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Chapter One




Mira








“He
 followed
 me
 home
 again last night.”

I say it as calmly as I can, even though my fingernails are basically denting the hell out of the chair arms. I sound calm. That’s what matters, right? If I sound like I’ve got it together, maybe he’ll actually listen this time.

Dean Carver doesn’t even glance up from his stupid stack of papers. I could tell him I set the science building on fire and he’d probably still finish whatever form he’s signing before reacting.

I shift in my seat. “He was standing by the bike racks again. Same place, same time. Waited for me after class. I took the long way around, tried to lose him, but when I looked back... yep. Still there. Just smiling like it wasn’t totally weird for him to be following a few paces behind me.”

Finally, he looks up. Slow. Tired. Like I’m the one exhausting him.

“Mira,” he says, folding his hands on the desk like he’s about to deliver some grandfatherly life advice. “Brandon’s a good kid. He’s just… enthusiastic. Young men don’t always know how to express themselves properly.”

Wait. What?

I blink. “Enthusiastic? You’re calling following me home enthusiastic?”

He gives me this patient little smile that makes me want to scream. “He probably just has a crush. You’re a very pretty girl. These things can get misinterpreted.”

Okay, deep breath. Don’t leap across the desk to slap the Dean. That’s probably frowned upon.

“This isn’t a high school hallway note with a check-yes-or-no box,” I say, trying to keep my voice steady. “He sends me emails at three in the morning. Long ones. Descriptive. Gross. He waits outside my class. Waits outside the bathroom when I’m using it. I’ve even seen him creeping about outside my dorm building in the middle of the night. He’s not just being awkward. He’s fixated.”

Dean Carver’s smile tightens. Barely. But I catch it.

“You should take it as a compliment,” he says after a beat. “My son doesn’t show interest in just anyone.”

And there it is.

My stomach drops, and I suddenly feel like I’ve been shoved into a snow globe someone’s shaking way too hard.

Of course. Brandon Carver. The over-confident, dead-eyed guy who keeps turning up wherever I go is the Dean’s son. I feel stupid for not putting two and two together before now.

That’s why nobody’s helped. That’s why the advisor brushed me off. That’s why the campus security guy practically sprinted away from the conversation when I brought it up. He’s untouchable.

“You’re kidding, right?” I ask, because I can’t not. “I come in here telling you your son is making me feel unsafe, and your response is basically ‘boys will be boys’?”

He sighs, like I’m the one being unreasonable. “You haven’t said he’s threatened you. Or touched you.”

I laugh. It sounds kind of wild, even to me. “Yet.”

He leans back, steeples his fingers like he’s done his duty now. “I’ll talk to him.”

Great. Can’t wait for that little chat to make everything ten times worse.

I stand. My legs are wobbly, but I fake steady like a pro.

“Thanks,” I mutter, already halfway to the door. “Super helpful talk.”

As soon as I step into the hallway, I pull my phone out of my pocket and open the housing site I bookmarked last night. My heart’s pounding like a jackhammer.

I’m done. If nobody at the college is going to help me, I’m going to help myself by moving off campus. I have a scholarship and a part-time job at the library. I’ll be fine.

I’ll be safer.

And right now, that’s the only thing that matters.

***
I double check the address for the third time, like maybe it’s going to change on me. But nope, this is it.

I knew this place was going to be perfect for me as soon as I saw the ad. A cozy over-garage apartment. Private entrance. Quiet neighborhood. Affordable rent. And most importantly, it’s available immediately.

I look up at the house. It’s not what I expected. Not in a bad way. It’s just... different. The garage is a big, solid thing with a fire engine red door, which feels kind of fitting, considering this was listed by a firefighter. It’s attached to a matching brick house with a neatly trimmed yard and a “don’t even think about walking on my grass” vibe.

It’s masculine. Not the wannabe frat-boy kind. More like a real man lives here. A man with heavy boots and calloused hands. Someone who chops wood and probably doesn’t even flinch when it starts raining mid-task.

I exhale, grip the steering wheel one last time, and shove my door open.

Okay. I’m doing this. No turning back.

I step out, instantly aware of how wrinkled my hoodie is and how my hair is doing that frizzy halo thing it always does when I’m stressed. I smooth it down, tug at the hem of my sweatshirt, and glance up.

And there he is.

The man from the listing. Or... the mountain of a man, I guess. Because holy hell.

He steps out of the front door like he’s walking out of a slow-motion scene in a firefighter calendar. He’s tall. No, huge. Broad shoulders. Chest like a damn stone wall. Black T-shirt stretched across muscles that definitely took years of hard work at the gym. His jeans sit low on narrow hips, faded and worn. There’s silver streaking through the sides of his dark hair, but it only makes him look even more dangerous. Sharp jaw. Thick forearms. Quiet intensity radiating off him in waves.

My brain goes totally blank.

“Hi,” I say, then immediately regret it because it comes out sounding like someone elbowed me in the solar plexus.

“You Mira?” he asks, voice low and gravelly, like it gets stuck in his chest before it comes out.

My name sounds different coming from him. Thicker. Heavier. Like something sacred.

“Yeah,” I manage, though it comes out breathier than I mean it to. “That’s me.”

He nods once, slow. Doesn’t smile. Doesn’t frown either. He just… watches me.

And my body, like the traitor it is, reacts to all that silent intensity. My thighs clench. My chest feels too tight. Every nerve ending in me is suddenly awake and tuned to him. Like he’s a magnet and I’m a compass needle that’s been spinning in the wrong direction until now.

“I’m Brock,” he says. Just that. No last name. No handshake. Just this voice like smoke and gravel and sex.

“Hi,” I say again, because I’m an idiot. My mouth is dry and my palms are sweating. Jesus, Mira, get a grip.

“You’re here for the apartment, right?” he asks.

I nod. “Yeah. It looked perfect in the listing.”

He glances toward the garage, like he’s double-checking it’s still standing. “It’s quiet. Private entrance. Clean.”

“It said furnished?”

He looks back at me. “Bed, dresser, little table. Stove and mini fridge. It’s not much, but you’ll have your own space.”

There’s a beat. His gaze dips for just a second to my mouth, and my breath hitches. Did he just…? No, I’m probably imagining it.

My heart’s pounding so loud I’m worried he can hear it. My skin feels too warm. My nipples are tight beneath my bra, completely betraying me, and I want to cross my arms over them to hide my reaction to him, but also… I kind of want him to notice.

Which is insane. I just met him. But God, he’s unreal. This man looks like he could carry me with one arm and lift big, heavy weights with the other, all without breaking a sweat. And he’s older. Thirty-something, maybe pushing forty. That just makes it worse. Or better.

Definitely better.

“You working?” he asks.

I blink. “Sorry?”

“Are you at school or do you have a job?” he clarifies.

“Oh, both,” I say, clearing my throat. “I’m an art major, and I have a part-time job at the library, too.”

His brow lifts slightly, like he’s curious, but he doesn’t push.

“I’m quiet,” I blurt. “I mean, I keep to myself. I don’t throw parties or anything. And I’m super clean. Neat. Like, probably too neat.”

Shut up, Mira. Shut up.

He crosses his arms, biceps flexing against the sleeves of his T-shirt, and I want to melt into a puddle right there on the lawn.

He looks me over. Slowly. Thoroughly. My whole body tenses in anticipation.

When his eyes lock with mine again, they seem even darker.

“It’s yours,” he says.

And that’s that.

No interview. No credit check. No references. Just those two words.

I stare at him, my pulse racing.

“I have a good feeling about you,” he says, his voice dropping lower. Deeper. Like he’s telling me a secret.

My face is burning. My body is burning. I’m pretty sure I’m not even breathing anymore.

I clear my throat and nod, trying to look composed. “Okay. Great. Umm, I know it said in the ad that it’s available immediately, but is now too soon for me to move in?”

He shrugs one massive shoulder. “Now works.”

Holy crap. Okay. That’s perfect.

I force myself to take a slow breath and smile. “Okay, yeah, let’s do it.”

One side of his mouth tips up, and he gestures to the garage. “Come on. I’ll show you around.”














Chapter Two




Brock








I
 pretend
 the
 coffee’s
 hot. Pretend I haven’t been standing at this window for an hour, doing absolutely nothing productive on my day off. The mug is heavy in my hand, cooling faster than I can drink it. Not that I’m really trying.

Truth is, I’ve barely moved since she left this morning.

Mira.

She waved goodbye on her way to class, her hair a messy blonde halo in the sun, and I stood right here and watched her walk away in the direction of the nearby college.

And I haven’t done a single damn thing since.

There’s a list of stuff I could’ve taken care of. Chores, a workout, that damn gutter I keep pretending isn’t sagging. But none of it holds a candle to the way it feels just thinking about her.

It hasn’t even been a full day yet.

Less than twenty-four hours of her living over my garage, and I’m already crawling out of my skin. I knew I was fucked the second I opened the door and saw her standing there. This sweet, nervous thing with flushed cheeks and the prettiest fucking mouth I’ve ever seen.

And now here I am, waiting like a lunatic, drinking lukewarm coffee and counting the minutes until she comes back.

She’s so young. Bright-eyed, hopeful. There’s something delicate about her that makes my chest ache, and it’s not just because I want her. I do. God, I do. But it’s more than that.

It’s this bone-deep instinct to shield her from everything. To stand between her and whatever the hell put that fear in her eyes. She might have thought she was doing a good job hiding that fear from me, but she didn’t. I’ve seen too much of it in my life to ever mistake it for anything else.

And maybe it’s this overwhelming need to protect her that’s got me so twisted up.

It’s been years since Laurel. Years since I let anyone in far enough to get close. She wanted a different life than the one I could give her. She wanted security, a family, a man who wouldn’t disappear for two-day shifts at the firehouse and come home smelling like smoke and adrenaline.

And Laurel knew, the same as I did, that I’d never be that guy. Not for her.

Because I didn’t love her the way a man should love the woman he’s planning to build a life with. Not deeply. Not hopelessly. Not in a way that made everything else fall away.

But this thing with Mira?

It’s not even a thing yet, and it already feels like it’s consuming me whole.

I’ve never wanted anything the way I want her.

I should be ashamed of how I look at her. How I think about her. But I’m not. I’ve been dead inside for too long. And then she showed up… and everything came back to life.

I almost miss her when I pull my phone out of my pocket to check the time. But when I look back, there she is. Mira.

Walking down the sidewalk with a little sway in her hips that she probably doesn’t even realize she has. Her hair is loose today, tumbling over her shoulders like she’s just shaken it out. The sun catches in the soft waves, turning gold to something closer to fire.

I grip the edge of the windowsill without meaning to.

She’s wearing these tiny denim shorts that make my brain short-circuit. Legs for days, smooth and pale and practically begging to be touched. The pink t-shirt knotted at her waist doesn’t help either. It’s innocent, almost girly, but snug enough to hint at every curve.

Jesus.

I’m a grown man. I should know better. I do know better. But knowing doesn’t stop my body from reacting.

Heat rolls through me like a punch to the gut. My pulse kicks up. Something low and dark curls inside me. Something possessive and primal and hungry.

I shift my stance, try to breathe through it. Nothing helps. My cock is rock hard, straining against my jeans in a way that’s painful, but I ignore it, focusing all my attention on her.

She’s smiling at something. Maybe at a thought, or maybe the music playing through those earbuds I can barely see, and I feel it like a blow to the chest. Just that small, happy expression on her face is enough to light me up from the inside.

Fuck.

She’s not just beautiful. She’s radiant. Sweet in a way that makes me ache. And strong in ways she probably hasn’t even figured out yet.

She probably doesn’t even realize what she’s doing to me.

She disappears around the side of the house, headed toward the garage apartment. I’m just about to go out and “check in”, which is a polite way of saying find a reason to see her again, when I catch movement out of the corner of my eye.

Someone’s coming. Fast.

I turn fully to face the street, and that’s when I see him.

College-aged, maybe a little older. Scrawny but cocky. Baseball cap pulled low over his brow. His eyes are locked on the path Mira just took.

He doesn’t hesitate. Doesn’t glance at the house. He’s heading straight for the garage apartment. He’s got his sights set on Mira like she is the prey he’s hunting.

My entire body goes still. Tense. Alert.

I don’t know who the fuck he is, but I know something is wrong.

I’m already walking through the kitchen to the back of the house when I hear Mira’s voice through the window that’s open a crack.

“Just get off me, Brandon! Let me go.”

My blood goes cold. Then hot.

I put my half-empty mug down on the counter, and I’m already out the door.

I round the corner of the house, boot heels pounding against concrete. The sun’s dipping low, casting long shadows across the yard, and right there, in the middle of it, is that bastard who was obviously following her home.

He’s got Mira by the arm. Gripping her. Pushing her towards the garage apartment while she tries to shove him back. Her eyes are wide, terrified.

He’s got his hands on her. No. No fucking way.

I don’t think. I don’t speak. I just move. One long stride, then another, and I’ve got a fistful of his shirt.

“Hey...” he starts, but I couldn’t give a fuck what he’s about to say.

I yank him back hard, the fabric bunching in my fist as I slam him against the brick wall of the garage.

There’s a sharp crack. Could be the wall. Could be his bones. I don’t care.

He tries to sputter out something, an excuse or maybe some kind of protest, but I lean in close. My voice drops into something dark and dangerous, just for him.

“Touch her again, and I’ll break every bone in your body. Then I’ll bury you so deep nobody’ll find what’s left.”

His mouth opens, but nothing comes out. Just a little choking noise as I let him go with a shove.

He stumbles, clutching his side, eyes wide with fear.

“Y-you’re insane,” he mutters, but he’s already backing away.

I take one slow, deliberate step after him. Then another. Letting him feel the weight of me. The promise behind the threat.

He gets the message and turns to run.

I turn back to Mira and she’s just standing there. Frozen. Like her mind hasn’t caught up to her body yet. Like she hasn’t realized he’s gone.

“Mira.”

She just flinch at my voice, just blinks slow and glassy-eyed. Her breaths come out fast and shallow.

I take a step towards her, slow and steady, not wanting to spook her.

“You okay?”

She obviously isn’t. I know she’s not okay. But I need her to talk. I need her to come back to me.

She lets out a sound that’s half-laugh, half-sob, and wipes at her face like she’s only just realized she’s crying.

“God,” she mutters, her voice cracking. “I’m fine. It’s... I’m fine.”

But her hands are shaking, and her shoulders curl in on themselves like she’s trying to make herself small.

She’s definitely not fine.

“Mira,” I say again, firmer now.

She shakes her head. Then everything just spills out of her in a rush, like I’ve punctured the dam.

“He’s been following me. Everywhere. Waiting for me after class. Whispering shit when he passes me in the halls. Sending me creepy long emails telling me all the disgusting things he wants to do to me.” Her voice trembles, and so does the rest of her. “I told the school. I told the housing office. Hell, I told the damn dean.”

I go still. “And?”

Her laugh is bitter this time, sharp and broken. “They told me he’s just awkward. That I should be flattered. That he has a crush.”

She looks up at me now, her eyes swimming with tears. “He’s the dean’s son, so nobody will do anything to stop it.”

My jaw clenches. Something deep in my chest goes tight and hot and full of violence.

She hugs her arms around herself like she’s trying to hold everything in. “I didn’t know what else to do. I thought if I moved off campus, maybe he’d leave me alone.”

“You shouldn’t have had to.”

“I know.” Her voice breaks. “But no one would listen. And I didn’t want to make it worse.”

She’s crying harder now. Shoulders shaking. The kind of crying that comes when you’ve been holding it in for too long.

I can’t stand it.

I step forward and wrap my arms around her before I even think. Just scoop her in and pull her to my chest. She’s small. Soft. She fits against me like she’s meant to be there.

And for a second, she doesn’t move. Doesn’t fight it. Then she sinks into me like her bones can’t hold her up anymore.

I wrap both arms tighter around her, one hand sliding up to cradle the back of her head, the other spread across her back. She trembles beneath my hands, breathing hard and fast through her tears, like she’s trying to get control but losing the battle.

“You’re safe now,” I murmur against her hair. “I’ve got you.”

She nods into my chest, but I feel the tension still coiled tight in her.

Then suddenly, she stiffens. Her breath catches. A broken, wet little gasp escapes her lips.

She jerks back a step, and her arm flies across her chest like she’s trying to hide something.

“Mira?”

She doesn’t answer. Just looks down at herself... and then I see it.

Dark spots. Two of them. Blooming fast across the front of her pale pink shirt, right over her breasts.

For a second, I don’t understand.

And then... oh. Oh fuck.

My whole body locks down. Every muscle. Every thought.

It’s milk. She’s leaking right here in front of me.

I’ve got no idea why she might be lactating, but I don’t care. My mouth goes dry. My pulse hits hard, low in my gut.

She’s still crying, still trying to cover herself with both arms now, but my brain’s barely processing anything except that image burned behind my eyes.

Her milk. My girl is full. Overfull. Dripping with a sweet, nourishing cream that is all meant to be mine.

Need flares through me, hot and sudden and so raw it almost knocks the breath from my chest. It’s not just arousal, though that’s there too, sharp and undeniable. It’s deeper than that. Fiercer. Something possessive and primal.

I want to protect her, yes. But also… I want to take care of her. Feed from her. Ease the ache I know she’s feeling.

She looks up and sees where my eyes are locked. Her face goes completely red.

“I... I’m sorry,” she chokes out, then spins and bolts toward the apartment.

“Mira...”

But the door slams before I can say anything else.

And I’m left standing on the lawn with my hands clenched at my sides, heart pounding, cock hard as granite, and one single thought echoing through my head.

I’ve never wanted anyone the way I want her. She’s the one. She’s mine, even if she doesn’t know it yet.














Chapter Three




Brock








I
 shouldn’t
 be
 here.
 But I’ve never let a little thing like that stop me before.

I’m parked half a block from the edge of campus, just far enough to be out of view, just close enough to see Mira.

She’s sitting on a patch of grass, legs crossed, a textbook open in her lap and her head tilted as she reads. The sun catches the golden strands in her hair. She tucks one behind her ear absently, eyes narrowed in concentration.

It should be innocent. Just a girl doing her work in the sun. But nothing about Mira is innocent to me anymore.

It’s been one day. One goddamn day since I held her while she cried. One day since she told me about how all the people in power at her college are on the side of the piece of shit who makes her feel afraid. One day since I saw the wet spots bloom on her shirt and felt something inside me snap.

And now I can’t stop thinking about her. It’s been that way ever since I saw her, but last night, I decided she’s mine, and now I won’t be able to rest until she knows that.

I barely slept last night. Every time I closed my eyes, I saw her. Heard her voice. Felt her trembling in my arms.

She’s got her hair in a ponytail today. Pink hoodie zipped halfway up over some tiny little tank top, legs bare in those cut-off shorts that make my mouth go dry. Her knees are scuffed like she tripped earlier, and I want to find whatever made her fall and burn it to ash.

I’m not proud of how far I’ve gone. Following her here. Watching from the shadows like a goddamn stalker. No better than Brandon, really.

But after yesterday? After that prick had his hands on her?

There’s no way I’m just sitting at home. Not when she’s out here alone. Not when that asshole could still be lurking, still thinking about getting close to her again.

No. If he shows up, I’m going to be here to take care of her the way everyone at the college refuses to.

And if he touches her again, I’m going to make sure it’s the last thing he ever does.

She shifts on the grass, stretching her legs out and flipping a page. Her face softens in the sunlight. Relaxed. At peace.

She has no idea I’m here. No idea what she’s doing to me. No idea how close I am to losing control.

I rest one hand on the steering wheel, the other curled tight on my thigh. Trying to breathe. Trying to stay still.

Then I see him. Brandon.

That smug little bastard comes strolling out of one of the campus buildings like he owns the world. He’s alone and walking straight toward her.

My body goes cold, and I’m already halfway out of the car before he reaches her.

She doesn’t see him yet. Still focused on her book. But he’s closing in fast.

I step out from between two parked cars and onto the sidewalk, eyes locked on him.

He says something to her. I can’t hear it. Her head snaps up, and I see her flinch. See the way her spine straightens. The way her hands curl into fists on top of the pages.

She doesn’t want him there.

My feet are already moving. I’m ready to tear him limb from limb.

But then, he looks past her, his gaze landing on me, and even from here, I can see the way he pales. And just like that, the confidence drains right off his face.

He takes a step back, and I keep walking. Not fast. Just steady. Wanting him to know I won’t back down.

He turns, then starts running.

Mira watches him for a moment, a look of confusion on her face, then she starts looking around for what spooked him.

Her eyes land on me. My heart stutters and I stop moving.

Shit. She’s going to know I’ve been following her. She’s going to think I’m just like that fucking creep who won’t leave her alone. And maybe she’s right. But I’d never hurt her the way Brandon tried to last night.

All I want is to keep her safe.

I keep expecting her confused expression to morph to anger the longer we spend looking at each across the short distance between us. But it doesn’t.

She just looks... puzzled. Like she can’t work out why I’m here. Or what to think about the fact that I am.

I brace myself, because she’s getting up.

Her book slides closed as she stands, brushing grass from the back of her shorts, her bag slung over one shoulder. She grabs the textbook and walks toward me slowly, hesitant but curious.

My throat tightens. Muscles coiled.

She’s going to ask me what I’m doing here. Why I followed her. But I don’t have a good answer. Only the truth.

That I can’t stop watching her. Can’t stop needing her.

And I’m not sorry at all.














Chapter Four




Mira








I
 see
 him
 before
 I even register what I’m looking at.

One second, I’m still trying to process how Brandon slithered away without saying more than three words, and the next, my eyes catch on a shape by the edge of the parking lot. Tall. Broad-shouldered. Wearing a gray t-shirt I recognize.

Brock.

My feet slow as I walk, my heart kicking up a confused little stutter. What… what is he doing here?

He’s standing half in shadow beneath a cluster of tall oaks, his arms loose by his sides, but there’s nothing casual about the way he’s holding himself. He looks like he’s carved from tension. His eyes locked on me like I’m the only thing in the world.

I stop halfway down the path, blinking. The campus isn’t small. And Brock has no reason to be here. None that I can think of.

Unless…

I shake the thought off. No. That would be insane. Right? He couldn’t have followed me here.

Except it kind of makes sense.

My throat tightens, but not the way it does when Brandon corners me. This is something else. Something hot and strange that hums down my spine and curls in the pit of my stomach. I don’t feel afraid.

I feel seen.

When I reach him, he doesn’t say anything at first. Just stares down at me, almost like he’s afraid of what I might be about to say to him.

“What are you doing here?” I ask, trying to sound casual, but my voice comes out too soft. Too unsure.

His eyes flick down the path I just came from, then back to me. “Can we talk somewhere private?”

“Okay…” I say, drawing the word out, still trying to get a read on him.

He nods toward the truck parked behind him. “Come sit with me?”

I hesitate. Just for a second. Then I nod and follow him without another word.

The cab is warm, quiet. A cocoon of silence away from the buzz of campus. I settle into the passenger seat, careful not to look at him too much, but it’s impossible not to notice the scent of him. Cedar, soap, and something warmer. Something entirely him. My hands curl in my lap, and I fight the urge to stare at the way his fingers wrap around the steering wheel, knowing that if I do, I won’t be able to stop myself from thinking about what it would feel like if he touched me with them.

He doesn’t start the engine. Instead, he turns toward me, eyes sharp and unreadable. And then he just… says it.

“I followed you here.”

My breath catches. I’d suspected it, but I hadn’t expected him to be so open about it.

“I know that sounds bad,” he says, voice low, steady. “But I couldn’t help it. After what happened yesterday, the idea of him trying something again and me not being there...” His jaw tightens. “I couldn’t handle it.”

I stare at him, stunned. He doesn’t look guilty. He looks haunted. As if the thought alone is enough to drive him crazy.

“I’ve been thinking about you,” he says, softer now. “Since the second you first turned up at my house. It’s like… something woke up in me. Something I thought had died a long time ago.”

My heart is pounding so loudly I swear he must hear it. I should feel weird about this. I should. If it were Brandon sitting here, saying these things, I’d be crawling out of my skin.

But this… this is different.

Brandon’s obsession made me feel really uncomfortable. But Brock’s intensity feels different. He wants to keep me safe, while I know Brandon would do whatever it takes to get me alone. From the outside, the actions might look the same, but the intentions held by each of them are very different.

“I’ve been thinking about you too,” I whisper eventually. “But things are complicated right now.”

His brow furrows, but he doesn’t speak. Just listens.

“It’s this… condition,” I say, hating the word. I gesture to my breasts with my hands, as if he might not understand what I’m talking about. “It started after a medication I took a few months ago. It was something to balance my hormones. But it kicked my body into postpartum mode, I guess. It’s like my system got confused.”

I force myself to look at him. “The doctors said it might stop on its own, eventually. But for now, I keep producing milk. And I haven’t told anyone except my doctor. I mean, who would understand? I don’t expect you to understand either, Brock.”

My face burns. I expect him to look away. To shift uncomfortably. But he doesn’t.

He just looks at me like I’ve said something beautiful instead of broken.

When he finally speaks, his voice is rough. Low.

“There’s nothing wrong with you.”

I blink.

“I mean it,” he goes on, leaning in just slightly, like the words are something sacred. “What your body is doing? It’s natural. It’s beautiful.” His gaze drops just for a second to my chest, then back up to my eyes. “It means your body already knows how to nurture. How to provide.”

I can’t breathe.

He swallows, voice deepening. “It means you’re already ready for the future I want with you. For all the babies I plan to put inside you. And I plan to get started on building that future as soon as you’re ready.”

A future. A lifetime with him. A family with lots of babies.

The way he talks about it, as if we haven’t only just met and it’s nothing more than a simple fact, hits me low, hot and sharp. My muscles go loose. My pulse flutters. My thighs press together to dampen the sudden ache between them.

Everything inside me shifts.

Need rises fast and unforgiving, sweeping away reason. I don’t even realize I’m moving until my knee hits the console. And then I’m climbing over it, awkward and breathless, with one goal in mind.

To get as close to Brock as possible.

I straddle his lap, settling over him like I belong there.

My hands press to his chest, heat radiating through the worn cotton of his shirt. He’s solid. Immovable. Safe. And still, somehow, the most dangerous thing I’ve ever touched.

His breath hitches. His hands hover, barely touching my hips, like he’s afraid to scare me off. But I don’t want to be anywhere else.

I lean in just a little. Just until my nose brushes his.

The space between us goes molten. I can feel the warm rise and fall of his breath, feel it ghosting across my lips like a question. My body aches with the answer. Every nerve in me lights up, waiting. Wanting.

He moves slowly. Carefully. Like he’s giving me all the time in the world to stop this before it starts.

But I don’t stop him. God, I don’t want to.

His mouth finally meets mine, and everything disappears.

The kiss consumes me, like a fuse lit deep in my belly that sparks out in every direction.

His hands slide from my hips up my back, strong and deliberate, until one tangles in my hair. He grips the strands gently but firmly, tilting my head just the way he wants. The soft pull sends a jolt through me. I gasp against his mouth, and he takes advantage.

His lips part mine. His tongue slides in, slow and claiming, and I moan softly before I even realize I’m doing it.

I melt into him completely, my fingers curling tighter in the fabric of his shirt, desperate for more contact, more heat, more him.

Every time I think I’ve caught my breath, he deepens the kiss, guiding me like he knows my mouth better than I do. And I let him. My thighs press tighter around his waist as the world narrows to the slick, perfect drag of his mouth on mine and the deep thrum of need pulsing through me.

I forget how to breathe. Forget where I am. Forget my own name.

There’s only the press of his lips, the heat of his hand in my hair, the delicious weight of his hold like he’s afraid I’ll float away.

I’ve never been kissed like this, never been kissed at all, but already, I know no one will ever compare.

When he finally pulls away, his breath is unsteady, his pupils blown out, lips flushed and wet. I stare at him, dazed, the world spinning back into focus.

I let out a breathy laugh, trying to cover the way my whole world just tilted off its axis.

“I didn’t know a first kiss could feel like that.”

Brock freezes, then his brows draw together. “That was your first?”

I nod, cheeks burning. I can’t look at him. “I didn’t think… I mean, I figured no boy was going to want me. Not when I’m… like this.” Again, I gesture awkwardly to my chest area, hoping he works out for himself what I mean, so I don’t have to actually say the words.

He lifts one hand, brushes a strand of hair gently behind my ear. His voice is a rough whisper.

“Boys wouldn’t,” he says. “But a real man? He wouldn’t be scared off. Not by your body. Not by anything.”

My throat tightens. Something hot and sweet pools low in my belly.

He shifts, arms strong and careful as he lifts me off his lap like I weigh nothing at all. I let him guide me back into the passenger seat, every touch reverent, like I’m something precious.

He buckles my seatbelt slowly, fingers brushing my waist. When his eyes find mine again, they are dark, steady, and full of promise.

“I’m taking you home,” he says, voice low and firm. “So I can show you exactly what a real man thinks of that beautiful, perfect body of yours.”

My breath catches, and my heart pounds against my ribs like it’s trying to break free.

He shifts into gear, one hand still lingering on my thigh as he pulls away. The cab is quiet, but not tense. It’s thick with something else. Something electric. My skin hums with leftover heat. My lips still tingle from the kiss.

A figure on the sidewalk catches my eye, and it takes me a moment to realize it’s Brandon. His eyes are locked on the truck. On me. His mouth is twisted into something between a sneer and a scowl, and I have no doubt he saw me kissing Brock.

I freeze for a breath, unease flickering in my chest.

But then I remember Brock is with me. He’d never let Brandon do anything to me. He proved that already today.

So I lift my chin. Let Brandon look. Let him see that I’ve found someone so much better than he could ever be.

Maybe now he’ll get the message and finally leave me alone.














Chapter Five




Mira








The
 garage
 door
 rumbles
 shut behind us, sealing us in a cocoon of shadow and silence. The engine ticks softly as it cools, but the only sound I can really hear is the pulse pounding in my ears.

I’m still floating.

My lips are tingling from that kiss. It’s like he branded me with his mouth. Like he knew exactly what he was doing, claiming every piece of me without needing to say a word. I didn’t know a single touch could do that. Crack me open and make me ache for more, all at once.

My thighs press together. Tight. The heat between them hasn’t cooled in the slightest. If anything, it’s worse now. I’m restless in my seat, breath shallow, skin too sensitive. Every word he said is playing on repeat in my head.

I glance over at him.

Brock’s hands are clenched tight around the steering wheel, knuckles pale. His jaw is set like stone, a muscle ticking at the edge. His breathing isn’t steady, either. He’s trying. Trying to stay in control.

But I can feel the tension rolling off him in waves. His restraint is hanging on by a thread. It makes my heart flutter and my stomach dip in the most delicious way.

I should wait. Let him lead. But I can’t.

I unbuckle my seatbelt, heart hammering, and shift in my seat before I can talk myself out of it. Then I climb across the console and settle onto his lap again.

I brace my hands on his broad shoulders, my knees tucked on either side of his thighs. My pulse is wild. I’m not even sure I’m breathing anymore.

His hands leave the wheel, hover mid-air, like he’s afraid to touch me. When his eyes find mine, they are stormy, intense, almost disbelieving. “Mira…” he warns, but it’s weak. His voice is wrecked and rough, and I feel it all the way down my spine.

“I can’t wait,” I whisper. “I don’t want to wait.”

Something in him snaps.

His hands finally land on my hips, and his touch is hot and rough and so good. And then his mouth is on mine again, and I stop thinking altogether.

This kiss isn’t soft.

It’s hungry. Deeper. Rougher than the one in the college parking lot. Like now that we’re alone, behind closed doors, he doesn’t have to hold anything back. And I don’t want him to. I want to feel every ounce of that tension he’s been carrying. Let it crash into me like a wave.

His mouth moves against mine with barely restrained heat, tongue stroking, claiming, and I open to him with a gasp I can’t hold in. My hands reach around him, my fingers running through the short hair at the nape of his neck, and I’m tugging him closer, even though we’re already pressed tight.

His hands slide from my hips to my thighs, gripping them tight enough that I’m hoping I’ll have marks on my skin in the shape of him. I whimper against his mouth. The pressure is maddening. Perfect. I’ve never felt anything like this before, so much sensation and heat, and it’s like my body is too small to contain it.

I gasp again as his hands move, skating up beneath the hem of my hoodie. He pulls back from the kiss just enough to tug the fabric up, his breath ragged as he looks at me, giving me one last chance to stop this.

But I don’t. Instead, I raise my arms for him.

He peels the hoodie off and tosses it somewhere in the darkened cab. I’m left in just my tank top. The soft cotton is stretched tight, clinging to the curves of my breasts. My nipples are hard, obvious, and when I glance down, I notice the fabric is darker in two perfect, damp circles.

Brock’s breath catches and his eyes flash. Something primal and unguarded flickers across his face. Not disgust. Not surprise. But hunger.

Slowly, reverently, he reaches for the hem of my tank top. He lifts it inch by inch, watching my face the entire time, giving me space to say no.

But I don’t want to say no. Not even a little.

He tugs the tank top higher, past my stomach, my ribs, and finally over my head. It joins the hoodie somewhere in the dark. The cool air hits my skin, and I shiver, bare from the waist up, my breasts full and aching.

I’ve never let anyone see me like this. I’ve always hidden. Even from myself. But I’m not hiding now.

Brock looks at me like I’m a miracle.

Then he leans in and his mouth closes over one nipple.

Heat floods through me, and I can’t hold back the moan that falls from my lips. His mouth is warm and wet, his tongue stroking, swirling around the sensitive bud. It feels good. Better than anything.

He growls against my skin, and I whimper, hips grinding down on him of their own accord. I can feel the length of him through his jeans, hard and hot.

Brock begins sucking hungrily, his Adam’s apple bobbing as my milk starts to flow and he swallows it down. His eyes flicker shut, like it’s the most delicious thing he’s ever tasted. I feel him throb against me.

I gasp, shocked by how good it feels.

The pressure in my breasts eases, replaced by something deeper, lower. An ache between my thighs. The rhythmic tug of his mouth is like a pulse straight down to my clit.

He groans, then switches to the other side. His hand moves up, thumb and forefinger circling the other nipple, rolling it in time with the pull of his lips.

I shudder. It’s too much and not enough, all at once. My nipples have always been sensitive, but this is something else. Something better.

I rock my hips against him, shameless. Arousal slick between my thighs. My body is alight, burning and sparking, and I’m chasing the sensation with everything I have.

He finally breaks away, mouth wet, panting, and I can see my milk glistening on his chin.

Before I can reach for him, his mouth is on mine, the kiss searing, messy, and perfect. His hands slide up my ribs, his thumbs grazing the sides of my breasts. I shiver and whimper into his mouth, and he groans, his cock jerking hard against me.

His tongue strokes against mine, his hands cupping my breasts, lifting them. He breaks the kiss and lets go, watching as they bounce slightly before falling heavy again.

His voice is hoarse, broken. “Look at you,” he murmurs, like a prayer. One of his hands slides up to cradle the back of my neck, and he pulls me closer, until my forehead is resting against his. “I need to be inside you, my beauty. I want to feel your sweet little virgin hole gripping my cock while I suckle at your gorgeous tits.”

My whole body quakes, and the only response I can muster is an eager nod of my head.

His hands move back down, sliding around to cup my ass. He lifts me, and I let him, wrapping my legs around his waist. My breasts are pressed tight against his chest, and the slide of his shirt on my bare skin makes me tremble.

He gets the passenger door open and steps out, one arm tight around my waist, the other bracing us as he climbs out. Then he kicks the door shut, and walks me towards the door leading to his house.

This is it. I’m about to lose my virginity to the man of my dreams.














Chapter Six




Brock








My
 cock
 is
 so
 hard it hurts.

I haven’t been able to think straight since the second Mira climbed onto my lap outside the college. Now she’s clinging to me, arms wrapped around my neck, her gorgeous breasts pressed against my chest, her hard nipples scraping the fabric of my shirt.

All I can think about is getting inside her. Claiming her. Feeling her come around my cock.

The door closes behind us, and I kick off my boots, then head straight for the stairs.

She’s breathing hard, her eyes glassy and cheeks flushed, lips swollen and wet. Her pupils are blown out, and I can see the pulse in her throat, fast and erratic.

I’m barely holding myself together. I need to get her naked, and fast. Need to feel her hot, wet cunt tight around me.

I take the stairs two at a time, her weight like nothing.

When I get to my bedroom, I set her down on her feet gently. She doesn’t let go. Her hands fist in my shirt, and her lips meet mine, hungry, desperate. I can’t hold back the groan that rises in my throat.

I kiss her back, harder, until she’s breathless, gasping into my mouth. My hands drop to her shorts, and I fumble for a second, unbuttoning, then tugging them down along with her panties.

Her hands move to my jeans, tugging, pulling. I help her, kicking them off, taking her bottom lip gently between my teeth as she works her hands up under my shirt.

We break apart, just for a moment, long enough for me to pull my shirt over my head.

I can’t look away.

She’s fucking breathtaking.

She’s perfect, every inch of her. From the freckles dotting her shoulders to the pink flush spreading across her cheeks. From the swell of her hips to the soft curve of her belly. Her thighs are thick, her pussy shaved smooth. Droplets of milk bead on her nipples, and I’m about to lean in to taste her again when she slowly lowers to her knees in front of me.

“Is it okay that I want to taste you too?” she asks in a quiet voice.

She glances up at me, her big blue eyes uncertain but determined. She reaches out, fingers curling tentatively around my length.

My mouth goes dry, and I nod.

I can’t speak. All I can do is watch as she leans in. Her breath ghosts over the tip of my cock.

She takes a deep breath, then her tongue darts out, licking hesitantly at the moisture beaded there. She pauses, and I can practically feel the hum of her uncertainty.

Then her mouth opens, and her lips close around the tip.

My jaw clenches, and I can’t hold back the guttural groan that rolls out of me. My hips twitch forward involuntarily. She takes me deeper, sucking softly, the pressure perfect. Her mouth is so wet and warm, and it’s taking everything I have not to come right down her throat.

“Fuck, Mira,” I breathe.

My fingers wind gently in her hair, and she takes that as a sign to keep going.

She begins moving her hand, slowly stroking the base of my shaft, her lips sealed around the head, her tongue swirling. She sucks softly, then pulls off, stroking her hand over me instead, her gaze glued to the movement.

She’s curious. Eager. It’s so fucking cute.

She licks a circle around the tip, and then her eyes flutter shut. She sucks me deeper, moaning, her hand working the base.

My balls tighten, and I know I can’t hold off much longer. I’m too fucking worked up and I don’t plan to come in her mouth right now. I need to fill her womb first.

I tug her hair gently. “Come here.”

She blinks those gorgeous blue eyes up at me and pulls away. Then she stands, her gaze meeting mine, her lips swollen and wet.

“Was that okay?”

I laugh softly and stroke her cheek. “It was more than okay.”

I wrap my arms around her waist, lift her off the ground and turn, laying her out on the bed. I cover her, letting my weight rest lightly on top of her, one knee between her legs, my cock nestled against her belly.

She sighs, her breath fanning over my face. Her hips roll against me, her nipples dragging along my chest. Her hands find their way into my hair, and her grip tightens, just a little.

I lean in, and my lips meet hers. The kiss is slow, deep, and perfect. My heart hammers, and my mind goes blank, everything narrowing to the feel of her skin on mine, her mouth against mine.

My hand slides up the soft skin of her thigh, and she spreads her legs wider, opening for me. She’s soaking wet. Hot. I stroke her softly, finding the place that makes her moan and shudder. I rub my fingers over her clit in gentle circles.

Her mouth falls open, her eyes fluttering shut, her brows drawn together. Her breath catches. Her back arches, pressing her chest tight against mine.

I shift, kissing a trail from her mouth down her neck, over her collarbone, until my mouth is sealed over one of her nipples.

She gasps. Her fingers dig into the muscles of my back. Her hips jerk up, and she starts rocking against my hand, shamelessly seeking the pleasure her body craves. The pleasure I want to give her over and over again.

Her milk is hot and sweet as I suckle at her soft tit, and I swallow it eagerly. Her cunt is wet and I slide two fingers inside her easily, pumping in and out of her while I swirl my thumb over her clit.

She’s writhing beneath me, her hips moving faster, her breath ragged and uneven. Her walls tighten around me, and her legs tense. She’s close. So fucking close.

I keep sucking. Keep stroking. She’s dripping wet, her pussy soaked and eager. I work her higher and higher, and when I bite down softly on her nipple, her entire body jolts, and she comes.

She cries out, the sound broken and perfect, and her cunt clamps down on my fingers. I keep stroking, drawing out her pleasure as her orgasm crests, then ebbs.

When she finally collapses back on the bed, panting, I break away from her breast, her milk trickling from my chin.

I kiss her again, deep and rough, letting her taste her sweetness on my tongue. She moans against me, her hands roaming across my back, clutching me closer.

“Ready?” I murmur.

She nods. Her eyes are half-lidded, and her gaze is hazy. Her lips are parted. She’s never looked more beautiful.

“Please,” she breathes.

I position myself above her, bracing on one arm, the other hand sliding down to grip the base of my cock. Her eyes widen slightly, and her tongue darts out to lick her lips.

Slowly, I press the tip of my length to her entrance. I can’t hold back the groan that escapes me. Her cunt is like molten velvet. Hot. Wet. Silky smooth.

Her mouth opens in a little gasp, and her eyes flutter closed.

I grit my teeth and push inside, inch by inch. My entire body is clenched. Taut. It takes every ounce of restraint I have not to shove myself deep inside her. But I don’t want to hurt her. Not ever.

So I go slow, letting her adjust, until finally, my hips are pressed flush against hers, and I’m seated all the way inside her.

Her walls grip me, tight and warm, and I can feel her cunt pulsing. My jaw clenches, and I breathe through my nose, willing my orgasm not to come right now.

“Oh, Brock,” she moans, her voice a low rasp. “You feel... I can’t even...”

“Tell me,” I urge, my own voice wrecked. “Tell me what you want.”

“I want you to move,” she breathes. “I want you to fuck me, and I want you to knock me up. It’s all I could think about on the way home.”

Fuck.

My control snaps.

I pull back, then slam inside her again, groaning, and her mouth opens in a gasp.

“Is that what you want, my beauty?” I growl. “You want my cum deep in your fertile little womb? You want me to claim you?”

“Yes,” she moans. “Please, Brock.”

I drive into her again and again, her tits bouncing with each thrust, her cunt clenching around me. My balls are tight, and my stomach is coiled. I can’t hold off much longer, not with how tight and wet she is.

“Fuck, you feel good, Mira,” I groan. “You take my cock so perfectly.”

Her eyes fly open, her gaze locking with mine, and she looks so fucking sexy, spread out beneath me. Her skin is flushed, her mouth open, her lips wet.

All I can think about is how badly I need to claim her. Make her mine. Tie her to me forever with my baby growing inside her. Nothing else will satisfy the beast inside me.

I stare down into her eyes as I pound into her, my hips moving faster, her body arching beneath mine.

“Fuck, Mira. You feel so good. I can’t wait to come deep inside you. Fill you with my seed. Breed you.”

She moans, her mouth falling open, her cunt clenching tight around me. She likes the dirty talk. It’s so fucking cute, and it turns me on so much, knowing she wants me just as much as I want her.

My hand finds its way between us, and I work her clit, my hips still driving into her. “That’s it, baby. Come for me. Come all over my cock. Squeeze me tight so I can pump you full.”

“Oh, God,” she gasps. “Brock!”

She cries out, and her entire body tenses, her cunt squeezing me, her inner walls gripping me tight. I drive into her faster, rougher, and her back arches, her breath catching, a broken moan falling from her lips.

I can’t hold back any longer.

I’m so fucking close, and feeling her come on my cock, hearing the sounds she makes, is all too much for me.

“I’m going to breed you, baby. You’re mine.”

I roar as the orgasm takes me, and I pump her full.

Heat floods through me, a blinding, electric pulse that shoots down my spine and explodes through every inch of me. Pleasure radiates outwards from where I’m buried deep in her cunt, and I’m coming harder than I’ve ever come in my life, the sensation going on and on, until it’s almost unbearable.

Her name falls from my lips, over and over. “Mira. Mira.”

My seed spills inside her, thick and hot, filling her womb. Marking her. Claiming her. Making her mine.

Finally, the pleasure ebbs, leaving my skin slick with sweat and my muscles trembling.

Mira is panting beneath me, her hands shaking as she grips my arms, her cunt still spasming around my cock.

Slowly, I pull out.

I can’t help but look. Watch my seed seeping out of her, marking her inner thighs.

“Look at you, Mira. Dripping with my seed. You were made for me, you know that? I have never felt this way about anybody else before now.”

I reach down and gather up some of the mess between her legs, using my fingers to push the cum back inside her, hating the thought of even a single drop being wasted.

“This needs to stay in there,” I tell her. “Needs to find a nice cozy home in your womb, so our baby will be nice and strong.”

“I want that,” she breathes. “To have a baby with you. More than anything.”

Her voice is soft and reverent, her words wrapping themselves around my heart.

“So do I, baby.”

“I know it’s crazy, but it feels right. Like we’re meant to be.”

“It’s not crazy.”

It’s not. Everything about her feels like a perfect fit. She’s sweet and innocent, but also passionate and bold. It’s a potent mix, and she’s exactly what I need. What I want.

“You’re the best thing that’s ever happened to me,” I murmur, leaning in and pressing a kiss to her lips. “And now you’re all mine.”














Chapter Seven




Mira








The
 sheets
 are
 still
 warm beneath us, tangled around my bare legs. My cheek rests over his chest, the steady thump of his heart anchoring me like a lullaby I never knew I needed. Brock’s hand is in my hair, lazy and slow, fingertips brushing gently against my scalp.

I can’t remember ever feeling this happy before.

He shifts a little, tugging me tighter against him. The palm of his other hand splays across the small of my back. “You okay, beauty?”

“Mmhmm,” I breathe, eyes still closed. “I don’t think I’ve ever been more okay in my life.”

He chuckles low in his throat, the sound a soft rumble beneath my ear. Then his lips press to the top of my head in a kiss that makes me melt all over again.

“You’re mine now,” he murmurs, voice rough with tenderness. “Every inch of you. All mine.”

I smile against his skin. “I’m glad you feel that way, because I’m planning on staying here for quite some time.”

He shifts again, just enough to tilt my chin so he can look at me. His gaze is heavy, reverent, the kind of look that makes my belly flutter. “Damn right you are, Mira. Because I’m planning on keeping you forever.”

I reach up, fingers tracing the stubble along his jaw. It’s strange how natural this feels, like we’ve been doing it forever instead of… just one time.

But I guess when your heart already knows someone’s yours, time stops mattering.

Just as I’m starting to drift, wrapped in the warmth of him, his phone buzzes against the nightstand.

He doesn’t move for a second. Then the buzz comes again. Sharper this time. A call.

Brock’s entire body shifts. The tenderness is still there, but something locks into place beneath it. I feel it in his muscles as he sits up and grabs the phone. He answers with a clipped, “Yeah?”

There’s a pause as he listens. His jaw tightens. The hand not holding the phone curls into a fist in the sheets.

“On my way.”

He ends the call and looks down at me, regret already in his eyes.

“A big fire just came in. Commercial building. They’re calling in everyone.”

“Oh.” I sit up slowly, the cold rush of air against my skin making me shiver, but not as much as the sudden thud in my chest.

He’s already moving, grabbing his pants from the floor, tugging them on fast. No hesitation. His focus is absolute.

He’s in firefighter mode, and at any other time, I would have found it sexy as hell. But right now, it’s suddenly hitting me that he actually has a dangerous job.

I swallow and try to keep the panic out of my voice. “Be careful.”

He leans down, cupping my face in both hands. “Always. I’ll be back before you know it, okay?”

I nod, even though the knot in my stomach is growing. I help him find his shirt, hand him his boots. He presses a quick kiss to my forehead, then pulls me into one last kiss, this one deeper, longer. Like he knows I need it.

And I do.

He pulls back just enough to whisper, “I love you, Mira.”

And then he’s gone before I even have a chance to say it back.

The door clicks shut and his heavy footsteps fade down the stairs.

And I’m left standing in the middle of his bedroom, heart racing, pulse thundering in my ears.

And all I can think is... what if that was the last time I ever see him?

***
It’s been two hours, maybe three, but it feels like forever.

The house is quiet. Too quiet. Just the tick of the clock on the wall and the sound of my bare feet pacing across the hardwood floor. Back and forth. Back and forth. Like if I stop moving, the fear might catch up to me and swallow me whole.

I’ve called the firehouse twice. Gotten voicemail both times.

There’s nothing on the news yet. Just a vague mention of a commercial fire downtown, multiple units responding, but no names. No details.

I wrap my arms around myself and breathe in deep through my nose. Brock’s scent is still on my skin, soaked into the oversized t-shirt of his that I threw on after he left. Every breath of it makes my chest tighten.

I sink down onto the couch, curling my legs under me, pulling his blanket around my shoulders even though I’m not cold. Not really. I just... need to feel like he’s still here.

Need to feel like I’m not alone.

My heart won’t stop racing. It’s too loud in my ears. I swear I can feel it in my throat, in my fingertips, like it’s trying to claw its way out.

I check my phone again. Still no word from Brock.

All I can do is hold on to his promise that he’d be back soon and hope like hell that he meant it.

So when the knock comes, I nearly fall off the couch in my rush to answer it. My heart launches into my throat. It’s him. It has to be him.

I fly to the door, hands trembling, and twist the knob with too much force.

“Brock...”

The name dies in my throat. It’s not him. It’s Brandon.

He’s standing on the porch like he belongs there, like this is just a casual visit.

“Hey, Mira.” His voice is calm. Too calm. Like I haven’t made it clear again and again that I want nothing to do with him. “We need to talk.”

My stomach drops and ice fills my veins.

I try to shut the door, but he’s faster. Brandon shoves it open with one hand, stepping over the threshold like he owns the place.

“Brandon, what the hell are you doing?” My voice is high, tight. I barely recognize my own voice. “Brock will be back soon and if he catches you in here, he’ll...”

He cuts me off with a laugh. “He won’t be back soon. If he comes back at all. I had to do something drastic to keep your boyfriend busy so I could finally get your full attention.”

I freeze. The words hit me like a slap, but it takes a second for the meaning to land. When it does, it knocks the breath straight from my lungs.

No.

“You...” My throat closes up. I can’t even bring myself to say the words.

His head tilts, just slightly. “I had to do it. I just couldn’t keep watching you give yourself to someone who could never love you as much as I do.”

I stumble back, pulse racing so fast I’m dizzy. My heels hit the edge of the couch and I have to grab the armrest to steady myself.

He steps fully into the room and closes the door behind him with a quiet click. The sound is final. It echoes in the silence like a threat.

I can’t believe this is happening. Can’t believe Brandon would go so far. Would he really put the lives of innocent people in danger?

And for what?

Me.

“You don’t need him, Mira,” he says, voice soft. Steady. “You need me. And it’s about time I showed you how good we could be together.”














Chapter Eight




Brock








The
 heat
 hits
 like
 a wall the second I’m through the doors.

Flames chew through the ceiling tiles of the warehouse’s west end. Smoke billows down like a living thing. Thick. Choking. Hot enough to peel skin. I drop low, heart hammering, barking orders through my radio.

“Team Two, hold the south corridor. We’ve got flashover signs. Vents open yet?”

“Negative, Cap.”

Shit.

“Get on it. Now.”

A shout crackles through comms. Someone found a body.

I push forward, air tank whining, boots crunching over broken glass. My eyes scan through the haze until I see him. He’s in his mid-fifties, slumped near a loading dock door, barely conscious.

“Hang on, I’ve got you.”

I crouch, sling his arm over my shoulders, and haul him up. He’s heavy, a dead weight, but adrenaline is a hell of a drug. My legs burn as I drag him back toward the exit. The structure groans above us, a low moan like the building itself is begging to give out.

I don’t stop.

“Team One, evac path clear?” I pant into the mic.

“Clear for now.”

Good enough.

As soon as we break into the fresh air, medics rush in. I drop to one knee, catching my breath, sweat pouring under my gear. Someone claps me on the back, yelling something about crazy bastards and close calls. I tune them out.

There’s no time for back-patting. Not while my crew’s still in there.

I shove to my feet, lungs burning, and head straight for the pump rig. I top off my tank in seconds flat, double-check the pressure, then grab a new line and head back into the beast.

Inside, it’s hell.

Walls glow dull red through the smoke, and every breath tastes like scorched plastic and ash. I sweep left, catching sight of Carter and Diaz battling a blaze still raging up near the roof trusses. It’s climbed into the insulation, a stubborn, ugly thing, spitting sparks like it’s mocking us.

“Angle from above!” I shout, pointing up. “Cut the head before it spreads west!”

Diaz nods and reroutes his stream, and I haul my hose into place to flank from below. Together, we choke the flames, one foot of ground at a time. The pressure kicks hard against my grip, but I hold it steady, focused.

Another burst of steam hisses as water hits molten metal. The air flashes white-hot for a blink, and we duck instinctively.

“Fan coming in behind you!” someone yells through the comm.

Ventilation finally. The air starts to shift, clearing just enough smoke for visibility to return. A small victory.

“Cap, east wall’s cooling!”

I glance that way, where Jensen is aiming his hose like a sniper. Sure enough, the blackened beams are dripping, not burning. A good sign.

“Good work,” I bark, then sweep my stream across the last stubborn flare-up at the loading dock wall. It sizzles, dies.

Another beat. Stillness.

The fire... is out.

We hold our position, letting the water run a few seconds longer, just to be sure. Then I release the nozzle and roll my shoulders. Everything aches. My gear weighs double now, soaked through, but I don’t care.

We all head outside and I pull off my helmet, sucking in the thick air. We did it. No fatalities.

Paramedics swarm as soon as we’re clear. Diaz gets roped into a check for a burn on his forearm, and someone gestures at me to sit down.

“I’m good,” I say, waving them off. My lungs ache and my ribs feel bruised, but I don’t give a damn. I’ll rest later.

A flash of movement catches my eye; two figures breaking through the edge of the caution tape.

Cops.

Not just any cops. It’s Evans and Moreno. I’ve worked fires with them before. Solid guys. But the way they’re moving now? Fast. Grim. I know that look.

“Brock,” Evans says, pulling me aside, away from the trucks and noise. “We need you to see something.”

He holds out a tablet, already queued to a video. Grainy black-and-white surveillance footage, time stamped from about an hour before we arrived. A side alley. Back entrance of the building.

The screen plays.

There’s movement. A tall guy in a dark hoodie, slipping out the door. The hood falls back for half a second as he looks over his shoulder toward the camera.

And there’s no mistaking that face.

Brandon.

My blood runs cold.

“Son of a bitch,” I whisper. My hands curl into fists before I can stop them.

“He was caught on three different angles, leaving the scene before the alarms started,” Moreno adds. “We’re pulling more footage now, but this one’s the clearest.”

I don’t need any more footage. I already know what this is. Brandon didn’t just light that fire for kicks. This wasn’t some random act of vandalism.

It was a diversion.

“He’s after Mira.”

“Who’s Mira?” Evans asks. “Do you know this guy?”

“Yeah, he’s a fucking creep who’s been stalking my woman for months. He knew I’d get called in for something this big. That’s why he did it. To get me away from her. Mira’s in danger.”

The words taste like acid.

Evan nods. “The squad car is right here. Let’s move.”

I don’t wait for backup. I don’t wait for anyone.

Evans guns the engine. Moreno flips the lights. I climb into the back seat, every cell in my body burning with fear and fury.

“Hold on, Mira,” I whisper under my breath, jaw clenched so tight it aches. “I’m coming.”

The sirens scream into the night.

I pray I’m not too late.














Chapter Nine




Mira








I
 don’t
 move.
 Don’t
 breathe. I don’t dare.

“I know this is overwhelming,” Brandon says, taking a slow, measured step that brings him much closer than I would like. “But I had to do something. You weren’t listening before.”

His eyes roam over me. Not shy, not hesitant. Hungry. Like I’m something he’s been waiting to unwrap for a very long time, and he can’t wait much longer.

“You kept brushing me off. But you let him kiss you.” His jaw twitches, but his voice never rises. “I saw you. In his truck. I saw the way he kissed you. That was when I knew I had to do something to make you realize you are meant to be with me.”

I back up a step, only to hit the edge of the couch.

“But it’s okay,” he says, almost tenderly. “I forgive you. Because I know this thing between us... it’s real. And you’ll know it too soon enough.”

He reaches out and brushes a lock of hair away from my face, and I flinch as his fingertips graze my cheek. If he notices my reaction to his touch, he ignores it.

He inches closer, and I force my breathing to stay steady.

“You’ve always been so soft,” he murmurs. “So sweet. Do you remember that day in sophomore year, when you picked up my pencil in chem class? You smiled at me. No one else did that. Not like you did.

I shake my head, just a fraction. “Brandon, that wasn’t...”

“I know what that meant,” he says quickly, cutting me off. “You were choosing me. Even back then. I just had to wait. Had to be patient until you were ready to be mine.”

Oh my god.

My stomach knots.

That moment had meant nothing to me. Nothing. It was a two-second interaction I barely remember. But to him? It was everything. A promise. A signal.

He really believes that. And that’s what scares me the most. Not the way his hand brushes my skin. Not even the way he’s locked us both inside this house.

It’s that he thinks this is love. He thinks this is fate.

How long has he been holding onto this fantasy? How deep does it go?

I glance toward the door, my pulse pounding so hard it’s all I can hear. There’s no way to reason with someone who’s rewritten the past to suit his obsession. No way to predict what he’ll do next.

And I’m trapped with him.

“Please, just let me go, Brandon.”

His hand clamps around my wrist, holding me firmly in place, and the chill that shoots through me is worse than if he’d struck me.

“Why would I let you go when I’ve waited so long to finally be able to touch you?” he asks, his voice still gentle.

My stomach flips. I try to tug free, but his grip tightens until it hurts a little. His thumb brushes over my pulse point.

“I’ve imagined it so many times,” he whispers. “What it would be like to finally touch you. To kiss you. To hear you moan my name. The way your body would tremble when I make you feel everything he never could.”

My vision goes blurry as my heart rate kicks up to a frightening speed.

“Stop,” I breathe, the word almost sounding like a sob. “Please... just stop.”

He leans in. I can smell smoke on his jacket, taste it on my tongue.

“I can take care of you, Mira. The way you deserve. I know every curve of your body. I’ve spent every night since I met you imagining what it would be like to touch every inch of you. To taste you. To fill you.”

I choke on a breath. But while I’m spiraling, he smiles at me, like this is a love confession instead of a nightmare.

“You were made for me,” he says. “And now, no one’s standing in our way.”

He doesn’t say it directly, but the implication is clear. If Brock’s not already dead, Brandon wants him to be.

My blood turns to ice.

Then... sirens.

The high-pitched wail cuts through the night like a blade. Tires shriek against asphalt, fast and sharp. Blue and red lights strobe through the front windows.

Brandon freezes.

For the first time since he pushed his way in here tonight, the certainty in his eyes falters. His jaw tightens, his posture tenses. “No,” he whispers, shaking his head. “No, this isn’t... this isn’t how it is supposed to go.”

A heartbeat later, the front door explodes inward.

Two men in uniform charge into the room. Guns drawn, voices sharp.

“Hands in the air! Now!”

Brandon spins around, screaming something unintelligible. But he doesn’t make it two steps before they’re on him. He thrashes like an animal, kicking, yelling my name as they take him down hard onto the floor. A knee is in his back while a cop barks his rights.

And then... he’s here.

Brock.

He bursts through the doorway, soot-streaked and furious, his eyes scanning until they find me.

I run to him. My legs almost give out, but he catches me, his arms wrapping around me like armor, like home. I crash against his chest, sobbing, trembling, breathing him in.

He’s alive. He’s here. He came for me.

“I’ve got you,” he murmurs into my hair, voice raw. “I’ve got you, my beauty. I’m here.”

Behind us, Brandon is still shouting, a broken mix of rage and begging as the cops haul him toward the door.

“You’ll see!” he yells. “You’ll see what we could have had, Mira!”

The front door slams shut behind him. And then there is silence, except for Brock’s heartbeat under my ear and my own shaky breath.

The adrenaline drains out of me all at once, leaving my legs unsteady and my body trembling. My hands clutch at his shirt, still damp from sweat and smoke, because if I let go now, I might fall. Or disappear. Or shatter into a million sharp little pieces.

“You came for me,” I whisper.

“Of course,” he says, with the kind of quiet ferocity that makes my throat ache. “I always will, Mira.”

I don’t think. I just feel.

The fear is still there, but it’s dissolving as it’s burned out by something hotter. Deeper.

“I need you,” I say, voice ragged. “Please, Brock.”

His eyes darken, and his grip on me tightens.

Brock pulls me down to the floor, laying me gently on my back while he lowers himself on top of me. The weight of him is like a balm, and when he presses his lips to mine, I moan into his mouth.

My hands tear at his clothes, frantic, desperate. He growls, deep and low, and tugs off his shirt. I help him, pulling and yanking, and the second the fabric hits the floor, his hands are back on me.

I don’t want tenderness. Not now. Not tonight.

“Harder,” I breathe, and his eyes flash.

He shoves up the oversized t-shirt of his that I’m wearing, and my panties are gone a moment later. I don’t even know where they land.

His mouth finds mine, his kiss is demanding, bruising. Perfect.

I can taste the salt on his lips, feel the tremor in his hands as he grabs the backs of my thighs, pushing my knees up, spreading me open. I reach down and shove his pants down just enough.

And then he’s inside me, a rough thrust that makes me cry out and arch beneath him.

“Is this what you need, beauty?” he rasps, fucking into me. Claiming me.

“Yes.” The word comes out in a whimper.

His hand tangles in my hair and tugs my head back. The bite of pain makes me moan and grind down onto his cock, my fingers digging into his shoulders.

He sets a brutal pace. My body opens for him, taking every thrust like it’s the last thing I’ll ever feel. He fucks me, hard and deep, until I’m a gasping, shaking mess. Until I forget where I end and he begins.

And when he lowers his head, capturing my nipple in his mouth and drawing out the sweet milk that is meant only for him, I break.

I come.

It’s blinding, searing. Every nerve in my body is a live wire. Every muscle tightens, then releases, and the flood of pleasure is so intense that I’m crying.

But Brock doesn’t stop. Doesn’t slow down. He keeps fucking me, right through the orgasm, right through the aftershocks. The whole time, his hot, hungry mouth keeps feeding from me, taking the nourishing nectar that I’m desperate to give him. I tangle my fingers in his hair, holding him close, never wanting to be any further apart from him than we are right now.

“Come for me, Brock. Come inside me,” she begs. “Fill me with your cum. Flood my womb with it. I need it. I need you.”

He growls against my skin. His mouth slides back up to my throat, nipping and sucking and licking the sensitive skin, and I know he’s close.

I dig my nails into his shoulders, holding on.

“Fill me up, Brock. Please. I want your baby inside me.”

His hips stutter. His teeth find my shoulder and clamp down hard, and then he’s coming, his cock throbbing inside me as he floods my womb with his thick, potent seed. I clench around him, milking him, wringing every drop out of him that I can.

Afterwards, we don’t move for a while. His head is buried in the crook of my neck, and his hands are still clutching my body. I can feel his racing pulse gradually slow.

When he finally looks up at me, the raw hunger in his eyes has softened, and the fierce look on his face is replaced with something tender and protective.

“You okay, beauty?” he murmurs, stroking a finger along my cheek.

“I am now,” I whisper.

“I’m sorry,” he says. “I never should have left you alone. I should have been here.”

I shake my head. “There’s nothing you could have done.”

“I could have protected you.”

“You did,” I say softly, running a hand through his hair. “You did, Brock. You’re here now. That’s all that matters.”

He kisses me, long and deep. Slowly, this time. I can taste him, feel him. Feel the way he cares about me. It’s overwhelming. It’s perfect.

I’ve never felt this safe, this secure.

“I love you, Mira,” he whispers against my lips.

I look into his eyes, and it’s there. This connection that’s more than just physical. More than lust or infatuation. It’s bigger than either of us. Something real. Something solid.

I can feel it.

“I love you too,” I say.

And I mean it.














Epilogue




Brock









Seven
 months
 later:



The first time I saw Mira, she looked like something out of a dream.

Now?

She’s lying in our bed, round with my baby, hair a messy halo on the pillow, and I still can’t fucking believe she’s mine.

Mine.

I lean against the door frame for a second and just watch her. She’s flipping through a baby name book, lips pursed, reading out the occasional suggestion, most of which I shoot down because none of them feel right. And because honestly? I’m not really listening.

I’m too busy watching her tits spill out of that worn tank top. Watching the way the curve of her belly makes her shift and adjust like everything’s just a little too tight. Everything she wears lately hugs her body differently. Stretches over that beautiful, swollen bump. My child. Growing inside my woman.

I did that. And fuck, am I proud of it.

She catches me staring and rolls her eyes. “You’re doing it again.”

I smirk. “I can’t help it.”

She gives me a mock glare. “You act like I’m not the size of a small planet.”

“You’re perfect,” I say, and I mean every goddamn word. “You’ve never been more beautiful.”

Because the truth is, as much as I craved her before, it’s nothing compared to now. Now that she’s carrying my baby. Now that I’ve put my mark on her in the most primal way there is. Something about it rewired my brain. Made every protective, possessive instinct in me go into overdrive.

And still, every time I look at her, I get hard.

She tosses the book aside and smiles at me. The soft kind of smile that still knocks the breath out of my lungs. “Come here,” she says, voice low.

I don’t need to be told twice.

I cross the room and crawl onto the bed beside her, immediately pulling her into my arms. My hand slides over the swell of her stomach, and I feel the tiniest kick beneath my palm.

“Hey, little firebug,” I murmur. “Settle down in there. Daddy’s trying to feel up your mom.”

Mira laughs, but it’s a little breathless. “You’re incorrigible.”

“Just obsessed.”

I kiss her neck, her shoulder, the edge of her jaw. She tastes like lotion and honey and something uniquely Mira. She melts into me with a sigh, and my heart squeezes tight.

I still think about what almost happened. About how close I came to losing her.

Brandon’s trial wrapped up three weeks ago. He got hit with an arson charge and attempted kidnapping. Hopefully, he’ll be rotting in a cell for a long time. I testified. So did Mira. And she didn’t let him see her cry.

She held her head high in front of him.

God, I love her. I love her so damn much.

She rolls onto her back, hand curling around mine where it rests on her belly. “Do you ever think about how different everything could have been?”

“Sometimes.” I kiss the corner of her mouth. “But mostly I just think about how lucky I am.”

Her eyes shimmer when she looks at me, and the emotion there makes my chest ache. “Brock...”

“Shhh, beauty.” I lean down and kiss her full on the mouth, soft at first, then deeper. Slower. Her fingers tangle in my hair, and I feel her arch into me.

She moans softly as I slide my hand under her tank top, cupping one heavy breast. Her nipples are sensitive lately, and her whole body goes warm and pliant in my arms. When I give her breast a gentle squeeze, I’m rewarded with a dribble of warm milk leaking onto my hand.

“Are you hungry, Brock?” she whispers against my lips. “I feel so full that it hurts a little.”

“I’m starving,” I growl, already yanking her top up. Her tits have grown almost two cup sizes since she got pregnant, and her nipples are puffy and dark, practically begging for my mouth.

She whimpers as I capture a nipple between my lips, her fingers tugging at my hair. I suck, gently at first, and then harder when the rich, creamy liquid spills out. I could live off this. Swear to god. I drink from her, swallowing mouthful after mouthful, my hand palming her other breast and rolling the stiff peak until it leaks onto her belly.

“Oh, god,” she moans. “Yes, Brock. Feels so good.”

I’m painfully hard. I’m always hard whenever I’m with my woman. But right now, I just want to feed from her luscious tits. Soon enough, I’m going to have to share her attention with a baby, and I’ll have to wait in line to nurse. So while she’s all mine, I’m going to enjoy the hell out of every second of this.

I slide a hand down between her thighs, though, because I’m not the kind of man who’d leave his woman wanting.

Not even close.

She’s dripping wet already, and when I push her panties aside and stroke her, she’s hot and slick and so fucking ready. I slip a finger inside her, then another, and her thighs part to let me in. She rocks her hips up, panting, her fingers clawing at the sheets as I work her closer and closer.

“That’s it, beauty,” I growl. “Come for me. Let me hear you.”

Her breath catches, her pussy flutters. She’s almost there, riding my hand and moaning.

I add a third finger and pump a little faster, a little deeper. My thumb finds her clit, and that’s it. She falls apart, her orgasm ripping through her as her sweet cunt squeezes tight around my fingers.

My lips seal around her nipple once more, and she comes even harder, the rush of her sweet milk hitting my tongue like a shot of pure, concentrated heaven.

I keep stroking her through the aftershocks, until she’s gasping, trembling, and completely spent.

Only then do I let her go.

She lays there, boneless, for a few moments, eyes closed, chest rising and falling as her breathing gradually slows. Her breasts glisten with a mix of saliva and her own sweet nectar, and her thighs are wet from the rush of her orgasm.

It’s a hell of a sight.

“God, I love you,” she whispers, reaching up and cupping my cheek.

I turn my head and kiss her palm. “Love you too, beauty.”

We lay like that for a while, her cradled in my arms, her back pressed to my chest. Eventually, her breathing deepens, and her body relaxes against me.

My hand rests over her belly, the baby sleeping safely within.

I’ll protect them. Always.

No matter what.

***
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