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ONE


Lily

The screaming starts right as the drums kick in.

Maisy’s little face scrunches, her bottom lip wobbles, and then she lets out a wail that cuts straight through the thunder of the sound check. Her cry pierces the air, even with guitars rumbling and cymbals crashing on the stage in front of us.

I bounce my baby daughter in my arms, my tote bag sliding off my shoulder, my clipboard pressed awkwardly between my elbow and my chest.

“It’s okay, baby, it’s okay,” I whisper into her soft curls. “Mommy has got you. It is just loud.”

We are standing in the wings of the arena stage, in the middle of organized chaos. Techs climb scaffolding with coiled cables on their shoulders. Lights swing overhead. The speakers hum with that low, intimidating buzz that says everything here costs more than I will ever make in my life.

This is it. The first day of the tour. The first time I have ever been on a real stage, even though I am not the one performing.

Well. Not performing in the way I used to dream about, when I was fifteen and singing into a hairbrush. But those dreams faded in teenage. I was never talented at singing. No, my real talent was in event management, organizing shows, making sure everything runs on schedule. After a stint at the local performance venue, where I learned the basics of managing artists, performances, and audiences, I branched out into the big world of music management. I was briefly in A&R, discovering new talents, and while that was fun, I love the thrill of being close to the stage the most. I love choreographing the magic that the audience gets to see on stage.

Given my detail-orientation and management skills, I was soon going on tour with a band that had gone viral on Tiktok, arranging their performances and making sure things run well behind the scenes.

That’s where I first met Maisy’s dad. He was also one of the staff helping the band on tour. He swept me away and got me pregnant, but he didn’t want the responsibility. When he told me to get rid of the child or raise her alone, I made my choice. I don’t regret it at all. Maisy has changed my world for the better, made me stronger, and given me a greater drive to pursue my dreams.

The band rips into the chorus of one of Kade Mercer’s biggest hits. Even just a soundcheck, it is electric. The bass thrums in my ribs, familiar lyrics vibrating straight through my bones because I have played this song on repeat so many times. In college. During late-night feeds when Maisy was a newborn. When I signed the contract and could not believe this job was real.

Tour manager. Me. Lily Hart.

I adjust my grip on Maisy and glance toward center stage. He stands there. Kade Mercer. Him.

He is in worn black jeans that cling to his lean hips, a sleeveless shirt that shows off ink swirling up his muscled arms. His forearms flex as he grips the mic stand. Veins coil over strong hands that look like they were carved for guitar strings and sin. Dark hair, a little too long, falls over his brow in damp strands. The stage lights catch in his blue eyes, turning them pale and otherworldly.

I have seen his face on posters, album covers, endless fan edits on social media. But nothing compares to seeing him here, alive, huge, real. There is sweat at the hollow of his throat. His jaw is shadowed with stubble, sharp enough to cut glass.

My heart stutters in my chest like it has forgotten how to function. For a second I revert back to the teenager who stayed up all night to watch grainy livestreams of his concerts, headphones on so my mom would not hear.

He is more beautiful than any camera has ever managed to capture. More dangerous too.

Maisy lets out another high-pitched cry, louder now, panicked. My body responds instinctively. My breasts ache with the sudden prickle of letdown, hormones surging. I wince and press her closer.

“Shh, sunshine,” I murmur, heart racing. “I know. I know it is loud.”

“Can someone turn that kid off?”

The words slice through the air, cold and annoyed, not amplified by a mic but still somehow louder than the instruments.

The band trails off. The drummer misses a beat. A string buzzes as the guitarist fumbles. All eyes swing to the front of the stage where Kade has stopped singing.

He looks furious.

His attention scans the crew, then the wings, zeroing in on us like a spotlight. Like I have just stepped into a sniper’s crosshairs.

Heat crawls up my neck. My stomach flips.

Oh. God.

He pulls the mic away from his mouth, points in our direction, and his mouth moves again. This time I hear every syllable.

“Whose baby is that?”

A couple of techs glance at me, then look away fast. The tour coordinator, a guy named Vince, suddenly busies himself with his tablet like I have become radioactive.

My throat goes dry. I clear it and take a step forward. “She is mine.”

Kade walks toward the front of the stage, booted feet heavy on the boards. He hops down, taking the drop with the easy grace of someone who has done this a thousand times.

With every step that he takes toward me, my pussy convulses. Having Kade’s full attention feels like every fangirl dream come true. He’s looking at me, coming toward me.

The air is charged with an insane amount of tension that makes my skin prickle like there’s a live current running over it. The hair at the back of my neck stands up when Kade gets close, close enough for his shadow to blanket me. Close enough for his scent of masculine power to flood my nostrils.

I press my thighs together, the heat in my pussy growing out of control. My ovaries are about to explode and all he has done is be close to me and glare at me.

My breasts leak profusely, stimulated by the spark of desire that is surging through my system. I feel the wetness being absorbed by my nursing bra. My nipples, sore and sensitive prickle, needy for a wet, hungry mouth.

And my imagination must be going out of control, because right now, my brain is coming up with filthy fantasies of Kade pulling down my top and suckling on my milky tits.

Which he would never do. Because he’s a rockstar whom a number of gorgeous women desire.

And I’m a single mom with milk-dripping breasts trying to quiet my baby.

Maisy’s dad thought I was fat and weird when I was lactating. I know Kade would think the same. I could never compare to all the gorgeous, perfect women he has slept with.

His anger radiates off his body, only making my pussy cramp harder.

Up close, he is even taller than I imagined. The scent of sweat, leather, and some sharp cologne hits me all at once.

His eyes are ice. That earlier stage charm I saw when he was singing is gone, replaced by cool irritation.

“You are the new tour manager?” he asks.

My fingers tighten around Maisy. “Yes. Lily. Lily Hart.” My voice sounds small in the cavernous arena. “We spoke on email. And Zoom. Twice.”

I realize he probably has fifty people cycling through his life every week. He would not remember my face from a tiny thumbnail on a call.

Maisy lets out another broken sob, rubbing her eyes against my shoulder. The ache in my chest intensifies.

“I am so sorry. She is just a little overwhelmed,” I rush out. “It is her first time around crowds this big and the noise is a lot, but I will take her somewhere quieter so you can finish soundcheck and then I will be back to go over the schedule and the venue contacts and the loadout times and…”

I am babbling. I know I am babbling. I cannot stop babbling.

His brows draw together. “You brought a baby to my soundcheck.”

“It is my job to be at your soundcheck,” I say, trying to keep my tone calm, professional. “And she comes with me. When your company hired me, they said it was okay to have her around, as long as I was with her or someone was keeping an eye on her.”

His gaze drops to Maisy, who is red faced and hiccuping. The muscle in his jaw jumps. He looks back at me like I am personally strangling him with guitar cables.

“She is really upset,” he says, voice lower, softer than I expect. “I don’t think she wants to be here.”

“I am so sorry,” I rush out for what feels like the tenth time today. “It is too loud. I should have taken her out sooner. I promise this will not keep happening.”

He lifts a hand, almost like he wants to stop me from spiraling. “Relax. Babies cry.”

He says it matter of factly but not unkindly.

“How old is she?” he asks, studying her tiny red face with surprising focus.

“One,” I breathe. “She turned one last month.”

His expression shifts. Something thoughtful. Something unfamiliar.

“One, huh?” he murmurs. “She is tiny.”

I smile weakly. “She is small for her age. But fierce.”

He smirks a little at that, and the sight is unfairly attractive.

“She looks like it,” he says.

Maisy’s cries spike again. The ache in my chest sharpens. I bounce her, trying to soothe her, but she is too overwhelmed.

He watches me struggle. Then he takes a slow breath, like he is making a decision.

“Here,” he says gently. “Let me try.”

I blink. “You want to hold her?”

He nods once. “I have nieces. Sometimes a new face helps.”

I hesitate. My heart stutters. This is Kade Mercer. Holding my baby. My screaming baby. I am about to hand him my entire world.

“Are you sure?” I whisper.

He gives the faintest soft snort. “She is a baby, not a bomb.”

I carefully transfer Maisy into his arms. He adjusts instantly, one large hand supporting her back, the other cupping her diapered bottom. He holds her like it is second nature.

Maisy’s cries falter.

Then stop.

Completely.

I am so stunned my mouth drops open. Kade glances at me, eyebrows raised.

“See?” he says lightly. “Sometimes they just want a different vibe.”

Maisy stares up at him, hiccupping softly. Her big brown eyes lock on his face. One tiny hand lifts, wobbly and curious, and pats his cheek.

His entire body freezes at the touch.

The band behind him bursts into laughter.

“Look at that,” the drummer calls. “Kid likes you better than we do.”

Kade shoots him a look that is more amused than annoyed. “Most people do.”

More laughter.

Maisy keeps exploring his face, tapping his jaw, his nose, his lips. He lets her. He actually lets her. His expression softens into something I have never seen on him. Something open. Paternal. Almost tender.

And my heart… my stupid, traitorous heart clenches so hard it hurts.

She looks right in his eyes like she trusts him. Like she knows him.

Like she belongs there.

The thought strikes out of nowhere and I choke it down. This is ridiculous. Dangerous. He is a rock star. I am an employee. And he is being nice because he is unexpectedly good with babies, not because he wants anything from me.

Still, the way he holds her, the way she settles so easily in his arms, the way he looks at her like she is something fragile and precious…

It makes something inside me ache. I never imagined a father for her. Not a real one. Not a present one. But seeing her with him makes me wish for things I should not wish for.

I swallow hard and force myself to look away.

After a moment too long, I reach for her. “I should take her. You need to practice.”

He hesitates. Just for a second. Like he does not want to give her up.

It startles him, almost like he did not expect the feeling.

“Oh. Yeah.” He hands her back carefully, but his hand lingers on her back one extra second. “Right. Work.”

“Sorry,” I whisper. “We will leave for a while so you can finish your set.”

He nods, but it is slow. Like he is watching me too closely now. Like he is reading something in my face.

Maisy wails, and this time I’m certain it’s hunger. My body responds automatically, the prickle and sting in my breasts intensifying. I shift her slightly, biting back a hiss.

He notices.

His gaze flicks to my chest, just a fraction, then back up to my face. His jaw tightens, some unreadable emotion flashing through his eyes. Disgust, I think. Embarrassment. Maybe both.

Mortification swamps me.

“I will take her to a quiet room,” I say quickly. “You will not even notice she is here.”

“Take her to the bus,” he says at last. “Come back when she is calm.”

He stares at me. “It will be fine.”

“Yes,” I say. “Sir.”

His eyes flash, something sharp and almost amused cutting through the anger, like I have surprised him.

“Do not call me sir,” he snaps. “It makes me feel old.”

“You are thirty five,” I blurt, then wince.

The corners of his mouth twitch, but it is not a smile. “And you are what, twelve?”

“I am twenty five,” I say, bristling.

“Still young,” he remarks.

He gives me one last cool look and walks back to the stage, grabbing his mic, barking at the band to pick up where they left off.

I turn away, clutching Maisy close. She has calmed to little hiccupping whimpers, her fist pressed against her mouth.

I walk quickly down the steps at the side of the stage, through a maze of black curtains, cables, and flight cases. The further we get from the blaring instruments, the more my ears ring with fading noise, the more the ache in my chest becomes impossible to ignore.

By the time I reach a corridor behind the stage, my breasts are heavy, painful. My shirt feels damp against my skin.

I find a small door with a “Green Room B” sign and try the handle. It opens to a small lounge with a couch, a coffee table, a mini fridge, and a clothes rack. The low hum of the air conditioner is a relief after the pounding stage.

I shut the door behind us and sag back against it.

Maisy whimpers, looking up at me with her big, watery eyes.

“I know, sunshine,” I whisper. “I am sorry. I am a mess.”

She does not care about contracts, about rock stars, about anyone’s opinion. She just wants me.

My breasts throb. I glance at the couch, then at the door to make sure it is firmly closed. My hands shake as I adjust my grip on her.

“Okay,” I murmur, voice soft. “Let us fix this.”

I sink onto the couch, unclip my nursing bra under my shirt, and guide her to my breast. She latches instantly, like she has been waiting all day for this. Relief washes through me as she suckles, the pull steady and familiar.

My muscles relax for the first time since we entered the arena. I stroke her hair, breathing slowly.

The noise from the stage is muffled now, just a distant thump. In here, it is quiet. It feels like our own little world.

Tears prick my eyes. I blink them away.

“You are not a mistake,” I whisper to her. “You are the only thing that ever made sense.”

The door handle clicks.

My heart slams into my throat.

I jerk upright, pulling my shirt down awkwardly, but Maisy is latched and I cannot exactly shove her off in one second. Panic flares through me as the door swings open.

Kade steps in.

He fills the doorway, tall and broad, hair damp with sweat, a sheen on his bare arms. His shirt is clinging to his chest, and he has a white towel slung around his neck. He looks like every fantasy I have ever had and every nightmare I hoped to avoid, all in one.

For one suspended moment, we just stare at each other.

His gaze drops to where Maisy is tucked against my chest, my shirt bunched, my bra half unclasped. He can absolutely tell what is happening, even if he cannot see everything.

His eyes widen, shock flickering there, then something else I cannot read. His jaw clenches.

Heat rushes to my face so fast I feel dizzy.

“I… I thought this room was empty,” he says, voice rougher than before.

“I… It was,” I manage, fingers trembling where they clutch the neckline of my shirt. “I just needed to feed her. I will be done soon and we will get out of your way.”

He does not move.

The tension stretches, humming in the air between us.

He isn’t staring at my tits, but he might as well be, because I’m hyper aware of my very naked, very bare tits hanging down my chest, leaking milk like a cow’s udders. I have huge breasts and they have become even bigger since I started feeding Maisy. I make so much milk that it keeps me engorged all day, even after I fed her.

My nipples harden as cool air brushes against them. Drops of breastmilk cling to my distended bud, exposing the maternal state of my body.

And yet, Kade doesn’t immediately recoil in disgust. He watches Maisy, watches me, like we’re a treasure he mistakenly stumbled upon. That does weird things to both my heart and my pussy. I feel the wetness coating my tight channel, slithering down and dripping on my panties.

Kade is so damn hot and mature, and when he’s giving Maisy that paternal, soft look, my ovaries throb with lust. I want to jump him. I want his cock inside me, making me feel hot even when I’m lactating. I want to have one night with him, even if that’s all I get.

He clears his throat. “I did not mean to barge in.”

“I will be done soon,” I mutter, embarrassed. Heat crawls into my cheeks, suffusing them with color.

“I don’t mind waiting,” he replies. “You know, you’re a really good mom. Feeding your baby with such a hectic job can’t be easy.”

“Since Maisy doesn’t have a dad, I want to give her the best.”

His gaze grows thoughtful. Heavy with something personal.

“My mom,” he says quietly, “had me when she was in high school. She was eighteen. She was… not ready. My grandparents raised me most of the time. She came in and out. I never knew how long she would stay.”

My heart twists.

“I am sorry,” I whisper.

He shakes his head. “You are nothing like her. She never fought for me. She never showed up. You do. Every minute. Even when it is hard. Especially then.”

Emotion rises in my chest, warm and painful.

He studies me a moment longer. Then:

“How old are you, anyway? You look young to be doing all this on your own.”

“I am twenty five,” I say. “And I am alone because Maisy’s dad did not want a child.”

Something dark flashes in Kade’s eyes. Protective. Angry on my behalf.

“He is a fool,” he says simply.

I swallow. “I just want to do right by her.”

“You are,” he says softly. “People like you are rare, Lily. Most people talk about loving their kids. You actually show it. I want to support that, however I can.”

My throat tightens. “Thank you. I will not disappoint you.”

His eyes flick downward as Maisy suckles in her sleep, tiny content noises filling the quiet. He does not look away. Not in disgust. Not in discomfort.

Just something like awe. Maybe longing.

“I should go,” he says after a long moment, voice husky. “Give you space.”

I nod, breath catching. “Okay.”

He lingers one more second, his gaze soft, thoughtful, then steps out quietly and closes the door behind him.

I exhale slowly, heart trembling in my chest.

It is only day one.

And I am already falling in trouble.


TWO


Kade

The crying starts like a knife to the skull.

High. Sharp. Relentless.

I jerk awake on the tour bus, heart pounding, vision blurry from sleep. It takes me a second to figure out why everything feels wrong, loud, chaotic.

Then I hear her.

Lily’s daughter. Wailing. Screaming. Little fists slapping something soft.

Someone shuffles beside my bunk. A soft thump. A little gasp.

“Please, please, baby, it is okay,” Lily whispers, voice panicked and cracking. “Mommy is here. Maisy, sweetheart, please stop, please, I know it hurts.”

The crying only gets louder.

I groan, pressing the heels of my palms into my eyes. My jaw clenches. The noise scrapes straight down my spine. Babies crying always hits me like a punch to the gut, dragging up memories I would rather drown.

I swing my legs out of the bunk and stumble into the dim aisle.

Lily stands in the middle of the narrow walkway, hair messy from sleep, tank top skewed on one shoulder, her daughter writhing in her arms. Maisy’s face is beet red, cheeks wet, mouth wide open in misery.

Lily looks like she is on the verge of breaking. And I hate to see her like that.

I feel protective over her in a way I’ve never felt over a woman. She makes me want to wrap her in my arms and soothe her anxiety, kiss her until she is calm. When I saw her nursing her daughter, looking so hot and milky with breastmilk trickling down her fat tits, I was lost for words.

I had to distract her with conversation so she wouldn’t notice the swell in my pants. Because fuck, nobody ever told me lactating women were so hot. She looked like an angel with a baby latched onto one boob, the other spilling white milk like she was born for this.

Born to be a mother, to feed babies, to leak milk from her tits. My body was as hot as an inferno by the time I left. My groin was cramping with pain, my dick swollen from watching Lily do the sexiest, hottest thing a woman can do: give birth and nourish the life she has created.

Maybe it’s because I didn’t have a mom growing up, or maybe it’s because curvy women with wide, baby-bearing hips are my thing. But I can’t get Lily out of my mind. She’s sexual perfection, and all I want to do is suck on those precious tits filled with breastmilk while I fuck her raw and make her moan in pleasure.

“I am sorry,” she gasps the second she sees me. “Kade, I am so sorry. I cannot find the teething gel. I have looked everywhere. I swear I packed it. I swear I did. She will not stop crying and she is in pain and I cannot fix it and I am so sorry if we woke you.”

Her voice cracks hard. She looks like she might cry, too.

Something inside me drops out. All the irritation drains like water through my fingers.

I sigh, running a hand over my face. “Hey. Slow down. It is fine.”

“It is not fine,” she whispers, eyes huge with guilt. “You have a show tomorrow. I am keeping you awake. I am failing at everything already.”

“Stop.” I step closer. “Do you really think I care more about sleep than a one-year-old in pain?”

Lily bites her lip, clutching the baby closer. Maisy screams again, tiny body arching.

The sound cracks through me. I exhale sharply.

“Okay,” I say, calmer now. “Let us find the damn gel.”

We both start searching. I open cabinets above the kitchenette, digging through bags of cereal, vitamins, someone’s forgotten protein powder. Lily rummages frantically through her diaper bag, her purse, under the seats.

“It is not here,” she says, voice trembling. “I must have left it at the arena. God. I am so stupid.”

“You are not,” I say firmly.

She keeps shaking her head, near tears.

I step in front of her and hold out my hands. “Give her to me.”

She hesitates, eyes glossy. “She is really upset.”

“I know.” I soften my tone. “Come on. Let me try.”

She hands me Maisy, and like always, the second she is in my arms, her crying stutters. Not fully stopping, but slowing. Her tiny fingers curl into my shirt. Her forehead presses into my collarbone.

“See?” I murmur. “She likes me.”

Lily lets out a tiny, disbelieving sound. “She is already a fan, and she cannot even talk yet.”

I laugh, bouncing Maisy gently. “Better start her young. Good taste and all.”

Maisy whimpers, then sighs, her cries fading into soft hiccups. She tucks her face into my chest like she is burrowing.

Heat spreads through me, warm and heavy. Holding her feels… good. Too good. Dangerous. Like something deep in me that I did not know was empty is filling.

I rock her slowly. One hand cups her tiny back. The other strokes the soft curls on her head.

The tiny warmth of this life pressed against my abs feels like everything I’ve missed all my life. She feels like family, even though it’s ridiculous to think so. My chest calms, and all I want to do is hold her through the night, make her laugh, and make her mommy smile while I’m at it.

Paternal feelings crowd my chest, making my body heavy with a desire I cannot fully grasp. I know I want kids. And I definitely want to be present for them.

But this little girl is giving me a chance to experience the joy of being a father figure without any of the responsibilities.

But the truth is, I want responsibilities. I want to be responsible for her. I want her to come to me when she needs me, and I want her mother to do the same. I want to be needed in their lives, to be the rock that they lean on.

After a few minutes, Maisy sighs again and goes limp against me, asleep.

Lily stares.

It takes a full ten seconds for her to realize she is staring too long. Her breath catches softly, and she looks away like she has been caught doing something private.

But I saw it. The softness in her eyes. The longing. The disbelief.

I shift Maisy carefully in my arms and look at Lily. “Go rest. I have her.”

Lily blinks at me, stunned. “Are you sure?”

“Yes.” My voice drops without meaning to. “You look exhausted. Lie down. I will hold her.”

Her shoulders slump, relief washing over her features. She climbs into the bunk across from mine, curling on her side but still watching me. Watching us.

Maisy snuggles deeper into my chest. I hold her closer, instinctive, protective. My hand cups the back of her small, warm head.

This is… too intimate. Too dangerous. But I cannot let go.

Not yet.

Lily’s eyes are soft and half lidded. I can tell she is fading. Her voice is barely a whisper.

“She trusts you more than she trusts most people.”

My chest tightens. “Kids know who feels safe.”

Her lips curve into the smallest smile. “I wish I could be that brave. I wish I could depend on someone like that.”

I stare at her, my heart thudding in a way that has nothing to do with annoyance or stress.

“You can depend on me,” I say without thinking. “If things ever get too hard, come to me. You are my staff. I take care of the people around me.”

Her gaze softens more. “You are a good man, Kade.”

I huff a quiet laugh. “Tell that to the tabloids.”

“I do not believe what they say,” she whispers. “They paint you like some kind of playboy.”

“Well,” I say dryly, “that part is true.”

She blinks in surprise. I shrug, gently bouncing Maisy.

“I am a hopeless romantic,” I admit. “I keep looking for something real. Someone to build a family with. But I keep choosing wrong. Or they choose wrong. Or we both do. I want… intimacy. Warmth. Something to come home to. Even when I know she is not the right person. I still try. And then, when I’m disappointed, I pick someone else. I can’t stop wanting.”

Lily watches me like she sees a part of me I never show. Something buried and stupidly vulnerable.

“Maybe,” she whispers, voice like velvet, “you never had enough warmth growing up. Maybe that is why you crave it.”

My throat tightens painfully.

I look down at Maisy sleeping on my chest. “My mother had me young. Too young. She disappeared a lot. My grandparents raised me. She was never steady. Never soft. Never… this.”

My hand strokes Maisy’s back gently.

Lily’s voice trembles. “I can be that for you. If you ever need it. I can give you warmth. Comfort.”

Those words hit somewhere deep inside me, a place I never let anyone reach.

I step closer to her bunk, Maisy asleep against me, and Lily sits up enough to open her arms.

“Come here,” she murmurs.

I shift carefully, leaning down as she wraps one arm around me. The other supports Maisy. Then, slowly, I let myself bend, let myself lower my head until my forehead rests against Lily’s chest. Her tits are pillow soft and huge, and resting on them feels like sleeping on the world’s best pillow. I want to squeeze them, knead them until she sprays milk into my mouth. But I can’t do that tonight.

Satisfaction curls around my bones as my cheek rubs against her soft skin. Her neckline is riding low, exposing the sexy swells of her milky breasts. My cock twitches and I bury my mouth in the crease between her tits, kissing her chest, absorbing her warmth. Her smell of milk and lavender soap. Her mothering, gentle presence.

I have never had this. Not once.

It almost breaks me open. Lily’s body is soft in all the right places. She holds me firm, like she wants me against her bosom, like she wants to give me this moment of intimacy.

I exhale, shaky, and bury my face against her chest just a little deeper.

“Thank you,” I whisper. It comes out raw, hoarse. “I did not know how much I needed this.”

Her hand slides through my hair. Soft. Careful. Like she knows exactly how fragile I am in this moment.

Maisy sleeps between us, breathing steady. Lily breathes slow and warm. I hold her daughter, and she holds me, and for one impossible moment, the world feels whole.

“Anytime,” she whispers. “You can always come to me when you need a hug. I’m good at giving those.”

I close my eyes.

And I let myself stay there.

Just a little longer.


THREE


Lily

The next morning, I am halfway through my equipment checklist when a paper cup appears in front of my face.

“Good morning to the hardworking mama,” Kade says.

I blink up at him. He is standing much too close, wearing a black hoodie, hair still damp from the shower, smelling like mint and warm skin. The cup in his hand is steaming.

“For me?” I ask, stupidly.

“For you,” he says, smiling in a slow, almost shy way.

I take the coffee, fingers brushing his. The warmth is instant and startling.

“Thank you,” I say softly. “You did not need to do that.”

“Last night was rough for both of you,” he says. “I figured you needed caffeine. And maybe something nice.”

Something warm curls in my stomach.

He glances at my clipboard. “Still working?”

“Final checks before loadout,” I say. “Just making sure everything is ready.”

He gestures with a tilt of his head. “Walk with me while you drink. I want to talk.”

Talk. With him. I’m anxious. I wonder if he’ll tell me to get on another tour bus, because I was too disruptive last night. I know he’s kind, but he also has a hectic schedule. He needs to get sleep. Maisy and I are not helping him rest.

“Where is Maisy?” he asks as we start down the corridor. The touch of concern in his voice warms me. He asks like he’s genuinely worried about my little girl, and something tells me he is. He seems to have bonded with Maisy so much last night. He held her in his arms all night, refusing to give her up even when I told him I was fine and I could take over.

“She’s asleep in my room,” I say. “One of the female staff members offered to stay with her while I finished the checklist.”

He nods, approving. “Good. She needs rest. And you need… a break.”

I huff a small laugh. “A break. I forgot what that feels like.”

“I could tell,” he says quietly. “Last night you were ready to collapse.”

I look away, embarrassed. “I am sorry you saw me like that.”

“Why?” His voice is so gentle I almost trip over my own feet. “Everyone needs help sometimes.”

I swallow. “I am just not used to anyone being there. Motherhood is… it is beautiful. But it is also lonely. Especially when you are doing it alone. Sometimes I’m so exhausted, I want to tune out from the world, but then Maisy starts screaming, and even though I’m tired enough to faint, I have to pull myself together and be there for her.”

He slows his steps. “What about your ex? The guy who left? Was he never involved in parenting her?”

“He didn’t even come to see me give birth.” The word tastes bitter. “He did not want a child. Said he was not ready and then never looked back. The moment he found out I was pregnant, he made it clear I was on my own.”

Kade’s jaw tightens. “He is a jerk.”

“I think so too,” I whisper. “Not that I expected any support from him, but he could have at least been nice about it.”

We walk a few more steps. The arena hallway is quiet at this hour, just the hum of lights and the occasional distant clatter from crew preparing gear.

Kade glances sideways at me. “Is Maisy still breastfeeding?”

“Yes.” I laugh, a little self-conscious. “She refused bottles for the first six months and even now she prefers breast milk. So I kept producing. Gotta keep my baby fed. It’s all worth it when I see the smile on her face after she has had her fill.”

His gaze dips to my chest for just one heartbeat before returning to my face.

A spark shoots through me, hot and embarrassingly welcome.

“You make a lot of milk?” he asks, voice low. “I’ve heard it’s not always the case.”

“I make too much,” I admit with a self-deprecating laugh. “She only drinks a portion of what I produce. But I like… the feeling. The fullness. I guess it reminds me I am still taking care of her, even when she needs less.”

His breath catches almost imperceptibly. The fullness of my tits must be obvious. They’re engorged with milk. It’s uncomfortable, the pressure on my milk ducts. Even the slight gaze of my bra against my distended nipples makes my body clench with pain. My pussy feels raw every time the fabric of my bra bristles against my nipples. I’m going to burst any moment now, and since Maisy is asleep after finishing a bottle this morning, I doubt she’ll drink any of my milk.

“What do you do with the extra milk?” Kade asks, just as I’m contemplating leaving and using a breast pump before my tits start leaking. I’m close to that point, but Kade is so charming and attentive, I don’t want to miss this opportunity to be close to him.

When I’m with him, I feel calm. He listens to me, showing interest in my life, even though he’s the one with the exciting career.

“I do nothing with it,” I say quietly. “I just… deal with it. Or leak through shirts.”

His eyes darken. A subtle shift, but unmistakable.

“Well,” he says calmly, but his voice has dropped half an octave, “maybe that does not have to go to waste.”

My breath stops.

He steps closer. I feel the pulse of heat between us. It’s physical. Electric. It shocks me. I never expected my body to burn so bad when I’m with Kade. But my celebrity crush is way hotter and nicer in real life, so you can’t blame a girl for wanting a man like him.

“Kade…” I whisper.

“I liked being there last night,” he says. “Holding her. Holding you.” His voice is so soft it feels like it touches my skin. “I liked how it felt to take care of you when you were falling apart.”

My heart slams against my ribs.

He lifts a hand, cups my face with incredible gentleness. His thumb strokes my cheek, slow and reverent.

“Lily,” he murmurs, leaning in, “I would like to fill that role in your life. The one that is empty. The one that desperately needs someone.”

My throat tightens. I cannot speak.

“Baby,” he whispers, breath brushing my lips, “do you want me to be the man who wakes up in the middle of the night next to you?”

Joy hits me so hard I feel dizzy.

“I…” My voice cracks. “I’ve always had a crush on you.”

His eyes widen.

I swallow hard. “But I kept it a secret because I did not want to look unprofessional. You were a fantasy. Someone I could never have.”

His hand slides to the back of my neck, drawing me closer.

“You can have me,” he murmurs.

Then he kisses me.

Slow at first. Gentle. Testing.

Then deeper. Hungrier. His lips move against mine with a sweetness that makes my knees buckle. His hand tightens in my hair. His tongue brushes mine and I gasp, gripping his hoodie to steady myself.

He kisses like he feels everything too deeply. Like he is starving for closeness.

I melt against him, letting the coffee cup fall to the floor, forgotten. His other hand finds my waist, drawing me impossibly closer, chest against chest, breath mixing.

The world narrows to nothing but him.

When we break apart, I am shaking.

And then I feel it.

Wetness spreading on my shirt.

I look down in mortified horror. Two damp spots bloom over my breasts.

“Oh my God,” I whisper. “Kade. I am leaking.”

Instead of recoiling, he steps closer and wraps an arm around me, shielding me with his body.

“Hey,” he murmurs against my hair. “It is okay. It is natural.”

“I am so embarrassed,” I breathe.

“Do not be,” he says softly. “Come on. You can get some privacy.”

I look up. His eyes burn with something protective. Something wanting.

“My room is closer,” he says.

I nod, heart pounding.

He keeps his arm around me as he leads me down the hall, holding me close, guarding me from anyone who might see.

Like I am his.

And for the first time, I want to be.

His room smells divine when he opens it. I rush in. But it’s too late. The telltale prickle in my breasts tells me my milk is oozing out. I feel the wetness against my bra. I’m not wearing a nursing bra today, so the thin fabric has no chance against the rush of milk that pours out of my tits.

Kade inhales sharply when he sees the two wet spots clinging to my hard nipples. “Fuck. Looks like we were late.”

I remain rooted next to the door even as he shuts it. I’m mortified. It was going so well with Kade. He kissed me. He said he wanted to be with me.

And now, he’s going to take all that back the moment he realizes what he actually signed up for.

“I’m so sorry. I know this is not what you expect when you bring a girl to your hotel room, but this is my life. My breasts leak at the worst time. And I always smell like milk.” My eyelashes are moist with tears when I look up to him. “It’s okay. I know it was just a fantasy—you and me.”

“What are you saying?”

I sniffle. “My life isn’t pretty or perfect, Kade. My baby screams in the middle of the night. And just when you’re trying to take a peaceful walk with me, I start leaking like a fountain, making everything weird⁠—”

“Shhhh, babygirl. You didn’t do anything wrong.” Kade presses a finger to my lips. “Stop this.”

“But—”

He massages my breasts through my T-shirt, but all that does is make the wet spots bigger.

“Let me take a look at you, sweetheart.” He kisses my jaw. “I want to see you leaking milk. You don’t have to be scared. I’m not turned off by this. In fact, I’m intrigued. I want to see how gorgeous you look when your body is reacting like this.”

I’m breathless, barely processing his loving words when he lifts my T-shirt. He gently unclasps my bra, pulling it down so my huge, milk-filled tits spill free. The peaks look angry, thick and swollen, droplets of milk clinging to them.

“So pretty.” Kade’s deep, low rasp makes my pussy clench. “You’re gorgeous, Lily. You said Maisy is asleep. Does that mean this milk is all about to go to waste?”

“Yes,” I reply.

“No.” His refusal is harsh. “I want to taste you, baby. And you were wrong. I don’t just want the non-motherly parts of you. I like the mess you make when you start leaking. It turns me on. Those wet spots on your T-shirt are my kryptonite. I get so fucking horny when I see you dripping milk.” He exhales, and his breath presses into my leaking tits, making goosebumps prickle my skin. “Also, I like Maisy’s cries. I know what I signed up for, Lily. Don’t ever think your life and baby make you imperfect. Your breasts are stunning, swollen with milk like a mother’s tits ought to be.”

Kade caresses my leaking nipples, lips parted like he’s awestruck by their magnificence. I feel the sting of tears. Not because I’m angry, but because his words are deeply healing. He looks at my postpartum body and sees motherly sexiness instead of searching for the young, slim woman I no longer am. He loves my body when it’s fertile and feminine, not just when it fits the standards of a fashion model.

My throat burns, too. I wish I’d found someone like him earlier, when I was struggling with losing my confidence after Maisy’s father left me. I tried dating, but men didn’t want a woman like me. They’d take one look at my curvy body and not ask me out on a second date.

“Can I touch you, Lily? You’re so hot, dripping milk. You’ve got my cock looking like a steel rod.” He brushes his fingers lightly over the massive erection in his jeans. Just seeing the size of his dick gives me a confidence boost. I never imagined Kade would get so turned on by watching me drip breastmilk.

“The men I tried to date thought my milky breasts were gross,” I blurt out, pushing my naked, wet chest at him. My nipples are hard, and even though they’re sore, the rush of warmth from Kade’s words has them burning with the desire to be fondled.

Kade grinds his teeth, raising his hand and brushing it across my sensitive peak. More milk rushes out, coating his fingertip, but he doesn’t pull back in disgust. He circles my swollen areola, like he’s savoring the sight of my breasts oozing breastmilk. His pupils dilate, and his eyes fix on me like I’m fascinating.

When he looks at me, I feel like a woman again. A woman whose sexiness is enhanced by her leaking, swollen tits and fat hips. He makes me believe that I’m hotter as a milky mama, and it’s the best gift he could ever give me.

“They’re idiots,” he says. “How could they think that of a woman’s body? You were born to give birth and make milk for your babies. And you’re incredibly nurturing when you feed Maisy. I find a woman like you sexy, a woman who is at ease being a mother, who nourishes with her body.”

I moan as his words ignite an explosion in my groin. He leans closer, his thumb rubbing against my distended nipple, coaxing milk to flow out. My pussy jerks when he brings his mouth to my ear and whispers, “If you were mine, I’d keep you leaking milk forever. I’d watch you feed my babies like a good mama, and when you’re done, I’d suckle on your tits myself and give you the orgasm you deserve for being a nurturer.”

“Kade…do you mean…” Oh my god, my body is reacting like crazy. Electricity rushes up and down my spine, like someone turned on a switch inside me. My cunt won’t stop clenching. The emptiness inside me feels like the worst pain in the world. I want to fill the ache with Kade’s hard dick. I want him to fill my pussy and come inside me, remind me how good it feels to be raw and vulnerable with a man.

“Your nourishing tits, leaking milk for a baby, drive me crazy. I want to fuck another baby into you, just to watch you gush more milk from your tits.” His filthy words hit the right spot in my brain, coating my pussy in a rush of moisture. “Will you let me, Lily?”

I swallow to hold the answer back, but it rushes out of my mouth. “Yes. Oh my god, yes. From the moment I saw you, I wanted you to be my Daddy, Kade. Mine, Maisy’s, and my future children’s. You make my ovaries feel like they’re about to explode. Put a baby inside me, Daddy. My body is hot and ready for your seed.”

The words pour out, unbidden. I can’t believe what I’m saying. It’s like the fangirl and woman inside me both are obsessed with this man. He’s a fantasy, but he’s also the kind of fantasy I want to wake up to forever. Seeing him with Maisy has made me realize that he’s not like Maisy’s real dad.

“I see the pain in your eyes when you look at Maisy,” I say. “You want to be a dad, don’t you?”

“Fuck yes.” He gropes my tits hard, squeezing them. Milk comes rushing out, covering my nipples in white, sticky fluid. “I want to hold her forever, watch her grow, and call me Dad. I want to suck on your tits until you’re crying in my arms, and I want to see you swollen with my seed.”

“I’m all yours.” I wink at him.

“Lily, are you sure? Once we do this, there will be consequences.”

“Yes, Daddy,” I reply. “I want you. It has been so long since I wanted someone like this.”

“It’s been forever for me,” Kade says. “I’ve never wanted a woman so much sexually. The women I’ve been with were hot, but you’re magnetic. Your huge milky tits and curvy body have me obsessed.”

He doesn’t say more. He pushes me against the wall, grazing my sore nipples with his fingers.

“Daddy’s going to make it all better,” he drawls in a rough voice. “Just trust me and open your legs for me like a good girl. I’m going to put my seed right where it belongs—in your fertile, empty womb.”

He scoops up one breast. The roughness of his hand has my pussy exploding from the intense excitement of it all.

When he latches onto my breast and suckles, the wave of pleasure that crashes into my core is so intense, it leaves me numb. My brain feels like it’s in heaven. Every flick of his tongue against my milk-filled nipple sends a current of ecstasy straight to my pussy. I’m wet, I’m soaking my panties before I know it, moaning like a cat in heat.

“Daddy, please. My pussy…it’s so wet.”

“Looks like I’ll have to fill it, then.” He licks my milk off his lips. “Your breastmilk is so sweet, I don’t want to stop drinking. No wonder Maisy is addicted.”

He grabs my other breast, relieving the pressure slightly by circling my areola with his tongue, triggering a letdown. Milk gushes into his warm mouth, filling it completely, dribbling down his chin.

His stubble bristles against my aching breasts, fanning the flame inside me.

My core contracts. I can feel my womb pulsing, desperate to be filled. My entire body craves Kade’s touch. He’s the man I’ve always lusted after. His voice, his music, and his personality all make me weak.

I want him to consume my body the way he has consumed my heart with his songs.

My back hits the wall, the impact jolting a gasp out of me. Kade’s mouth is hot and hungry on my nipple, his teeth grazing the sensitive peak, sending jolts of electricity straight to my core. I arch into him, offering more of myself, begging for more of his touch. He growls against my flesh, the vibration humming through my milk ducts, triggering another rush of creamy liquid. He sucks hard, drawing out a long pull of milk, swallowing it with a greedy gulp.

His hand reaches under my skirt, fingers grazing the inside of my thigh, making me shudder. He finds the waistband of my panties, tugging them down roughly, exposing my pussy to the cool air. I can feel the dampness between my legs, the slickness that betrays my arousal. Kade’s fingers tease my folds, sliding easily through the wetness.

“You’re so fucking wet, babygirl,” he murmurs against my breast, his voice a low growl. “Such a good girl, ready for Daddy’s cock.”

I whimper, my hips jerking as he circles my clit with his thumb. His fingers dip into my entrance, testing, teasing.

“You’re going to take me so well, aren’t you, Lily?” he rasps, moving to my other breast, giving it the same hungry attention. “You’re going to milk Daddy’s cock with this hot little cunt.”

His words are filthy, crude, and they send a rush of heat through me. I can feel my pussy clenching, eager to be filled. He suckles hard on my nipple, using his teeth to add a bite of pain that only amplifies the pleasure. My back arches, pressing my breast deeper into his mouth.

Kade’s hand leaves my pussy, and he grips my thigh, lifting it to wrap around his waist. “Be a good girl,” he commands, his voice a rough whisper. “Lock your legs around me. Let Daddy fuck that fertile cunt properly.”

I obey, wrapping my other leg around him, locking my ankles behind his back. His hard cock presses against my stomach, thick and insistent. He grabs my wrists, lifting them above my head, pinning them against the wall. His eyes bore into mine, dark and intense.

“You’re mine now, Lily,” he growls. “Mine to fuck. Mine to breed. Mine to fill with my seed.”

With one hand still holding my wrists, he reaches between us with the other, unzipping his pants. His cock springs free, long and thick, the head glistening with precum. He runs it along my pussy, coating himself in my wetness, sending shivers of pleasure through me.

Then, with a single, hard thrust, he pushes into me. I cry out, my body stretching to accommodate his size. He groans, his head dropping to my shoulder, teeth biting into my flesh.

“Fuck, you’re so tight,” he rasps. “So fucking perfect.”

He starts to move, his hips slamming against mine, his cock filling me completely. With each thrust, my back hits the wall, the impact jarring but exhilarating. He suckles on my breasts, his mouth hungry, his teeth and tongue working my nipples, sending waves of pleasure crashing through me.

Milk drips from my breasts, coating his mouth, dripping down my stomach, pooling on the floor beneath us. The sight of it, the feel of it, only heightens my arousal. I’m a mess of sensations, a whirlwind of pleasure and pain, of need and desperation.

“Fuck, Lily,” Kade groans, his pace increasing. “Your pussy is so fucking good. So fucking milky. You’re going to make Daddy come so hard.”

His words send me spiraling. My body tenses, my pussy clenching around his cock. The orgasm hits me like a freight train, ripping through me, leaving me gasping and shaking.

Kade’s grip on my wrists tightens, his thrusts becoming more erratic. He’s close—I can feel it. His cock swells inside me, pulsing, ready to explode.

“Lily,” he growls, his voice hoarse. “Gonna fill you up, babygirl. Gonna fill that fertile pussy with my seed and fill these breasts with more milk.”

He slams into me one last time, his body going rigid. I feel his cock throb, feel the hot rush of his cum filling me. He groans, his head buried in my neck, his breath hot against my skin.

We stay like that for a moment, our bodies pressed together, our hearts pounding in sync. Then, slowly, Kade pulls back, his eyes meeting mine. There’s a softness in his gaze, a tenderness that contrasts with the roughness of our fucking.

“You made me come so hard,” he says, his voice quiet but firm. “Your cunt squeezed me hard and drained my balls. Good girl.” He pats my ass.

I ease my legs, letting them drop to the ground, but they’re trembling from the aftershocks of the orgasm he gave me. It was so intense, it made my bones turn into goo. I’m shaking from the intensity of what I just experienced. It was beyond words.

The way Kade’s passion made me feel safe to surrender. His filthy words were reassurances that shut off the voices in my head, making sure I was in the present, feeling every hard thrust of his dick inside me.

And now my insides are coated with his semen. He unloaded so much cum into me that it drips down my thighs.

Kade lifts me up without effort, carrying me to the bed and laying me down on the expensive sheets.

“I didn’t tell you to stand,” he scolds. “You’re supposed to keep your legs up so my cum can penetrate deep inside your pussy and fertilize your egg.”

He pushes my legs together, then raises them in the air. He pushes the cum that is coating my inner thighs back into my pussy hole, making sure it stays warm and snug inside my channel where it will grow into a forbidden baby.

“Kade…thank you. You made me feel alive again,” I say, eyes moist.

“And you made me realize that I could have a family, too,” he replies. “Life as a rock star involves a lot of travel, but knowing you can travel with me and bring Maisy along means I’ll never have to be apart from you guys.”

“You want…more?” I hiccup.

“A lot more. I’m going to keep suckling on those tits every chance I get, because I’m addicted to your titty milk, Lily. And my cock wants to be buried inside your pussy all night.”

My throat tightens. He means every word.

And as I feel his cum sliding into my pussy, all I can think is: I want to have his babies.


FOUR


Kade

The lights go up. The crowd roars. And normally, this is the moment I disappear into the noise, into the adrenaline, into the part of myself that belongs to the people and not to me.

But tonight, when I step onto the stage, something else catches my attention first.

Her.

Lily.

She stands in the wings with Maisy on her hip, both of them framed by the soft backstage glow. Lily’s hair is tied back in a loose ponytail, soft strands falling around her face. She is wearing a simple tee, jeans, and that shy tilt of her smile that hit me like a punch last night.

Then I see Maisy.

Tiny hands waving. Little face lit up like she knows exactly who I am. Her smile is huge. Her eyes sparkle every time she hears the drums start. She bounces in Lily’s arms with this wild, innocent excitement that makes my chest ache.

They are cheering for me.

Not the performer. Me.

Something inside me shifts.

Something dangerous. Something tender.

I grip the mic and start the first verse. The words come smoother than they ever have. My voice steadies around the emotions buzzing under my ribs.

Because I know who I want to sing for.

My eyes keep pulling toward the side of the stage. Lily blushes whenever I look for too long. Maisy claps her hands, gets startled when the crowd screams, then laughs.

My heart does something stupid.

I have played to tens of thousands of people. Women have screamed my name since I was twenty. Fame feels like a warm blanket one day and an empty hallway the next.

But this… this is different.

Lily is different.

Maisy is different.

They are not here because I am Kade Mercer, rock star. They are here because last night I held a baby until she stopped crying, and Lily looked at me like no one ever has.

Because for the first time in a long time, someone saw me.

Halfway through the set, I am singing better than I have in months. Every line feels raw. Honest. Hungry. Because I want them to hear me and know the words are for them. I want Lily to fall for me. I want Maisy to keep smiling when she hears my voice.

Hell. I want to give them both things I have never given anyone.

The final song ends in a thunder of drums. I let the note drag out, sweat dripping down my neck, breath heavy.

And the first pair of eyes I look for is Lily’s.

She is still there. Still watching me with that soft look that feels like a hand around my heart.

I walk offstage while the crowd screams for an encore I do not give tonight.

All I want right now is them.

Lily stands by a stack of crates, rocking Maisy gently. The baby’s head is drooping to one side, sleepy from all the stimulation. Lily brushes a curl away from her forehead with that tender focus that makes my mouth go dry.

“You killed it,” Lily says as I approach. She looks proud. Genuinely proud.

“Did I?” I tug off my in-ear monitors, eyes locked on hers. “Or was my cheering section just that good?”

She blushes instantly. Her cheeks warm and pink.

I reach for Maisy without thinking. “Come here, sweetheart.”

Lily hands her over, and Maisy settles against my sweaty chest like she has been waiting for me all night.

My heart damn near stops.

I kiss her cheek. She giggles sleepily. Something inside me goes molten.

Lily watches, breath catching, lips parted. The way she looks at me while I hold her daughter does things to me I cannot even explain.

I turn toward her next.

Before she can even react, I lean down and kiss her cheek too.

Soft.

Slow.

Lingering.

Her eyes flutter. She sways just slightly.

I move my mouth close to her ear. “Tomorrow, I am taking you out.”

Her breath hitches. “Kade… what?”

“You heard me.” I chuckle. “A real date. The baby can come, or I can get someone to stay with her. Your choice.”

She stares at me like I have just rewritten the laws of physics. Her lips part. Her cheeks flush. She looks so shy it makes my chest tighten.

“We will get discovered,” she whispers. “People will gossip.”

I shrug, adjusting Maisy in my arms. “Then I will bring you somewhere private.”

Her eyes drop to my mouth. She swallows. Hard.

“You want that?” I ask softly.

She nods, barely. “Yes.”

Maisy curls against me, warm and safe.

Lily curls inward too, like she is letting herself believe this might be real.

And I know in my bones that it is.

Tomorrow, I am taking her out on a date that will blow her mind.

And she is going to see exactly how serious I am.
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She knocks on my hotel room door first. I told her I’d come down and get her for the date, but it looks like she was impatient.

When I open the door, the sight of her blows me away. I’m used to seeing her in casual clothes, but for the first time, she’s wearing a dress.

I open the door and my breath catches in my throat. Lily stands there, a vision in a low-cut dress that hugs every curve. Her breasts spill out from the top, full and round, the creamy skin begging for my touch. The fabric clings to her wide hips, accentuating her hourglass figure, making my fingers itch to grip them. Her hair is down, soft waves framing her face, and her eyes… her eyes are shining with an intensity that matches the hunger coursing through me.

I don’t waste a second. I pull her into the room, slam the door shut, and crush my lips against hers. The kiss is ravenous, our mouths clashing with a desperation that speaks volumes about the pent-up desire between us. My tongue sweeps into her mouth, tasting her, devouring her. She responds with equal fervor, her hands gripping my shoulders, pulling me closer.

When we finally break apart, both of us breathless, I take a moment to drink her in. “You look ravishing,” I murmur, my voice rough with need. “You shouldn’t have come here looking like that. I might not let you leave.”

She smiles, her eyes sparkling with mischief. “I wanted to give you something. You were phenomenal at the concert yesterday. Your energy was amazing, and your singing was top-notch. As a fan, it made me so happy to see you at your peak.”

Before I can respond, she drops to her knees. The sight of her down there, looking up at me with those big, beautiful eyes, makes my cock throb painfully. She reaches for the button on my pants, her fingers deftly undoing it and pulling them down.

“Lily,” I exhale sharply, my voice barely a whisper. “What are you doing?”

She looks up at me, her expression serious and determined. “I want to be a good girl tonight. I want to suck your cock until you flood my throat with cum. I left Maisy with the sitter you sent because I want to give all my attention to you tonight. Starting with my gratitude for being such an amazing singer. You really made me come with your singing yesterday.”

My heart slams against my ribs. The sight of her undoing my boxers, the slow reveal of my cock, painfully hard and aching, sends a jolt of electricity through me. The cool air hits my shaft, and it only serves to heighten the pleasure, contrasting with the warmth of her breath as she leans closer.

She pulls my boxers down, her eyes never leaving mine. My cock springs free, impossibly hard, the veins throbbing with need. Lily’s eyes widen slightly, but she doesn’t falter. She reaches out, her small hand wrapping around my shaft, and I let out a hiss of pleasure.

“Good girl,” I growl, my voice thick with lust. “Take me into your mouth.”

She does, her lips parting to take the head of my cock. The warmth of her mouth, the wetness of her tongue, send a surge of pleasure through me. I grip her hair, guiding her movements, feeling her struggle to accommodate my size. She gags slightly, but she doesn’t stop. Her determination only fuels my arousal.

“That’s it,” I encourage, my voice hoarse. “Take it all, babygirl. Take every inch.”

She works her mouth over my cock, her tongue swirling, her lips stretching to take more of me. The sight of her, on her knees, her mouth full of my cock, is the most erotic thing I’ve ever seen. She gags again, saliva dripping down her chin, but she keeps going, determined to please me.

“Fuck, Lily,” I groan, my hips jerking forward. “You’re so good at this. So fucking good.”

Her eyes meet mine, filled with a mix of pride and lust. She takes me deeper, her throat relaxing enough to let me slip down further. I feel the head of my cock hit the back of her throat, and she gags, her eyes watering, but she doesn’t stop.

“Fuck,” I groan again, my grip on her hair tightening. “You’re going to make me come.”

She moans around my cock, the vibration sending another surge of pleasure through me. I start to pump my hips, fucking her mouth, feeling the orgasm building at the base of my spine. Her eyes are locked on mine, a mix of tears and saliva dripping down her face, but she takes it all, every inch, every thrust.

And then, with a final, deep thrust, I come. My cock throbs, releasing hot streams of cum into her throat. She swallows it all, her eyes never leaving mine, a look of pure devotion on her face.

“Lily,” I whisper, my voice ragged. “Fuck, you’re amazing.”

She pulls back slowly, her mouth leaving my cock with a wet pop. She wipes her mouth with the back of her hand, her chest heaving, her eyes filled with satisfaction.

“Thank you, Daddy,” she whispers, her voice soft and content.

“We’re not done yet,” I whisper. “I need to breed your pussy, Lily. I want my cum coating your inner thighs under your dress when I take you on our date. I want you to remember who your pussy belongs to.”

“Oh my god, that sounds so erotic.” Lily’s enthusiasm steels my resolve. My cock twitches again. My balls start feeling heavy, even though I just drained them inside her mouth.

When it comes to her, my body is always primed. She makes me hard without any effort. And I want to shoot my baby into her womb and tie her to me forever.

I step closer to Lily, my cock already stiffening again, ready for more of her. She looks up at me, her eyes wide with anticipation and a hint of nervousness. I reach down and pull her to her feet, my hands immediately going to the straps of her dress. I slide them down her shoulders, letting the fabric fall away, revealing her luscious curves.

Her breath hitches as I expose her breasts, full and heavy, the nipples already hard and leaking milk. The sight of her, so fertile and ready, sends a primal surge through me. I lean down and capture one nipple in my mouth, sucking hard. The first taste of her milk is sweet and creamy, like nothing I’ve ever tasted before. I groan, my cock throbbing in response.

“Fuck, Lily,” I murmur against her breast. “You taste so fucking sweet. The sweetest thing I’ve ever tasted.”

She moans, her head falling back as I continue to suckle, drawing more milk into my mouth. I switch to the other breast, giving it the same attention, feeling her body respond with a rush of wetness between her legs. Her hips grind against me, seeking friction, seeking more.

I scoop her up into my arms, carrying her to the bed. I lay her down gently, then grab her legs and throw them over my shoulders, spreading her wide open for me. Her pussy is glistening, wet and ready. I can see her clit, swollen and begging for attention. I lean down and give it a quick lick, making her gasp and arch her back.

“Kade,” she moans, her voice breathless. “Please, I need you inside me.”

Idon’t make her wait. I position my cock at her entrance and thrust in, hard and deep. She cries out, her body stretching to accommodate me. I can feel her pussy gripping me tightly, pulling me in deeper. I start to move, my hips slamming against hers, my cock filling her completely.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” I groan, my hands gripping her hips tightly. “So fucking tight and wet.”

I lean down and capture her nipple in my mouth again, sucking hard as I continue to fuck her. The combination of sensations has her writhing beneath me, her moans filling the room. I can feel her milk dripping down her body, coating her skin, making a mess of her. And I love it. I love seeing her like this, wild and free and so fucking sexy.

I switch positions, flipping her onto her stomach and pulling her hips up to meet mine. I enter her from behind, my cock sliding in easily, her pussy slick and ready. I grip her hips tightly, my fingers digging into her soft flesh as I start to pound into her.

Currents swirl through my groin as my cock hits her cervix. The impact makes my bones melt. Knowing I’m so deep inside her, inches away from impregnating her, drives my primal lust. I grab her hips, keeping her steady as I shove my cock into her. Her inner walls are raw, soft, and so wet for me.

Friction erupts as I grind into her, prickling against my cock, pushing my ecstasy higher. My brain feels numb as my body shivers with heat. Every time I plunge into her feminine depths, I’m rewarded with a jolt of sensation.

It’s like being struck by lightning, if every strike felt like an orgasm. She’s so tight. I stretch her and she lets me take control of her body, surrendering completely to my cock.

“This is how I want to see you, Lily,” I growl, my voice rough with lust. “On your knees, taking my cock like a good girl. I want to fill that fertile pussy with my seed. I want to breed you, babygirl."

She moans, her back arching as she pushes back against me, meeting my thrusts. I can feel my cock hitting her cervix, going deep, preparing her for my seed. I reach around and grab her breasts, squeezing them hard, drawing more milk from her nipples.

The sight undoes me.

Milk drips from her bouncing tits into my bed, staining my sheets and pillowcases. I’ll sleep wrapped up in her milky scent tonight.

“That’s it, Lily,” I encourage, my voice hoarse. “Take it all. Every fucking inch. I want to feel your walls clenching around my cock. I want your womb open and ready to carry my baby.”

I can feel her body tensing, her pussy clenching around my cock. She’s close, so close. I reach down and find her clit, rubbing it in tight circles, sending her spiraling over the edge.

“Kade!” she screams, her body convulsing as she comes. Her pussy grips my cock tightly, milking me, pulling me deeper.

I can’t hold back any longer. With a final, deep thrust, I come, my cock throbbing as I release my seed into her. I can feel it filling her, coating her womb, claiming her as mine. I hold her there, my cock buried deep inside her, making sure every last drop finds its mark.

But even as I keep her plugged up and push load after load of cum into her channel, it starts to leak out, coating her thighs. The sight makes me warm on the inside.

I want her to be marked with my seed, to feel the stickiness of my cum as she rubs her legs together at the restaurant tonight. I want her to keep my seed inside her as a reminder of this explosive sexual session, and the future I plan to build with her.

“Oh my god, that was amazing. I’ve never been fucked like that. You really know how to bring it out of me.”

“I’m going to learn all your weak spots, and make you come for me all the time,” I say.

She smiles. “I’m already addicted to your cock, Daddy.”

“I want you obsessed, unable to go a single day without being full of my cum,” I reply. “I’m a greedy man.”

She collapses onto the bed, her body slick with sweat and milk. I roll her onto her back, my cock still inside her. I want to stay connected to her, to feel her body against mine.

Because she’s all that matters to me.


FIVE


Lily

I feel his cum sliding down my thighs, its phantom weight inside my unprotected pussy as Kade walks me to an empty restaurant.

We’re the only people here. He must have booked it out.

I can’t believe he’s going to these lengths. He’s the sexiest, most desired singer in the world, and I’m just a normal person. Yet, he treats me like I’m rare.

The restaurant is dimly lit, with golden sconces dripping soft warmth across the walls. Fresh white roses sit in crystal vases on every table. The air smells faintly of butter and herbs and something sweet, maybe vanilla from the candles. The windows overlook the quiet city skyline, all glittering lights and dark silhouettes.

He leads me to a table at the center of the room, his hand resting at the small of my back, warm and steady. The staff stands far away by the kitchen doors, barely visible, professional and silent.

“Kade…” I whisper, looking around. “There is no one else here.”

He smiles, the kind that touches his eyes. “I booked the place out.”

I almost choke on my own breath. “You did what?”

“This is where a lot of people in the industry bring their dates,” he says casually, pulling out my chair for me. “The staff is discreet. No cameras. No gossip.”

“Dates?” My voice breaks a little.

He meets my eyes, leaning in. “Yes. Like this one.”

Heat floods my cheeks.

He takes the seat across from me, elbows resting lightly on the table. The candles flicker between us, casting little shadows across his cheekbones and jaw.

I feel warm all over, and I have not even had a sip of wine yet.

A waiter appears silently, placing two menus in front of us before vanishing again.

“Order whatever you want,” Kade says. “Everything here is good.”

“I am already overwhelmed,” I admit.

“Then let me choose for you.”

He reaches across the table, gently brushing a strand of hair behind my ear. My breath stalls. His fingertips linger at the base of my neck.

“Do you trust me?” he asks quietly.

“Yes,” I whisper.

He smiles again, slow and devastating.

When the waiter returns, Kade orders for both of us. Lobster with lemon butter sauce for me. Steak with red wine jus for himself. A bottle of deep red cabernet.

When the waiter leaves, I ask, “Are you always this… fancy?”

Kade laughs. “Not really. But for someone I care about, I can be.”

My pulse thumps.

The wine arrives first. He pours mine before his own, watching me with soft focus.

I take a sip. It is smooth, dark, almost velvety.

He watches my reaction, smiling. “Good?”

“Really good.”

We fall into easy conversation, the kind that makes me feel like I have known him for years.

“How did you get into music?” I ask him. “Really get into it?”

He leans back, swirling his wine. “When I was a kid, I did not have much. Not stability. Not affection. Not a quiet house. Music was the only place my head felt safe.”

My chest tightens.

“I used to write songs in a notebook under my bed,” he continues. “Little lyrics. Chords I did not know how to play yet. Eventually, I found a cheap guitar at a pawn shop and taught myself. Then I joined a band in high school.”

“Was it good?” I ask, teasing.

He grins. “No. We sucked. But we tried.”

I laugh, covering my mouth.

“But one of our performances got recorded,” he says. “And years later, our drummer found the video. He was already well connected in the music scene. He reached out to me. Turns out he was looking for a lead singer.”

“And you just said yes?”

“Hell yes,” he says, smiling into his wine. “From there we started playing small venues. Then bigger ones. Then label reps came. Before I really understood what was happening, our first album blew up.”

“That must have been incredible,” I say.

“It was,” he says softly. “But it was also lonely. Fame is… loud. Success is loud. Being understood is quiet. Rare.”

He looks at me with a softness that makes my heart stutter.

“And tonight,” he adds, “feels different. Easier.”

I look down at my hands, shy and flustered. “It feels easy for me too.”

The food arrives. The lobster is tender, rich with buttery lemon. The steak is perfectly seared and juicy. Each bite feels like the fanciest thing I have tasted in my life.

We talk while we eat. About Maisy, about touring, about silly things that make him laugh.

Then he asks, “What about you? How did you end up in the music world?”

I stab a piece of lobster, feeling suddenly self conscious. “I always loved music. Could not play to save my life. Could not sing either. But being around it made me feel alive. So I tried different jobs. Intern. Assistant. Slowly worked my way into tour management.”

“You are good at it,” he says, voice warm. “Really good.”

I blush. “You barely know me.”

He shakes his head slowly. “I know enough.”

His foot brushes mine under the table.

I flinch, then meet his eyes. He is smiling again, that flirtatious, slow, confident smile that makes my stomach drop to my knees.

“I like listening to you talk,” he says, voice lower. “You get this spark in your eyes. And you get shy, right here…” He reaches across the table, brushing his knuckles gently across my cheek.

My breath comes out in a quiet tremble.

“Kade…”

“Yeah,” he murmurs.

The world around us blurs. It feels like the candles flicker brighter, like the restaurant leans closer, like the whole night is holding its breath.

I take a sip of wine just to steady myself. “This feels unreal.”

He chuckles. “It feels perfect.”

I swallow. “It does.”

He watches my lips as I drink again. His eyes are half lidded, intense, hungry.

He leans across the table, fingers brushing mine, voice dropping into something intimate.

“Lily.”

“Yes?”

“This is only the beginning.”

The warmth that floods my chest is overwhelming. Soft. Terrifying. Beautiful.

And I can’t deny the truth anymore. Kade fits into my life like he was tailor-made for me. He is the dad Maisy needs, the reliable, older Daddy who makes me feel at peace, and the partner whom I can talk about music with for hours. He fills every hole in my life, fulfills every part of me.

And I’m in love with him. In love with a man whom millions of women desire. But my love for him is more than the love of a fan. I know he can be a great dad, an attentive boyfriend, a loving husband someday. I see parts of him that others never see.

And I love him more with every new layer I peel back.


SIX


Kade

Four weeks later…

Europe feels like a dream.

It always does. New cities, new crowds, old stone buildings and long nights. But this time there is something different threaded into everything. Every rehearsal. Every flight. Every show.

Lily. And Maisy.

Four weeks with them and I can barely remember what life felt like before. We move like a unit now. Shared dinners. Secret dates. Long walks when the venues empty out and the city lights get soft. Hotel rooms where I lie with Lily on my chest while Maisy sleeps between us in her crib.

Last week I took them to an amusement park outside Paris. Maisy screamed on the carousel, pure joy, grabbing at the painted horses. Lily held my hand the entire time, shy and warm and happy.

Now we are in Berlin, last leg of the tour. Three more weeks and then I get three months of real life. Not stage life. Not fame. Just life.

Preferably with them in it.

Tonight, Maisy is asleep in her travel crib, curled around her stuffed rabbit. Lily stands near the couch rubbing her chest, a small crease between her brows.

I notice instantly.

She almost never complains, so when she does, I listen.

“What is going on?” I ask, moving toward her.

She startles a little, dropping her hand. “Nothing. I mean… not nothing, but it is fine.”

I stop in front of her. “Lily.”

She sighs, soft and defeated. “My breasts hurt.”

My chest tightens. Concern first, then something warmer, possessive and gentle.

“Hurt how?” I ask.

She presses her palm to one breast, wincing. “They feel sore. Too full. Achy. I fed Maisy earlier but it barely helped. They did not feel like this before.”

I step closer, lowering my voice. “Since when?”

“Since yesterday morning,” she says. “I thought it was normal, but it just keeps getting worse. And it feels different.”

She looks embarrassed. Vulnerable.

Which makes me even more protective.

“Come here,” I say.

Her eyes widen slightly. “Kade…”

“I want to help,” I tell her. “Let me look.”

She hesitates only a moment before she crosses the short distance and stands right in front of me. I lift a hand to her waist, gentle, coaxing.

“Sit,” I say quietly, nodding toward the couch.

She sits. I sit beside her, our knees touching.

“Show me,” I say.

Her breath catches. Slowly, she lifts her tank top just enough that I can see the strained shape of her breasts under her bra. Full. Swollen. The fabric is stretched tight.

My pulse jumps.

“Does it hurt when I touch you?” I ask.

She nods lightly. “A little. Not badly. Just very… sensitive.”

“Let me check,” I murmur.

She nods again.

I rest my palm over her breast on top of the bra. She inhales sharply at the pressure. Not pain. Something deeper.

“Tell me if it is too much,” I say.

She shakes her head. “It actually helps.”

I press gently, moving slowly, feeling the weight, the heat, the fullness. Her breath gets uneven. Her lips part.

“You are really full,” I say quietly.

“I know,” she whispers. “I do not understand why. Maisy did not eat more than usual.”

I look into her eyes, soft and warm and wanting, and I feel something shift in my chest.

A deep, instinctive pull.

“Lily,” I say, brushing a thumb over her jaw, “come here.”

She leans into me without hesitation, her hands sliding to my shoulders, her forehead brushing mine.

I lower my voice. “Let me take care of you.”

Her eyes flutter, her breath coming faster.

“Okay,” she whispers.

“I want you close,” I say. “Right here.”

She climbs into my lap, settling her legs around me, her body soft and trusting against mine. I guide her hands to my shoulders, steadying her.

“I will make it better,” I promise.

I reach around her and unclasp her bra, slowly pulling it away from her body. Her breath hitches as her breasts spill free, full and heavy, the nipples dark and distended. I can see the veins beneath her skin, the tightness and the slight sheen of sweat. She's in discomfort, but I know I can change that.

“Fuck, Lily,” I murmur, my voice hoarse with desire and concern. “You’re so full, babygirl. Look at you.”

She looks down at her breasts, a mix of worry and need in her eyes. “They feel so tight, Kade. It almost hurts.”

I cup her breasts gently, feeling their weight and warmth. She gasps softly, her hips instinctively grinding against my growing erection. The friction sends a jolt of pleasure through me, but I focus on her needs first.

“Easy, baby,” I say, keeping my tone soothing yet dominant. “Let me take care of you. Let me make it better.”

She nods, her eyes trusting and eager. I start by running my thumbs over her nipples, circling them lightly. She shudders, her body responding instantly. I can see the faint wetness at the tips, the first signs of her milk ready to flow.

“That’s it, baby,” I whisper, leaning in to kiss her neck softly. “Let it come. Let it all out.”

I take one nipple into my mouth, suckling gently at first, feeling the tension in her breast. Her breath catches, and she arches into me, her hips moving against mine. I can feel her heat through my jeans, her desperation growing.

“Kade,” she moans, her hands gripping my shoulders tightly. “Please…”

“I’ve got you, baby,” I promise, my voice firm and reassuring. “Just let it happen. Give me your milk.”

I increase the suction, using my tongue to flick her nipple, feeling the first drops hit my tongue. She tastes sweet, like honey and warmth. Her moans grow louder, her body writhing against mine. I can feel her milk beginning to flow, the release starting to ease her discomfort.

“Good girl,” I praise, my voice thick with lust. “Look at you, so fucking perfect when you’re leaking for me.”

I move to her other breast, giving it the same attention, feeling her respond with every flick of my tongue. She grinds harder against my cock, her need growing with each pull of her milk.

“Fuck, Kade,” she gasps, her body beginning to tremble. “I need you inside me.”

I reach down and unbuckle my belt, quickly pulling down my jeans. She shifts, lifting her hips just enough to pull down her panties. I can see her wetness glistening on her thighs, her pussy ready and open for me.

“You’re such a good girl, Lily,” I growl, my voice rough with need. “Now, bounce on my cock. Let me see those gorgeous tits bounce while you ride me.”

She positions herself over my cock, her eyes locked on mine as she slowly lowers herself onto me. The sensation is intense, her pussy tight and wet, gripping me perfectly. She starts to move, her hips rolling, her tits bouncing with each thrust.

“Fuck yes, baby,” I groan, my hands gripping her hips, guiding her movements. “Ride me. Ride me hard.”

Her tits bounce wildly, her milk spraying out in streams, coating my face and chest. I lean in, licking her nipples, drinking her milk as it flows freely. The taste of her, the feel of her, drives me wild.

“You’re so fucking beautiful, Lily,” I pant, my cock throbbing inside her. “Look at you, drenching me in your titty cream while you ride my cock. You’re so fucking perfect.”

Her moans turn to cries of pleasure, her body convulsing as her rhythm quickens. I can feel her pussy clenching around me, her walls squeezing, pulling me deeper.

“That’s it, baby,” I encourage, my voice hoarse with need. “Come for me. Come all over my cock.”

She throws her head back, her body shuddering as she reaches her peak. I can feel her pussy milking me, her walls contracting, pulling my orgasm from me. With a final, deep thrust, I come, filling her with my seed, breeding her.

“Fuck, Lily,” I groan, my body shaking with the intensity of my release. “You sprayed so much milk tonight. I think you’re making more titty milk every week.”

“You’re probably right.” She giggles. “My body knows it has to feed two hungry mouths now.”

She collapses against me, her body coated with trails of breastmilk. The white lines look like a cobweb painted against her skin.

I hold her close, feeling her heartbeat against mine, knowing that this moment, this connection, is something I never want to let go of.

“Thank you, Kade,” she whispers, her voice soft and content. “That was… incredible. You always know how to take care of me and make me feel better.”

“You deserve someone to take care of you when you’re always selflessly nurturing Maisy,” I say, kissing her forehead gently. “And you’re mine. Always.”

“I want to be yours always,” she murmurs, then snuggles against my chest. The milk from her breasts stick on my T-shirt.

Maisy suddenly wakes up starts making sounds.

Lily sighs. I thought she’d sleep longer. I just fed her a few hours ago.

“I think both you and Maisy need to be cleaned up.” I kiss her breasts. “As sexy as you look with milk running down your stomach, it’s going to make everything sticky. Let’s clean you up. You can hold Maisy in the bathtub.”

I scoop Lily up into my arms, carrying her effortlessly to the bathroom. I set her down gently on the counter by the basin, her eyes following my every move. I turn back to the bedroom, scooping up Maisy from her crib, her little face lighting up as she sees me.

Back in the bathroom, I start filling the bathtub, the sound of water rushing from the faucet filling the room. Lily starts to change Maisy’s diaper, her movements efficient and tender. She holds Maisy close to her chest, and the baby instinctively roots for her breast, latching on with a soft, content sigh.

The sight of Lily nursing Maisy hits me like a punch to the gut. It's primal, beautiful, and incredibly intimate. My heart swells with a warmth I’ve never known, a longing to be part of this sacred bond. I watch, mesmerized, as Lily's eyes meet mine, a soft smile playing on her lips.

“You look so natural doing that,” I murmur, my voice husky with emotion.

She blushes slightly, her eyes never leaving mine. “I love being a mom. It’s the most rewarding thing I’ve ever done.”

Once the tub is full, I gently lift Lily, still holding Maisy, and place them both in the warm water. Maisy’s eyes widen with excitement, and she starts splashing water with her little hands, giggling with pure joy.

I can’t help but smile, joining in the play. Maisy splashes me, and I splash her back, both of us laughing. Lily watches us, her eyes filled with tears of happiness. I can see the emotion in her gaze, the unspoken words that tell me she feels the same way I do—that we belong together.

I take the washcloth and gently bathe Maisy, her little body squirming and laughing as I tickle her. She’s so full of life, so trusting, and it makes me want to be the best man I can be for her and for Lily.

After a while, Maisy starts to get sleepy, her eyes fluttering closed as she leans against Lily’s chest. I take her gently from Lily’s arms and dry her off, wrapping her in a soft towel. She yawns, her little eyes closing as she drifts off to sleep.

Lily watches me, her eyes shining with unshed tears. I can see the love in her gaze, the gratitude and the hope. I feel it too, deeply, in every fiber of my being.

“Stay with me tonight,” I say softly, my voice barely above a whisper. “Both of you. I want to sleep with my two favorite girls.”

Lily’s eyes well up, and she nods, her voice shaking. “I love that idea.”

I smile, my heart feeling fuller than it ever has. I know this is right, this feeling of completeness, of belonging. I lift Maisy gently, carrying her back to the crib, tucking her in with a soft kiss on her forehead.

When I return to the bathroom, Lily is stepping out of the tub, her body wrapped in a large towel. I take her hand, leading her back to the bedroom. We climb into bed together, her body fitting perfectly against mine.

“Thank you, Kade,” she whispers, her voice filled with emotion. “For everything.”

I kiss her softly, my heart swelling with love. “I’m the one who is grateful to have you both in my life. My days were empty and nights lonely before you came along. And I want to keep you forever.”

And with that promise, we drift off to sleep, our hearts intertwined.


SEVEN


Lily

Two weeks later…

Two weeks later, everything in my body feels tight. Sore. Sensitive. And my period is late.

I try not to think about it as Kade and I walk through Paris together, but every step makes my breasts throb and every soft cool breeze reminds me of how swollen and tender they feel. Maisy is giggling in Kade’s arms, her chubby fingers clutching at the string of his hoodie while he carries her like she weighs nothing.

We are strolling through a quiet street lined with old stone buildings and pale pink blossoms. A tiny gelato shop sits on the corner, and Kade buys me a chocolate cone before I can even reach for my wallet.

“Here.” He hands it to me and kisses my cheek. “You looked like you needed this.”

“I always need ice cream,” I say, trying to laugh.

He smirks. “Good. I will keep that in mind.”

He keeps Maisy balanced on his hip with practiced ease, never once letting go of her tiny feet. She leans back to look at me, grinning with her two little teeth showing.

She adores him.

And he adores her right back.

He carries her the entire walk. Not once does he shift her to me. Not once does he look tired. Every so often he presses a kiss to the top of her head or murmurs something to her in that low, warm voice he uses only when he is talking to her or singing love songs.

A few people glance our way but no one approaches him. I think we blend in enough. Casual clothes. Sunglasses. Maisy perched on his hip like she is his child and we are just another family strolling through Paris.

And for a moment, I let myself pretend.

That night, I go to sleep feeling light for the first time in days.

The lightness vanishes the next morning.

Because pictures of Kade carrying Maisy are everywhere online.

On every social media feed. In articles with clickbait titles. Trending hashtags like wildfire.

People are speculating she is his secret child.

My stomach drops. I scroll and scroll, each comment making my chest tighter.

“Kade Mercer seen holding a baby in Paris. Is he secretly a father?”

“The mystery woman behind him. Could she be the mother?”

“The perfect little family.”

I feel dizzy.

Kade appears behind me, rubbing sleep from his eyes. “What is going on?”

I show him my phone.

His first reaction is a blink.

His second is a grin.

“I like that picture,” he says.

“Kade,” I whisper, horrified. “People think she is yours. They think I am your… I mean… that we are…”

“A family?” he finishes, still smiling.

My breath catches. “You are not upset?”

“Upset?” He laughs softly. “Lily, I like the idea. A lot.”

“But the rumors,” I insist. “Your image. The tour. The band. My job.”

The door swings open and our band manager, Vince, steps in with a frown.

“Kade, this is… complicated,” he says. “You walking around Paris carrying a baby? People think she is yours. You know how fans get. You should be more careful.”

Kade shrugs. “I am not doing anything wrong.”

Vince rubs his forehead. “The timing is messy. We are finishing the tour. Keep things quiet.”

Kade nods once. “We will.”

Vince leaves.

I collapse onto the bed, my chest still tight. “I cannot lose my job, Kade.”

“You will not,” he says immediately. “They will not fire you with only a week left.”

“But after…”

“After,” he says, stepping in front of me and lifting my chin, “I want you with me.”

My heart stutters. “What do you mean?”

“We’ve been dating for a while, Lily. I’m serious about you. And now that our relationship is public, I want to do things properly. I want you and Maisy in my life.”

He doesn’t say more. He doesn’t need to. Because I’m not ready for the ways my life will change if I give more of my heart to Kade, knowing I might be carrying his baby and that could change everything between us.
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That night, he sits me on the bed with the lights dimmed, his guitar resting on his knee. He takes a slow breath, then starts playing.

A soft melody. Slow. Intimate. Full of longing.

And then he sings.

The lyrics are about me.

About my laugh. About how I hold Maisy. About crying on the tour bus and me letting him hold me. About how he did not know real peace until I walked into the wings on that first night.

My chest tightens. Tears fill my eyes. By the time he finishes, I am crying openly.

“I wrote it for you,” he says quietly. “For you and Maisy.”

“Kade,” I whisper, covering my mouth. “You wrote a song about me. I cannot believe… I cannot… it is so beautiful.”

He sets the guitar aside and kneels in front of me.

“I love you, Lily.”

My breath lodges in my throat.

“And I love Maisy,” he continues. “I want this for real. Us. A little family. When the tour ends, I want you to move in with me.”

I choke on a sob. “I… yes. Yes.”

He pulls me into his arms and I hug him tight, burying my face in his neck.

But then a sharp ache shoots through my chest. I flinch, bringing a hand to my breast.

He notices instantly. “What is wrong?”

I hesitate.

Then I force myself to say it. “I have not had my period.”

His eyes widen. “How long?”

“Two weeks,” I whisper.

His breath stills.

“Lily,” he says gently, “do you think you might be pregnant?”

Fear rushes through me. “I do not want you to change your mind. I do not want you to think this is too much.”

He cups my face. “Too much? Baby, I meant what I said. I want you. I want Maisy. I want everything that comes with you. If we have another baby… I want that too.”

My throat closes.

“We will take a test tomorrow,” he says softly. “No matter what it says, nothing changes.”

I nod, shaking, burying myself in his arms.

And for the first time in my life, the idea of not being alone feels real.

Solid.

Something I can hold.
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The pregnancy test sits on the bathroom counter.

The longest three minutes of my life tick by in silence, except for my heartbeat pounding in my ears. I grip the counter with both hands, breathing slowly, trying not to tremble.

Kade stands beside me, his hand resting on the small of my back, anchoring me. He has not let go of me once since I peed on the stick. Not even for a second.

“Are you okay?” he asks gently.

“No,” I whisper honestly. “I am terrified.”

His fingers stroke slow circles along my spine. “Whatever the test says, I am right here.”

I nod, trying to believe that fully.

The timer on his phone buzzes.

My stomach drops.

Kade steps closer. “Do you want to check it together?”

“Yes,” I whisper.

We lean in at the same time.

Two pink lines.

My breath catches so hard it hurts. My hand flies to my mouth.

“Oh,” I gasp. “Oh my God.”

Before I can panic, before I can spiral, Kade grabs me and pulls me into his arms with a choked laugh.

“You are pregnant,” he whispers against my hair. His voice is shaking. “Baby, you are pregnant.”

Then he actually lifts me off the ground, spinning me once, and I laugh and cry at the same time. When he sets me down, his hands move instinctively to my stomach, like he cannot help himself.

He kneels.

Right there on the bathroom floor.

And presses the softest kiss to my belly.

“Thank you,” he murmurs against my skin. “Thank you for carrying my baby. Thank you for giving me the family I always wanted.”

My eyes blur with tears.

I put both my hands on his head, threading my fingers through his hair, pulling him closer, overwhelmed by how natural this feels. How right.

“Kade,” I whisper, choking on emotion. “You are not scared? Not even a little?”

He looks up at me, hands firm on my hips.

“I am not twenty anymore,” he says quietly. “I have wanted this for a long time. I am old enough to know what I want. I am steady enough to give you the life you deserve. And I am excited out of my mind.”

My tears fall freely now.

He stands and kisses me, slow and deep and warm. Then he pulls back only when he hears a soft rustle.

Maisy sits up sleepily in her crib, clutching her stuffed rabbit.

Kade laughs softly and walks to her. He scoops her up effortlessly, kissing her cheeks in rapid little bursts that make her giggle.

“Guess what, little one,” he tells her, his voice gentle and full of awe. “You are going to be a big sister.”

Maisy blinks, then pats his face like she always does. Kade beams.

“Yeah,” he whispers. “You heard me.”

I watch them with my heart so full it feels like it might burst. My daughter in his arms. His smile brighter than I have ever seen it. Our future shifting into something new and beautiful.

He turns to me again, Maisy still propped on his hip, his free hand reaching for mine.

“I want you at the final show tomorrow,” he says softly.

“Of course,” I whisper. “I would never miss it.”

He steps closer, kissing my forehead, then my temple, then my cheek.

“Good,” he murmurs. “Because I am going to sing your song tomorrow. The one I wrote for you and Maisy. I want the whole world to hear it.”

I gasp softly.

“Kade…”

“I want them to know,” he says. “Who my heart belongs to.”

My eyes close, breath trembling.

Because for the first time in my life, the future does not feel frightening.

It feels like love.


EIGHT


Kade

The stadium lights are blinding, the crowd roaring loud enough that I feel it in my bones. Sweat drips down my neck, my pulse thundering with every beat of the drums behind me. The energy is wild, electric, everything a show should be.

But all I can think about is her.

Lily stands in the wings with Maisy on her hip, both of them bathed in soft blue light from the side stage. Maisy is clapping her tiny hands. Lily’s smile is bright, proud, glowing in a way that hits me right in the heart.

And tonight… this is it.

The moment I have been building toward since she told me she was pregnant.

The moment I make her mine in front of the world.

I step up to the mic and signal to the band. The crowd quiets, curious. I glance toward Lily. Her eyes lock on mine. My chest tightens.

“Tonight,” I say into the mic, my voice steady, “I want to talk about something different. Something personal.”

The crowd leans in, sensing the shift.

“I have been blessed with incredible fans, incredible music, incredible experiences. But recently… I found something more.”

I pause.

The camera screens zoom closer.

“A woman walked into my life,” I say, voice deepening. “And she changed everything.”

Screams erupt around me. I smile, but my gaze stays on Lily.

“This next song is for her. For the woman I love. And for the little girl who made me realize what family actually means.”

The crowd goes wild.

The band begins to play. The same gentle melody I played for Lily alone in that hotel room.

I sing.

Every verse is about her. Her smile. Her strength. Her milk-sweet scent when she sleeps curled against me. The way she lets me hold her when she is scared. The way Maisy reaches for me like I am hers. The way Lily’s eyes soften whenever I whisper that she is not alone.

The audience sways with the melody, cheering at every emotional climb.

By the time the last note fades, the entire stadium is hushed.

I look straight at her.

Lily’s hand covers her mouth. Her eyes shine with tears. Maisy leans against her shoulder, staring at me like even she knows something big is happening.

I take a long breath.

And then I speak the words I have held in my chest since she showed me those two pink lines.

“Lily,” I say, my voice echoing through the entire arena, “the love of my life.”

The crowd screams.

“The woman who is carrying my child.”

Even louder screams.

“You have changed my life since the day I met you.”

Lily sobs and laughs at the same time.

“And now I am asking you to change it again.”

I reach into my pocket.

Take out the ring.

My knees hit the stage floor.

The entire stadium goes insane.

Thousands of phones flash. People cry. People shout. The sound is overwhelming.

But all I can see is her.

“Lily Hart,” I say, my voice breaking. “Be my wife.”

She gasps, crying harder now. Then she steps onto the stage, Maisy still in her arms, her whole body trembling.

She walks straight to me.

“Yes,” she sobs. “Of course I will marry you.”

The crowd explodes.

I rise to my feet, take her face in my hands, and kiss her with every ounce of love inside me. She kisses me back fiercely, tears wet on her cheeks. Maisy wiggles between us and I pull her close too, kissing her soft little forehead.

The crowd chants my name, chants Lily’s name, chants “love” over and over again.

And for the first time in my entire career, I feel complete.

I have found my soulmate.

I have found my muse.

And tonight, the whole world gets to witness it.


EPILOGUE


Lily

Six months later…

I still cannot believe this is my life.

I stand in our kitchen, barefoot, humming softly as I stir the pot on the stove. The windows of Kade’s house overlook the rolling hills outside of Los Angeles, the early evening sunlight turning everything gold. I have always loved cooking, but lately it feels different. Domestic. Safe. Real.

I place a hand over my belly as the baby moves. Just a little flutter. I am showing now, round and obviously pregnant. Our second child. Kade’s child. A symbol of the future we are building together.

My heart warms. I still cannot believe I get to say these words:

My husband.

My home.

My family.

After the proposal went viral, my name was everywhere. Articles, interviews, talk show segments. People speculated, theorized, criticized, adored. And even now the noise has not gone quiet. Everyone wants to know everything.

But inside this house, the world is quiet. And safe. And full of love.

We got legally married last month, just the two of us and a small ceremony. But the big wedding, the one with friends and celebrations, will happen after I give birth. Kade insists he wants me comfortable and glowing and not trying to hide morning sickness during vows.

I hear the door open behind me.

I smile.

A second later, I feel him before I hear him. That warm presence. That magnetic pull. His arms slide around my waist from behind and his hands curve over my belly with such instinctive possessiveness that I exhale.

“You are home,” I murmur.

“I am,” he says into my neck. His voice is low, rough, tired from rehearsing but still somehow full of heat. “And I see my beautiful wife has been busy.”

“I wanted to cook something nice for you,” I say, leaning back into him. “You have been working so hard and I thought… you deserve a real dinner.”

He chuckles softly. The sound vibrates against my back. “You made dinner for me.”

“For my husband,” I correct with a smile.

He turns me gently, guiding me until I am facing him. He looks at me the way he always has, since that night in Paris. Like I am his anchor. Like I am a miracle he still cannot believe.

I place my hands on his chest. “I made pasta. And garlic bread. And dessert. I hope you are hun⁠—”

He cuts me off by tilting my chin up with a slow, languid motion.

“All I want to eat,” he whispers, eyes darkening as they travel down my pregnant body, “is you.”

Heat shoots through me instantly.

“Kade,” I breathe, already melting.

He kisses me, deep and slow, his hands sliding from my belly to my hips, pulling me in with a reverence that makes my heart ache. His lips taste like warmth and home and everything I never dared to dream I would have.

He pulls back just enough to rest his forehead on mine.

“You look perfect,” he murmurs. “My beautiful wife. Carrying our baby.”

I blush helplessly. “You always say that.”

“Because it is always true.”

His hands cradle my belly again, tender and full of awe.

“Dinner can wait a few minutes,” he says, voice thick. “I want to eat your pussy first. I want to taste the cunt I bred and make my wife come while she is dutifully growing a new life in her womb.”

Kade drops to his knees, his hands pushing up my skirt, the cool air hitting my bare skin. I gasp, my fingers gripping the edge of the kitchen counter for support. He looks up at me, his eyes dark with desire, a smirk playing on his lips.

“Such a good girl,” he murmurs, “always ready for me. You obey me so well. I told you to stop wearing panties at home so I can have easy access to your cunt, and you listened.”

His hands slide up my thighs, his touch sending shivers of anticipation through me. He pushes my skirt all the way up, revealing my bare, pregnant pussy. I’m already wet, my arousal dripping down my thighs. He groans at the sight, his eyes filled with hunger.

“Fuck, Lily,” he growls, “you’re so wet you’re making a mess on the floor. Is this all for me, babygirl?”

I bite my lip, nodding. “Yes, Daddy. Only for you.”

He leans in, his breath hot on my skin as he buries his face between my legs. His tongue licks from my entrance up to my clit, a slow, teasing motion that makes my knees buckle. I moan, my grip on the counter tightening as he starts to suck on my clit, his tongue flicking, his teeth grazing.

The sensation is overwhelming, my body responding to his every touch. He licks and sucks, his fingers digging into my thighs as he pulls me closer, devouring me like a starving man. My moans fill the kitchen, the sound echoing off the tiled floors and marble counters.

“You taste so fucking sweet, Lily,” he growls against my pussy. “Like honey and sin.”

His tongue moves faster, his lips sucking harder. My body tenses, the pleasure building, coiling in my stomach. He slides two fingers into me, curling them to hit that spot that makes me see stars. I cry out, my hips grinding against his face, chasing the orgasm that’s just out of reach.

“That’s it, baby,” he murmurs, his voice vibrating against my sensitive flesh. “Come all over my face. Let me taste your pleasure.”

His fingers pump faster, his tongue relentless on my clit. And then, with a final, powerful suck, he sends me over the edge. I scream his name, my body shaking as the orgasm hits me, waves of pleasure crashing through me. He licks me through it, his fingers slowing, his touch gentle as he brings me down from the high.

But he’s not done.

Not even close.

He stands up, his lips glistening with my arousal, his eyes filled with raw, primal lust. He unbuckles his belt, pulls down his zipper, his hard cock springing free.

“I want to fuck my pregnant wife,” he growls, his voice rough with need. “I want to watch your belly bounce as I fill you with my cock.”

He turns me around, bending me over the kitchen counter. He takes a long pause, leaning down over me to kiss every inch of skin on my back.

His fingers trail over my shoulder blades and down my spine, sending shivers up my body as his hand slides up, under my shirt, and curls around my breast, hard and tense.

He stares at me with all the love in the world, and he's rubbing my belly, waiting for my impatience to take over.

The hard outline of his erection presses between my ass cheeks, lighting my nerve endings on fire. I arch into his hand pressing on me. He's rubbing my breasts, massaging a nipple with his fingers when he feels it. My milk dripping and covering his fingers.

“Fuck,” he says. “You are so sexy when you leak, baby.”

He nods at me to rest my hands on the edge of the counter. His hands grip my hips, his cock pressing against my entrance. With one hard thrust, he fills me completely, my pregnant belly pressing against the cool marble, creating a dark, heavy sensation low in my belly.

He starts to move, his hips slamming against mine, his cock filling me over and over again. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the kitchen, the scent of sex and sweat and desire thick in the air.

“Look at you, Lily,” he growls, his voice hoarse with lust. “Bent over our kitchen counter, your pregnant belly bouncing with every thrust. You’re so fucking sexy.”

His hands roam over my body, squeezing my breasts, making me leak milk onto the counter. He groans at the sight, his thrusts becoming more erratic, more desperate.

“Fuck, Lily,” he pants, “you’re milking my cock so good. Your pussy is so fucking tight and wet.”

I moan, my body on fire, every nerve ending alive and sparking. His cock hits a spot deep inside me, sending jolts of pleasure through my body. I can feel another orgasm building, the tension coiling in my core.

His hands squeeze my breasts harder, his fingers pinching my nipples, sending milk spraying onto the counter. Kade's dominant, breath hot next to my ear makes me tremble as he makes my body his own, using my pussy like his personal cum dump, fucking me with deep, relentless strokes.

“I made you this way, baby,” he grunts against my back. “I bred you. You belong to me. You are mine and your pregnant body is mine. Fuck, you look so hot, I just want to come inside your fertile pussy again and again until every man in the world knows you’re mine.”

My breath hitches and I choke out a raw moan. His dirty talk sends heat to my pussy as intensity soaks into every inch of my body.

I’m a mess of sensations and his cock keeps grinding into me, stretching my pussy walls until barely able to fit him.

He sucks in a breath and exhales as his cock grinds against my clit. I moan loudly as the orgasm rips through me once more. It’s wild, like a train that won’t stop speeds through my body. It’s intense, crashing into me like nothing I’ve ever known.

His body tenses bringing a lazy grin to my face as I breath his name. He holds my hips steady, thrusting deep against me, penetrating deeper and harder with every thrust. I feel his cock twitch inside my channel before he sprays my pussy walls with cum, filling me with his seed. Claiming me once again.

He wraps me in his arms, against his chest. "I love you so much, Lily. You’re mine forever." It’s soft, whispered breath of exhaustion.

He whispers in my ear. “Christ, you are gorgeous, Lily. I want you to remember, this is us forever now. You and me and Maisy and all the children we will have doing real life together. I imagined this moment forever.

My heart melts, tears sting my eyes, I’m so happy I can’t breathe. Turning my head, I catch his mouth, and kiss him, long and deep, until it feels like I’m melting from the inside.

“I love you too, Kade.”
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