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PREVIEW

I'm twenty-one, unemployed, and my body just started doing something no medical textbook prepared me for.

Then a man I've never met shows up at my door.

Jordan Scott. Seven-time Stanley Cup champion. Billionaire. Currently playing his final NHL season. And — surprise — my mother's ex-husband. A marriage so brief my mom didn't bother mentioning it. To me. Her daughter.

He's thirty-eight, six-foot-six, and takes one look at me — broke, crying, soaked through my shirt — and decides I'm his problem now.

I should say no. He's technically my stepfather. He's seventeen years older than me. He's the kind of man whose face is on cereal boxes and whose name trends every time his team wins.

But he doesn't flinch when I tell him what's wrong with me. He doesn't look away. He says I got you, baby girl like it's the simplest thing in the world, and for the first time since I can remember, I stop carrying everything alone.

I let him take care of me. I let him take me home. I let him in — past the sarcasm, past the pride, past every wall I built to survive on my own.

He calls me “baby girl”, and I call him Daddy.

And now I'm pregnant with his baby during the biggest season of his career, the press wants blood, and the only thing standing between me and the headlines is a man who once told me: you haven't met me, baby girl.

They're about to.


CHAPTER 1
JORDAN



The sidewalk cracks under my boots like split bone. Someone's car alarm screams three blocks over, never stops. A dog barks behind a chain-link fence rusted thin enough to see through. The streetlight ahead flickers—on, off, on—throwing shadows that move wrong.

My body catalogs it all: too many sounds, no buffer, nowhere to move if someone comes at me fast. Years on the ice taught me to read a room in the time it takes to blink.

This neighborhood reads like a penalty box with the door welted shut.

I pull the hood lower. Tug the mask higher. The cap's already doing everything it can. Six-six doesn't hide. Doesn't matter how much black fabric I wrap myself in—my shoulders are a signature, my walk is a signature, and if one person clocks me, I've got forty minutes before TMZ pulls up with cameras and this quiet favor turns into a headline.

My ex-wife, Erin, called me four days ago. The ringtone cut through a post-game cool-down like a whistle. First time she's ever asked me for anything.

We were married three months. Nobody knew—not the press, not my team, not my agent who would've had a stroke if he'd found out. It ended the way it started—quiet, mutual, no mess. No lawyers fighting over what we both knew didn't matter. She went back to her life, I went back to mine, and we stayed on terms that don't require maintenance.

No hard feelings because there were no feelings at all. We both knew what it was. Clean.

So when she called from Europe—her voice tight in a way I'd never heard, the kind of tight that means someone's holding something back because saying it out loud makes it real—and said I need you to check on my daughter, I listened.

Lost her job five months ago. Company went under, took her salary with it. Twenty-one years old, graduated early, can't find work. Living in a place Erin wouldn't name but I could hear the worry under the silence. Too proud to take money from me, Erin said, and I caught the echo of the woman who'd married me without telling anyone because asking felt like losing. Won't even talk to me about it. I'm worried, Jordan.

Erin doesn't worry. Erin handles things. If she's calling me, it's bad.

The building's ahead. Four stories, red brick gone gray with grime, no security camera above the door, no buzzer system—just a walk-up where the paint peels in long strips like dead skin and the front door hangs crooked on hinges that don't quite hold.

I pass a woman smoking on the stoop, her cigarette cupped against the wind, face turned down. She doesn't look up. Doesn't register me at all. A kid on a bike weaves past, handlebars nearly clipping my hip—close enough I could reach out and stop him cold if I wanted. He doesn't care that I'm here. Doesn't see me.

That's good. That's what I need. I adjust the mask higher, tuck my chin, and push through the door.

Inside, the hallway smells like cooking grease and something chemical I can't name—cleaner, maybe, or something rotting underneath the floors.

The air's stale, thick, like it hasn't moved in years. The carpet's stained dark near the stairs, the fibers matted flat, edges curling where the baseboards have pulled away from the wall. Water damage, maybe. Blood, maybe. I don't want to guess.

The stairwell light buzzes overhead, fluorescent and dying, flickering every few seconds like it's trying to decide whether to quit. I take the stairs two at a time because my body doesn't know how to slow down, even when there's nowhere to go fast.

My pulse is steady. My breathing's even. I've walked into worse—hostile arenas, playoff games where twenty thousand people wanted me dead on the ice. This is just a building.

But my jaw's tight.

Third floor. The hallway's narrower than the one downstairs, walls pressing in, doors spaced too close together like they ran out of room halfway through the build.

A door to my left is held shut with duct tape stretched across the frame, gray and peeling, like someone decided a lock wasn't worth the effort.

Another door has a deadbolt installed crooked, screws stripped, the whole thing hanging at an angle like someone tried and gave up halfway.

My hands curl into fists. Someone should fix this. Someone should've fixed it years ago. This isn't a place anyone should live. This isn't a place Erin's daughter should be sleeping at night.

Jessica Hamilton. 3F.

The door's at the end. I stop in front of it. Plain wood, scratched near the handle, scuffed at the bottom like it's been kicked open more than once. The lock looks like the kind you buy at a hardware store when the original breaks—cheap, flimsy, the kind that wouldn't stop anyone who wanted in.

A hard shoulder would take it down. One hit. Maybe less.

I knock.

Silence. Then footsteps—light, uneven, like someone's walking on legs that don't want to hold them. The lock clicks. Once, then again—a deadbolt, a chain, something else. She's got three locks on a door that wouldn't stop a decent shove.

The door opens.

And everything I walked in here expecting dies in my chest.

She's small. Five-three in bare feet, strawberry blonde hair plastered to her face in damp, tangled streaks that cling to her cheeks, her neck.

Blue eyes—red-rimmed, glassy, unfocused—like she's been crying for hours and hasn't slept in days. Her shirt's soaked through the front, dark wet patches spreading from both breasts, fabric plastered to her skin in a way that makes it impossible not to see.

She's shaking. Full-body tremors. Hands wrapped tight around herself like she's trying to hold something in, hold herself together, and failing at both. She looks up at me and her face is pale and wrecked and exhausted and something in my chest caves in.

My heart kicks. Hard. Once, then again, then it doesn't stop—just keeps slamming against my ribs like I've been checked into the boards at full speed. My hands go still at my sides, fingers curling into my palms because I don't trust what they'll do if I don't.

My vision tunnels. Sound drops out. The hallway, the peeling paint, the broken lights—all of it disappears. She's the only thing. The only thing in this building. The only thing in the city. The rest of the world goes static.

Heat floods through me. Low in my gut, spreading fast, unwanted, unstoppable. I'm looking at her—really looking—and my body's already decided something my brain hasn't caught up to yet. The way the wet fabric clings. The curve of her hips in those jeans. The hollow of her throat where her pulse is visible, fast and frantic. I shouldn't be noticing. I can't be noticing. But I am. Every detail. Every line. I'm hard before I can stop it.

I don't understand it.

I don't have time to understand it.

She stares at me. Fear flickers across her face—sharp and immediate—because I'm a stranger in a mask, because I'm six-six in a hood standing at her door, because she's alone and small and has no reason to trust me. Her breath hitches. She takes a half-step back.

"Who are you?"

Her voice cracks. Raw. Like she's been screaming or crying or both. The sound of it hits me in the sternum—something broken trying to hold itself together.

I pull the mask down. The elastic catches on my ear before it slides free. I tug the cap off. My hair's damp with sweat from the walk up. My face is out. No barrier. No protection. Just me, standing in this hallway that smells like mildew and fried food, watching her brain try to process what she's seeing.

Her eyes go wide. The blue goes brighter when her pupils contract—shock doing its work. She knows me. Not as her stepfather—she doesn't know about that yet. She knows me as me.

Jordan Scott. The actual Jordan Scott. Seven Cups. Three MVPs. Two hundred million in endorsements. The guy on the cereal box and the billboard on I-90. The face that shows up on sports networks and morning talk shows and grocery store tabloids.

Her mouth opens. Closes. Opens again. Nothing comes out. Her throat works like she's trying to force words past something stuck there.

I can see the exact moment her thoughts catch up. The recognition hits in layers—that's him, that's Jordan Scott, why is Jordan Scott at my door, why is Jordan Scott in this building—and her expression shifts from fear to confusion to something I can't name yet.

"I'm Jordan," I say. My voice sounds too loud in this narrow hallway. The walls throw it back at me. "Jordan Scott. I—" There's no smooth way to say this. No script I practiced on the way over. "I was married to your mother. Briefly. A few months. She called me from Europe. Asked me to check on you."

The shock on her face shifts. Deepens. Not just a famous person is at my door shock. Something rawer. Something that looks like betrayal cutting through the exhaustion and fear. Her jaw tightens. Her hands ball into fists at her sides, then release, then ball again like she can't decide what to do with the anger.

"My mother got married?"

The disbelief in her voice is sharp enough to draw blood. Not you got married. Not when did this happen. Just the fundamental impossibility of Erin Hamilton doing something this significant without telling her daughter.

"Nobody knew," I say. The explanation feels thin even as I say it. "It was quiet."

"Clearly."

She says it flat. Sarcastic. The word lands like a slap. Even with her hands shaking and her eyes red-rimmed and wet, even with her shirt soaked through and her breath coming too fast, there's a spine underneath.
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Steel wrapped in exhaustion. I register that—the defiance, the reflex to bite back even when she's barely standing. The instinct to make the joke, deliver the line, keep her guard up even when everything else is falling apart.

Something in my chest pulls. Tightens. I don't have a name for it yet but it's there, solid and undeniable, lodged under my ribs.

She looks at me for a long second. Her gaze moves over my face like she's cataloging details, cross-referencing what she's seeing with what she knows, trying to reconcile the man at her door with the idea of her mother marrying anyone, let alone someone like me. Her breathing steadies. Not calm—controlled. There's a difference.

Then she steps back. Away from the door. Away from me.

"You should come in. The hallway's not—" She gestures vaguely. "Just come in."

I step inside.

The apartment is small. One room that does everything—kitchen, living room, bedroom. A couch that's seen better years, the fabric worn thin at the armrests. A table with one chair.

The window's covered with a thin curtain that doesn't block the streetlight outside—orange glow bleeding through, casting everything in a sickly amber. No extra furniture. No decoration. Nothing that isn't necessary.

But it's clean. The floor's swept. The dishes in the sink are stacked, not scattered. She's broke, but she hasn't let the place go.

I take up too much room. The ceiling's low enough I could reach up and touch it without stretching. My shoulders are too wide for the space between the couch and the kitchen counter. The floorboards creak under my weight.

I'm aware of every inch of myself standing here in her apartment, and every inch feels wrong. Too big. Too intrusive. Like I'm crushing the air out of the room just by existing in it.

She closes the door behind me. The lock clicks—flimsy, useless. My jaw tightens. Crosses her arms over her chest—presses hard, like she's trying to hold something down. She winces. Sharp. Her breath hitches and her face goes tight.

"What's going on?" I ask.

She blinks. "What do you mean?"

"With you. Right now."

I nod at her shirt. The wet fabric clinging to her skin. The way she's holding herself.

Her face flushes. Deep red, spreading down her neck. She looks away, stares at the floor like it might open up and swallow her.

"It's nothing."

"It's not nothing."

"It's—" Her voice catches. Cracks. She closes her eyes, breathes through her nose. Slow. Deliberate. When she opens them again, she's crying. Not sobbing. Just tears sliding down her face while she stands there trying not to fall apart in front of me, trying to keep her spine straight and her voice steady even as everything else crumbles. "I don't know what's happening."

I wait. Don't move. Don't push. Just stand there and let her get to it.

"I woke up and my chest hurt," she says. Voice so quiet I barely catch it. Each word comes out slow, halting, like she's pulling them from somewhere deep and painful. "And now I'm—" She gestures at her shirt, the motion jerky and uncertain. "I'm leaking. Milk. From my⁠—"

She can't finish. Can't make herself say the word. Her face is burning red now, the flush spreading down her throat, and her hands are shaking so hard she has to tuck them under her arms. She looks like she wants the floor to open up and swallow her whole. Like she'd take the drop just to stop having this conversation.

My brain goes to the obvious place.

The only place it can go.

She's leaking milk. She's twenty-one. Someone got her pregnant.

The thought lands and my entire system floods with something ugly. Something territorial and possessive and completely irrational that hits so hard I feel it in my teeth.

She's pregnant. Someone touched her. Some guy put his hands on her, got her pregnant, and then what—left her here? Alone in this shithole apartment with a lock that wouldn't stop a determined teenager and walls so thin I can hear the neighbor's TV through them? Left her scared and broke and crying in a wet shirt with no idea what's happening to her body?

"Who got you pregnant?"

It comes out rough. Too loud. The words scrape against my throat on the way out. My jaw's locked and my hands are fists and I didn't mean to say it like that—didn't mean to sound like I'm accusing her of something—but it's out now and I can't take it back.

She stares at me. Just—stares. Like I slapped her.

"What?"

"Who. Got you. Pregnant."

Her face goes from red to white in the space of a breath. All the blood drains out of it. Her mouth opens, closes, opens again. No sound comes out. She's looking at me like I just accused her of something unforgivable. Like I reached across the space between us and shoved her.

"I cannot possibly be pregnant."

I'm about to push—about to ask her how she knows, when she last saw a doctor, who the hell touched her and where I can find him—when she finishes.

"I'm a virgin."

The word lands.

Everything stops.

My brain blanks. Just—nothing. White noise. Static. The sentence doesn't process because it can't process. The word virgin and the image of her soaked shirt and the fact that I've known this woman for less than ten minutes don't fit together. Don't make sense in any configuration my brain can assemble.

She's untouched.

No one's had her.

She's leaking milk and in pain and crying and scared and nobody has ever⁠—

Heat floods through me. Instant and overwhelming. Straight to my chest, my gut, lower. Possessive and wrong and so far past appropriate I can't see appropriate from here. Can't even remember what appropriate looks like.

My hands unclench and clench again, fingers digging into my palms hard enough to hurt. My breathing changes—gets heavier, rougher. The air in the room feels too thick. Too warm.

I have to stop thinking. Right now. Immediately. Shut this entire line of thought down before it goes somewhere I can't come back from. Because the direction my thoughts are heading is not acceptable for a man standing in this woman's apartment. A man who's technically her stepfather. A man almost twice her age at thirty-eight. A man who met her eight minutes ago and has no right to feel anything about what she just said.

She's still looking at me. Tears on her cheeks, tracking slow lines down to her jaw. Arms crossed over her chest, pressed so tight her knuckles are white. Defiant even now. Even like this—scared and hurting and crying—she's still got her chin up. Still meeting my eyes.

The word sits between us.

Virgin.

I have no idea what to do with it.

I have no idea what to do with her.

My chest is tight and my brain is offline and she's standing three feet away from me and I can't move. Can't think. Can't do anything except stand here while something hot and territorial coils in my gut and refuses to let go.


CHAPTER 2
JESSICA



I just told Jordan Scott I'm a virgin.

The words hang in the air between us like a grenade I forgot to throw. Like I pulled the pin, held it too long, and now it's sitting on the floor between my feet and his and neither of us knows what to do except stare at it and wait for the explosion.

Except the explosion already happened. I detonated my own dignity. I said the word OUT LOUD to a man I just met, a man who showed up at my door wearing a disguise like some kind of celebrity spy thriller, a man who turns out to be my stepfather—technically—because my mother got married and didn't mention it.

If this were a movie, the audience would walk out. Too unrealistic. Nobody's life is this stupid.

My brain tries to rewind. Tries to find the moment I could've salvaged this. Maybe when he asked who got me pregnant—maybe I could've said "nobody" without the virgin clarification. Maybe I could've just kept my mouth shut and let him assume whatever he wanted to assume. But no. I had to CLARIFY. Had to make sure Jordan Scott, billionaire hockey legend and walking billboard, knew for absolute certain that no man has ever touched me.

Cool. This is fine. Everything's on fire but sure.

I force myself to look at him.

He's still standing three feet away, and without the mask and cap, I get the full impact. Black hair cropped so close to his scalp it's almost military. Stubble that's a few days past clean-shaven, thick enough to rasp if you—nope, not going there. Gray eyes that haven't left my face since I said the word. Jaw that looks like it was carved with a chisel and a grudge.

Six-six. Maybe two-twenty. Shoulders that make my apartment look like a dollhouse. He's wearing a hoodie that probably costs more than my rent, and the fabric stretches across his chest in a way that makes it very clear what's underneath. Arms that could bench-press me without a spotter. Hands—I notice his hands because they're clenched into fists at his sides—scarred knuckles, thick fingers, the kind of hands that have broken bones and held trophies and done things I can't imagine.

Hockey hands.

He looks like what he is: a man whose body is a professional instrument. A man who's spent years being faster and stronger than everyone else on the ice. A man who takes up space because space moves for him, not the other way around.

And he's standing in my apartment. Looking at me. After I just told him I'm a virgin.

My body, which has TERRIBLE timing, decides this is the moment to remind me that I'm attracted to him. Heat moves through me—low, insistent, the kind of awareness I don't have time for and can't afford. He's too much. Too big, too present, too expensive.

The contrast between him and my space is almost funny—his hoodie against my bare walls, his size against my cramped furniture, his EVERYTHING against the reality of my life right now.

I bury the heat under irritation. I'm in pain. My shirt is soaked through. My chest feels like it's going to split open. This is NOT the moment for my body to catalog the way his shoulders move when he breathes.

His expression hasn't changed. He's staring at me like I just rewrote the laws of physics and he's trying to figure out which ones broke. His jaw works. His hands unclench, then clench again. His breathing changed—I hear it, deeper and rougher than it was a minute ago.

I don't know what he's thinking. Can't read him. But I can see the impact. Whatever I just told him landed somewhere deep, and he's processing it the way you process a hit you didn't see coming.

Then the pain pulls me back.

The processing stops because my body won't wait. The fullness in my chest is worse now—the stress of the last ten minutes, the adrenaline, the humiliation, all of it making the pressure sharper. I wince. Can't hide it. My arms are pressed so hard against my chest my knuckles ache, and the pressure doesn't help.

It's like trying to hold back a flood with my hands.

The virgin admission fades behind the more immediate problem: I am in physical pain and it's getting worse.

He sees the wince. His expression shifts—something clicks into place behind his eyes and his posture changes. Less stunned, more focused.

"I can help."

I blink.

"What?"

"With the pain." His voice is rough. Still processing, but his brain's engaged again. "I can help before I take you to the hospital."

I stare at him. "How would you know what to do?"

"Teammates. Their wives got pregnant. They talked about it." He says it like he's describing a play on the ice. Matter-of-fact. No embarrassment. "Manual expression. The technique. How to ease the pressure."

Manual expression. The words sit between us and I feel my face heat again.

"You learned that from... locker room talk?"

"Locker rooms cover a lot of ground."

He's not joking. He's not uncomfortable. He's explaining a fact the same way he'd explain anything else—bodies are bodies, problems have solutions, and years in professional hockey means you've heard every possible conversation about what bodies do.

The lack of squeamish edges is almost more startling than the offer itself. He's standing in my apartment suggesting he put his hands on the most intimate part of my body, and he's talking about it like it's a medical procedure he knows how to perform.

Which—technically—it is.

But it doesn't feel technical.

It feels like a line I can't uncross.

"This is wrong." The words come out before I can stop them. "You're my stepdad."

He looks at me. Steady. Unhurried. Gray eyes holding mine without flinching.

"We're not related by blood. I'm just trying to help."

The statement lands with the weight of a fact I can't argue with. He's right. Technically, legally, genetically—he's right. Mom married him for a few months and then unmarried him, and I didn't even know it happened. We share nothing except a piece of paper I didn't sign.

But the wrongness sits in my chest anyway.

A stranger. A famous stranger. A man almost twice my age who showed up from out of nowhere, and now he's offering to touch me in a way nobody ever has.

The war starts.

Pride says no. I've been handling everything alone since I was sixteen. I put myself through college without a cent from anyone. I worked fifty-hour weeks and took night classes and graduated early because I didn't have time to waste. I don't ask for help. I don't take help. I figure it out.

Embarrassment says no. He just found out I'm a virgin. If he touches me now, that fact is going to sit between his hands and my skin like a third presence neither of us can ignore.

The fact that I've been alone for five months and it's gotten me here says no—broke, sick, crying in a wet shirt, leaking milk I can't afford to stop. If this is what independence looks like, maybe I'm doing it wrong.

And something deeper says no. Something that sounds like my mother's voice, the woman who raised me to stand on my own two feet and never depend on anyone for anything. Accepting help feels like betraying that. Like admitting I can't handle my own life.

But the pain says yes.

The pain says YES louder than anything else.

The pressure in my chest is building. The wet patches on my shirt are spreading. I can't stand up straight. I'm pressing my arms against my breasts and it's not helping—it's making it worse, the friction and the heat and the weight all combining into something sharp and unbearable.

And something else says yes too.

Something quieter. Deeper.

He's here.

He showed up because my mother asked, and he's standing in my apartment offering to help a woman he just met because she's in pain. Not because he has to. Not out of obligation. He doesn't owe me anything. He doesn't owe Erin anything—they were married for a few months, and it's been over for years.

He's choosing to help.

Nobody has ever chosen to take care of me.

Nobody has ever even offered.

The realization cracks something open that I didn't know was closed. I've been carrying my own weight for so long I forgot what it felt like to set it down. And the terrifying part—the part that makes my chest tighten in a way that has nothing to do with the milk—isn't that he's taking over.

It's that I WANT him to.

I close my eyes.

Nod.

Can't make myself say it out loud, so I give him the permission with the movement instead. A single dip of my chin that means yes and help and I'm out of options and please.

The barrier falls.

He steps closer.

His hands are warm.

That's the first thing I register. The heat of them through the soaked fabric of my tank top. He touches my shoulders first—steadying, grounding—and I flinch. Not because it hurts. Because nobody's ever touched me like this.

"I need to move your shirt."

His voice is low. Rough around the edges. I nod again because my throat won't work.

He slides the straps of my tank top down. Slowly. Carefully. Like he's defusing something. The fabric peels away from my swollen breasts and the air hits my skin and I gasp.

The exposure is immediate—physical and emotional all at once. I'm bare from the waist up in front of a man I just met, and the absurdity of it crashes into me so hard I almost laugh.

Except I can't laugh. Because his hands are on me now.

He cups my left breast, his massive palm cradling the heavy, aching weight of it like he’s testing something fragile and volatile. Those callused, scarred fingers drag across my fever-hot skin, and the rough friction sends a raw, electric jolt straight down between my legs.

My stomach clenches hard, a deep, shameful twist of heat that has nothing to do with relief and everything to do with how exposed I am.

He’s so fucking gentle. Gentler than a man built like a damn wall should ever be. But when he squeezes, applying just enough pressure to coax the milk out, a sharp bolt of pain-laced pleasure rips through me and I yelp, the sound raw and broken in my throat.

“Too much?” His voice is gravel, low and steady, but I hear the restraint vibrating under it.

“Yes.” It comes out strangled, half moan, half sob. My nipples are throbbing, leaking in steady streams now, and every brush of his skin makes them tighten harder, sends fresh spurts sliding over his knuckles.

He adjusts immediately—lighter pressure, a different angle—and the clinical focus in his face almost undresses me further. Compress, release. Compress, release.

Warm milk leaks between his thick fingers, drips in fat, obscene droplets onto my cheap laminate floor with soft, wet sounds that mortify me.

The humiliation is so thick I can taste it on the back of my tongue, metallic and sweet, like shame and cream and the unbearable knowledge that Jordan Scott—my mother’s secret ex-husband—is milking me like a fucking animal in my own living room.

God, it’s not enough. The pressure in my breasts is still monstrous, a deep, throbbing burn that makes my knees tremble. His hands are too strong, too big, too much, and yet not nearly enough at the same time.

Every squeeze forces another whimper out of me. My blue eyes sting with unshed tears I refuse to let fall. I’m panting now, small desperate sounds I can’t swallow back, while my mind screams at me that this is insane, that I’m letting my stepfather handle me like this.

He switches to the right breast, repeating the methodical rhythm, but the relief stays maddeningly out of reach. My swollen, strawberry-tipped tits feel like they’re going to burst, skin stretched tight and shiny, veins standing out under the surface.

Milk beads at my nipples, rolls down the undersides in sticky rivulets, and the wet heat of it cooling on my bare stomach only makes the ache worse.

I can’t stop the thoughts crashing through my head: This is wrong. This is so fucking wrong. But Christ, his hands feel like the only thing anchoring me to the earth right now. I want to beg him to stop. I want to beg him to never stop.

The contradiction is devouring me alive, and all I can do is stand there, shaking, while my body betrays me with every fresh leak and every helpless, bitten-off moan.

He pulls back. Looks at me.

"It's not working."

"I know."

His jaw works. I watch him think—watch the decision form behind his eyes before he says it out loud.

"I need to use my mouth."

The air leaves the room.

I stare at him. He stares back. Neither of us moves.

"That's..." I don't finish the sentence. Don't know how to finish it.

"More effective. The suction's gentler."

Gentler. He says it like it's a medical term. Like putting his mouth on my breast is a logical next step in a procedure we both agreed to.
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And maybe it is.

But it doesn't feel logical.

It feels like crossing a line so far past the first one I can't even see where we started.

I should say no. Should tell him to take me to the hospital right now, that I'll deal with the pain until a doctor can see me, that this is too much and too far and we both know it.

But the pain is louder than the should.

"Okay."

He moves before I can take it back.

Jordan drops to one knee in front of me, then sinks back onto my sagging couch, thighs spread wide. The move puts his face level with my chest. He grips my hips with those massive hands and tugs me forward until I’m standing between his spread knees, my soaked tank top bunched uselessly below my ribs.

My palms land on his shoulders before I can stop them. The muscle under my fingers is rock-hard, burning hot through his hoodie. I can’t look away from his face.

He doesn’t ask again. He just leans in, parts his lips, and seals them around my left nipple.

The first hard pull of his mouth rips a broken sound out of me. Suction. Wet heat. The scrape of stubble against sensitive skin. Everything at once.

The pressure that’s tortured me for hours suddenly releases in a hot rush straight onto his tongue. He swallows. I feel the bob of his throat against my breast and my knees almost buckle.

“Oh fuck⁠—”

Milk jets into his mouth in thick, sweet streams. He works me with slow, deliberate suction, gentler than his hands but a thousand times more devastating.

Every pull sends relief flooding through my chest like cool water on a burn. The ache drains away, replaced by something else I don’t have a name for. A deep, liquid heat that pools low in my belly and pulses between my legs.

I don’t recognize it. Never felt anything like it. My hips twitch forward without permission, chasing friction I don’t understand. Jordan’s fingers tighten on my hip bones, holding me steady, keeping me right where he wants me.

He switches sides. His mouth closes over my right nipple and the new angle drags a helpless moan from my throat.

The building feeling spikes sharper. My thighs shake. I try to hold still—I really do—but my body won’t listen. My hips roll against nothing, seeking something I can’t name.

The wet sounds of his mouth fill my tiny apartment. Obscene. Intimate. My hair falls across his forehead as I lean over him, panting.

He sucks harder. One big hand slides up my back, steadying me. The pleasure crests so fast I don’t see it coming.

White.

Everything goes white.

My whole body locks up. A sharp, brutal wave slams through me from my soaked tits straight down to my untouched cunt. I come with a strangled cry, thighs clamping around nothing, hips jerking against his steady grip.

My pussy spasms hard, clenching on empty air while fresh milk spurts across his tongue. I’ve never come before. Didn’t know this was what it felt like. Didn’t know my body could do this.

Jordan keeps sucking through every pulse, drinking me down until the final tremor dies.

When he finally pulls off, the wet pop of his mouth leaving my nipple echoes between us. Milk and spit glisten on his lips.

His gray eyes are black, pupils blown wide. The controlled mask he walked in with is shattered—jaw clenched so tight the muscle jumps, nostrils flared, breathing ragged like he just finished a shift on the ice.

Hunger. Raw, naked possession carves every line of his face. He looks like he wants to devour me whole. Like the only thing stopping him from shoving me onto the floor and taking everything is the last frayed thread of his discipline.

I’m shaking so hard my teeth almost chatter. My legs feel like they belong to someone else. Breath saws in and out of my lungs. The relief in my breasts mixes with the aftershocks still rippling through my pussy, and I can’t tell where one ends and the other begins.

My clit throbs in time with my heartbeat. Slick warmth coats my panties. I don’t know if any of this is normal. If virgins are supposed to come from a mouth on their tits. If what just happened makes me broken or filthy or his.

We stare at each other.

Neither of us speaks.

The silence is louder than the orgasm still echoing in my bones. The thing we just did hangs between us, heavy and undeniable, like a bomb with the pin already pulled.

I should do something. Say something. Move.

I don't.

I've never seen anyone look at me like that.

I don't know what to do with it.

He stands. The movement is controlled—too controlled, like he's forcing himself to move slowly when everything in his body wants to move fast. He doesn't touch me again. Just reaches for my tank top and pulls it back up over my shoulders, covering me with the same careful deliberation he used to uncover me.

"Better?"

I nod. Can't make words yet.

The pain is gone. The pressure eased. My breasts still feel tender but the sharp unbearable fullness is gone, replaced by the kind of ache that's manageable. Bearable.

But something else is humming under my skin now. Something warm and liquid and entirely new.

He steps back. Puts space between us. The air rushes into the gap and I can breathe again.

Then his expression shifts. Resets. Like he's putting something away that he'll deal with later. When he speaks, his voice is rough but certain.

"Pack your things. You're not staying here anymore."

I blink.

"What do you mean?"

"We'll go to the doctor first. Then you can stay at my place."

The words land but don't process. My brain is still offline from whatever just happened between us, and now he's talking about packing and doctors and his place like those are logical next steps.

"I can't do that."

"Why."

It's not a question. It's a command disguised as one syllable.

"Because—" I gesture around the apartment. At the space that's mine even if it's terrible. "I live here."

"Not anymore."

"You can't just⁠—"

"Jessica." He says my name like he's already decided and I'm wasting time arguing. "This apartment isn't safe. The lock's a joke. The neighborhood's worse. You can't afford the doctor or the medication or the pump you're going to need. You've been alone for five months and it got you here." He gestures at me—at my wet shirt, my red eyes, the evidence of how badly I've been handling things. "You're not staying."

I run through the arguments. Try to find one that holds weight.

He's a stranger. But he just put his mouth on me and eased pain I couldn't ease myself, so maybe we're past stranger territory.

I can't accept this much help. But I also can't afford medication or a doctor or rent, and pride doesn't pay bills.

Mom raised me to be independent. But Mom also called HIM. Which means even my fiercely independent mother thought I needed help.

The arguments crumble. One by one. Until I'm standing in the middle of my apartment with nothing left except the truth I've been avoiding:

It feels good.

It feels good to have someone walk into my life and just decide things. To not be the one figuring it out. To let go of the wheel for five minutes and let someone else steer.

This is new. This is terrifying.

And the terrifying part isn't that he's taking over. It's that I WANT him to.

"Fine."

The word comes out flat. Defeated. He doesn't react like he won—just nods, once, and starts looking around the apartment like he's cataloging what needs to happen next.

I grab a duffel bag from under my bed. Start packing. Not everything—just the essentials. Clothes, toiletries, laptop, charger. The things I'd need for a few days. He watches, or maybe he doesn't. I can feel his presence behind me but I don't turn around. Can't look at him right now because if I do, I'll remember what his mouth felt like and my brain will crash again.

"I'll send someone in the morning."

I glance back. "For what?"

"The rest of your stuff. And to deal with your landlord."

I can't help it. I smirk. My landlord is a nightmare—a bully who's been ignoring my maintenance requests for months and definitely won't return my security deposit. The idea of Jordan Scott's "someone" trying to negotiate with him is almost funny.

"Good luck with that."

He looks at me. The smirk finds his mouth too—small, confident, the expression of a man who's faced down worse opponents and won.

"You haven't met me, baby girl."

The endearment lands somewhere between my stomach and my chest. Warm. Unexpected. Nobody has ever called me that. Nobody has ever said it like that—casual and possessive and tender all at once, like I already belong to him and the belonging is a gift, not a cage.

I don't know what to do with the feeling.

So I tuck it away and zip the duffel.

"Ready?"

I nod.

He takes the bag before I can. I reach for it—instinct, pride, the same reflex that's been running my life for years—but he's already moving toward the door. He doesn't ask permission. Just carries my bag like it's his job now.

I follow him.

Out of the apartment. Down the hallway where the carpet is stained and the lights flicker. Down the stairs where the railing wobbles under my hand. Through the lobby that smells like mildew and old takeout.

His hand finds my back. Low, between my shoulder blades. Steering. Protective. The touch is warm through my shirt and I lean into it before I can stop myself.

My body makes the decision before my brain catches up—moves toward the steadiness, the heat, the presence of someone who's decided I'm his responsibility and isn't asking permission.

We step outside.

The night air is cool against my face. The streetlights cast orange pools on the pavement. And parked at the curb is a car that doesn't belong in this neighborhood—sleek, black, expensive. The kind of car that has a name I probably wouldn't recognize.

He opens the passenger door.

I get in.

The interior smells clean. Leather seats, soft under me. Nothing in this car has ever been broken. The contrast between his world and the one I just left is so stark it makes my chest tighten.

He slides into the driver's seat. Starts the engine. The sound is a low purr—smooth, controlled, nothing like the rattle of the buses I've been taking for the past five months.

We pull away from the curb.

I watch my apartment building recede in the side mirror. The cracked windows, the graffiti on the brick, the streetlight that's been out since I moved in. It gets smaller. Farther. Until it's just another building in a neighborhood I won't miss.

And I think: this is what it feels like to be taken care of.

Not because someone has to. Because someone chose to.

I sit in the passenger seat and let Jordan drive, and for the first time in as long as I can remember, I'm not the one holding the map.


CHAPTER 3
JORDAN



The receptionist at the private clinic doesn't blink when we walk in. She nods at me, types something, and within three minutes we're in an exam room waiting for Dr. Sarah Chen. No forms to fill out. No insurance cards. No waiting room.

Money doesn't buy happiness but it buys speed, and right now speed is what Jessica needs.

She sits on the edge of the exam table, hands gripping the vinyl cushion. Her shirt is dry now—I gave her my hoodie in the car and she put it on without arguing. The sleeves hang past her fingertips.

Dr. Chen walks in. Early forties, professional, the kind of calm that comes from delivering bad news and good news in equal measure. She shakes Jessica's hand first, then mine, and gestures for Jessica to stay seated.

"Tell me what's happening."

Jessica's jaw works. The words don't come easy.

"I woke up and my chest hurt. And I was... leaking. Milk. I think. I don't know what else it would be."

Dr. Chen nods. No reaction. Just listening.

"When did this start?"

"Tonight. A few hours ago."

"Any pregnancy possibility?"

"No."

"Sexual activity in the last few months?"

Jessica's face goes red. "No."

"History of hormonal issues? Thyroid problems? Pituitary concerns?"

"I don't know. I've never had insurance good enough to check."

Dr. Chen's expression doesn't shift but something flickers in her eyes. She glances at me, then back to Jessica.

"I'm going to examine you. Is that all right?"

Jessica nods.

The exam takes ten minutes. Dr. Chen presses gently along Jessica's ribs, asks questions about pain levels, checks her lymph nodes. Jessica answers in short sentences, her voice tight. She hates this. Being touched, being looked at, being the center of clinical attention she can't afford.

I stand against the wall and watch.

When Dr. Chen finishes, she sits on the rolling stool and folds her hands.

"The condition is called galactorrhea. It's spontaneous lactation unrelated to pregnancy. Stress is the most common trigger, and based on what you've described, that fits."

Jessica exhales. Relief floods her face—brief, unguarded.

"So I'm not... There's nothing wrong with me?"

"You're not pregnant. And there's nothing wrong with you beyond the immediate symptoms, which we can manage."

I step forward. "What causes it?"

Dr. Chen looks at me. "Elevated prolactin levels, usually stress-induced. Sometimes hormonal imbalances or medication side effects. In Jessica's case, it sounds like prolonged stress combined with inadequate nutrition and sleep."

"Treatment?"

"Medication to regulate prolactin. I'll write a prescription. She should see improvement within a few days."

"And until then?"

"The discomfort will continue until her body adjusts. I recommend a breast pump for management between doses. Manual expression works but it's less efficient."

Jessica's hands tighten on the edge of the table.

I keep my eyes on Dr. Chen. "How often will the symptoms recur?"

"It varies. With medication, most patients see significant reduction. But if the stress continues, symptoms can persist."

"Risks?"

"Minimal, as long as she takes the medication consistently. Infection is possible if milk isn't expressed regularly, but that's preventable."

"What about long-term?"

"Once the stressor is removed and her hormones stabilize, the condition typically resolves. Some patients require ongoing medication. We'll monitor."

I nod. File the information. Next steps, risks, timeline. The same way I'd process a game plan or a recovery protocol.

Dr. Chen writes the prescription, hands it to Jessica, and stands.

"You'll be fine. Take the medication as directed, manage the symptoms, and follow up in two weeks."

Jessica takes the paper. Her voice is too controlled. "Thank you."

Dr. Chen leaves. The door clicks shut.

Jessica doesn't move. She stares at the prescription like it's a bill she can't pay.

"Let's go."

She slides off the table. Follows me out.
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The parking lot is empty except for my car. The night air is cold—sharp against my face, the kind of wind that comes off the lake and cuts through fabric. Jessica stops halfway to the car and turns to me. The sodium lights overhead cast her face in amber, highlight the exhaustion in her posture.

"I don't have money for the pump."

She says it flat. Practical. No apology in it. No shame. Just the fact stated aloud because facts don't change whether you say them or not.

I look at her. The prescription is folded in her hand, already crumpled at the edges. Her shoulders are tight under my hoodie.

"We're not buying."

She blinks. "Yeah... I'll buy one when I land a job."

"No."

Her forehead creases. Confusion first, then wariness. "What do you mean, no?"

"Because you don't need a pump. You just need me."

She stares at me, processing. Understanding washes over her face—not all at once, but in stages. The offer. The logistics. The fact that I'm not talking about a one-time emergency. The realization that I'm offering this as a permanent solution until the medication kicks in and her body stabilizes.

I'm offering myself. Every time the pain starts. Every time the fullness builds. My hands. My mouth. Regularly. As often as she needs.

Her mouth opens. Closes. The breath that escapes is visible in the cold air, a small white cloud between us.

"You can't milk me every few hours."

The challenge is there in her voice—half disbelief, half dare. Like she's testing whether I understand what I'm actually offering. The inconvenience. The time. The intimacy of it, repeated, routine, no longer something that just happened once in the dark of her apartment.

I don't blink. "Throughout my career, I've been told I couldn't do a lot of things. Try me, baby girl."

Her breath catches. Audible this time, a small hitch that she tries to cover by looking away. She searches my face for the joke, the line, the smooth offer she can deflect. She won't find it. I mean it. This is logistics. She needs something, I can provide it. The rest is scheduling.

And underneath the logistics—her body under my hands, the taste of her, the sound she made when she came—I shove it back into the box where it's been living since we left her apartment. Not now.

She swallows. Nods once.

We get in the car.

[image: ]


The elevator opens directly into my space. No hallway, no neighbors, no shared lobby. The doors slide apart and the penthouse spreads out in front of us—floor-to-ceiling windows on three sides, the city glowing below, Lake Michigan a dark void beyond the glass.

Jessica steps out and stops.

She takes it in. The windows first, then the skyline, then the space itself. Her eyes track left—the living room, the massive sectional, the TV mounted on the wall. Right—the kitchen, open and clean, the marble counters catching the city lights. She turns slowly, a full rotation, and when she faces me again her expression is complicated. Not awe. Something sharper.

"This is the whole floor."

"Yeah."

She doesn't say anything else. Just nods once, like she's filing the information.

I drop my keys on the counter. "I'll show you around."

The tour is quick. Kitchen—stocked, functional, more protein containers than actual food. Living room—the couch, the gaming console I actually use, the terrace beyond the glass doors. She walks to the doors and looks out. The city spreads below, lights everywhere, the fire pit dark on the terrace.

"You can go out there anytime."

She glances back. "Okay."

The gym is next. She peers in, sees the weights and the rowing machine and the heavy bag hanging in the corner. She doesn't ask questions.

The pool stops her. She stands in the doorway, staring at the blue-lit water, the glass walls, the humid warmth rolling out into the hallway.

"You have an indoor pool."

"For recovery."

"Right."

Her voice is neutral but her face isn't. She's adding it up—the penthouse, the pool, the terrace, the private doctor who saw us within minutes. The gap between this world and the apartment she left is so wide she can't see across it.

I lead her down the hallway. "Your room."

She steps inside. The bed is king-sized, the sheets are new, the window faces the lake. Her duffel bag sits on the floor beside the closet, small and worn against the clean lines of the room.

She walks to the window. Touches the glass. Doesn't say anything.

"Bathroom's through there. Towels in the cabinet. You need anything, tell me."

She turns. "Thank you."

The words are quiet. Sincere. They land heavier than they should.

"Get some sleep."

She nods. I leave. Close the door behind me.

Hours later, I'm still awake.

The adrenaline from the last six hours won't settle. My body's wired, my brain won't stop running the same loop—her apartment, the pain on her face, the doctor, the drive, the way she looked when she stepped into the penthouse. The locked box in my head rattles every time I think about the taste of her, the sound she made, the way her body arched under my mouth.

I need a shower.

I head to my bathroom, turn the handle. Nothing. Right—the shower's been broken for a week. I keep meaning to call someone, haven't gotten around to it because it's never mattered. I have the hallway bathroom.

I listen. Her room is quiet.

The lights under her door are off. She's asleep.

I grab a towel and head to the hallway bathroom—the one between our rooms.

The water's hot. I step under the spray, let it run over my shoulders, my neck, the tension in my back. Steam fills the room. I close my eyes. The last six hours play on a loop behind my eyelids—her soaked shirt, her shaking hands, the way she said I'm a virgin like it was a fact she was bracing for me to use against her.

The way her body responded when I put my mouth on her.

I shove the thought down. Not now.

The door opens.

She's standing there.

T-shirt, shorts, bare legs. Her strawberry blonde hair is loose around her face—no ponytail, no control—and her eyes are wide, pupils blown in the dim bathroom light. She wasn't asleep.
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The lock on this door has always been loose and I didn't think to check it because I thought she was in bed, lights off, safe on the other side of the wall.

Wrong.

We stare at each other.

The glass door is fogged but not enough. Not nearly enough. She can see me. The shape of me through the steam, the water running over my chest, my shoulders, my arms, every inch of my body on display.

The condensation beads on the glass between us. The air is thick with heat and humidity and something else—something that makes my pulse kick hard in my throat.

She doesn't cover her eyes. Doesn't bolt. Doesn't stammer an apology and slam the door.

She just stares.

Her lips part. Her breath comes fast. Her gaze drops—down my chest, lower, then snaps back up to my face like she just caught herself doing something she can't take back.

The locked box in my head explodes.

Every ounce of control I've held onto since I tasted her on the couch—since I felt her come apart under my mouth and forced myself to stop, to pull back, to let her sleep—it shatters. The restraint, the discipline, the careful distance I've been white-knuckling for hours—gone.

I reach back. Turn off the water.

The sudden silence is deafening—just the drip of water hitting tile, the hum of the ventilation fan, the sound of her breathing too fast in the doorway.

I shove the glass door open. Step out onto the bath mat. Water streams off my skin, pooling at my feet.

She's still in the doorway. Frozen. Rooted to the spot like her legs forgot how to work. Her chest rises and falls too fast—sharp, shallow breaths that make the neckline of her t-shirt shift with every inhale. Her hands are curled into fists at her sides.

I cross the space between us in two steps.

My hand finds her jaw. Cups it. Tilts her face up. Water drips off me onto the floor, onto the front of her shirt—small dark spots blooming across the fabric. She's so damn small. Five-three in bare feet, her head tipping all the way back to meet my eyes, her throat exposed, her pulse hammering visibly beneath the pale skin of her neck.

I feel it under my thumb. Rapid. Wild.

"Tell me to stop."

She doesn't.

I kiss her.

Her mouth opens under mine—immediate, unthinking. She tastes like mint toothpaste and something underneath it, something sweeter, warmer—her—and the combination hits my system like a shot of adrenaline straight to the bloodstream.

Every careful thought I've had evaporates.

My other hand finds her waist. Small. Narrow. I can feel the heat of her skin through the thin cotton of her shirt. I pull her closer—not gently, not carefully—and she gasps into my mouth. The sound goes straight through me. I swallow it. Chase it with my tongue.

Her hands come up. Tentative at first, then desperate. Her palms hit my shoulders—wet skin, slick with water—and her fingers dig in hard enough to leave marks. She doesn't pull away. She pulls closer.

Rising on her toes, her whole body pressing into mine, closing the last inch of space between us like she's been holding her breath since I walked into her apartment and took off the mask.

Maybe she has.

I walk her backward. She stumbles—just once—and then her spine hits the wall beside the doorframe with a soft thud. I bracket her with my arms, forearms flat against the drywall on either side of her head, and I cage her in. Trap her there. She's not going anywhere. I kiss her deeper—harder—my tongue sliding against hers, tasting her, learning her. Her mouth is soft and hot and she makes another sound, quieter this time, almost a whimper, and the heat flooding through me is so intense I lose my breath.

"Jordan—"

My name. Breathy. Desperate. Cracked at the edges.

I drop to my knees on the wet tile, the cool hardness biting into my skin as water from the shower still slicks everything around us.

The humid air is thick with the sharp tang of her arousal mixing with steam and the faint chlorine scent clinging to our bodies from the pool earlier. My cock throbs painfully against my stomach, heavy and leaking, but I ignore it.

Right now, all I can focus on is the sight of her spread open for me.

She stares down at me, those wide blue eyes glassy with shock and hunger, strawberry-blonde strands plastered to her flushed cheeks. Her lips are parted, swollen from our kisses, chest heaving so hard her full tits strain against the soaked shirt, nipples hard and begging.

The scent of her hits me like a fucking freight train—musky, sweet, so fucking feminine it makes my mouth water and my balls draw up tight. I can already taste her on the back of my tongue before I’ve even touched her, and the primal need to devour her nearly blacks out my vision.

I hook my fingers into the waistband of her shorts, the fabric damp and clinging to her hips. One sharp tug and she lifts for me without hesitation, that perfect little ass rising just enough to let me peel them down her trembling thighs.

They puddle at her ankles with a wet slap. No underwear. Of course there isn’t. Jesus fucking Christ.

“Jesus Christ, baby girl.”

Her thighs are pale as cream, soft enough to bruise under my grip, already quivering like she’s fighting not to fall apart. I spread one wide with rough hands, my fingers digging into plush flesh, and lean in until my breath ghosts over her dripping pussy.

The first long, slow lick up her slit breaks something deep inside me. She’s soaked—slick, glistening arousal coating my tongue in a hot rush that’s sweet like honey and sharp like salt. I groan loud against her folds, the vibration making her jolt, and my cock jerks hard between my legs, aching to be buried inside all that tight, pulsing heat.

Her head slams back against the wall with a dull thud, mouth falling open on a broken sound that’s half-gasp, half-sob, raw and needy. The noise shoots straight to my dick. I lick deeper, tongue pushing inside her fluttering entrance, fucking her with it while my nose grinds against her swollen clit. Her hips buck wildly.

I pin her with one broad palm splayed over her soft stomach, feeling the muscles flutter and clench under my touch, holding her trapped against the cool drywall so she has no choice but to take every filthy stroke.

She whimpers, high and desperate, the sound echoing off the tiles and wrapping around my cock like a fist.

“Stay still.”

“I can’t—fuck, Jordan, I can’t⁠—”

“You can. You will.” The words come out gravel-rough, my control fraying at the edges. She tastes too good, feels too good, this tight little pussy clenching around my tongue like it’s starving for me. I seal my mouth over her clit and suck—hard—tongue flicking mercilessly while I drink down every fresh gush of her cream.

Her hands fly into my short hair, nails scraping my scalp, yanking hard enough to sting. The pain only makes me hungrier. I growl into her cunt, the vibration pulling another ragged cry from her throat.

She’s close already, wound so damn tight I can feel her vibrating against my face, thighs shaking violently around my ears. Her inner walls flutter and squeeze like they’re trying to pull me deeper.

“Jordan, I—please—oh god, please⁠—”

“Ask me.” I pull back just enough to speak, lips shiny with her, voice wrecked. My fingers replace my tongue, sliding two thick ones into her sopping heat in one smooth thrust. She’s burning hot inside, silky walls clamping down so hard it makes my jaw clench.

“Please let me come. Please, I need it—fuck⁠—”

“Good girl.”

I curl my fingers hard against that spongy spot inside her and suck her clit between my lips again, tongue lashing relentlessly. Her whole body locks up, back arching off the wall as she shatters with a raw, ragged scream that bounces around the bathroom.

Her pussy gushes around my fingers—hot, slick pulses that coat my hand and drip down my wrist while I keep working her through every brutal wave.

Tongue, fingers, suction—I don’t stop, milking every last tremor until her legs give out completely and I have to wrap one arm around her waist to hold her upright, her soft, spent body trembling violently against me.

Inside my head it’s pure chaos: Mine. This is mine now. That sound, that taste, the way she fucking drips for me—never letting her go. Never.

When I pull back, her legs are boneless. She's staring at me like I rewrote her understanding of physics.

I stand, pulling her up with me, and crush my mouth to hers in a filthy, open-mouthed kiss. She moans, low and broken, as she tastes her own slick arousal coating my tongue—sweet, musky, still dripping from my chin.

The sound vibrates straight through my chest, straight to my aching cock, and I swallow every desperate little noise like I’m starving for them.

Her small hand glides down my chest, nails scraping lightly over my abs until her fingers wrap around my throbbing length. The first touch of her soft palm against my heated, veined skin makes me hiss sharply between my teeth, hips jerking forward on instinct.

Fuck, her hand. So delicate, so unsure, yet it’s hers—my baby girl’s—and that alone has my balls drawing up tight, vision whitening at the edges.

She strokes me once, twice—tentative, unpracticed, her grip slick from my own pre-cum that’s been leaking steadily for her. It’s clumsy and perfect and so hot I have to lock my jaw to keep from thrusting into her fist like an animal.

“Let me,” she whispers against my lips, voice husky and wrecked from screaming my name.

Then she drops to her knees on the cool tile, water from the shower still misting over us, her hair darkened and plastered to her flushed cheeks. I’m so fucked. Completely, irreversibly ruined.

Her mouth looks impossibly small as she parts those swollen lips and stretches them around the thick head of my cock. The wet heat envelops me, tight and velvety, and the visual alone—her blue eyes watering, her jaw widening—nearly blows my load right there.

She doesn’t know what the hell she’s doing; every swirl of her tongue is exploratory, every suck a hesitant experiment, but Christ, that innocence makes my dick twitch harder against her tongue. She’s learning me, tasting the salt and musk of my pre-cum, and the thought alone sends a possessive growl rumbling up from my chest.

“That’s it, baby girl. Just like that—fuck, use that pretty little tongue on me. My sweet stepdaughter.”

She takes me deeper, the ridged roof of her mouth dragging along my shaft until she gags, throat convulsing around the first few inches.

Hot saliva spills from the corners of her stretched lips, dripping down her chin to mix with the remnants of her own cream still glistening there.

She pulls back, gasping, strings of spit connecting her tongue to my pulsing cock, then dives in again with determined fire in her gaze.

“You’re perfect. So fucking perfect for me—taking your stepdad's cock like you were made for it. That’s my good girl, choking on every thick inch.”

Her eyes flick up to mine, hazy with lust, lashes spiked from the shower spray and her own tears of effort. Those blue depths burn with raw need and something deeper, something that says she wants to own this moment as badly as I do.

She hollows her cheeks and sucks hard, tongue flattening along the underside while her hand pumps what she can’t swallow. The wet, obscene sounds—gluck, gluck—echo off the tiled walls, mixing with the steady hiss of the shower and my ragged breathing.

“Baby girl, if you keep doing that—shit, I’m gonna fill that sweet throat⁠—”

She does it again, eyes locked on mine, daring me, begging me with every flutter of her lashes. My hand fists tight in her wet hair, scarred knuckles whitening as I hold her there.

The orgasm barrels through me—raw, uncontrollable. I come with a deep, guttural growl that tears from my lungs, hips snapping forward as thick, hot ropes of come flood her mouth.

She doesn’t pull away. Her throat works convulsively around me, swallowing every pulsing spurt, the tight squeeze milking me dry while a few pearly drops escape the corners of her lips and slide down her chin.

The sight of her on her knees—lips swollen and glossy, throat bobbing, those blue eyes still fixed on me like I’m her whole fucking world—sears itself into my brain.

I’ll replay this on every road trip, every lonely night, every second I’m not buried inside her. Mine. All fucking mine. That mouth, that throat, the way she gulps me down like she craves my taste—never letting her go. Never.

I pull her up on shaky legs, wrap one arm around her waist to steady her trembling body, and kiss her hard, tasting myself on her tongue now—salty, bitter, mixed with the lingering sweetness of her pussy.

She’s shaking violently against me, small hands gripping my biceps like I’m the only thing keeping her from collapsing, her nipples hard little points dragging against my chest with every ragged breath.

When I finally pull back, her eyes are soft, dazed, pupils blown wide with satisfaction and something vulnerable that punches me straight in the sternum.

I brush my thumb over her bottom lip, smearing the mess there, and push it gently back into her mouth so she can suck it clean.

Oh, I am so fucked.


CHAPTER 4
JESSICA



I wake up in a bed I didn't earn.

The sheets are soft—like, actually soft, not the thin scratchy kind from Target that pill after three washes. The mattress doesn't creak when I shift. The pillow smells clean.

Morning light filters through sheer curtains I didn't hang, warming the hardwood floor I didn't pay for, in a penthouse I have no right to be sleeping in.

And I don't feel guilty.

That's the thing sitting in my chest right now, heavier than gratitude or shame or any of the emotions I'm supposed to be feeling.

I'm lying here in Jordan Scott's guest bedroom—my bedroom, he called it last night, like the declaration made it mine—and instead of spiraling about what this means or how I got here or what happens when the charity runs out, I'm thinking about his hands.

The way they fit around my ribcage in the shower. The way his thumbs pressed into my hips like he was marking territory. The way he said "baby girl" with his mouth against my skin, the endearment rough and possessive and tender all at once, like he'd been calling me that for years instead of hours.

My body remembers. The sensitized ache in my breasts where his mouth was. The warmth between my legs that has nothing to do with pain and everything to do with want.

I'm not sore—I didn't have sex, despite what every nerve ending in my body was screaming for by the end. He touched me. He made me come. He tasted me and praised me and called me his good girl while I shattered in his hands.

But we stopped.

And now I'm lying here, fully awake, staring at the ceiling, testing the shape of a decision that formed somewhere in my sleep and woke up with me.

I want him.

Not his money. Not the penthouse or the safety or the way he showed up at my apartment like some billionaire hockey legend fairy godmother with better bone structure.

I want him. Jordan. The man who looked at my wet shirt and asked who got me pregnant with zero judgment in his voice, just that flat, protective fury that made my stomach flip. The man who behaved like caring for me was a choice he made instead of an obligation he inherited when he married my mother for five minutes and never told anyone.

My mother.

I sit up, the sheets pooling around my waist. Erin Hamilton—well, Erin Scott for a hot second, apparently—who got married to a man seventeen years my senior and didn't mention it. Who's currently in Europe doing whatever Erin does when she's not forgetting she has a daughter. Who would lose her mind if she knew what I did in that shower last night.

What I'm about to do today.

The thought doesn't slow me down. It should. I should be spiraling right now, running through every possible disaster scenario, every headline, every judgy look from every person who would call this wrong. Inappropriate. Predatory, even, though that word sits so awkwardly against the reality of what happened I almost laugh.

Jordan didn't manipulate me. He showed up. He offered help. When I said no, he respected it. When I said yes, he delivered. And when his mouth was on my body and I was coming so hard I forgot my own name, the only thing he took from me was the orgasm I was already giving him.

I test the forbidden like pressing on a bruise.

Stepfather. Technically. Legally, maybe, depending on whether the marriage was annulled or dissolved or whatever rich people do when they decide a spouse was a bad investment. He was married to my mother. That makes him my stepfather. Society has a whole list of words for what we did last night, and none of them are sweet.

Then there's the age gap. Seventeen years. He's thirty-eight. I'm twenty-one. When I was in kindergarten, he was already in the NHL. The math is bad. The optics are worse.

And of course, the speed. I've known him for approximately twenty-four hours. Less than a day. Yesterday morning I woke up in an apartment with a broken lock and zero dollars in my bank account. Last night I fell asleep in a penthouse with a man who milked me in his guest bedroom and called me baby girl while I came on his tongue.

The world would call this a disaster.

I test that, too. Try it on. Disaster. Scandal. Mistake.

None of them fit.

What fits is the way he looked at me when I opened the door yesterday—raw and wrecked and present, like he wasn't thinking about optics or scandal or what anyone would say. He was thinking about me. The way I was shaking. The way my shirt was soaked through. The way I needed help and was too proud to ask for it.

What fits is the way he said "I want to" and meant it.

I've needed people before. I've needed landlords who held my security deposit over my head like a weapon. Bosses who controlled my paycheck. My mother, who offered help I couldn't accept because accepting it meant admitting I failed. Needing people feels like debt. Like owing something you can't pay back. Like swallowing glass every time you open your mouth to ask.

This doesn't feel like debt.

This feels like his hands on my waist and the word mine in the way he touched me. It feels like the certainty—irrational, impossible, too fast to be real—that if I walked out of this penthouse right now, I'd turn around and come back.

Not because I need the bed or the safety or the money.

Because I'd miss him.

I press my palms against my face and let the absurdity of it sit there. I met this man yesterday. Yesterday. I don't know his favorite food or his middle name or whether he's a morning person. I know he's a professional hockey player with seven Stanley Cups and a net worth that could buy a small country. I know he was married to my mother and I had no idea until he showed up at my door wearing a surgical mask like he was sneaking into enemy territory.

And I know—with the kind of certainty that lives in my body—that I want to give him something no one else has ever had.

My virginity.

The word sounds clinical in my head. Cold. But the reality isn't cold. The reality is that I'm twenty-one years old and I've never had sex because I've never trusted anyone enough to let them that close. I've never met someone and thought yes, you, I want you inside me without a list of conditions and escape routes running in the background.

I don't have a list right now.

I have Jordan's voice in my head—that's my good girl—and the memory of his mouth on my breast and the knowledge that when he comes to my door this morning, I'm going to ask for more.

Not because I'm grateful. Not because I'm confused or desperate or swept up in some forbidden fantasy I'll regret when reality crashes back in.

Because I chose him.

The forbidden isn't a brake. It's fuel.

I test that, too, pressing harder on the bruise. Society can call this whatever it wants. Inappropriate. Scandalous. A disaster waiting to implode. The press would have a field day if they found out—HOCKEY LEGEND FUCKS STEPDAUGHTER would trend for weeks. My old coworkers would whisper. My college friends would ask if I was okay in that concerned voice that really means are you being coerced.

And I'd look them in the eye and say: No. I'm not being coerced. I'm being fucked by a man who shows up when I need him and doesn't flinch when I fall apart, and if you have a problem with that, it's yours, not mine.

I don't live in society's bed.

I live in this one.

A knock at the door pulls me out of my head.

My heart kicks. I swing my legs over the side of the mattress, bare feet hitting cool hardwood, and pad across the room in the oversized T-shirt I slept in—one of his, grabbed from a drawer last night because all my clothes were dirty or sad or both. It smells like laundry detergent and something underneath that's just him. Clean and warm and male.

I open the door.

Jordan stands in the hallway, dressed for practice—black athletic pants, a fitted training shirt that clings to his shoulders and chest, his hair damp like he just showered. No cap. No mask. Just him, six-six and broad and looking at me like I'm the only thing on his schedule this morning.

Gray eyes. Stubble along his jaw. Hands that could palm a basketball but last night were gentle enough to coax an orgasm out of me without making me beg.

I look at him with the new clarity of the decision I made thirty seconds ago—not as a complication, not as a problem to manage, not as my mother's ex-husband or a stepfather I never knew I had.

As the man I'm going to give my virginity to.

"Morning," he says. His voice is rough, like maybe he didn't sleep as well as I did.

"Morning." I lean against the doorframe, arms crossed, and raise an eyebrow. "Shouldn't you be at practice?"

"I have practice. Back by lunch." His gaze drops to my chest, lingering for half a second before flicking back to my face. "But I want to take care of you first."

Heat pools low in my stomach. I know what he means. The fullness is there—the overnight buildup, the dull ache that's part discomfort and part something else now, something that makes me hyperaware of my body and his proximity and the fact that he's offering to put his hands on me before he leaves for work like it's the most normal thing in the world.

"You don't have to," I say, testing.

His jaw tightens. "I want to."

I step back, opening the door wider. "Okay."

He steps inside.

I sit on the edge of the bed, the oversized T-shirt pooled around my thighs. Jordan kneels in front of me—kneels, this six-foot-six professional athlete in his practice gear, settling between my legs like this is where he belongs—and his hands go to the hem of my shirt.

"Arms up, baby girl."

I lift them. He pulls the shirt over my head in one smooth motion, tossing it onto the floor, and the cool air hits my bare skin. My nipples tighten immediately, the ache sharpening, and I suck in a breath.

His gaze drops. Darkens.

"Fuck," he mutters. "You're so full."

I am. My breasts are heavy and tight, the skin stretched taut, and I can already feel the faint dampness where the milk's started leaking.

It's uncomfortable and embarrassing and—God help me—arousing in a way that makes zero sense and all the sense at once.

His hands cup my breasts fully, those huge palms scorching against my fevered skin, thumbs already dragging slow circles over the swollen, leaking undersides.

The pressure makes fresh beads of milk well up at my nipples, trickling warm and sticky down the curves, and a broken whimper claws its way out of my throat before I can stop it.

“I know,” he murmurs, voice low and gravel-rough, like he’s talking to something sacred instead of my aching, overfull tits. “I’ve got you, baby girl. Just breathe.”

He lowers his head, black stubble scraping deliciously against the sensitive underside of one breast, and then his mouth closes over my left nipple—hot, wet, perfect suction sealing tight around the aching peak.

The first hard pull rips a sharp cry from me. Relief explodes outward, so sudden and sweet it borders on pain, like every tense knot of pressure in my chest is melting into liquid heat that pools low in my belly.

My hands fly to his shoulders, nails digging into the thick muscle there through his shirt as he works me with long, rhythmic sucks, his tongue flicking and swirling over the hypersensitive bud while his other hand kneads my right breast with just the right amount of roughness.

“Jordan—” His name fractures on my tongue.

He hums in response, the deep vibration shooting straight down my spine and detonating between my thighs. My back arches hard off, pushing more of my tit into his greedy mouth.

He switches sides without warning, lips shiny with my milk as they latch onto the right nipple now, sucking harder, hungrier, like he’s starving for me.

The ache dissolves completely into something filthy and molten, a needy throb that has nothing to do with medical bullshit and everything to do with the way his stubble rasps red tracks across my pale skin, the way his free hand is sliding higher up my bare thigh, rough fingertips dragging over trembling flesh, claiming every inch like he owns it.

Like he’s feeding from me because he needs this—needs the taste of me on his tongue, the weight of me in his hands—not because I’m broken and leaking and desperate.

I’m soaked. My pussy is drenched, slick arousal coating my inner thighs, the scent of it sharp and sweet in the air between us.

His fingers creep closer, brushing the crease where leg meets cunt, and my hips jerk involuntarily, chasing that touch while fresh milk spurts across his tongue.

“Please,” I whisper, the word cracking open like something fragile. Inside my head, a storm rages—this is insane, this is Jordan fucking Scott on his knees between my legs drinking from me like I’m his morning protein shake, and I want more, I want him to ruin me, I want to come so hard I forget my own fucked-up life. I don’t even know what I’m begging for anymore, just that I’ll die if he stops.

He pulls off my nipple with an obscene, wet pop, lips glistening, pupils blown so wide his gray eyes look black. A thin string of milk stretches between his mouth and my breast before it breaks. “Please what?”

My face burns, but I hold his stare, chest heaving, nipples shiny and red and still leaking slow trails down my ribs. “Touch my pussy.”

His mouth curves—not quite a smirk, something darker, more territorial, like I just handed him the keys to every locked part of me. “Good girl.”

His hand slides between my legs immediately, thick fingers finding me drenched and swollen, parting my slick folds with zero hesitation.

I cry out at the first firm stroke over my clit, the sound raw and needy. He circles it with his thumb—slow, deliberate, maddening—while his mouth returns to my breast, sucking deep pulls that match the rhythm between my thighs.

Pleasure and relief and too fucking much crash through me like a Category Five, every nerve lighting up at once.

“That’s it,” he growls against my wet skin, the words vibrating straight into me. “Let me take care of you, baby girl. Let me make you feel good.”

I’m already trembling, thighs shaking around his broad shoulders, hips rocking shamelessly into his hand. His fingers slide inside me—two thick ones stretching me open in one smooth thrust—and I clench hard around the intrusion, velvet walls fluttering as he works me wider.

The wet, filthy sounds of his fingers pumping into my soaked cunt fill the room, louder than my gasping breaths.

“So tight,” he mutters against my nipple, almost to himself, voice wrecked with something like awe. “So fucking perfect for your stepdad.”

He curls those fingers, and I come with a shattered scream of his name, nails raking down his shoulders, body seizing as the orgasm rips through me in sharp, pulsing waves that seem to go on forever.

Milk spurts from my breasts in time with every contraction, coating his chin, dripping onto his jersey, but he doesn’t stop. Doesn’t even slow.
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His mouth stays latched, sucking harder, while his fingers keep fucking me through it, drawing out every last shudder until the first climax barely fades before he’s building another—faster, meaner, more relentless—until I’m sobbing, shaking apart in his arms, falling so hard I don’t know if I’ll ever hit the ground.

When he finally pulls away, I'm boneless. Wrecked. My chest is damp, my thighs are trembling, and Jordan is looking at me like I just gave him something priceless.

"Better?" he asks.

I laugh—a breathless, ragged sound. "Yeah."

He stands, wiping his mouth with the back of his hand, and I watch him, my heart still pounding, my body still buzzing, and I think: now.

"Have time for a quick dip?" I ask.

His eyes narrow. He knows. I can see it in the way his jaw tightens, the way his gaze drops to my mouth and lingers.

"Practice can wait," he says.

We walk through the penthouse in silence—past the open kitchen, past the floor-to-ceiling windows, past the living room where the city spreads out below like a circuit board.

I'm wearing the T-shirt again, nothing underneath. Jordan's beside me, his hand at the small of my back, not guiding, just there, and I'm hyperaware of every step.

This is happening.

The glass doors to the pool area slide open, and warm, humid air wraps around us. The pool glows blue in the morning light, the water still and smooth, surrounded by glass walls that make it feel like we're floating above the city. Private. Enclosed. Perfect.

I pull the T-shirt over my head and drop it on a chair. Naked. No hesitation.

Jordan stares.

"You coming?" I ask, and my voice is steady even though my heart is trying to break out of my ribs.

He strips in three seconds flat—shirt, pants, boxers—and then he's in the water, moving toward me with the controlled physicality of a man who's spent his life being faster and stronger than everyone else.

I step into the pool. The water is warm, almost hot, and it rises around my thighs, my waist, my chest as I wade deeper. Jordan catches my hand, pulling me toward him, and the distance between us disappears.

His hands go to my hips. Mine go to his shoulders.

"Jessica," he says, and there's a question in it.

I answer by kissing him.

His lips part under mine.

For one second, neither of us moves—just the press of mouths, the heat between us, the water lapping against our chests. Then his hand slides up my spine and anchors at my nape, and the kiss deepens.

His tongue sweeps into my mouth, slow and thorough, tasting me like he has all the time in the world. I kiss him back, matching his rhythm, my fingers threading into his wet hair. He tastes clean, faintly like mint, and something underneath that's just him.

When he pulls back, his pupils are blown wide, his breathing ragged.

"You sure?" he asks.

"Yes."

He searches my face. Whatever he finds there satisfies him, because he nods once and lifts me, carrying me through the water to the shallow end where steps descend into the pool. He sits on the top step, water lapping at his hips, and positions me on his lap, my knees bracketing his thighs.

His cock presses against my stomach—thick, hard, impossible to ignore.

"You're in control," he says, hands steadying my waist. "Take as long as you need. Tell me if it hurts."

I nod, my heart hammering so hard I can feel it in my throat. I reach between us, wrapping my fingers around him. He's big, hot and velvet-soft over steel, and a flicker of nerves sparks through me.

"Easy, baby girl." His thumbs stroke circles on my hipbones. "We'll make it fit."

I position him at my entrance, the blunt head nudging against me, and start to sink down.

The pressure is immediate. My body resists, too tight, and I gasp as the stretch intensifies, burning at the edges. I stop, breathing hard.

"Breathe," Jordan murmurs. "You're doing so good. Just breathe."

I force air into my lungs and sink another inch. The burn sharpens into pain—a tearing sensation that makes me flinch—and then something inside me gives. He slides deeper, filling me in one slow, overwhelming push.

I cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders.

He freezes. "Jessica⁠—"

"I'm okay." My voice cracks. "I'm okay."

He holds still, buried halfway inside me, his jaw clenched so tight I can see the muscle jump. "You feel perfect," he says roughly. "So fucking perfect, baby girl. You're taking your stepdad so well."

The praise melts something inside me. I sink lower, working myself onto him inch by inch, until he's fully seated and I'm so full I can't breathe.

The pain is still there, a dull ache layered under something else—pressure and heat and the startling intimacy of being connected to him like this.

"There you go," he breathes. "All of me. Fuck, you're tight."

I sit there, adjusting, my thighs trembling. His hands roam my back, my sides, soothing and grounding me. Then his gaze drops to my chest, and his expression darkens.

"You're leaking again."

I am. Milk beads at my nipples, trickling down the curves of my breasts in thin white trails. The fullness is back, sharper now, amplified by the adrenaline and arousal flooding my system.

"Come here," he says, and guides my breast to his mouth.

The first pull sends a shockwave through me. Relief and pleasure collide, radiating outward from where his lips seal around my nipple, and I moan, my inner walls clenching around him.

He groans against my skin, the vibration shooting straight to my core, and starts to move—shallow thrusts that rock me on his lap, each one pushing him deeper.

He sucks harder, his tongue flicking over the sensitive peak, and I move with him, rolling my hips, chasing the building heat.

The pain fades into something else—fullness, friction, the obscene wet sounds of our bodies moving together in the water.

"That's it," he murmurs between pulls. "Ride me, baby girl. Take what you need."

I do. I rock faster, finding a rhythm, my hands braced on his shoulders. Every thrust sends sparks up my spine, pleasure coiling tighter and tighter in my belly. His free hand slides between us, his thumb finding my clit, and I gasp, my head falling back.

"Jordan—"

"I've got you." He switches breasts, latching onto the other nipple, sucking deep pulls that match the rhythm of his thumb circling my clit. "You're perfect. So fucking perfect for me."

The orgasm builds fast, a wave gathering force, and I'm right on the edge when the word slips out.

"Daddy."

We both freeze.

His mouth goes still on my breast. His hand stills between my legs. He lifts his head, gray eyes locking onto mine, and the intensity there steals my breath.

"Say it again," he says.

My face burns, but the word feels right in a way nothing else has. The name for what he is—the man who showed up, who took care of me, who's inside me right now making me feel things I didn't know I could feel.

"Daddy," I whisper.

His jaw clenches. "Fuck."

He lifts me off him in one smooth motion, the sudden absence of his thick cock leaving me clenching around nothing but cool water. Before I can catch my breath, he spins me around like I weigh nothing, which, to him, I probably do.

My palms slap against the slick tile at the edge of the pool steps, the rough grout biting into my skin as he bends me forward. My ass juts up out of the water, exposed and dripping, while the heated pool laps insistently at my spread thighs, teasing the oversensitive folds still throbbing from how he'd stretched me open moments ago.

He steps in close behind me, his massive frame casting a shadow that blocks the blue glow from the underwater lights. One hand clamps down on my hip, fingers digging in, the other fists his cock, thick and heavy, nudging the blunt head against my entrance.

The chlorine-scented steam curls around us, mixing with the raw musk of sex and the faint, sweet tang of my milk that still clings to the air.

He drives into me with one brutal thrust, bottoming out so deep my toes curl against the submerged step. I cry out, the sound echoing off the glass walls, because fuck, this angle lets him grind against that spot inside me that makes my vision spark.

No pain, just an overwhelming, slick fullness that borders on too much, his girth splitting me open, the veins along his shaft dragging against my walls with every inch.

"That's my good girl," he growls, the words vibrating through his chest as he sets a punishing rhythm, hips snapping forward hard enough that the water splashes violently around us. Each slap of his pelvis against my ass sends ripples outward, the warm liquid kissing my skin like a thousand teasing tongues. "Taking Daddy's cock so well. I will fill you up and watch your belly swell with my child. You were made for this, baby girl. Made for me."

The word sinks into me like a hook, pulling at something deep and filthy I didn't know was there until tonight. My inner walls flutter around him involuntarily, milking his length as shame and raw need twist together in my gut.

God, I shouldn't love it this much—the way he claims me, the way my body betrays how desperately I need him to keep doing it. My hair sticks to my damp cheeks, and I push back against him on instinct, chasing the stretch, the burn, the way his balls smack wetly against my clit with every drive.

I moan loud and broken, the sound raw in my throat, as his free hand trails up the length of my spine, leaving goosebumps in its wake despite the humid heat.

His palm settles heavy at the nape of my neck, possessive, controlling, pressing me down just enough to arch my back further.

It makes me feel small, pinned, utterly his. His other arm snakes around my ribs, fingers finding my aching breast, kneading the swollen flesh with just the right pressure.

Milk beads at the tip and leaks freely now, warm and slippery, coating his palm as he strokes and squeezes in time with his thrusts.

The relief is dizzying, mixing with the slick sounds of him pounding into my soaked pussy, the faint milky scent blooming between us like a dirty secret.

My mind fractures under the onslaught. This is so wrong, so fucking good—Daddy, he's my Daddy, filling me up where no one else ever has. The thought loops, filthy and addictive, as pressure coils tighter in my core, my nipples throbbing in his grip, my clit pulsing with every brutal slap of his hips.

"Come for Daddy," he rasps, voice gravel-rough and commanding against my ear, his breath hot on my neck. "Come on my cock, baby girl. Let me feel it."

His thumb finds my swollen clit again, circling with merciless precision, and that's it—white-hot pleasure crashes over me like a breaker against the shore. My vision whites out completely, body seizing as sharp, pulsing waves rip through every nerve.

I scream, the sound tearing from my chest—his name, or "Daddy," or some garbled mix of both, I can't even tell anymore. My pussy clamps down hard around him, fluttering and gushing, the contractions so intense my thighs shake and my fingers scrabble uselessly at the wet tile.

He doesn't stop, fucking me through every aftershock with relentless snaps of his hips, drawing it out until I'm a whimpering, leaking mess.

His rhythm finally stutters, hips jerking erratically as a guttural groan rips from deep in his chest. I feel him swell impossibly thicker inside me, then the hot, forceful spurts of his come flooding my depths, marking me from the inside out.

The sensation sends another helpless ripple through me, my body milking every drop as we stay locked together, panting, the water still lapping gently at our joined bodies like it's trying to soothe what we've just broken wide open.

We stay there, both of us breathing hard, the water lapping gently around us. Then he pulls out slowly, carefully, and turns me to face him. His hands cup my face, and he kisses me—deep, possessive, thorough.

When he pulls back, his mouth curves into a crooked smile.

"I'm late," he says. "But that was so fucking worth it."


CHAPTER 5
JORDAN



The ice sounds different when the stands are empty.

No roar, no organ blasting through the speakers, no twenty thousand voices chanting the goal song. Just the scrape of blades cutting fresh ice, the crack of composite sticks meeting pucks, the sharp echo of boards rattling when someone takes a hit. Practice strips hockey down to what it actually is—speed, physics, violence wrapped in precision.

I take the puck at center ice and drive it forward, crossover steps eating distance, the cold air burning my lungs the way it's burned them since I was seven years old.

My body reads the play before my brain names it—Luca cutting left, the gap opening between their third and fourth defensemen, the angle I need to thread the pass through. Stick blade kisses rubber. The puck snaps across ice and lands flat on Luca's tape like I put it there by hand.

He buries it top shelf. The goalie doesn't move.

"Beauty!" Luca shouts, circling back with his stick raised.

I don't celebrate. Never have. I skate back to position, reset, wait for the next drill.

This is my last season. Every rep matters. Not because I'm sentimental—because I want to finish clean. No decline, no visible age, no whispers that I stayed too long.

I want to walk away while I'm still the best version of myself, and that means every practice has to look like the ones I ran ten years ago.

The whistle blows.

Coach Brennan's voice cuts through the cold. "Scott."

I skate to the bench. He's standing with his arms crossed, the clipboard tucked under one elbow, his face locked in the permanent scowl that made him a legend in this league before I ever laced my first pair of skates. Gray hair, stocky build, the look of a man who hasn't smiled since disco died.

"That pass was two seconds late," he says.

I nod. He's right. Luca was open earlier. I hesitated.

"Your head somewhere else today?"

"No, Coach."

He stares at me. The stare that says I've been doing this thirty years and you're not fooling anyone. But he doesn't push. Brennan respects earned respect, and I've earned enough that he gives me room to fix my own problems.

"Thursday's Game 3," he says. "I need you sharp."

"I will be."

He holds my eyes another beat, then jerks his chin toward the ice. "Go again."

I skate back. Line up. The whistle blows and my body takes over—muscles moving through patterns I've drilled ten thousand times, the game unfolding in angles and speeds my brain stopped needing to calculate years ago.

This is what I'm good at. This is what I've always been good at. The ice makes sense in a way nothing else does.

Except this morning, in my pool, Jessica made sense too.

I shut that down. Focus. Drive. The puck's on my stick and I'm moving, weaving through traffic, my edges biting hard as I pivot around their second defenseman and fire a wrist shot that rings off the post and in.

Luca skates past and slaps my shoulder. "There he is. Welcome back."

I don't answer. I'm already skating back to position.
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The locker room smells like it always does—sweat, equipment, the menthol someone rubbed on a pulled muscle, the faint chemical tang of whatever industrial cleaner they use on the tile.

I drop onto the bench in front of my stall, center position, captain's nameplate bolted above it. Pads off. Skates off. Tape peeling away from my socks in long sticky strips.

My body's cooling down, heart rate dropping, the burn in my legs settling into the dull ache of muscles worked hard and recovering fast.

I've done this so many times the routine is automatic—gear off, shower, street clothes, bag, car. Twenty years of the same sequence. This is my last season of it.

I don't let myself think about that either.

"You're smiling."

I look up. Luca's standing three feet away, still half in his gear, grinning like he just solved a puzzle.

Dark hair plastered to his forehead with sweat, the manic energy of a man who's never met a silence he couldn't fill.

"I'm not smiling."

"You smiled. Twice. During practice. I saw it."

"You need glasses."

"I need answers." He drops onto the bench beside me, too close, invading space the way he always does. "Who is she?"

"Who's who?"

"The girl. The one making you smile. You never smile. You're like a robot. A really good robot, but still." He waves a hand. "Now you're over here grinning during drills and I want a name."

I pull off my jersey, toss it in the laundry bin. "You're seeing things."

"I'm seeing you seeing things. You hesitated on that first pass. Brennan called you out. You never hesitate." He leans in, voice dropping to a stage whisper. "Is it serious? Are you in love, Cap?"

"Get out of my face, Marchetti."

He laughs, loud and shameless. "It is serious. Oh my God. You're blushing."

"I'm not blushing."

"You're blushing. Nate, he's blushing."

Nate's standing at his own stall ten feet away, methodically unlacing his skates. He doesn't look up. Doesn't say a word. Just glances at me, holds it for half a second, then goes back to his laces.

That look says everything. I see you. I know something's different. I'm not asking, but I see it.

I look away first.

Luca's still talking. "Okay, fine, don't tell me. But I'm just saying—whoever she is, she's doing something right. You played like a beast today. After the first drill, anyway. Is she hot? She's hot, isn't she? She has to be hot. You wouldn't smile for someone who's not⁠—"

"Luca."

"What?"

"Shower."

He grins wider. "You're not denying it."

I stand, grab my towel, and walk toward the showers without answering. Behind me, Luca's still laughing, saying something to Nate about how I'm "secretly a romantic" and "probably writes poetry." Nate doesn't respond. He never does.

The water's hot and I let it run over my shoulders, washing off the sweat and the ice-cold and the two hours of muscle memory. My body knows what to do here too—rinse, dry, dress, leave. I've done this ten thousand times.

But when I towel off and pull on jeans and a T-shirt, when I sling my bag over my shoulder and head for the door, my brain's already somewhere else.

She's at the penthouse. In my space. The last time I saw her, she was in my pool calling me Daddy and coming apart on my cock, and I left an hour later for practice without talking about what any of that meant.

I walk faster.
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The parking lot's almost empty. Concrete floors, dim fluorescent strips overhead, the echo of my footsteps bouncing off cinder block walls.

Expensive cars lined up in numbered spots—Luca's Audi, Nate's Mercedes, the rookie's brand-new Tesla that still has dealer plates. My car's at the far end, black sedan with tinted windows, the kind of vehicle that doesn't draw attention.

I'm halfway there when I see her.

She's standing beside the driver's door. Not leaning, not casual—standing with her arms crossed tight over her chest, shoulders hunched slightly forward.

She's wearing a dress I don't recognize, something simple, and her hair's pulled back. She looks small. She looks unsure. She looks like she's been arguing with herself about whether she should be here and the argument isn't settled.
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I stop walking and scan the lot. Empty. No other cars moving, no one walking to their vehicle, no press vans parked by the exit with cameras aimed through tinted glass. The lot's private—players and staff only, no public access. She's alone.

The relief hits sharp and immediate. Her face isn't about to show up on a sports blog with a speculative headline about Jordan Scott's "mystery girl." No one saw her. No one knows.

I close the distance between us. She watches me come, her arms still crossed, pressing against her chest like she's trying to hold something in.

"It hurts," she says before I can ask. Her voice is quiet, almost apologetic. "It started hurting again. I was going to buy the pump—I thought maybe if I just handled it myself you wouldn't have to keep—but I didn't want you getting angry, so I came here instead."

I stop in front of her. Look down at her face. She's not asking permission. She's telling me what she did and why, like she's preparing for me to be disappointed.

She came to me.

She could've bought the pump. Could've sat in my penthouse and dealt with it alone, the way she's dealt with everything alone. But she didn't. She got herself to my arena, found my car, and waited.

"Good girl."

The words come out low and warm, and I watch what they do to her face. The tension in her shoulders loosens. The arms uncross. The flicker in her eyes that says oh.

I reach for her arm, gentle but deliberate, and guide her toward the car. She doesn't resist. I open the back door, tinted windows reflecting nothing but dim overhead lights and empty concrete.

"Get in."

She does.

The backseat's tighter than I expected. I slide in after her, close the door, and the space shrinks immediately—my size in a sedan's backseat, her small frame pressed close because there's nowhere else to go.

The windows are dark. The lot outside is empty. We're alone, but the risk sits underneath everything—someone could walk out, could see the car rocking, could wonder.

I don't care.

She's sitting on my lap now, her thighs straddling mine, the dress riding up as she shifts to get comfortable. Her chest is right in front of my face, swollen and full beneath the thin fabric, and I can see the damp spots where she's already leaking.

"How bad?" I ask.

"Bad." Her voice is tight. "I thought the medication would help faster, but⁠—"

I don't let her finish. I reach up, cup her breast through the dress, and press gently. She gasps, her whole body jerking forward.

"Shh." I pull the neckline down, exposing her. The skin's flushed, her nipple already beading with milk. "I've got you, baby girl."

I lean in and take her into my mouth.

The first pull brings a rush of warm liquid, sweet and slightly metallic, and she makes a sound—half relief, half something else. Her hands come up to cradle the back of my head, fingers threading through my hair, holding me there.

"Jordan—"

"Shh. Let me."

I suck harder, drawing long and steady, and she whimpers. Her hips shift, grinding down against me, and I feel her heat even through my jeans. I switch to the other breast, laving my tongue over her nipple before sealing my lips and pulling again.

Her breathing's ragged now, her body rocking in small desperate movements. She's rubbing herself against me, chasing friction, chasing relief, and the need in her is so raw it makes my cock throb.

"Daddy," she whispers. "Daddy, please⁠—"

I pull off her breast with a wet pop. Look up at her. Her face is flushed, her pupils blown wide, her lips parted.

"Please what?"

"I need—" She grinds down harder, her voice breaking. "I need you."

I reach between our bodies, the cramped heat of the backseat sticking to my skin, and shove the soaked scrap of her panties aside. My knuckles brush the slick, swollen lips of her pussy, and she jolts at the contact.

The button of my jeans pops open with a metallic click that sounds too loud in the fogged-up car. My cock springs free, thick and heavy, the head already leaking, veins pulsing with every heartbeat.

The cool air hits it for half a second before I grip her hips and pull her down onto me in one relentless stroke.

She cries out, sharp and broken, her walls clamping down around my girth like a vise. The sudden, wet heat of her is almost too much.

I groan low in my chest, the sound vibrating against her collarbone as I feel every flutter, every greedy ripple of her cunt stretching to take all of me.

The scent of her arousal thickens in the air—sweet, musky, mixing with the faint tang of her milk that still clings to my tongue.

“That’s it,” I growl against her throat, my voice rough as gravel. “That’s my good stepdaughter. Taking Daddy’s cock like you were made for it.”

Her forehead drops to my shoulder, damp strands of strawberry blonde hair sticking to my stubble. I feel the tremble in her thighs as I start to move, rocking her hips with my scarred hands, guiding her up until just the head of me stretches her entrance, then dragging her back down so she swallows every inch.

Slow at first, letting her feel the drag, the fullness, the way her body yields to mine. But that restraint shatters fast. She’s desperate, grinding down harder, faster, her tight little body bouncing in my lap.

Her full breasts, still leaking, slap softly against my chest with every thrust, nipples dark and glistening.

I lean in, lathe my tongue over one stiff peak, tasting the warm, sweet rush of milk that beads instantly at my touch. Then I seal my lips around it and suck hard while I fuck up into her, the dual sensation pulling a sob from her throat.

Her nails bite into my shoulders through my shirt, sharp little crescents of pain that only make my cock throb harder inside her. She’s shaking, sweat-slick, her ragged breaths puffing hot against my neck as her hips roll wildly, chasing every deep stroke.

“Fuck, you’re perfect,” I rasp against her wet skin, the words vibrating into her breast. “My perfect little stepdaughter, letting Daddy fuck her raw in the back of his car. Letting Daddy drink from these pretty, leaking tits while you ride his cock like a needy little slut. You love this, don’t you, baby girl?”

“Yes—yes, Daddy, I love it—” Her voice cracks, high and wrecked, every word soaked in shame and hunger that makes my balls draw up tight.

“Say it again.”

“I love it, Daddy. I love—oh God, I’m going to⁠—”

“Come for me.” I thrust up hard, burying myself to the hilt, the wet slap of our bodies loud in the confined space. I latch onto her nipple again, sucking with punishing pressure, feeling the hot spray of milk flood my mouth as her pussy convulses. “Come on Daddy’s cock.”

She detonates. Her whole body seizes, spine arching so violently her head cracks against the roof. Her cunt clamps down like a fist, rippling and milking me in rhythmic spasms so intense white spots burst behind my eyes.

She’s shaking uncontrollably, gasping, sobbing out my name and “Daddy” in the same breath, the sound raw and guttural. Milk pulses against my tongue in time with her orgasm, warm and sweet, dripping down my chin as I keep sucking, keep fucking her through every aftershock.

The pressure at the base of my spine snaps. My release barrels into me, hips jerking up as I bury myself as deep as I can go. I come hard, thick ropes of come flooding her spasming cunt, painting her walls, marking her from the inside while her body keeps squeezing every last drop from me.

The car reeks of sex now—sharp sweat, sweet milk, the earthy musk of her pussy and my cum—all of it fogging the windows thicker.

She collapses against my chest, boneless and trembling, her breath hot and damp against the side of my neck. Her heart hammers against mine, frantic and unsteady. I wrap my arms around her smaller frame, one hand cradling the back of her head, the other splayed possessively over the curve of her ass, still buried inside her twitching heat.

I pull back just enough to look at her face. She’s wrecked—flushed deep red, eyes glassy and unfocused, lips swollen and parted on little aftershocks of breath. So damn beautiful it hurts.

I kiss her. Slow and deep, tasting the salt of her tears, the sweetness of her milk still lingering on my tongue, and the raw, filthy proof of everything we just did.

When I finally pull back, I can’t stop the smile tugging at my mouth. “You really are driving me crazy, baby girl.”


CHAPTER 6
JESSICA



The laptop screen glows blue in front of me, reflecting off the floor-to-ceiling windows behind it. Ten rejection emails. Ten perfectly polite form letters that all say the same thing in slightly different corporate-speak: Thanks for your interest. We've decided to pursue other candidates. We wish you the best in your future endeavors.

Translation: your resume isn't good enough.

I lean back against the couch cushions and stare at the last one. This company seemed promising—startup energy, decent pay, actual benefits. I wrote a cover letter that took me three hours because I rewrote it seventeen times trying to sound like someone who belonged there.

They didn't even call me for an interview.

"What's wrong?"

Jordan's voice comes from the kitchen. He's been making protein shakes for the past ten minutes, the blender whirring periodically like background noise I've gotten used to.

Now he's leaning against the counter, arms crossed, gray eyes locked on me with that specific focus that says he already knows something's off.

I gesture at the laptop. "Just the usual. Ten more companies telling me I'm not what they're looking for."

He walks over, drops onto the couch beside me. Close enough that his thigh presses against mine, warm and solid through his sweats. "What are they looking for?"

"Someone whose resume doesn't scream 'graduated early but barely.' Someone who had time to do prestigious internships instead of working two jobs to pay rent while taking eighteen credit hours. Someone whose employment gap is 'traveling Europe to find myself' instead of 'the company went bankrupt and took my livelihood with it.'"

The bitterness surprises me. I don't usually let it out like that—sharp-edged and real instead of wrapped in a joke.

Jordan studies my face. Doesn't say anything right away, just looks at me like he's reading something written in small print.

"You've been working since you were sixteen, right?"

"Yeah."

"Jobs through high school. Through college."

"Yeah."

"Never stopped."

"Nope." I close the laptop, set it on the coffee table. "I'm very good at hustling. Apparently I'm not good at convincing corporate recruiters I'm worth hiring."

He's quiet for another beat. Then: "If bills weren't an issue, what would you want?"

I laugh, but it comes out flat. "What, like my dream job?"

"No. Not your dream job. Just—what would you want if money wasn't the thing driving the decision?”

The question catches me sideways. Nobody's ever asked me that before. Every choice I've made since I was sixteen has been about money—getting it, keeping it, stretching it far enough to survive until the next paycheck.

"Honestly?" I turn to look at him. "If bills weren't an issue, I'd just want to rest for the next few years. I've been going since I was sixteen. I'm tired."

I say it like a joke, but it's not. Not really. The tired sits in my bones, in the space behind my ribs where the hustle used to live. I've been running for so long I forgot what it felt like to stop.

Jordan doesn't laugh. Doesn't soften it with sympathy or tell me I'm too young to be tired or any of the things people usually say when you admit you're struggling.

He just says, "Then rest. I got you, baby girl."

Five words. No hesitation. No qualifier. No we'll figure it out or maybe we can work something out or let's see how things go.

Just: rest. I got you.

My chest tightens. Something enormous moves through me, too big to name, too real to deflect with a joke. Nobody has ever told me I could stop. Nobody has ever offered to carry the weight without making it feel like debt or charity or something I'd have to pay back later.

"You can't just—" I start, then stop, because I don't know how to finish that sentence.

"Can't what?"

"Tell me to stop working. Take care of me like I'm⁠—"

"Mine?"

I swallow. "Yeah. That."

"Why not?"

"Because we just met. Because you're technically my stepfather. Because this whole situation is insane and I should probably have more boundaries than I do."

"Do you want boundaries?"

"No."

The admission slips out before I can stop it. Raw. Honest. The kind of truth that makes my face heat because it reveals too much.

Jordan's mouth curves. Not quite a smirk—something softer than that, warmer. "Good. Because I don't want them either."

He shifts closer, his hand finding my thigh, thumb brushing lazy circles against my jeans. The touch is light, casual, the kind of thing couples do without thinking. Except we're not a couple in any normal sense and the casual intimacy of it makes my pulse kick.

"If you could go to any country," he says, "where would you go?"

The subject change gives me whiplash. "What?"

"Any country. Anywhere in the world. Where would you go?"

I blink at him. "Why are you asking me this?"

"Humor me."

"Italy," I say after a beat. "I love pizza."

He stares at me. Then laughs—an actual laugh, low and rough and surprised. "Italy. Because you love pizza."

"It's a valid reason."

"You know Italy has more to offer than pizza, right?"

"Yeah, but pizza's the best part." I grin at him. "What, you're judging my travel priorities?"

"Not judging. Just making a note that I'm planning an international trip for a woman whose main criterion is carbs."

My heart stumbles. "You're not—wait, are you serious?"

"Then you better get a passport."

He says it like it's already decided. Like he heard "pizza" and started planning logistics in his head while I was still processing the question.

"Jordan—"

"What other Italian dishes do you like?"

I stare at him. His face is serious, no hint of teasing, and I realize he's actually doing this. Mentally booking flights. Researching restaurants. The man heard me say I was tired and immediately started planning a vacation.

"Gnocchi," I say slowly. "And cacio e pepe."

"Dress up. We're eating Italian tonight."

I look down at myself—tank top, jeans, bare feet. The wardrobe of a woman who packed a duffel bag and called it a life. "I don't have a decent dress. All I have are tank tops, tees, denim, and that one ratty dress I wore when I went to your arena."

Jordan shrugs, the movement easy and unconcerned. "Then we'll go shopping."

"Why?"

His smile shifts, edges into something darker, more possessive. The look he gets when he's deciding something and knows I'm not going to argue.

"Let's just say I like spoiling you, baby girl."
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The first boutique is the kind of place that makes me want to check the soles of my sneakers for gum before I walk in. Everything is white—the walls, the floors, the impossibly thin saleswoman who glides toward us with a smile that says I know you can't afford this.

Jordan doesn't seem to notice. Or maybe he does and just doesn't care. He nods at the woman, says something about needing dresses, and then she's leading us toward a rack in the back like we're VIPs.

I pick up the first hanger, flip the tag, and nearly choke.

"This dress costs more than my rent."

Jordan glances over. "You don't have rent anymore."

"That's not the point."

"What's the point?"

"The point is this is insane. I can't let you buy me a dress that costs—" I check the tag again, just to make sure I read it right. "—eight hundred dollars."

"Why not?"

"Because it's eight hundred dollars for fabric."

"It's a nice fabric."

"It's cotton."

"Expensive cotton."

I glare at him. He smirks back, completely unbothered, and I realize I'm not winning this argument. He's already decided, and when Jordan decides something, it's done.

The saleswoman reappears with three more options draped over her arm. "These just came in. I think they'd be perfect."

She's looking at Jordan when she says it. Not me. Jordan, who's standing there in joggers and a hoodie, looking like he just came from the gym, except something about the way he holds himself—the controlled physicality, the quiet authority—makes it obvious he belongs here more than I do.

I try on the first dress. It's pretty—navy blue, fitted at the waist, falls just above my knees. I step out of the dressing room and Jordan's gaze drags over me, slow and deliberate, and the heat in his eyes makes my skin prickle.

"That one," he says.

"I haven't tried on the others yet."

"Try them on. We're buying that one either way."

By the second boutique, I've stopped checking price tags. It's easier that way—less math, less guilt, less of the voice in my head that says this is too much.

Jordan watches me move through the racks, picking things up and putting them down, testing fabrics between my fingers. I'm starting to have opinions now—what I actually like versus what I think I'm supposed to like. What fits versus what just hangs. What I'd wear more than once versus what I'd feel like a costume in.

I hold up a green dress, sleeveless, simple lines. "This one?"

Jordan tilts his head, considering. "Try it."

I do. Come out, look in the mirror, and catch his reflection behind me. He's standing a few feet back, arms crossed, and something about his expression makes my breath hitch. Not the heat from before—something quieter. Softer.

"You like it," I say.

"I like you in it."

"That's the same thing."

"No, it's not."

I turn to face him. "What's the difference?"

"The dress is fine. You make it look good."

The compliment lands somewhere under my sternum, warm and solid, and I cover it with a grin. "Smooth."

"I'm not being smooth. I'm being honest."

"Same thing."

He steps closer, fingers brushing the fabric at my waist. "We're buying this one too."

"You're buying everything."

"Yeah."
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"That's a lot of dresses."

"You're going to need them."

"For what?"

"Dinners. Events. Italy."

Right. Italy. The trip he's apparently already planned in his head while I'm still catching up to the fact that I'm standing in a boutique in Chicago being dressed like⁠—

I don't finish the thought. Don't let myself go there. Because the second I start thinking about what this looks like from the outside, I'll panic.

Instead I say, "Next store?"

The third boutique feels like stepping into a hushed vault—smaller, quieter, the air carrying that faint, expensive scent of cedar and fresh linen instead of the bright, synthetic bloom of the last two stores.

Everything here is arranged with deliberate care, each piece spaced like it belongs in a gallery, and the saleswoman vanishes after a murmured introduction, leaving only the soft click of her heels fading behind a velvet curtain.

I drift toward the back rack on instinct, fingers trailing over cool silk and crisp wool until they catch on this one: a black dress with long sleeves, deceptively simple on its hanger.

The fabric feels heavier than it looks, smooth and weighty against my palm, promising something that might actually fit the version of myself I keep trying to outrun.

I slip into the dressing room, the door whispering shut behind me. The mirror fogs slightly from my breath as I peel off my old tank top—still faintly damp at the collar from the morning’s unwelcome reminder of my body’s betrayal—and tug the dress over my head.

The material glides cool against my skin at first, then warms quickly, hugging the small of my back, the curve of my hips, the sharp jut of my collarbones. It’s fitted without suffocating, the kind of dress that makes you stand straighter just to live up to it.

My nipples tighten against the lining; the constant low ache in my breasts flares sharper for a second, a humid prickling that makes me clench my jaw. I breathe through it, willing the stress not to win today. Not here. Not with him waiting.

When I step out, the carpet is plush under my bare feet, muffling every movement. Jordan’s standing a few paces away, arms loose at his sides, and the second his gray eyes lock on me he goes completely still.

Not the slow-burning heat from the last shop—this is something sharper, almost predatory. His jaw flexes, that permanent stubble catching the low light, and his gaze drags over me inch by inch: shoulders, waist, the long line of my legs.

I feel it like a physical touch, rougher than fingers, hot enough to chase the persistent chill that’s lived under my skin. My pulse kicks hard against my throat.

Part of me wants to crack a joke, to deflect with something dry and cutting before he can see how much this unnerves me—how desperately I’ve been starving for someone to look at me like I’m not one bad week away from breaking.

But the words stick. Because underneath the sarcasm I armor myself with, something warm and terrifying unspools low in my stomach.

He’s looking at me like I’m worth memorizing. Like I’m not the broke, leaking, sarcastic mess who showed up on his doorstep with nothing but pride and a duffel bag.

My cheeks heat. My chest tightens with that confusing mix of defiance and relief I keep shoving down every time he buys another thing I can’t afford. This is dangerous, I think. He’s dangerous. And I’m standing here letting him stare because some traitorous part of me likes it way too much.

I shift my weight, the dress whispering against my thighs, and his eyes flick down to track the movement.

His hands curl once at his sides—those big, scarred hands that seem fixated on the way the fabric moves with me.

The air between us feels thinner, charged, like the moment before a storm breaks over the lake. I swallow and force my voice to stay light, dry, mine.

“Third time’s the charm, huh?”

"This one?" I ask, even though I already know the answer.

"Wear it out."

"What?"

"Wear it to dinner. Leave it on."

I raise an eyebrow. "Bossy."

"You like it when I'm bossy."

He's not wrong.

I pay for the dress—or rather, Jordan pays for the dress while I stand there holding the bag with my jeans and tank top—and then we're walking out onto the street. I'm in a black dress and heels I also didn't pay for, and the late afternoon sun slants through the buildings, warming my shoulders.

Jordan's hand finds the small of my back. Warm. Possessive. The touch says mine without him having to say it out loud.

"Where are we going?" I ask.

"Dinner."

"Now?"

"You're already dressed for it."

I laugh, the sound spilling out before I can stop it. "You planned this."

"I'm good at planning."

"You're good at getting your way."

His mouth curves. "Same thing."
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The restaurant is the kind of place I've never been to. White tablecloths, low lighting, the quiet hum of wealth and taste. The host greets Jordan by name, leads us to a corner table near the windows, and the whole thing feels surreal—like I'm playing a part in someone else's life instead of living my own.

Except Jordan's hand is still on my back, warm through the fabric of the dress, and when we sit down, his knee brushes mine under the table.

Real. This is real.

The waiter appears, rattles off specials in rapid Italian-accented English, and Jordan orders for both of us without asking what I want.

Normally that would annoy me—the presumption, the arrogance of it—but he orders the gnocchi and cacio e pepe I mentioned earlier, plus a bottle of wine I've never heard of, and I realize he was listening.

He's always listening.

"So," I say once the waiter leaves. "Italy."

"Italy."

"You're serious about that."

"Why wouldn't I be?"

"Because it's—" I gesture vaguely, trying to find the words. "A lot. For pizza."

"It's not about the pizza."

"Then what's it about?"

His gaze locks on mine, steady and certain. "You said you wanted to go. So we're going."

The simplicity of it makes my chest tighten again. No negotiation. No maybe or we'll see. Just: you want it, so it's happening.

I swallow. Look away because the intensity in his eyes is too much. My gaze lands on the table across from us, and my brain catches up half a second later.

That's—

Oh.

That's definitely a famous actor. And two tables over, a musician I've seen on magazine covers—someone I've scrolled past on Instagram more times than I can count. And near the bar, a woman in a crimson red dress, laughing with⁠—

"Eyes on me, baby girl."

Jordan's voice cuts through my wandering attention, low and rough, the kind of tone that bypasses my brain and goes straight to my nerves. I snap my gaze back to his, and the look on his face makes heat curl low in my stomach, spreading outward until I feel it in my fingertips.

"I wasn't⁠—"

"You were looking."

My mouth opens. Closes. He's right, obviously, but I wasn't looking looking. I was just—noticing. There's a difference. "I was just noticing⁠—"

"I don't want you looking at anyone else."

The possessiveness in his voice shouldn't be hot. It should probably annoy me—the presumption, the audacity of thinking he gets to dictate where my eyes land. Except the way he says it—the growl underneath the words, the dark heat in his eyes that promises consequences I'm not sure I'd mind—makes my pulse kick hard against my throat and my thighs press together under the table.

The dress suddenly feels thinner than it did a moment ago.

"Jealous?" I ask, aiming for casual and missing by a mile. My voice comes out breathy, which—great. Subtle.

"I'm possessive and territorial of what's mine."

What's mine. The words settle over me like a hand on the back of my neck—firm, claiming, impossible to ignore. I should push back. Say something sharp and deflecting, turn it into a joke before the weight of it sinks in too deep.

Instead, I lean forward, elbows on the table, mirroring his posture. "Am I yours?"

The question slips out before I can stop it. Direct. Testing. The thing I've been wondering since he milked me in his car and called me baby girl like it was my name, like it was the only name that mattered.

Jordan doesn't hesitate. Doesn't blink. "Without a doubt, baby girl."

The certainty in his voice makes my breath catch, snags in my chest and holds there. No qualifier. No maybe or we'll see or let's take it slow. Just fact, delivered the way he'd say the sky is blue or Chicago is cold in winter. Like it's been decided, and the decision was never up for debate.

I don't know what my face does, but something shifts in his expression—something satisfied and hungry and dangerously smug.

The waiter returns with our food, setting plates in front of us with a flourish I barely register. Steam rises from the gnocchi, rich and buttery, and the scent of cheese and pepper fills the space between us.

Jordan thanks him—polite, easy, the public version of himself sliding into place—but his eyes stay on me the entire time. The waiter could've set the table on fire and I don't think Jordan would've looked away.

The weight of his gaze makes my skin prickle, awareness crawling up my arms and settling at the base of my spine.

I pick up my fork. Take a bite of gnocchi that I barely taste because I'm too aware of him across the table, watching me like I'm more interesting than anything else in the room.

Like the food, the restaurant, the famous people scattered around us—they're all background noise, and I'm the only thing in focus.

Then I feel it—the brush of his foot against my ankle.

Subtle. Deliberate. The kind of touch that says I'm thinking about what happens when we get home.

I press my foot against his shin in response. A dare. A promise.

His jaw tightens. The muscle in his cheek flexes, and I watch the heat darken his eyes, turning them from gray to something closer to storm clouds.

We eat. Talk about things I'll probably forget later because I'm too focused on the game happening under the table—his foot sliding up my calf, mine hooked around his ankle, the tension winding tighter with every casual touch.

"When we get home—" he starts.

I interrupt, my voice light and daring. "You're gonna punish me?"

Jordan's face darkens. The shift is immediate—heat and hunger and something possessive that makes my stomach flip. "You'd like that, wouldn't you?"

I lean back in my chair, let the smirk curl my mouth. "Guess we'll find out."

We stare at each other across the table. Both smiling. The promise of what happens next hanging between us, warm and charged and ours.


CHAPTER 7
JORDAN



The lobby spreads out in cool marble and cathedral silence. This late, it's just the night doorman behind his curved desk—blue screen glow on his face, earbuds in—and a couple of security guards stationed outside the glass doors, barely visible through the tinted panes.

The doorman glances up as we pass, sees me, nods once. I nod back. Professional acknowledgment. Nothing more.

Jessica walks beside me in that black dress—the one that's been testing my self-control for the last three hours—and her heels strike the polished floor with a sharp, rhythmic click that echoes off the high ceiling.

Each step lands like a punctuation mark I can feel in my chest. The sound follows us across the empty space, bouncing between marble columns, and I'm aware of every inch of her body moving next to mine.

The fabric shifts with her hips. The neckline cuts low enough that I've spent half the night forcing my eyes up.

Her hand brushes mine. Not an accident. Deliberate. The same game she's been playing since we sat down at the restaurant—her ankle sliding up my calf under the table, that smirk when she asked if I'd punish her for breaking my rules, the way she looked at me when I told her she was mine like she wanted me to prove it right there in front of the wine list and the ambient lighting.

I'm going to prove it.

The elevator doors slide open with a muted chime. Private car. Keyed access only—my floor, no stops, no one else uses this. The interior is small and unforgiving: brushed steel panels, mirrored walls on three sides that reflect us back from every angle, overhead LED light that's bright enough to see everything clearly. No shadows. No privacy from ourselves.

She steps in first. I follow, my body filling the remaining space. The doors glide shut with a soft pneumatic hiss, sealing us in.

The elevator begins its climb. Forty seconds to my floor. The mechanism hums—a low, steady vibration I can feel through the soles of my shoes, through the air itself.

The ascent is smooth, but I'm aware of the motion, the upward pull, the floors dropping away beneath us.

Jessica leans back against the mirrored wall opposite me. Casual. Too casual. She shifts her weight onto one hip, and the dress—already fitted, already a problem—rides up just enough that I see the curve of her thigh, the pale skin above her knee, the shadow where the fabric ends. Then she looks at me from under her lashes, head tilted slightly, and smiles.

That smile. The one that says guess we'll find out.

My hand slams into the stop button—hard, deliberate, the impact loud in the enclosed space.

The elevator lurches. A mechanical groan, then nothing. We halt between floors. The steady hum dies, leaving only the faint electrical buzz of the overhead lights.

The sudden silence is so complete I can hear the whisper of fabric when she shifts, the catch in her breathing, the blood pounding in my own ears.

The mirrored walls throw our reflections back at us from every angle. Her. Me. The space that's barely a foot wide between us, crackling with everything we've been holding back.

"You've been teasing me all night."

My voice comes out flat. Controlled. The kind of calm that belongs to a man who's done waiting, who's spent two hours watching her push every button she could find and is now deciding exactly how she's going to pay for it.

Her eyes widen—just a fraction, just enough that I see the moment the reality hits her. We're stopped. Alone. No interruptions, no escape, no tables or waiters or city lights to hide behind.

Then the surprise melts away and that smirk creeps back onto her lips, slow and deliberate, like she knew this was coming and she's been waiting for it.

"Maybe."

One word. Soft, teasing, daring me to do something about it.

I cross the space between us in two steps. My hands slam against the mirrored wall on either side of her head, caging her in.

The sound echoes—sharp, final. She doesn't flinch. She tilts her chin up instead, meets my eyes straight on, and I see the pulse kick hard in her throat, hammering against the pale skin there. Fast. Nervous. Excited.

"You spent the whole dinner pushing me." I lean in, my mouth near her ear, close enough that my breath stirs the loose strands of strawberry blonde hair at her temple. Close enough to smell the faint sweetness of her shampoo mixed with the warmth of her skin. "Every look. Every touch under that table. Every time you bit your lip or shifted in your seat or gave me that little smile like you were daring me to react."

Her chest rises and falls faster now. Shallow breaths. I can feel the heat radiating off her body, the tension coiling tight in the narrow space between us. She's not touching me, but I feel her everywhere—the awareness is physical, magnetic, pulling at every nerve ending I have.

"That little smirk when you asked if I was going to punish you." My voice drops lower, rough at the edges. "You liked that, didn't you? Liked seeing if you could make me lose it in front of all those people."

Her lips part. She swallows hard, the movement visible, and I track it with my eyes—the flex of her throat, the way her tongue darts out to wet her bottom lip.

She's nervous. She's also turned on. I can see it in the flush spreading across her collarbone, the way her hands flex at her sides like she doesn't know whether to push me away or pull me closer.

"Did you think I'd let that slide, baby girl?"

The endearment lands like a claim. Her pupils dilate. Her breathing stutters.

She opens her mouth. Closes it again. No sarcasm. No comeback. For the first time all night, Jessica Hamilton has nothing to say.

"That's what I thought."

The kiss is brutal, teeth clashing, tongues sliding hot and wet against each other in a mess of raw need that has my blood pounding straight to my cock. Her mouth tastes like the expensive wine from dinner and something sweeter underneath—pure Jessica, sharp and addictive.

My fingers twist tighter in her strawberry-blonde hair, yanking her head back so I can devour her deeper, and the needy moan that vibrates from her throat against my lips makes my balls draw up tight.

Fuck, that sound. It’s been echoing in my skull since she smirked at me across the restaurant table like she wanted me to snap.

I grip her ass with both hands—those small, firm cheeks that fit perfectly in my scarred palms—and lift. She’s light, but the way her legs snap around my waist, heels of those fuck-me shoes digging hard into the base of my spine, sends a bolt of pure lust through me. I slam her back against the cool steel wall of the elevator.

The impact jars through both of us. Her dress bunches instantly around her hips, the soft, expensive fabric I bought her now nothing but a wrinkled belt of silk. My palm shoves it higher, fingers digging into bare thigh, then higher still until I brush the soaked lace of her panties.

Heat pulses against my knuckles. She’s drenched already, her arousal slick and scalding even through the fabric.

“You know what you are?” The words scrape out of me, low and guttural, dragged from somewhere primal I don’t bother controlling anymore. I break the kiss just enough to stare down at her—cheeks flushed deep pink, blue eyes blown black with lust, lips red and swollen from my mouth. She looks wrecked. She looks perfect. “You’re my stepdaughter, wearing the dress I put on your body, riding my elevator like a desperate little slut who’s been aching for my cock since the second we left that table.”

Her breath catches hard, a sharp inhale that makes her small tits strain against the neckline. Those pupils flare even wider, swallowing the blue until there’s almost nothing left. She doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t look away.

If anything, her hips roll against me, seeking friction like she can’t help it.

“Your mother called me to check on you,” I rasp, dragging the rough pad of my thumb over her plump lower lip, pressing it down until her teeth graze my skin. The wrongness of it only makes my cock throb harder against her core. “And now look at you—legs spread for your stepfather, pussy dripping down your thighs in my damn building.”

“Jordan—” Her voice cracks, half plea, half warning, but there’s no fight in it. Only hunger.

“Does it feel wrong, baby girl?” I grind my hips forward, letting her feel every thick, heavy inch of me trapped behind my zipper, the rigid length dragging right against her clit through the useless lace. The pressure makes her thighs clamp tighter around me. “Because it doesn’t feel wrong to me. It feels like this tight little cunt was made for my cock. Like you were born to take everything I give you.”

The broken whimper that tears from her mouth snaps what little restraint I have left. I crush my lips to hers again, tongue fucking deep into her mouth while my hand wedges between us.

The lace is fucking drenched—hot, slippery evidence of how badly she wants this. My fingers hook into the delicate waistband, and with one sharp yank the fabric rips apart with a satisfying tear. She gasps into the kiss, then actually laughs—breathless, shocked, a wild little sound that’s half delight and half what the fuck—and the vibration of it against my tongue makes me groan.

“You just⁠—”

“I’ll buy you more,” I growl against her lips, already shoving the shredded lace into my pocket like a trophy. The scent of her arousal is thick in the confined space now—musky, sweet, feminine—and it’s driving me out of my mind.

My belt buckle clinks loudly as I rip it open one-handed, the metallic sound echoing off the elevator walls. She watches every move, eyes locked on my fingers as I drag my zipper down and pull my cock free.

It springs out heavy and flushed dark, the thick head already glistening with pre-cum that beads at the slit and drips down the veined shaft in slow, obscene trails.

The way she stares—lips parted, breath coming in short, desperate pants, like she can’t decide whether she wants to drop to her knees or beg me to ruin her—makes my jaw lock so tight it aches.

My cock twitches visibly under her gaze, another thick drop of fluid leaking out just from the weight of her eyes on me. I wrap my fist around the base and squeeze once, hard, trying to stave off the urge to slam into her right fucking now.

Her hands are shaking where they clutch my shoulders, nails digging through my shirt hard enough to leave marks I’ll wear like badges tomorrow. Inside my chest, something fierce and possessive roars to life at the sight—mine.

This sharp-mouthed, exhausted girl with her leaking tits and her zero-balance pride and her sarcastic armor is mine, and I’m done pretending otherwise. The thought burns hotter than the ache in my balls.

I tug the neckline of her dress lower. Her breasts spill out, flushed and full, veins faintly visible beneath the pale skin, nipples tight and already beading with thin, pearly drops of milk that glisten under the elevator lights.

The sight makes my mouth water. I lean down and latch onto one peaked nipple, sucking hard. She cries out, back arching violently, her fingers flying into my short hair and yanking hard enough to sting my scalp.

Warm, sweet milk floods across my tongue in rhythmic pulses—rich and creamy, the forbidden taste of her stress and need and submission that I’ve been addicted to since the first time I wrapped my lips around her like this.

I groan around her breast, sucking deeper, swallowing every drop while my free hand kneads the soft, heavy weight of the other one. More milk leaks between my fingers, trickling warm and sticky down her ribs.

“Daddy.”

The word is barely a whisper. Broken. Desperate. It hits me like a slap shot to the chest.

I pull off her nipple with a wet pop, a thin string of milk and saliva stretching between my lips and her glistening peak before it snaps. Her eyes are glazed, cheeks wet with unshed tears of overwhelming sensation. “That’s right.” My voice comes out thick, gravel dragged over broken glass. “Daddy’s got you. I’ve got you, baby girl. Every fucking inch.”

I line myself up, the fat head of my cock nudging through her slippery folds, catching on her entrance. She’s so wet it’s obscene—the lewd sound of her arousal filling the elevator as I press forward. I push inside her slowly, inch by thick inch, watching her face the entire time.

Her mouth drops open on a silent cry, lashes fluttering, eyes squeezing shut as her walls flutter and stretch around my girth. She’s impossibly tight, scorching hot, rippling around me like her body is trying to pull me deeper and push me out at the same time. The fit is perfect. She’s perfect. And she’s mine.

“Open your eyes.”

She obeys on a shuddering exhale, those blue eyes hazy and unfocused, pupils so wide they look drugged with lust. Her inner walls clench hard around me at the command, milking another inch of my cock into her body.

“Look.” I nod toward the mirrored wall beside us, hips still rocking forward in tiny, controlled thrusts until I’m buried to the hilt, my heavy balls pressed tight against her ass. “Look at yourself, baby girl.”

Her head turns. The mirrors reflect every filthy detail back at us from multiple angles—the way her small body is pinned helplessly to the wall by my much larger frame, dress rucked uselessly around her waist, tits out and leaking, thighs spread obscenely wide around my hips, my thick cock disappearing between her swollen, glistening lips.

My hands grip her ass so hard my fingers sink into the flesh, leaving marks I hope she feels for days. The city lights streak past the glass walls of the elevator far below us, but up here it’s just this—raw, dirty, undeniable.

“You’re so fucking beautiful.” My hips draw back, then snap forward harder, the wet slap of skin on skin loud in the small space.

The wet, obscene sound of my cock plunging deep into her soaked pussy echoes off the elevator walls, mixing with the sharp gasp that tears from her throat. She's so tight, so damn perfect, her small body jolting against the mirrored surface with every thrust, her leaking tits bouncing between us and leaving warm, sweet trails of milk smeared across my chest.

I fuck her against the wall—deep, steady, relentless—the way I've wanted to since the moment I first saw her like this, wrecked and needy. My mouth latches onto one swollen breast again, sucking hard, drawing another hot rush of her milk across my tongue.

The taste is sweet and faintly salty, flooding my senses, while her heat clenches around my shaft and the desperate little sounds spilling from her lips drive straight to my balls. It's too much.

The slick glide of her cunt, the way her nipples leak against my lips with every pull, the soft, broken whimpers vibrating through her chest—I grit my teeth until my jaw aches, fighting the urge to spill right there. Not yet. She comes first. Always.

"Come on, baby girl." I angle my hips, grinding against that spot inside her that makes her whole body seize and jerk like she's been shocked. Her inner muscles flutter wildly around me, milking my cock with greedy pulses. "Let Daddy hear you scream."

"I—I can't—" Her voice cracks, high and fractured, those blue eyes glassy and desperate as they lock onto mine. I can feel the tension coiling tighter in her belly, the way her thighs tremble around my waist, but that stubborn little edge in her tone—the one that says she's still fighting even while she's falling apart—makes something dark and possessive roar in my chest.

"You can." My thumb slides between us, finding her swollen clit, circling it with firm, relentless pressure. The slick heat of her arousal coats my fingers instantly. "You're perfect. Every fucking part of you. This needy little pussy, these leaking tits, the way you fall apart for me. All mine."

She breaks.

Her orgasm slams into her, her walls clamping down on my cock so viciously I see white spots burst behind my eyes. A raw, guttural cry rips from her throat—my name tangled with "Daddy" in a sobbing, incoherent mess that echoes through the confined space.

Her body convulses against me, thighs locking around my hips, her leaking breasts pressing hot and sticky into my chest as fresh milk spills between us with every shudder.

I fuck her through every wave, hips stuttering as my own release barrels down on me like an avalanche I can't outrun.

"Good girl." The praise tears from my throat, hoarse and reverent. "Daddy's good girl."

I come hard, buried to the hilt, my cock pulsing as I flood her clenching pussy with thick, endless ropes of come. The relief is blinding, crashing through every muscle until my forehead drops to rest against hers.

My hands soften where they'd been bruising her ass, now cradling her like something precious, tracing gentle circles over the marks I left.

We stay locked together like that—her legs still wrapped tight around me, my spent cock twitching inside her warmth, our mingled scents of sweat, sex, and her sweet milk thick in the air. The raw filth of what we just did fades into something quieter, deeper. Just us.

Her blue eyes flutter open, hazy and sated, meeting mine with a vulnerability that hits me square in the sternum. My thumb drifts up, brushing along the sharp line of her cheekbone, wiping away a stray tear or bead of sweat.

In this suspended moment, suspended between floors with the city glittering far below, nothing else exists. Just her. Just this.

The intercom crackles to life without warning.

We both freeze mid-breath.

"Mr. Scott?" The voice cuts through the humid haze—professional, edged with faint concern. Building security. "Is everything okay? Do you need help?"

Jessica's eyes blow wide, a wild mix of panic and residual pleasure flashing across her flushed face. Her hand flies up to clamp over her mouth, smothering what comes out as a half-laugh, half-whimper that vibrates against my skin. I feel her pussy give one last involuntary flutter around my softening cock, and it takes every ounce of my remaining control not to groan.

I reach over without disentangling from her, my arm steady despite the way my thighs still tremble, and press the intercom button. My voice comes out even, controlled—the same tone I use on the ice. Not a single trace of the way I just ruined my stepdaughter against the elevator wall.

"Everything's perfect."

I release the button. The elevator gives a soft lurch and resumes its smooth ascent, the mechanical hum filling the space once more.

Jessica buries her face into the crook of my neck, her shoulders shaking with silent, breathless laughter that turns into soft, wrecked little gasps against my skin.

When she finally pulls back, her blue eyes sparkling with mischief even through the exhaustion, and the grin she gives me is pure, unfiltered joy—breathless, utterly destroyed, and so fucking beautiful it aches somewhere deep in my ribs.

The elevator keeps rising. The sprawling Chicago skyline stretches out beneath us like it belongs to us alone. She's warm and spent in my arms, her cum-slick thighs still locked around my waist, and for the first time in years, my life feels exactly, perfectly aligned with what I want.

Everything's perfect.


CHAPTER 8
JESSICA



Three months later…

The nausea starts on a Tuesday.

Three months in, and I've memorized the shape of Jordan's mornings—alarm at six sharp, protein shake blended with ice that sounds like a jet engine tearing through the quiet, the rhythmic scrape of his razor against stubble while I burrow deeper into sheets that smell like cedar and clean sweat and him.

Tuesday morning, I wake to the blender's familiar roar and my stomach lurches so violently I taste acid before my eyes even open. I barely make it to the bathroom, knees hitting tile, hair falling forward as I heave over the porcelain.

Nothing comes up but bile and the protein bar I ate at midnight.

Jordan finds me there—forehead pressed to the cool rim, breathing through my mouth, counting the tiles on the floor because focusing on anything else makes the room spin. Six white tiles. One cracked grout line. The bathroom mat is bunched against the wall where I kicked it.

"How long?" His voice cuts through the haze, low and sharp.

I don't lift my head. "Just now."

"Before this."

The question lands like a hand on my shoulder—steady, unavoidable. I close my eyes, press my cheek harder against the porcelain. It's cold enough to sting. "Three days. Maybe four."

The silence stretches. Then he's crouching beside me, and his palm settles flat between my shoulder blades, warm and grounding through the thin cotton of my sleep shirt. "We're seeing Chen."

"I probably just ate something⁠—"

"We're seeing Chen." Not a suggestion. Not a question. Decided.
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Dr. Chen's office smells like hand sanitizer and the faint chemical sweetness of the cleaning solution they use on exam tables. I sit on the crinkly paper while Jordan stands against the wall, arms crossed, watching Chen the way he watches game footage—absorbing every detail, calculating outcomes.

Chen presses two fingers to the inside of my wrist, eyes on her watch. "Any other symptoms besides nausea?"

"Tired. My chest hurts a little, but that's probably just⁠—"

"The galactorrhea." Chen nods, writing something on her tablet. "You're still on the cabergoline?"

"Yes."

"Any missed doses?"

"No."

Chen sets the tablet down, meets my eyes with the calm directness I remember from the first appointment. "I'd like to run a pregnancy test."

The air in the room changes. Not heavier—sharper. Like someone just opened a window in winter.

Jordan hasn't moved. When I glance at him, his face is unreadable, but his hands are fists.
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The bathroom is smaller than the exam room, the walls close enough that I could touch both sides if I stretched. Fluorescent light hums overhead, the kind that makes everyone look half-dead. White tile, cold under my feet. A single paper towel dispenser mounted beside the mirror that squeaks when I pull, the sound too loud in the silence.

My fingers are trembling. I press them flat against the porcelain edge, trying to stop the shake.

My reflection stares back at me—hair pulled into a messy knot, Jordan's hoodie drowning my frame, sleeves hanging past my fingertips. Dark circles under my eyes that weren't there a week ago. I look like I haven't slept in days. I look young. I look scared.

Pregnant.

I'm twenty-one. Unemployed. Living in a penthouse that isn't mine with a man who's technically my stepfather, though we both pretend that particular fact doesn't exist.

My bank account still has the zero it hit five months ago—I haven't added a cent because I haven't earned a cent. I haven't spoken to my mother since she called Jordan to clean up her mess, and I don't plan to.

And I might be pregnant.

The terror hits first—immediate, visceral, ice water flooding my veins and spreading outward until my fingers go numb. My pulse hammers against my throat, too fast, too hard. I can feel my heartbeat in my ears, in my wrists, in the hollows behind my knees. My chest tightens. The bathroom shrinks.

But underneath it, so quiet I almost miss it, something else flickers.

Warmth.

The terror in my chest braids tighter with the warmth, both pulling in opposite directions until I can't tell which one's winning. My ribs feel too small. The air in the room tastes metallic, like I've been running too hard, like my body knows something my brain hasn't caught up to yet.

I get back just as Dr. Chen hands me the lab results.

"Congratulations. You're pregnant."

The word pregnant echoes in my skull, too big for the space it occupies, bouncing off bone until it's the only sound left. My hands find the edge of the exam table, gripping hard enough that the paper crinkles and tears under my nails.

The textured vinyl edge digs into my palms—real, solid, something to hold onto while the room tilts sideways.

I look at Jordan.

He's staring at me like I just handed him something he's been searching for his entire life. Like I've given him the Stanley Cup and a winning lottery ticket and the answer to every question he's ever asked, all at once.

Not shock. Not panic. Not the controlled mask slipping to reveal fear underneath.

Joy.

Raw, unfiltered, flooding his face so fast he doesn't have time to hide it. It lights him up from the inside—I can see it in the way his shoulders drop, the way his chest expands on an inhale that sounds like relief, the way his entire body shifts toward me like gravity just changed direction.

His mouth curves—not the half-smile he gives reporters, not the smirk he wears when he's about to win an argument. A real smile, the kind that reaches his eyes and makes the gray look almost silver. The kind I've only seen a handful of times, in the dark, when he thinks I'm asleep.

"Why else do you think I finish inside you every time?" His voice is low, rough, vibrating through the small space between us. Meant only for me even though Chen's three feet away. "I wanted this, baby girl. I've wanted this."

The words detonate in my chest. A concussive blast that leaves ringing silence in its wake.

Every night for three months. Every time he pulled me under him, held my hips, buried himself deep and came with my name on his lips—he was choosing this. He wasn't careless. He wasn't reckless. He wasn't swept up in the moment, losing control the way I thought we both were.

He was hoping.

The terror doesn't vanish. It's still there, sharp and cold and real, digging into my lungs like broken glass. But the warmth explodes underneath it, flooding every corner of my chest until I can't breathe around it. Until the pressure behind my ribs feels like it's going to crack me open. My throat tightens. My eyes burn.

"You planned this?" My voice cracks halfway through, somewhere between a laugh and a sob. The sound is ugly, wet, too loud in the clinical quiet of the exam room.

Jordan's hands frame my face before I can flinch, before I can duck away from the intensity radiating off him like heat from asphalt in August. His palms are warm against my jaw, rough-skinned and careful, thumbs brushing the wet tracks I didn't realize were there. His touch grounds me—steady, deliberate, real.

"Every single time."

His smile widens. He leans in, presses his forehead to mine, and the exam room shrinks until it's just this—his breath on my lips, his palms warm against my jaw, the knowledge that we made something together and he wanted it.

"We're having a baby." He says it like a vow.

The laugh that bursts out of me is half-hysterical, all joy. "We're so fucked."

"Probably."

"I don't have a job. Or health insurance. Or⁠—"

"You have me."

"Jordan—"

"You have me." His thumbs trace the line of my cheekbones, wiping away fresh tears I can't stop. "And you're having my baby. That's all that matters."

I kiss him. Or he kisses me. I don't know who moves first, just that his mouth is on mine and the taste of salt mixes with the sweetness of relief and terror and something so enormous I don't have a name for it yet.

When we break apart, Dr. Chen's standing near the door, giving us space I didn't notice her making.

Outside, the air tastes like spring—cold and clean, the last bite of winter losing its grip. Jordan's arm curves around my waist, his hand splayed across my stomach like he's already protecting what's inside.

We're halfway to the car when the world crashes in.

Two men rush from between parked cars—one with a camera, one with a microphone that catches the sun and glints like a knife.

"Jordan Scott!" The one with the mic shoves forward, too fast, too close. "Who's the girl?"

The cameraman circles, lens aimed at my face. The mic swings toward me, metal brushing my chin.

"How long have you two been together?"

"Were you at the hospital? Is she pregnant?"

"Jordan, does the team know?"

The questions pile on top of each other, sharp and invasive, each one a fist to the sternum. The camera's red light blinks three feet from my face. I stumble back, but the reporter's already there, stepping into my path.

His hand closes around my upper arm.

"Is this your flavor of the week?"

The grip isn't gentle. His fingers dig into muscle, holding me in place while the camera rolls and the mic hovers inches from my mouth.

Terror floods my throat. I just found out I'm pregnant—five minutes ago, I was crying in Jordan's arms, and now a stranger's touching me, demanding answers about my body, about the baby I barely know exists.

Jordan moves.

One second he's beside me. The next, his hand is fisted in the reporter's jacket, yanking him off me hard enough that the man's feet leave the ground.

"Leave her alone."

The words come out low, controlled, but the fury underneath them vibrates through the air like a bass line. Jordan's six-six, two-twenty, and every inch of that weight is behind the grip pulling the reporter close enough to smell fear.

The cameraman keeps filming. The red light blinks.

The reporter's face goes pale, but he doesn't drop the mic. "Just doing my job, man⁠—"

"Your job doesn't involve putting your fucking hands on her."

Jordan releases him—not a shove, just an opening of his fist—and the reporter stumbles backward, nearly tripping over his own feet.

The camera swings between us, catching everything.

Jordan's hand finds the small of my back, guiding me toward the car. The pressure is firm, possessive—not pushing, but claiming. His palm burns through my shirt like a brand. The cameraman follows, red light still blinking, but he keeps his distance now. Smart.

We reach the car. Jordan opens my door, and the movement is sharp, controlled—every muscle in his arm tight with barely-leashed violence. He waits until I'm inside, then closes it with a finality that reverberates through my bones. The sound echoes across the parking lot like punctuation.

The doors shut. Silence swallows the shouting, the ambient hum of traffic, everything. My ears ring in the sudden absence of noise.

Jordan's hands grip the steering wheel hard enough that his knuckles bleach white. He's staring straight ahead, jaw working like he's chewing through words he won't say out loud. His breath comes fast through his nose, each exhale sharp enough to fog the windshield if the air weren't already warm.

"Are you okay?" His voice is tight, razor-edged with control he's fighting to maintain.

"Yeah." I touch my arm where the reporter grabbed me, fingers finding the exact spot where his grip dug in. The skin's already tender, the phantom pressure still there like fingerprints burned into muscle. "Are you?"

"I'll handle it." The words come out flat, final.
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"Jordan—"

"I'll handle it." He turns to me, and the fury in his eyes—white-hot, barely banked—softens the instant it lands on my face. His hand reaches across the console, palm sliding over my stomach with a reverence that makes my throat close. The warmth of his skin seeps through fabric, grounding and possessive all at once. "Did he hurt you?"

"No. Just scared me." My voice wavers on the admission, and I hate it.

His jaw clenches again, teeth grinding. He looks like he wants to go back out there and finish what he started—like the only thing stopping him is the weight of his hand on my stomach, the fragile thing underneath it that needs him here more than it needs him out there breaking a stranger's jaw.

But then something shifts. His thumb strokes across my stomach—slow, deliberate, grounding. The movement pulls him back from the edge, anchors him to this moment instead of the violence still crackling under his skin.

"We're having a baby," he says quietly.

The words pull me back from the adrenaline crash, from the reporter's grip and the camera's red light. Back to the exam room. Back to congratulations and I wanted this and the smile on Jordan's face that looked like sunlight breaking through clouds.

"We're having a baby," I repeat, and the warmth floods back, pushing the fear into the corners where it can't quite reach.

Jordan starts the car. "You hungry?"

"Starving."

"Good." He pulls out of the parking lot, eyes checking the rearview mirror twice before he relaxes. "Because we're going to your favorite place, and you're going to eat everything you want."

"Why do I feel like there's a catch?"

"Enjoy everything. Because you're not getting any more sweet treats until you give birth."

I stare at him. "That's pretty harsh and rash."

His mouth curves. "Try me, baby girl."
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The pastry shop smells like butter and caramelized sugar. The display case gleams with croissants, éclairs, fruit tarts glazed to a shine. Jordan orders half the case. I don't argue.

We sit by the window, spring sunlight pouring across the table. I bite into a chocolate croissant, and the layers shatter between my teeth—crisp, flaky, obscenely rich. Jordan watches me.

"You're really going to cut me off after this?" I ask around a mouthful of pastry.

"Yes."

"That's very Daddy of you."

"Good." He leans back, arms crossed, but his eyes are warm. "You're carrying my baby. I'm going to make sure you're both healthy."

The words carrying my baby settle in my chest like they belong there. I take another bite, savoring the chocolate, the butter, the knowledge that this is the last day of unrestricted sweetness.

"You planned this," I say again, because I still can't quite believe it.

"I did."

"For how long?"

He considers. "First time I finished inside you, I knew what I was doing."

"That was three months ago."

"I know."

"You're insane."

"Probably." He reaches across the table, thumb brushing a flake of pastry from my bottom lip. "But you're having my baby anyway."

I grin. "Guess you got what you wanted."

"Not yet." His gaze drops to my stomach, then back to my face. "But I will."
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The maternity boutique is tucked between a coffee shop and a bookstore, its windows dressed with mannequins in flowing dresses that accommodate bellies I don't have yet.

Yet.

Jordan holds the door open. Inside, the air smells faintly of lavender. Racks of dresses line the walls—soft cottons, stretchy knits, fabrics designed to grow with bodies that are about to change.

"Pick what you like," Jordan says.

"I'm not even showing."

"You will be."

A saleswoman appears, all smiles and professional warmth. "Can I help you find anything?"

"Dresses," Jordan says. "For the next six months."

The woman's eyes flick to my stomach, then back to Jordan's face. Recognition sparks, but she's too polished to react. "Of course. Follow me."

She leads us to a section near the back. Dresses in every color, some with empire waists, others with ruching designed to accommodate growing bumps. I run my hand over a navy cotton sundress, soft and simple.

"Try it on," Jordan says.

"I don't need sundresses yet."

"You will in two months."

The certainty in his voice—like he's already mapped out the next six months, already knows what I'll need and when—should annoy me.

It doesn't.

I take the dress into the fitting room, pulling the curtain shut behind me. The fabric whispers as I slide it over my head—cotton so soft it feels expensive even before I check the price tag dangling from the sleeve.

It settles over my hips, falls just past my knees, loose everywhere. Too loose. My stomach is still flat, still mine, but the empire waist is cut for a belly that will fill it in weeks. Maybe days, depending on how fast this thing decides to grow.

I stare at my reflection. The girl looking back is wearing a maternity dress she doesn't need yet for a body that hasn't changed. But it will. Dr. Chen said twelve weeks puts me at the end of the first trimester—past the danger zone, into the part where things get real. Where my jeans stop fitting and strangers start staring at my stomach instead of my face.

You will be, Jordan had said. Not if. Not maybe. Just certainty, like he's already seen the next six months play out and knows exactly how they end.

When I step out, Jordan's waiting with three more dresses draped over his arm—a black knit, a gray cotton shift, something floral I would never pick for myself but somehow know I'll wear anyway.

"These too," he says, holding them out.

"Jordan—"

"These too."

His voice is calm, final. Not a suggestion. Not a request. Just the same way he'd tell a teammate to take the shot or a reporter the interview's over. Decided.

I take them. Go back into the fitting room. Try on each one while he waits outside, silent and patient and probably planning which other racks to drag me toward next.

We leave with two dozen dresses in bags that fill the backseat—white paper handles looped together, tissue paper crinkling every time the car turns. I stopped arguing after the first ten, right around the time I realized he wasn't hearing the arguments anyway. He'd already decided I needed them. That was the end of the discussion.

Outside, the sun's lower now, stretching long shadows across the sidewalk. The afternoon has that golden-edge feeling, the kind of light that makes everything look softer than it is.

Jordan's at the trunk, loading the bags in—no wasted movement, nothing dropped or fumbled. I'm standing on the curb, arms crossed against the breeze coming off the lake, tired in the way that feels good—like I've been somewhere important and now I'm heading home.

A flash catches my eye.

Bright. Quick. Sunlight on glass, or metal, or something reflective I can't pin down. Across the street, maybe—or from one of the parked cars lining the curb. I can't tell. It's just a flicker, there and gone before I can focus on it.

I stop. Turn toward it, scanning the street.

Cars. Buildings with their windows catching the late sun. Pedestrians walking past without looking at me, absorbed in their phones or their conversations or whatever pulls people through their days. No one's watching.

Nothing.

Just a car window catching the light. Or someone's phone screen tilted wrong. Or the paranoia left over from this morning, from the pack of reporters outside the penthouse who shouted questions I didn't answer and took pictures I couldn't stop.

I let it go. Force my shoulders to drop, my breath to even out.

Jordan closes the trunk, the sound a solid thunk that cuts through the street noise. He turns to me, and I see the question in his eyes before he asks it.

"You good?"

"Yeah." I follow him to the passenger side, my legs heavier than they should be. "Just tired."

He opens my door and waits, one hand on the frame, the other on the edge of the roof. Patient. Like he's got all the time in the world, like we're not standing on a downtown sidewalk where anyone could walk by and recognize him.

When I'm settled in the seat, he leans in—close enough that I catch the faint scent of his cologne, something clean and cedar-sharp—and kisses my forehead. Soft. Deliberate. The kind of kiss that isn't about heat or want, just I've got you.

"Let's go home," he says.

The word home wraps around me like a blanket pulled up to my chin. I sink into the leather seat, close my eyes, and let the day's weight settle over me in pieces—the pregnancy that's real now, documented and dated and growing.

Jordan starts the car. The engine hums to life, smooth and expensive, and we pull away from the curb. I don't open my eyes. Just let the city noise fade into background static—horns, voices, the rhythm of tires on pavement—as we drive toward the penthouse.

Toward home.

The word still feels strange. Like borrowed shoes that fit better than they should.


CHAPTER 9
JORDAN



The phone's been going off for six minutes before I reach for it.

Not one call. Dozens. The screen lights up every few seconds—text, call, text, call—my publicist's name repeating like a siren I can't shut off. The kind of phone activity that means something exploded while I was asleep.

Jessica stirs beside me, her hand sliding across the sheets toward the empty space where I was. I catch it before she wakes fully, fold her fingers into mine, and answer the phone.

"Jordan." Maya's voice comes fast, tight. No greeting. She's already in damage-control mode. "Have you seen it?"

"Seen what?”

"The articles. They went live an hour ago—Time, Sports Illustrated, ESPN, TMZ, every outlet with a sports section. The headline's the same everywhere: hockey legend gets stepdaughter pregnant, assaults reporter outside hospital."

The words hit like a puck to the ribs, sharp and precise. I sit up, keep my voice low so Jessica doesn't wake. "What else?”

"The parking lot footage—the reporter's version. Edited. Shows you grabbing him, your face, the snarl. No context. No lead-up. Just your hand on his collar and him stumbling back."

My jaw locks. "And?"

"He filed an assault charge. This morning. His lawyer's already talking to the press—self-defense angle, claims you attacked him unprovoked, says you've been 'volatile' since he threatened to go public with your relationship." She pauses. "Jordan, this is bad. The timing couldn't be worse. You're in the finals. The optics⁠—"

"Send me the articles."

"Jordan—"

"Send them."

The line goes quiet. Then: "Check your email."

I hang up. Open my inbox. Six links, all from Maya, all timestamped within the last hour.

I read the first one. Then the second. Then the third.

Same story, different outlet. Same headline, slightly reworded. Titans Captain in Assault Scandal—Stepdaughter Pregnant. Jordan Scott's Secret Relationship Ends in Violence. Hockey Legend Loses It Outside Hospital—Pregnant Stepdaughter Involved.

The articles don't call Jessica by name—privacy laws, probably—but they describe her. Young woman, early twenties, identified as the daughter of Scott's brief, undisclosed marriage. They frame it like a scandal I've been hiding. Like something dirty I kept in the dark until a reporter shone a light.

The parking lot footage plays on loop in my head—not the version they're running, the real one. The reporters rushing us. The mic shoved at Jessica's face. The guy grabbing her arm. Her stumbling.

And then my hand on his collar.

That's the part they kept.

Cold fury settles in my chest, the kind that doesn't burn hot or loud. The kind that plans.

Jessica shifts beside me, her eyes opening slow. She sees my face and goes still.

"Jordan?"

I set the phone down. Look at her. Hair tangled on the pillow, blue eyes worried, one hand resting on her stomach like she's protecting what's inside even in her sleep.

"The articles are out."

Her face goes pale. "What do they say?"

"Everything." I keep my voice even. "The pregnancy. The stepdaughter angle. The parking lot. They're calling it an assault."

"Oh my God."

"They edited the footage. Cut out everything that happened before I touched him. Made it look like I attacked him unprovoked."

Her breath catches. "Jordan⁠—"

"I'm doing a press conference."

She sits up, sheets pooling around her waist. "What? No. You can't⁠—"

"I can. I will." I reach for her face, cup her jaw in one hand. "I won't let anyone get away with putting their hands on the woman carrying my child."

"Jordan, the finals—your career⁠—"

"Doesn't matter."

"Yes it does⁠—"

"Not more than you."

The words come out flat, certain. Not up for debate. She stares at me, her eyes filling with tears she's trying not to let fall.

"What are you going to say?"

"The truth."

"They'll twist it⁠—"

"Not if I show them what really happened."

Her forehead creases. "What do you mean?"

"The hospital parking lot had cameras. CCTV. Mounted on the building, covering the lot. They must have caught everything—the reporters rushing us, the mic shoved at you, the grab. The full context."

Her breath stops. "You can get the footage?"

"Already told Maya to."

She searches my face, looking for something—doubt, fear, hesitation. I don't give her any. This is what I do. I've spent years performing under pressure, cameras in my face, microphones recording every word. A press conference is just another game. Different arena, same skill set.

Except this time it's not about me.

I lean in, kiss her forehead. Her mouth. Hold her face in both hands and feel her pulse racing under my thumbs.

"I'll handle it," I say. "I've been handling cameras my entire career. This is just one more."

Except it's not.

Because this time it's her.
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The arena's quiet when I walk in—too early for media, too late for morning skate. Just staff setting up equipment in the press room, the hum of overhead lights, the echo of my footsteps on polished concrete.

Brennan's waiting outside the locker room, arms crossed, clipboard under one arm. He looks up when I approach, his face carved into the permanent scowl of a man who's spent three decades behind a bench.

"Scott."

"Coach."

He doesn't waste time. "You doing this?"

"Yeah."

"You need to?"

"Yeah."

He studies me—same way he's studied me for years, the look that cuts through bullshit and sees whether a player's head is in the game. Whatever he finds, it satisfies him. He nods once.

"Handle it. I've got the ice."

That's it. No lecture. No concern about distractions or optics or the finals. Just: handle your business, I trust you.

I nod back. "Thanks, Coach."

He grunts, turns toward the rink. Then stops. "Scott."

"Yeah."

"You did the right thing. In that parking lot." His eyes meet mine, steady. "Don't let anyone tell you different."

He walks away before I can respond.

Inside the locker room, Luca's already on me.
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"There he is." He's up off the bench before I'm through the door, crossing the room in four strides, his face red. "Did you see that garbage? Did you see what they're saying?"

"I saw."

"It's bullshit. Complete bullshit. You protected your girl and they're acting like you jumped some innocent guy⁠—"

"Luca—"

"No, I'm serious, if I see that reporter I'm gonna⁠—"

"Luca." Nate's voice cuts through, calm and low. He's sitting in his stall, already half in his gear, watching us both. "Let him breathe."

Luca stops, chest heaving, hands on his hips. He looks at me like he's waiting for permission to keep going.

I shake my head. "Save it for the ice."

"You doing the press thing?"

"Yeah."

"Good." He jabs a finger toward the door. "Tear them apart."

Nate stands, crosses to me in two steps. Puts one hand on my shoulder—solid, steady, the weight of loyalty compressed into a single touch.

"We're behind you," he says.

That's it. Two words. Maximum impact.

I nod. "Thanks."

He drops his hand, steps back. Luca claps me on the arm hard enough to bruise. "Go get them, Cap."

I head to the press room.
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The podium's already set up—Titans logo behind me, mic angled up, camera crews lining the back wall. Bright lights aimed at the space where I'll stand. I've done this hundreds of times. Post-game pressers, sponsorship announcements, playoff media days. I know the rhythm: speak clearly, give them the quote, control the narrative.

But today, the narrative is personal.

I step up to the podium. The cameras click before I've said a word—shutters firing, recording lights blinking red. The room's packed. More journalists than a normal presser, more cameras than a game day. They smell blood.

I wait. Let the noise settle. When the room's quiet enough, I lean into the mic.

"My personal life is none of your business."

Pause. Let that land. The cameras keep clicking.

"But since you've decided to make it yours, I'll say this once."

The room holds its breath.

"Jessica is my girlfriend. She's a consenting adult. I never met her until a few months ago—the marriage to her mother was brief, quiet, and over before we ever crossed paths. We are not related by blood. We are two adults who chose each other."

I say it flat. Clear. Looking directly into the cameras. No defensiveness. No apology. Just facts.

A reporter in the third row opens her mouth. I cut her off before she speaks.

"The reporter who filed the assault charge seems to have forgotten what happened before I touched him. So I'm going to remind everyone."

I signal to the tech booth. The screen behind me flickers on.

The CCTV footage plays.

Black-and-white, overhead angle, timestamp in the corner. Jessica and me walking out of the hospital—her hand in mine, her face tired. Then the two reporters rushing us from the left side of the frame. The mic shoved at her face. The aggressive questions I can't hear but can read in their body language. The reporter blocking our path, stepping into Jessica's space. Her trying to move around him.

His hand grabbing her arm.

Her almost stumbling.

And then—only then—my hand on his collar.

The room watches. Silent. The cameras keep rolling, but the energy shifts—subtle, immediate. The press is seeing the full context for the first time. The narrative they've been running just collapsed.

I let the footage speak. When it ends, I lean back into the mic.

"If you grab my woman—my pregnant woman—of course I won't just stand around and watch."

Pause.

"See you in court, asshole."

I step away from the podium. Don't take questions. The room erupts behind me—shouted questions, camera shutters, chaos. I walk through it without turning back, my shoes loud on the tile, the press room door swinging shut behind me and cutting off the noise.

Maya's waiting in the hallway, phone in hand, her face somewhere between stunned and impressed.

"That was⁠—"

"I'm going home."

She nods. "Go."
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The penthouse is quiet when I walk in. No TV. No music. Just the hum of the city through the windows and the sound of my keys hitting the counter.

Jessica's on the couch, curled into the corner with her knees pulled up, laptop open beside her. She looks up when she hears me, and her face cracks.

"I watched," she says. Her voice breaks on the second word.

I cross the room. Sit beside her, pull her into my lap, and kiss her hard—mouth, jaw, the tears on her cheeks. She tastes like salt and relief and something I don't have a name for.

"Jordan—"

"I love you."

The words come out blunt. Spare. Stripped of everything but truth. I've never said them before. Never to anyone. But I say them now, with my forehead pressed to hers, my hands holding her face, her breath shaking against my mouth.

"I love you."

She stares at me, eyes wide and wet, and then she's kissing me—hard, desperate, her hands fisting in my shirt.

"I love you," she says against my mouth. "I love you, I love you⁠—"

I hold her. Arms around her back, her head tucked under my chin, her body warm and solid and here. The press conference is over. The articles don't matter. The reporter can take me to court if he wants—I've got footage, I've got lawyers, I've got the truth.

But none of that matters as much as this.

Her. In my arms. Safe.

"I love you," I say again, quieter this time. Just for her.

She tilts her head back, looks up at me with red-rimmed eyes and a smile that's half laugh, half sob.

"Good," she says. "Because you're stuck with me now."

I kiss her again. Slow. Deep. The kind of kiss that says I know without needing the words.

Outside, the city hums. Inside, it's just us. Her heartbeat against my chest. My hands in her hair. The three words still warm in the room.

Home.


EPILOGUE
JESSICA



Two weeks later…

The arena explodes.

Sound hits me first—a wall of noise so loud I feel it in my sternum. Then my feet leave the ground as everyone in the WAGs section surges up, screaming, hands in the air. The woman next to me grabs my arm, laughing, and I barely register her face because my eyes are locked on the ice.

Jordan lifts the Cup.

He's center ice, teammates mobbing him from every direction, but he holds it above his head—both hands, steady, like it weighs nothing.

The overhead lights catch the silver and throw it back white-hot. His face is tilted up, eyes closed for just a second, and then he's looking at the crowd, at the banners hanging from the rafters, at the building that's been his home for years.

Eight Cups. The last one.

My throat tightens. He's done. After tonight, he's off the ice for good.

"Jessica."

I turn. Maya's beside me, her phone in one hand, her face unreadable in that way publicists have perfected.

"He wants you on the ice."

My heart kicks. "What?"

She's already moving, gesturing for me to follow. "Come on."

The corridors are concrete and echo and adrenaline. Maya walks fast, her heels clicking, and I'm half-jogging to keep up. She doesn't explain. Just leads me through security, past staff, down a ramp that slopes toward the ice-level entrance.

The cold hits first.
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Then the noise—louder down here, bouncing off the boards, the crowd a living thing above us. The ice stretches out under the lights, white and bright and impossibly smooth.

Jordan's there.

Still in his gear, hair plastered to his forehead, sweat staining his jersey. The Cup is somewhere behind him with the team, but he's not looking at it. He's looking at me.

The arena fades—twenty thousand people, cameras, lights, all of it background static. He walks toward me, skates traded for boots, his stride sure and deliberate.

He stops an arm's length away. Reaches into the pocket of his pants—how did he have pockets in hockey gear?—and pulls out a ring.

No speech. No preamble.

"Jessica, I know you're cold so I'll keep this short and save the big speech for later. Will you marry me, baby girl?"

The crowd roars before I can answer. Someone must've seen it on the jumbotron. The sound shakes the boards, rolls through the building like thunder.

I don't hear it.

"Yes. Of course, I'll marry you."

His hand cups my face, thumb brushing my cheek, and then he's kissing me—hard, deep, the kind of kiss that says mine in front of God and Chicago and every camera in the building.

When we break apart, he presses his forehead to mine.

"I love you."

"I love you."

The arena shakes. The lights burn. The ice is cold under my feet.

And Jordan Scott—eight-time Stanley Cup champion, my stepfather, the man who found me sobbing in a shitty apartment months ago—slides the ring onto my finger and pulls me close.


EXTENDED EPILOGUE
JORDAN



Fifteen years later…

The ice sounds different when no one's watching.

Jack's skates scrape as he adjusts his stance, stick too high, shoulders hunched. Chase circles back, faster, lower to the ice, already figuring out what his brother's still learning.

"Grip's too tight," I tell Jack. "You're choking it."

He loosens his hands. Fourteen years old, already tall enough to look me in the eye if he stands up straight. He won't for another year or two—teenage boys hunch like it's their job—but the height's there. The reach. The way he reads the ice before he moves.

I see myself in that. The same instinct I had at his age, before the scouts came, before the league, before any of it mattered beyond the feel of the puck on my stick.

Chase tries a crossover and almost sticks it. His edges catch, and he goes down hard on one knee.

"Up," I say. "Again."

He grins—more Jessica than me, that grin—and pushes himself back up.

Sophie's voice cuts across the rink from the benches. "Chase, you fell like a baby."

"Did not."

"Did too. Daddy, tell him."

I glance over. Jessica's got Eli in her arms, the baby's fist jammed in his mouth, drool everywhere. Lily sits beside her, strawberry blonde hair tucked under a knit hat, watching her brothers. Sophie stands on the bench, mittens on, her coat unzipped because she runs hot and doesn't care that it's freezing. Finn's three feet away, gnawing on a glove he found somewhere.

Jessica catches my eye. Raises an eyebrow. Mouths something I can't quite make out but definitely includes the word help.

I almost lose my footing.

"Focus," I tell the boys. "Chase, show me the move again. Jack, watch his hips."

They skate. I watch. The rink's small, private, ours. No cameras. No crowd. Just the scrape of blades on ice and Sophie yelling commentary no one asked for.

Fifteen years ago, the world had a lot to say about us.

Still does, probably. The stepdad who married his ex-wife's daughter. The age gap. The headline that wrote itself. People see us at a restaurant, at a game, at the grocery store with six kids in tow, and I can see it in their faces—the quick math, the double-take, the whisper to whoever's standing next to them.

Let them talk.

Jessica was twenty-one when I met her. I was thirty-eight. She opened the door to that shithole apartment with a wet shirt and red eyes, and I knew—right then, before I said a word—that she was mine. Not because of Erin. Not because of some technicality on a marriage certificate no one knew about.

Because I looked at her and something in my chest said her.

We're two adults who fell in love. That's it. That's the whole story.

Our kids are loved. Our kids are safe. Our kids are loud as hell and currently arguing about whether Chase fell like a baby or a drunk penguin. Jack's learning to read the ice the way I did. Lily's got her mother's sharp eye and her father's patience. Sophie's fearless in a way that's going to give me a heart attack in about eight years. Finn's eating a glove. Eli's asleep.

Nobody's hurt. Nobody's damaged. Nobody needed saving.

They're just ours.

Jack lands a clean pass to Chase. Chase takes it, skates hard, and fires at the net. Misses by a mile, but the form's there.

"Better," I say.

Jessica calls from the bench. "Jack, your brother's showing off."

"He always shows off."

"Yeah, well, he gets it from your father."

I skate toward them, stop at the boards. Eli's awake now, blinking up at me with Jessica's blue eyes. Sophie climbs onto the boards to get closer, and Finn drops the glove to grab my stick.

"Daddy, can I skate now?"

"Next year, Soph."

"You said that last year."

"And I'll say it again next year if you don't get taller."

She narrows her eyes. Jessica laughs.

The ice is cold. The rink smells like rubber and metal and the faint tang of Finn's discarded glove. My boys are sweating through their layers. My girls are plotting something. My wife is looking at me like she still can't believe this is her life.

I can't either.

But here we are.

The world can say whatever it wants. I've got six kids, a wife who still makes me lose my balance with one look, and two boys on the ice who are getting better every damn day.

That's all that matters.

That's all that's ever mattered.
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Book 3: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 3 Sage

Book 4: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 4 Harper

Book 5: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 5 Luna

Book 6: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 6 Ivy

Book 7: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 7 Maya

Book 8: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 8 Olivia

Book 9: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 9 Alice

Book 10: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 10 Piper

Book 11: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 11 Sydney

Book 12: Milked, Claimed, & Bred By My Stepdad, # 12 Erin

Sign up for my mailing list so you don’t miss a single story. Sign up here

Stepbrothers' Forbidden Fantasies

Book 1: Possessive Milk Obsessed Stepbrothers

Book 2: Possessive Daddy Dom Stepbrothers

Book 3: Possessive Bully Stepbrothers

Book 4: Possessive Irish Mafia Stepbrothers

Book 5: Possessive Bratva Stepbrothers

Book 6: Possessive Biker Stepbrothers

Book 7: Sign up for my mailing list so you don’t miss a single story. Sign up here

Stepbrother Short Reads

Book 1: Hockey Stars' Fertile Shootout

Book 2: Somno Roommate

Book 3: Daddy Dom Bully

Book 4: Sign up for my mailing list so you don’t miss a single story. Sign up here

Possessive Stepfather

Book 1: Possessive Stepdad's Age Gap Pregnancy Obsession

Book 2: Possessive Stepdad's Step Daddy And Uncle Obsession

Book 3: Possessive Stepfather And Daughter

Book 4: Possessive Stepdaddy's Baby Girl

Book 5: Sign up for my mailing list so you don’t miss a single story. Sign up here
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