifting the weight of the full mounds and marveling at the way they fill my palms. They are soft and heavy, and when I roll her nipples between my fingers, her whole body shudders.

Evie moans, and a stream of white liquid trickles from her right nipple, spilling over the back of my hand. The sight makes my cock so fucking hard it’s painful, and I have to suppress a groan.

“Are they sore, babygirl?” I ask, moving a hand to her lower back and pulling her closer.

“Y-yes,” she gasps, arching into my touch.

“Then let me help you,” I say. “They’re not going to feel better until they’ve been properly drained. And I know the best way to do that for you, Evie.”

She lets out a small whimper and looks up at me with wide, trusting eyes.

“O-okay,” she stammers. “D-do it. Please.”

“Do what, babygirl?” I ask, knowing that I need to hear her say the words.

“Help me. Drain me. Please, Julian.”

“With pleasure, Evie,” I growl, before wrapping an arm around her waist, lifting her off her feet and walking with her back to the couch.

Once I’m seated with her in my lap, her huge breasts are level with my face. The smell of her sweet milk fills the room, driving me wild. I’ve got no doubt she can feel my erection as she straddles my thighs, but I’m not ashamed of it. I want her to know how badly I want her. After holding back for the last year, I’m not sure I can resist anymore.

“Ready, babygirl?” I ask.

“Yes, Julian,” she moans, threading her fingers through my hair and gently tugging me closer. “So ready.”

Without wasting any more time, I lean forward and capture her left nipple in my mouth, sucking the hard bud deep into my mouth and drawing on it. A groan escapes me as her sweet, warm milk fills my mouth.

And it becomes suddenly obvious to me that no matter how much milk she has in her, it won’t be enough.

Because nothing could ever quench my thirst for Evie.


Chapter Three


Evie:

A shudder runs through my entire body as Julian’s hot mouth closes over my aching nipple. His lips are warm and soft, and his tongue is swirling around the bud, drawing the milk from my engorged breast.

It feels amazing, and the relief is instant. As his mouth works on me, the pressure and pain in my chest begins to subside. And the way he’s gripping my waist with one arm, holding me firmly in place, makes a thrill run through my core.

My panties are already soaked.

Julian draws hard on my breast, and a whimper escapes my lips. His other hand is gripping the underside of the swell, and his fingertips are digging into the tender flesh, squeezing it gently as if trying to get my cream to flow even faster.

“Oh, god,” I murmur, unable to stop myself. “That feels so good.”

He growls against my skin, and a flood of wetness rushes from my pussy, dampening my panties even more. There is an ache between my thighs that’s overwhelming, and it takes me far longer than it should to realize I’m practically humping his thigh in an effort to get some friction where I need it most.

“Evie,” he murmurs, taking his mouth off my breast with a wet pop. “Fuck, babygirl. You’re going to be the death of me.”

I feel his erection beneath his suit pants, straining against the material. His hands move from my waist, sliding up and down the curve of my back as he pulls me closer. I can’t resist rolling my hips, rubbing myself shamelessly against his thick, hard cock.

Oh god. What’s wrong with me? I shouldn’t be acting this way with my dad’s best friend. But I’ve wanted him for so long, and the feel of his strong, masculine body pressed up against my soft curves while he feasts eagerly on my milk is driving me crazy.

Julian’s lips return to my nipple, and I moan, rolling my hips and grinding my pussy against his thigh.

“Good girl,” he says, his voice muffled as he pulls more of my breast into his mouth.

His praise makes me shudder. My heart is racing, and my pulse is pounding in my ears. He’s not just doing this for my sake, but also because he wants it.

“Oh, Sir,” I moan, the word slipping from my lips before I can stop it. He’s a sexy, dominant silver fox, and calling him sir just feels natural.

Apparently Julian likes it too, because he groans around my tit flesh, his cock throbbing beneath me to press insistently against my pussy through our layers of clothing.

He doesn’t stop drinking from my breast. Not that I’d want him to. Every time his tongue laps at the sensitive tip, a fresh wave of arousal floods my panties, and the feeling is exquisite. I don’t ever want it to stop.

My other breast is aching, the milk dripping incessantly from the tip to trickle down my body and soak into our clothes. Thirty minutes ago, I would have been dying of shame about the mess my body is making. But seeing Julian’s obvious excitement over my predicament, and the way he’s helping me without an ounce of hesitation, makes me feel safe and wanted.

And so goddamn horny.

The feeling of his strong, capable hands on my skin, touching me in places nobody has ever touched me before, makes me feel hot and needy. It’s not long before I’m rubbing my pussy back and forth along the length of his cock, aching for my virgin hole to be filled.

He grips my hips firmly in both hands, and for a moment, I think he’s trying to stop me. But then he’s pulling me down harder against him, guiding my movements.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he says, pulling his lips from my breast. “Rub your pretty little pussy against me. Make yourself come.”

I let out a loud, wanton moan as he leans down and takes the other nipple into his mouth, lapping at the creamy liquid that has been dripping constantly from the hard bud.

The combination of his hot, wet tongue on my tingling nipple, the dirty talk and the way he’s grinding me down against his thick, long erection is almost enough to send me over the edge. My clit is swollen and pulsing with need, and the pressure is building up inside me.

“Sir,” I gasp. “Oh, fuck.”

His lips pop off my nipple, and I whine at the loss of sensation, but then his big, strong hand is cupping the heavy mound and squeezing gently.

“Do you want to come for me, Evie?” he asks, his voice rough.

I’m panting with need, but still I hesitate. This is wrong. So, so wrong. I’m not supposed to want my father’s best friend. I shouldn’t be letting him suck on my engorged, leaking breasts and dry humping him like a bitch in heat.

“Babygirl,” Julian says, squeezing my hip firmly. “Answer me. Do you want to come?”

“Y-yes, Sir,” I gasp, giving in to the sensations coursing through my body.

I’m burning with desire. There’s an aching throb between my legs that won’t be sated until he fills me there, and I can’t think about anything other than getting the release I’m desperate for.

“Good girl,” he says, his lips curling into a smug grin. “Now show me how much you love it when I’m sucking your creamy tits.”

He pulls me closer so that each roll of my hips has me grinding even harder against his cock. Even though we are both fully clothed, the feeling of him throbbing and straining against my aching core is driving me wild.

Julian’s mouth closes over my breast again, and the pressure builds even faster this time. I can feel my pussy flooding, the slick juices soaking into the material of my panties, and I know it won’t be long before they start seeping through to his pants.

My skirt has ridden up high around my hips, and Julian’s hand slides under the material, running over the curve of my ass. His fingers dig into my flesh hard enough to make me think he’s trying to mark me with his touch. And as he continues to guide my hips, grinding my soaking pussy against the outline of his cock, he starts moving, too.

He thrusts up, rolling his hips to grind against me, and it’s not long before we are both moaning and panting with need.

“Sir,” I whimper, the tension building fast inside me.

Julian sucks harder, squeezing my breast with one hand while the other kneads the flesh of my ass. My clit is pulsing, and my pussy is dripping, and every time the thick, hard length of his cock rubs against the swollen bundle of nerves, it’s like electricity running through my veins.

“I’m going to... I’m going to...”

“Fuck yes,” Julian groans, his mouth still so close to my breast that his lips brush against my nipple with each word. “Come for me. Let me feel how much you love it, babygirl.”

The sound of his voice, low and rough, pushes me over the edge, and my orgasm hits hard. It starts deep inside me and rushes through my whole body. The pleasure is so intense, it almost hurts, and a scream is torn from my throat as Julian’s lips close over my nipple once again.

“Oh, fuck,” I gasp, my hands gripping the back of his head. “Sir. Yes. Oh, god. Oh, god.”

He doesn’t stop drinking the creamy white fluid as I come. If anything, his greedy mouth and hungry hands become even more insistent, his fingers digging into my flesh so hard it makes me moan.

I’m shaking all over as the waves of pleasure crash through me, and Julian is grunting and groaning, his cock throbbing against my clit. He’s still moving his hips, his erection rubbing deliciously against my sensitive pussy, and soon enough, he’s coming with me, his body tensing as he shoots his load inside his pants.

We hold on to each other, panting and moaning, as the last tremors of our climaxes shudder through us. And when I finally open my eyes, Julian’s are already on mine.

“Are you feeling better, babygirl?” he asks, his voice still a little rough.

“Yes, Sir,” I reply. “So much better. Thank you.”

He grins, and it makes him look so handsome and sexy that it almost takes my breath away.

“Good,” he says. “I’ll do whatever I can to help you. You’re special, Evie. Beautiful, smart, and so goddamn sexy. You deserve everything, babygirl.”

My face flushes pink, and a shy smile tugs at the corners of my lips. Nobody has ever spoken to me this way before, and hearing the words come from an incredibly successful billionaire who’s twice my age feels surreal.

Julian reaches up and brushes his knuckles gently across my cheek.

“Let’s get you cleaned up, and then I’ll take you home,” he says.

“Thank you,” I reply.

He helps me to my feet, and I can’t help noticing the stain on the front of his pants. But he doesn’t seem embarrassed. Instead, his eyes are raking over my naked breasts, and he’s staring at them with a hungry, almost possessive expression.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs, taking a step closer and running his fingers lightly over the curve of my waist. “I’ve wanted you ever since I returned home a year ago. And now I’ve had you, I’m not ever going to let you go.”

My breath catches, and my stomach does a little flip. I can feel the heat rising in my cheeks, and a shiver runs through me as his hands move slowly up and down my sides, his touch so light and feathery it makes me tremble.

“Julian,” I whisper, biting my lip.

“Yes, babygirl?” he asks.

“I...” I trail off, not sure what to say.

I’m not sure what’s happening. My head is spinning, and the only thing I can focus on is the way his touch makes me feel. My body is humming with excitement, and the ache between my thighs has started building again.

“Don’t you want that, Evie?” he asks, sliding his arm around my waist and pulling me close. “Don’t you want me to claim you?”

“Yes, Sir,” I groan, unable to hold back. “I want you. So badly.”

A dark, predatory look comes over his face.

“Good girl,” he says. “Because I’m going to fuck you hard tonight. And once I’ve claimed your sweet, tight little cunt, you’ll be mine forever.”

A flood of wetness rushes from my aching pussy, and I’m suddenly desperate to feel his thick, hard cock inside me.

“Yes, Sir,” I whisper, leaning into him. “Please.”

“I’m going to take such good care of you, babygirl,” he murmurs, kissing his way along the column of my neck. “I’ll give you everything you’ve ever wanted. You just need to be a good girl for me.”

“I will,” I moan, my head falling back as he starts sucking on the tender flesh at the base of my neck. “I’ll be your good girl.”

Julian lets out a low, feral growl, and I feel his cock throb against me.

“Let’s get you cleaned up and ready to go,” he says, taking a step back. “Because once we’re in my bed, I can’t imagine I’ll be letting you leave it again any time soon.”

His words make me flush crimson, but the thought of being trapped beneath his huge, powerful body, having his thick, hard cock filling my tight little pussy again and again, is enough to drive all thoughts of shame and decency from my mind.

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp, looking up at him with a mixture of desire and lust. “Take me home. Claim me. Please.”

His hand slides down to my ass, squeezing the round globe firmly.

“With pleasure, babygirl,” he growls. “With pleasure.”


Chapter Four


Julian:

Once Evie’s clean and dressed, we head outside and make our way across the parking lot to my car. She looks beautiful, with her long, blonde hair hanging loose around her shoulders, and a bright flush staining her cheeks. Her tits are full and heavy, jiggling with every step she takes, and I have to force myself not to reach out and fondle them right there in the middle of the parking lot.

As we near my car, I unlock the doors with a button on my key fob and open the passenger side door for her. Evie gives me a shy smile and a quiet thank you as she slips into the seat.

I close the door, walk around the front of the vehicle, and climb in behind the wheel. As I’m turning the key in the ignition, Evie leans over, pressing her tits against my arm and whispering in my ear.

“Thank you, Julian,” she murmurs.

“For what, babygirl?” I ask, my eyes on hers as the engine purrs to life.

“For taking care of me,” she says, her voice low and sultry. “And for helping me feel better.”

“You’re welcome, babygirl,” I say, giving her a smile. “But don’t thank me just yet. There’s plenty more I’m going to do for you once we’re home.”

Her face turns bright red, but her breathing speeds up, and she nods, sitting back in her seat.

“Good girl,” I murmur, putting the car into gear and driving out of the parking lot.

As I drive, my gaze keeps drifting back to Evie. She’s a vision of perfection, with her blonde hair shining in the sunlight and her blue eyes sparkling. She’s got her hands folded primly in her lap, and her tits are straining against the material of her shirt, the fabric stretched tight.

I reach over and put a hand on her knee. She lets out a small gasp, but doesn’t move away, and when I start to slide it higher up her thigh, she spreads her legs apart.

“You’re such a good girl, Evie,” I say, moving my hand even further up her thigh. “And you’re so beautiful. You make my cock so hard.”

She’s wearing a skirt today, and it’s ridden up her thighs, exposing her smooth, creamy skin. My fingers trace lazy patterns on the soft flesh, and I can’t help thinking about the way her pussy was grinding against me earlier, making me come in my pants.

Goddamn, I can’t remember the last time I blew my load before even pulling my dick out. Evie does things to me that no other woman ever has, and I’m planning to find out how much more she’s capable of.

She might be shy, but there’s a dirty girl hidden inside her, and I can’t wait to set her loose.

I trail my hand higher, teasing my fingertips against the lace of her panties. The material is soaked, and I can smell the scent of her arousal. She whimpers and spreads her legs even wider.

“Sir,” she gasps, her hips lifting from the seat as if begging for more.

“Yes, babygirl?” I ask, a smirk on my lips. “What do you want?”

“More,” she breathes.

I run my finger along the damp material while keeping my eyes fixed on the road ahead, teasing her pussy through her panties.

“Like this?” I ask.

She shudders and nods.

“Yes, Julian. Please.”

I push the thin material aside, sliding a finger through her slick folds, touching my girl’s pussy for the first time. She’s soaking wet, and my cock throbs in my pants as her juices coat my fingers.

“You’re dying to feel my big hard cock inside your pussy, aren’t you, babygirl?” I growl, pushing one thick digit inside her. My other hand remains on the wheel, keeping control of the car while I get my milky princess all worked up again. By the time I get her home, she’s going to be begging for my dick.

She lets out a little moan, and her walls clamp around my finger, drawing me in.

“Oh, god, yes,” she says. “I need it, Sir.”

“I promise I’m going to fuck you so much better than any of the boys you’ve dated so far, babygirl. Your sweet little cunt will be sore for days by the time I’m finished with you.”

She whimpers and goes still, her squirmy movements stopping as she closes her thighs together. I can’t tell if she’s trying to stop me touching her, or trying to trap my hand in place between her legs. I glance over at her, seeing how the color has drained from her face.

I quickly slide my finger out of her warm, wet little hole and pull over to the side of the road, turning in my seat so I’m facing her.

“What’s wrong, Evie? Why did you freeze up?” I ask, keeping my voice calm and steady.

“I... I’m a virgin,” she says, her eyes lowered

Fuck.

My cock is painfully hard, and my heart is pounding.

Evie is untouched. A sweet little virgin, ripe for the taking.

She’s perfect.

“I just don’t want you to be disappointed when we get back to your house and I don’t know what I’m doing,” she continues, her voice barely above a whisper. “And if you’ve changed your mind and don’t want to do this anymore, then I’ll understand.”

“Oh, babygirl,” I say, reaching over and cupping her chin in my hand. “Look at me.”

She raises her eyes to meet mine. They’re full of fear and anxiety.

“I haven’t changed my mind,” I tell her. “If anything, finding out you’re a virgin has made me want you even more. I can’t wait to be the first man to claim your innocence. The first to taste your sweet, untouched pussy. To feel it wrapped around my cock. I can’t wait to claim you with my seed, babygirl. And I’m going to make damn sure you’ll never want anybody but me for the rest of your life.”

Evie stares at me for a long moment, then her cheeks flush pink, and she smiles.

“Really?” she asks, her voice shaky. “You still want me, even though I’m a virgin?”

“Fuck yes, I do,” I say. “Now, let’s get you home so I can claim what’s mine.”

“Yes, Sir,” she whimpers.

I lean forward and kiss her lips softly. She lets out a moan and melts against me, her body soft and pliable under my touch. Her arms wrap around my neck, pulling me closer, and I deepen the kiss, thrusting my tongue into her mouth. She moans and parts her lips, letting me in.

My hands move down her body, cupping her breasts and squeezing gently. Her nipples are rock hard, and when I tease one between my thumb and forefinger, she cries out, arching her back. I feel more of her sweet, warm milk soaking into her shirt, and I let out a moan.

“You’re so sensitive,” I murmur, moving my mouth to her neck. “It’s like your whole body is desperate for my touch.”

She gasps, her fingers threading through my hair as I trail kisses down the length of her neck.

“Yes,” she whispers. “Please touch me.”

My cock is aching. It’s been straining against the zipper of my pants ever since we started this drive, and now it’s threatening to burst through. I need to be inside her. Need to feel her pussy clenching around me. But first, I have to get her home and spread out on my bed.

Reluctantly, I break our kiss and sit back, putting the car into gear and merging back into traffic.

“Hang in there, babygirl,” I say. “We’re almost home.”

“I can’t wait, Sir,” she replies.

A smirk curls the corners of my lips, and my hands grip the steering wheel tight.

“Me either, babygirl,” I tell her. “Me either.”


Chapter Five


Evie:

As we pull up in front of Julian’s huge home, my jaw drops. The building is enormous, and it looks like something out of a magazine or a movie. It’s practically a mansion! I’d known he was doing well for himself. After all, he’s the CEO of a company that has several branches spread out across the country. But it’s strange seeing the evidence of his obvious wealth right in front of me when he’s the most down to earth man I’ve ever met.

Julian climbs out of the car, walks around the front, and opens my door. He helps me out and pushes me back against his car, his mouth finding mine again in a kiss that’s fierce and possessive. His lips move to my neck, and he trails hot, open-mouthed kisses down the sensitive skin, making me moan.

“Let’s get inside,” he growls. “I need to claim you, babygirl.”

His words send a rush of arousal through me, and I shiver as his teeth graze against the side of my throat.

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper, clinging to him.

He lifts me, carrying me into the house and slamming the door behind us. The place is gorgeous, and the entryway alone is bigger than my entire apartment. But I don’t have time to take it in, because Julian is kissing me again, his lips soft and urgent against mine.

He carries me up the stairs, his mouth still moving hungrily over my own, and down a long hallway. At the end is a set of double doors, and he pushes them open, carrying me inside.

The room is huge, and the floor-to-ceiling windows offer an amazing view of the city below. But that’s not what draws my attention. Instead, it’s the massive, king-sized bed in the middle of the room.

It’s the perfect place for Julian to claim me. To fuck me hard and deep.

A shiver runs through me, and the ache between my legs becomes unbearable. I need him inside me. Now.

Julian sets me down on my feet, then steps back, looking at me with dark, hungry eyes.

“Strip,” he commands.

My hands tremble as I obey his order. I fumble with the buttons on my shirt, finally managing to undo them, and slip the garment off my shoulders. Next, I reach behind me and unclasp my bra, which I’d rescued from my purse earlier and dried in Julian’s bathroom at the office. I let it fall away, exposing my heavy, milk-filled breasts.

Julian lets out a groan, and I can see the outline of his hard cock straining against his pants.

“Good girl,” he murmurs. “Now your skirt.”

I nod and slowly slide the zipper down, letting the fabric pool at my feet. My panties follow, and I stand before him, completely naked.

Julian stalks towards me, and when he’s only a few inches away, his hand shoots out and tangles in my hair, tugging my head back. His lips are on mine a second later, and he’s devouring me with his mouth.

I moan and reach up, wrapping my arms around his neck, pulling him close. My full, heavy tits press against his chest, and I can feel the pressure build inside them again, making me crave to feel him suckling my sweet cream once more.

“You’re mine,” he growls, nipping at my lower lip.

“Yes, Sir,” I say, pushing aside my worries about how my father will react when he finds out about this. He’s going to be so mad at both of us. But right now, all I can think about is the desire coursing through my veins to consume me completely in this fire of lust.

I’ll worry about my parents later.

“All mine,” he repeats.

He spins me around and bends me over the edge of the bed, his hands moving to my ass and squeezing firmly while I place my palms flat on the mattress to steady myself.

“I’ve already tasted your sweet, warm milk,” he growls, “but now it’s time for me to taste another part of you, babygirl. A part that I’ve been craving to taste all day.”

His hand moves from my ass to between my legs, his fingers finding my slick folds and stroking slowly.

“Tell me where you want me to taste you,” he says.

“Between my legs,” I whisper. “Please.”

“Your sweet little pussy?” he asks, slipping one thick digit inside me and making me gasp.

“Yes, Julian. Please.”

He chuckles, and his other hand comes down on my ass, spanking me firmly.

“I’m going to fuck your tight virgin pussy with my fingers and my tongue first,” he growls. “And then I’m going to spread your legs and give you the real thing, babygirl. Are you ready for that?”

“Yes, Sir,” I pant, pushing back against him as his finger slides deeper into my wetness. “Please.”

“Good girl. And I’m going to fill you with my seed, babygirl. I’m going to claim your pussy and mark it as mine forever. I can’t wait to see your belly growing big and round with my baby.”

His words force a loud gasp from my lips, but as his free hand slides under me to caress my flat stomach, I realize how badly I want that, too. I want to belong to Julian so completely that my body becomes a vessel for his babies.

“Oh god,” I moan, arching my back and pushing my ass into the air.

“So beautiful,” he groans, spanking me again and making me gasp. “My sweet babygirl.”

His hand moves towards one of my round, heavy breasts as it hangs down beneath me, his fingers squeezing the fleshy globe until a spray of creamy milk hits the bed.

“Such a good girl. You’ve got more than enough milk in there to keep me and a baby so well fed,” he groans.

I moan as he slides another thick finger inside my pussy, pumping them slowly in and out of me. His thumb brushes over my clit, and I let out a strangled cry, grinding back against his hand.

“I’m going to fuck you so hard, Evie. Make you scream with pleasure,” he growls, leaning down and kissing the nape of my neck. “You’re never going to want anybody else, babygirl. Nobody will ever satisfy you the way I can.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper. “Only you. Please.”

“Such a good girl,” he says, sliding his fingers from my pussy.

He crouches down behind me, his hands on my ass cheeks now as he pulls them apart. Knowing he’s so close to my pussy makes me feel shy and self-conscious, but I don’t have time to worry about it because a second later, his tongue is licking slowly along my slit.

“Mmm,” he groans. “You taste so fucking good.”

I shudder as his mouth closes around my clit, sucking it gently while his tongue swirls around the swollen bud.

“Oh, god,” I moan, my fingers tangling in the bedsheets as I try to stop my knees from buckling beneath me.

Julian’s mouth is magic, and he’s driving me wild. His tongue slips inside me, and he starts licking my pussy, drinking down every drop of honey that flows from me. He laps at my wetness, groaning against me, and when his teeth scrape over my clit, I cry out, my entire body trembling with desire.

“Sir!”

“Mmm,” he murmurs, licking up my slit again before returning his mouth to my clit and sucking the bud harder.

My legs are shaking, and my pussy is aching with need. I’ve never felt so turned on, and I can’t believe that I’m letting a man twice my age eat my pussy. But damn, does it feel good. As my arousal grows, the heavier my tits feel, the pressure in them almost unbearable. I feel like I’m about to start leaking milk all over his bed.

Julian continues to lick and suck, his mouth driving me crazy as he brings me closer and closer to the edge. When his fingers find my dripping wet entrance, and he pushes them inside again, stretching me open, I cry out, bucking back against him. My breasts ache as they sway back and forth beneath me while my body rocks, and when he begins pumping his thick digits in and out of my tight, wet channel, the pressure in them grows unbearable.

“Sir,” I gasp, unable to hold back any longer.

“Come for me, babygirl,” he orders, his voice firm. “Let go.”

He curls his fingers inside me, hitting a spot that sends a rush of pure ecstasy through my body, and a split second later, my pussy clenches around his fingers, and I scream his name. My orgasm hits me hard and fast, and I shudder, my legs nearly giving way as he continues to suck on my clit.

Milk sprays from my nipples as the pleasure courses through me, soaking the sheets. Julian keeps licking and sucking, prolonging my orgasm and sending shockwaves through my body.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan, collapsing onto the bed, his fingers still inside me.

Julian stands and leans over me, pressing his body against my back and kissing the side of my neck. His mouth is slick with my juices, and the smell of sex fills the air.

“Are you ready for more, babygirl?” he whispers.

“Yes, Sir,” I gasp, pushing back against him.

He chuckles and slides his fingers from my pussy. The bed shifts as he stands, and I hear the sound of his zipper being lowered. A moment later, his hands are on my waist as he flips me over easily onto my back. He grabs my ankles, lifting them and spreading my legs wide apart.

“Such a pretty pussy,” he murmurs, sliding the head of his cock between my slick folds. “I can’t wait to sink deep inside it and find out how good your sweet little virgin hole feels when it’s gripping my dick.”

His words send a fresh wave of desire through me, and I can’t help the whimper that escapes my lips.

“Please, Sir,” I beg.

“Hold still,” he commands. “This may hurt a bit, but once the pain is gone, it will feel good.”

I nod, trying to control the urge to squirm against him as the anticipation builds.

“You’re so sexy, babygirl,” he says, his voice low and husky. “I can’t wait to fill your pretty pussy with my seed. It’s going to feel so fucking good.”

His hand finds one of my breasts, squeezing the fleshy globe and making more milk spill over his fingers. He rubs the creamy fluid over the head of his cock, coating himself in the slippery substance. Then he guides the tip of his hard shaft towards my entrance, pressing it against me.

“Just relax,” he murmurs. “It will feel good.”

“Yes, Sir,” I moan.

As his cock pushes into me, stretching me wide open, I grit my teeth. There’s a sharp pain as he eases his way inside, but when he starts moving, pushing a little deeper each time, the discomfort disappears.

“You’re so fucking tight, babygirl,” he growls. “Your pussy was made to fit my cock.”

My hips rise off the bed, taking more of him.

“That’s it,” he says, his hands moving to my breasts again and massaging them gently. “Take all of my cock.”

He pushes into me, burying himself to the hilt. My eyes widen, and a moan escapes my lips. I’ve never felt anything like this before, and the sensation is overwhelming. My pussy is stretched open, and his thick length is filling me completely.

“Good girl,” he whispers, his hands continuing to tease my sensitive nipples. “Such a good girl.”

He begins to thrust slowly, his hips rocking back and forth as he slides in and out of my dripping wet channel. Each time his cock bottoms out, I feel a jolt of pleasure course through me. My pussy clenches around him, and he groans.

“Fuck, babygirl,” he mutters, his hands sliding down to my hips, holding me still. “Your tight little cunt feels so fucking good.”

“Yes, Sir,” I whimper, gripping the bedsheets and trying to control the urge to buck against him.

He keeps moving, picking up the pace, and the sensation is incredible. His cock feels so big inside me, and when he hits a spot deep inside that makes my whole body tremble, I can’t help but cry out.

“Oh, god, yes,” I moan. “Please. Harder.”

He chuckles, his grip tightening on my hips as he thrusts faster. His cock pumps in and out of me, and I can feel another orgasm building. The pressure is intense, and the feeling of him filling me so completely is driving me wild.

“Fuck, babygirl,” he gasps, his rhythm becoming erratic as his cock swells inside me.

“Please, Sir,” I beg, arching my back.

He lowers his head, capturing one stiff nipple in his mouth and sucking greedily. My milk spurts onto his tongue, and he lets out a deep groan, his cock throbbing inside me.

The sensations are overwhelming, with his mouth draining the sweet cream from my breast while he pounds into me, and it doesn’t take long before I’m right on the edge of another release.

“Sir,” I cry. “I’m going to come!”

“Yes, babygirl,” he says, his mouth moving to the other nipple. “Come for me. Come all over my cock.”

His tongue swirls around the bud, and his hips piston, pounding into me hard and fast. The pressure inside me is building, and my pussy is clenching around his cock. I can feel myself about to fall over the edge, and when he sucks my nipple into his mouth, it’s enough to send me hurtling into ecstasy.

“Oh, fuck,” I moan, my body convulsing as my orgasm washes over me.

My pussy clamps down on his cock, and I feel his length pulsing as his seed shoots deep inside me.

“Fuck, yes,” he groans, his hips rocking, his cock pumping, emptying himself fully into me. “I’m going to knock you up, babygirl. I’m going to put a baby inside you.”

“Yes, Sir. Give it to me,” I cry, wrapping my legs around his waist and pulling him deeper inside me.

I feel his cock pulse again, and he shudders, his orgasm rolling through him. His seed splashes against my inner walls, filling me up and painting my womb with his sticky essence.

We ride out the waves of pleasure together, clinging to each other, our bodies intertwined. Finally, we both collapse, panting and spent.

Julian rolls off of me and gathers me into his arms, kissing the top of my head softly.

“How was it, babygirl?” he murmurs.

A lazy, tired grin spreads across my face. “You were right, Julian. You’ve ruined me for other men. I’ll never want anyone else.”

He chuckles, hugging me tighter. “Good. Because you’re mine, Evie. All mine.”

I nuzzle my face against his chest, listening to the rapid beating of his heart for a few moments before I speak.

“Do you really mean it?” I ask quietly. “What about my parents? I doubt they are going to approve of us.”

Julian brushes his thumb across my cheek, looking down at me tenderly.

“I’ll talk to them, babygirl. It may take some convincing, but I’ll make them see that we belong together. You’re mine now, and nothing is going to change that.”

I let out a contented sigh, leaning into his touch. “Thank you.”

“Anything for my babygirl,” he whispers.

We lay there, enjoying the afterglow, until exhaustion finally takes over, and we drift off to sleep, wrapped in each other’s arms.


Epilogue


Evie:

Two years later:

I walk into the kitchen to see Julian making pancakes. The scent of them fills the air, and my stomach growls.

It’s difficult to believe I’m lucky enough to have such an amazing husband. He’d proposed to me the day we found out I was pregnant with our first baby, and while my parents hadn’t been happy about it, they didn’t have much choice but to accept it. Julian and I are perfect together, and I can’t imagine my life without him.

“Hi, Julian” I say, coming up behind him and wrapping my arms around his waist.

“Good morning, babygirl,” he replies, turning his head and planting a soft kiss on my forehead.

I’m wearing only a t-shirt and panties, and my round, pregnant belly presses against his back. My tits are full and heavy, and they brush against him as I hug him tight.

“Are you hungry, Sir?” I ask.

“For pancakes, or for you?” he asks, turning to kiss me on the mouth.

“Both,” I reply, grinning.

He chuckles, flipping the last pancake onto the pile and turning off the stove.

“Come here,” he says, pulling me to him and kissing me deeply.

His hands slide up under my t-shirt, cupping my full, swollen breasts.

“Oh god,” I moan, the sound muffled against his lips.

“These need to be drained, babygirl,” he murmurs, tweaking one nipple and making a trickle of milk leak onto his fingers.

“Mmm, yes please,” I agree.

Despite the fact that I only just finished feeding our daughter, Amelia, a little while ago, my breasts are already full again. She fell back to sleep after her feed, but she didn’t take enough to give me any relief. Pregnancy has increased my milk supply, and Julian always seems to need to drain my tits. Especially now that Amelia is over a year old and feeding much less often. Luckily, Julian is always ready and eager to help.

He lifts me and settles me down on the kitchen counter. Then his hands slide up my sides, tugging my shirt off, and a few moments later, his mouth is latched onto one swollen, pink nipple, sucking and tugging.

“Oh, god, Sir,” I moan, tangling my fingers in his hair.

He continues to nurse greedily, his tongue swirling around the stiff bud, drawing the creamy fluid from my breast.

I reach down, palming his hard cock through his sweatpants, and he groans against my skin.

“Fuck, babygirl,” he growls, his mouth moving to the other nipple and sucking hard.

“Mmm,” I murmur, stroking his erection and feeling it strain against his pants.

Julian pulls his mouth away from my breast and reaches down, pushing his sweatpants down and releasing his hard cock. It springs free, standing at attention, and I can’t resist wrapping my fingers around his thick shaft and stroking slowly.

“Yes, babygirl,” he says, his hand moving between my legs and rubbing me through the thin fabric of my panties. “Such a good girl. You know exactly what I need.”

I continue stroking his hard cock, the silky skin gliding beneath my palm. He slides a finger under the crotch of my panties, rubbing the pad of his finger against my clit. I moan, leaning back against the counter, my thighs trembling.

“Oh, Sir,” I gasp.

“Good girl,” he says, his fingers finding my entrance and slipping inside.

He starts thrusting his digits in and out, his thumb rubbing my clit, driving me crazy.

His mouth is on my breast again, his lips and tongue tugging and swirling around the nipple, drawing the sweet cream from my sensitive flesh.

“Fuck,” I moan, squeezing his cock tighter.

I can feel the pressure building inside me, and I’m teetering on the edge of release.

“Oh god” I gasp, my body trembling. “I’m so close.”

“Come for me, babygirl,” he urges, his fingers pumping in and out of my wet pussy.

“Yes, Sir,” I moan, my legs shaking.

He sucks harder on my nipple, his thumb rubbing circles over my clit, and it’s all I can take. I cry out, my pussy clenching around his fingers as a powerful orgasm washes over me.

“Fuck, yes,” he growls, his mouth moving to the other breast, sucking eagerly as my milk spurts in a steady stream onto his tongue.

He keeps thrusting his fingers in and out of me, drawing out my pleasure, and when the last shudder subsides, I’m left feeling breathless and sated.

Julian pulls his fingers from my pussy and steps back, his hands moving to his hard cock, stroking slowly.

“That’s a good girl,” he says, his eyes blazing with desire.

I grin back at him, sliding down from the kitchen counter and lowering to my knees as gracefully as I can with my huge baby bump getting in the way. Which isn’t very gracefully at all.

“I’m hungry too, Sir. Now it’s time for you to feed me.”

“Yes, babygirl,” he groans, his hand moving to the back of my head, guiding me closer to his aching cock.

I open my mouth wide, taking the thick length of his shaft into my mouth, my tongue swirling around the head. He lets out a deep groan, his fingers tangling in my hair as I start bobbing my head up and down, taking him deeper and deeper.

“That’s it, babygirl,” he says, his hips jerking forward.

His cock hits the back of my throat, and I gag a little, but I keep going, determined to take all of him. He’s so big, though, that I have trouble getting his entire length down my throat, but he still seems to enjoy it.

“Fuck, Evie,” he gasps, his cock pulsing in my mouth.

He reaches down and caresses the side of my face as I continue sucking and licking his shaft.

“You’re such a good girl,” he growls. “You look so sexy on your knees, with your big round belly, your huge milky tits, and my cock in your mouth.”

I moan, the sound vibrating around his cock, and he lets out a strangled groan.

“Shit, Evie,” he pants, his hips thrusting, fucking my mouth. “Your mouth feels so good. I’m going to come.”

I can tell by the way his cock swells, and his breathing becomes more ragged, that he’s close. I double my efforts, sucking and licking, taking his length as deep as I can.

“Yes, babygirl. Take it all,” he growls.

He lets out a deep grunt, his hips jerking, and a second later, his warm cum is spilling down my throat. I swallow every drop, sucking and licking, until he’s completely spent.

“Good girl,” he whispers, helping me up and pulling me into his arms.

He holds me tightly, and we stay there for a moment, basking in the afterglow.

Finally, I pull away and give him a coy smile.

“Now can I have some pancakes, Sir?”

He chuckles and brushes a kiss on the tip of my nose.

“Of course, babygirl. Anything you want.”
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Milk and Cookies for Santa

It's Christmas Eve, and my hot older neighbour has dressed up as Santa to entertain all my visiting nieces and nephews. But even the red and white suit does nothing to diminish the sex appeal that oozes from his every pore. Whenever he's around, I want to do all kinds of sinful things that I've never done before with anyone else.

But when he discovers my little secret - that I'm positively overflowing with delicious milk - I'm certain he won't want me.

I was wrong, though. Santa has an insatiable thirst that can't be quenched, and he can't get enough of my creamy delights.
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One Night With My Dad’s Boss

It was just one night with the hot older man. One of the most passionate nights I will ever experience, and one I'll relive in my mind many times over - but only one night. Nathan will be impossible to forget, though.

Then I find out the stranger who I gave my v-card to on my twenty-first birthday is my dad's boss. I can't let my dad find out. He'll be so mad!

But, as fate brings Nathan and I together once more, the pull between us is impossible to resist. He makes my heart flutter and my knees weak, and all I want is to fall straight back into his bed again to experience just one more night of bliss.

Nathan doesn't feel the same conflict as I do, though, even when he finds out my father is one of his employees. He's a successful man who always gets what he wants.

And right now, he's got his sights set on me.
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Sweet Surrender

I can't believe my eyes when the hot older man I'd shared an intense experience with at a sex club on Friday night arrives in my office on Monday morning... as the new CEO of the company.

It was only supposed to be one night, and I was never meant to see him again. I've got far too many things to worry about in my life to add romance to the mix, and I'm determined never to be like my mom - the woman who had walked out four years ago with her new husband, leaving me as a substitute parent to my two younger siblings.

But here he is, and fate conspires to bring us even closer, ensuring we'll be working side by side every single day.

And there is so much more to him than the dominant nature I saw on our first night together. He's one of the most caring men I've ever met, and the way he desires to take care of me makes me melt.

But we are so different, and each dealing with our own heartaches. Can we overcome all the obstacles to find the kind of love we both need?
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