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Chapter One
Jude


There’s a rhythm to power.

You don’t rise to the top by accident. You build it. Brick by brutal brick, steel beam by steel beam. And then, once you’ve earned your throne, you protect it with fire. With silence.

My office is silent now. Exactly how I like it.

The tall windows reflect the skyline behind me, a cold blue horizon stretching far beyond this city. Below, my empire hums. Sterling Private Technologies never sleeps. Every floor of this tower buzzes with the brightest minds in tech, all of them working to keep the elite of the world safe, secure, and discreetly untouchable.

Royalty. Billionaires. Heads of state.

They all come to me.

Because when your secrets are worth billions, you don’t gamble on off-the-shelf. You come to Sterling.

And I never fail.

A sharp rap on the door slices through the quiet. Three knocks. Precise. It’s not my assistant. He’s not here yet. Besides, he knows better than to interrupt unless it’s a matter of life or death.

“Come in,” I call, not looking up.

The door opens, and I hear the crisp clack of heels. I already know it’s Karen, the head of HR. No one else in this building dares walk into my office like they belong here.

“Mr. Sterling.” Her voice is steady, clipped. “A quick update. Your PA, Ben, won’t be in this week. He has a family emergency he needs to deal with.”

I frown. My PA runs my schedule with military precision. A disruption like this is... inconvenient. “And?”

“We’ve already arranged coverage,” she hurries on. “A temp sent over this morning from an agency. Unfortunately, they did not have someone as experienced as we would like at such short notice. But she should be adequate for now. She’s waiting outside. Would you like to meet her now?”

“Fine,” I say, the deep exhale the only sign of my irritation. “Bring her in.”

She nods and retreats.

Alone again, I glance out the floor-to-ceiling window. Manhattan below looks exactly as it should. Small. Manageable. Owned.

Still, there’s that feeling again.

It hits me at certain moments, and I can’t put my finger on what it is.

It’s not loneliness. I don’t have time for that. It’s something deeper. A sense that something vital is just out of reach. Like there’s one piece missing from a puzzle I didn’t know I was building.

And that’s... unsettling. Everything I do is with intent. Nothing left to chance.

But this feeling has no logical cause. No rational origin. It’s nothing but an annoying niggle. An itch that can’t be scratched.

The door opens behind me once more, and I feel it before I even turn around. There’s a shift in the air, and the room suddenly feels softer. Lighter.

Different.

I rotate in my chair slowly. Deliberately.

And then I see her.

Karen is speaking, saying something about the temp agency, about credentials and clearances and orientation packets, but I don’t hear a single word. Not when she’s standing there like that.

Like a fucking dream.

She’s small, delicate, almost too fragile for the sharp glass and steel of this office. Dressed in a simple cream blouse tucked into a modest navy skirt that brushes just past the knee, like she’s a picture of restraint. The neckline of her blouse plunges just enough to give me a view of the creamy flesh of her cleavage, and my dick twitches in my pants, reacting instantly to the sight of those soft mounds.

Fuck.

She doesn’t have flashy jewelry, nor a designer bag. A worn leather satchel is slung over one shoulder, the strap frayed from years of use. Her posture is stiff with nerves, like she’s trying to fold herself inwards. As though she feels she doesn’t belong here.

But God, does she ever belong. She belongs with me. At my side. In my life.

Long dark hair falls in soft curls past her shoulders, glossy and touchable. Her skin is porcelain pale, her cheeks flushed from either nerves or from the heat outside. I don’t care which; I just want to taste it. To cover every inch of her body with kisses and adoration.

And her eyes. Jesus.

Eyes of the clearest blue I’ve ever seen, like glacial water or untouched sky, are wide with nerves and awe as they meet mine.

My heart doesn’t just race. It slams against my ribcage like it’s just been jolted back to life. My fingers twitch where they rest on my desk, aching to reach for her, to pull her into my space, into my lap. Into me.

Mine.

The word roars through me like a command. Like Instinct. Like truth.

“This is Anya Rivers,” Karen is saying, still completely unaware of the hurricane building inside me. “From Regal Staffing. She’ll be covering Ben’s responsibilities until he returns.”

Anya’s voice is soft. Tentative. “H-hi. It’s... it’s very nice to meet you, Mr. Sterling. I’ll do my best to keep things running smoothly.”

I watch her speak, but the words barely register. Her voice is sweet and light, but I can hear the nerves. The tremor. Her gaze drops too quickly after meeting mine, and her hands fidget with the strap of her bag like she’s not sure what to do with herself. It’s like she’s apologizing for existing, trying to shrink into the background.

But there’s no shrinking from me. I’ve already seen her.

And now I can’t stop seeing her.

A flush rises on her cheeks as she glances up again, just for a second, and I watch it bloom with fascination. She blushes like someone who doesn’t get told she’s beautiful. Who isn’t used to attention.

That won’t do. Not on my watch.

“Welcome to Sterling Private Technologies,” I say at last, my voice low and controlled. It’s the only part of me I still have a grip on. “I’m sure you’ll fit right in.”

Karen starts to usher her away, but I lift a hand, stopping them both. I’m not ready to let her out of my sight for any real length of time yet.

“Anya,” I say, letting her name linger in my mouth. Savoring the taste of it on my tongue the same way I intend to savor the taste of her sweet little pussy one day soon. “Can you please go and grab Ben’s laptop from his desk? I need this week’s schedule loaded into my calendar by ten. And the briefing files from my Monaco client arranged by priority. I will show you how to log in and access the relevant files.”

She nods. “Of course, Mr. Sterling.”

When she disappears, along with Karen, the office is quiet again.

Except it isn’t. Because the silence she leaves behind buzzes with tension. With awareness. I can still feel the echo of her presence in the air. The softness. The warmth. It’s like the ghost of a touch I haven’t earned yet.

But I will.

Princess.

The word rises unbidden in my mind, and the truth of it settles in my chest.

Yes, that’s what she is. My quiet, shy, perfect princess. She doesn’t even know what she walked into. Doesn’t even know that the most powerful man in this building just saw the one thing he never knew he needed.

And now that I’ve seen her, I’m not letting her go.

The door swings open again after a few moments, and she steps back inside. Her arms are wrapped tightly around a laptop. The one Ben usually works on. She hugs it to her chest like it might disappear otherwise, as if she’s used to things being taken from her.

“I have the laptop,” she says gently, looking at me through her lashes before glancing away again.

Fuck. Her shy nature makes me want to find out what she’s like when she’s shattering apart beneath me. Will she still be as timid then, or will she become wilder when she loses control of herself?

I’ll be finding out soon enough. Though part of me hopes she does remain shy, because my dick is like a steel rod in my pants at the thought of corrupting an innocent young woman like her.

Anya’s shoes make the faintest tapping sounds as she walks to the desk. Worn black flats that have seen better days.

She perches on the edge of the chair across from me and begins setting up the machine with careful, quiet movements. Her blouse shifts as she bends forward slightly, giving me another glimpse of the tempting swell of her breasts.

I force myself to look away. But it takes all the willpower I possess.

All I want to do is reach across the desk, take her hand, and pull her into my lap where she belongs.

But I don’t. Not yet.

I clench my jaw, keeping still, because the urge to touch her is nearly unbearable, and I want to wait until she’s ready. Ready for me and all the sinful ways I want to claim her mouth-watering body as my own.

She powers up the laptop. The fan kicks on with a high-pitched whine, and the screen takes nearly a full minute to flicker to life.

I stare at the thing with quiet loathing. It’s sluggish, outdated, and pathetically underpowered for the kind of workload she’ll be handling for me.

Ben had been so efficient at his job, never needing my help to complete his tasks, that I hadn’t realized how outdated the equipment is now. But I will fix that. Anya shouldn’t have to deal with subpar devices. My princess deserves only the best.

My tone is clipped as I gesture to the screen. “You’ll find access to my calendar in the upper folder, and it’s colored by priority. The Monaco files are in the secure drive. Sort them by urgency and tag anything that needs escalation.”

She nods quickly, biting her lip as she clicks through. “I... I think I see it, yes.”

God, she’s trying so hard. That quiet competence, the way she wants to get it just right... it’s intoxicating.

“I’ll have your setup upgraded by tomorrow,” I say suddenly.

She blinks, clearly surprised. “Oh. Um, that’s very kind, Mr. Sterling. But I really don’t mind using this one...”

“Well, I mind,” I interrupt, voice firm.

She swallows. Her eyes go wide. I rein it in, softening my expression by half a degree.

“We move fast here,” I say, keeping my tone casual even though that’s the last thing I feel right now. “You will need the best tools to keep up.”

She nods again, slower this time, still clearly unsure how to respond.

“I’ll get started on the schedule right away,” she murmurs, closing the laptop and rising to leave.

I stand too, preparing to walk her to the door like I’m some kind of old-fashioned gentleman walking her home from a date.

But as she turns, her foot catches awkwardly against the corner of the rug. One of those worn flats slips slightly on the hardwood, and she stumbles with a quiet gasp.

I’m at her side in an instant.

My arm wraps around her waist, steadying her. Her breath hitches sharply as I pull her gently upright, and for a moment, the world stills. My fingers flex against her side, and her hand curls instinctively against my chest.

She looks up at me, and those wide, startled blue eyes meet mine.

Everything else disappears. The glass and steel, the billion-dollar empire, the noise and static of the world beyond this office.

None of it matters.

It’s just her. Her breath against my jaw. The blush blooming on her cheeks. The way her soft curves mold so perfectly against me.

Her lips part like she’s going to say something, and I want to kiss her. God help me, I want to devour her. Right here. Right now.

But I don’t. She’s still not ready for me.

So I let her go. Slowly. Reluctantly. Carefully.

“Are you okay, Princess?”

She pauses, those eyes somehow growing wider as my pet name for her slips out. Then she stammers something and hurries out, head ducked, cheeks flaming. The door clicks shut, and I’m left standing in the middle of my office, my hand still tingling with the ghost of her body pressed against mine, her scent still hanging in the air like something sacred.

I don’t know exactly how long it takes me to recover, but when I come to my senses, I walk back to my desk and press the encrypted call button.

It rings once, and then I hear: “Sterling Custom. VIP line. How may we assist you, sir?”

“I need a bespoke tech package,” I say. My voice is calm, but beneath it is the thrum of something far more dangerous. “One laptop, one tablet, and a phone. Tier One encryption. Streamlined UI. Aesthetic priority is soft luxe, pale gold accents, minimal branding.”

“Yes, sir. Any personalization requests?”

I pause. My fingers brush the top of my desk, imagining hers there instead.

“Engrave all three with the initials A.R. in script. Add a small tiara emblem above the initials on the phone.”

“Of course, Mr. Sterling. Who shall we designate as the recipient?”

“Deliver the packages to my office as soon as they are ready. Make them top priority.”

“Yes, sir. Of course.”

I end the call and lean back in my chair.

Anya has no idea what’s coming. No idea she already belongs to me.

My princess. Forever.


Chapter Two
Anya


The desk outside Mr. Sterling’s office is the quietest place I’ve ever worked... and somehow, also the loudest.

Not in sound, exactly. The room is hushed, professional. But there’s a kind of pressure here. A weight. Like everything around me is built of glass and power and precision. Like if I breathe too loudly, I’ll shatter something.

It doesn’t help that Jude Sterling’s office is just a few feet away.

Even his name sounds expensive.

He’s barely said a dozen full sentences to me since I arrived this morning, and yet I can’t stop replaying every word. That deep, smooth voice is low and commanding, like velvet laced with steel, and it wraps around me every time he speaks.

He buzzes me at least once an hour. Always calm. Always in control. Always with that same clipped intensity, like he expects the world to move the moment he speaks... and I can’t help but do as he says.

Each time the intercom crackles with my name, my heart leaps into my throat.

It’s ridiculous, how my body reacts. The flutter in my chest, the heat in my cheeks. The butterflies that flap wildly in my stomach as I walk into his office, praying I don’t trip over my own feet again. Like I did earlier.

God, that moment plays on repeat in my mind. His hand on my waist. The way he called me princess, like I was someone precious and not just some awkward temp from a low-budget staffing agency.

I’m still not sure I didn’t hallucinate the whole thing.

I mean... look at him. He’s a billionaire. A literal tech mogul. Powerful. Impeccable. Impossibly tall and devastatingly handsome in a way that makes you forget how to breathe. His suit is tailored like armor, his gaze sharp enough to cut, and his presence fills the room before he even opens his mouth.

And me?

I’m twenty-two, and I’m broke. I studied hard, worked harder, and I’m still just barely keeping my head above water. There’s nothing about me that belongs in his world.

When the call from the temp agency came in this morning, I was still in my pajamas, half asleep and overdue a pumping session. I barely had time to pull myself together, let alone take care of the aching heaviness in my chest. Now I’m sitting at this absurdly sleek desk, trying not to wince every time I move. I’m already full and sore, but I try not to think about it too long.

I hate that this is my life, and I’m sure Mr. Sterling would be disgusted if he ever found out my secret.

Inducing lactation wasn’t something I ever imagined doing, but desperation does strange things to a girl. I read an article almost a year ago about people making thousands a week selling breast milk on a site called Milk Marketplace. Apparently, people with that particular fetish are willing to pay good money to satisfy their desires. At the time, I laughed. And then I ran the numbers on my overdue rent, and suddenly it didn’t seem so funny.

No one sees my face. No one touches me. I just pump, chill it, and ship it via courier. It’s completely anonymous.

What I hadn’t considered is that the women making really good money on the site are willing to meet up and let the men... drink from the source. But I’ve never felt brave enough to do that. The idea of letting a stranger drink from me feels way too intimate. And so I make do with the smaller amounts of money. At least it means I’ve been able to keep up with rent a little easier, and I haven’t been evicted yet.

I’d let Mr. Sterling drink from me though.

My face flushes, and I quickly push the thought aside. God, there is no way he would want to do that.

The intercom buzzes again, and I jump as if I’ve just been caught with my hand in the cookie jar.

“Anya,” he says, his voice low and rich. “Please bring me a coffee.”

It’s just a few perfectly innocent words, but my body lights up like he whispered something far more sinful.

“Yes, Mr. Sterling,” I reply, my voice embarrassingly breathless.

I hurry to the break room, heart pounding like I’m preparing a gourmet meal for a king instead of pouring a cup of coffee. Still, I want it to be perfect. I want him to be pleased with me.

Ridiculous. I’m being ridiculous.

But still, my hands shake a little as I carry the cup back. I pause outside his door, inhale deeply, and push it open.

He looks up immediately, and his gaze hits me like a physical force. His eyes are dark brown, almost black under the overhead lights, and I freeze for a half-second, caught in his stare like a deer in headlights.

Then I remember to move.

“I... I brought your coffee, Mr. Sterling,” I say, managing to keep my voice steady as I walk to his desk.

My hands tremble when I place the mug down, and when I straighten, a sharp pain lances across my chest for a second before I feel the familiar relief of my letdown. Within seconds, the front of my blouse is soaked, and I quickly cover myself with my arms.

Oh God, I can’t believe this has happened.

Without looking at Mr. Sterling, I turn quickly and move towards the door. But he’s on his feet in an instant, blocking my way with his tall, powerful frame.

“Anya, is that... is that milk?”

My face burns, and I still can’t bring myself to look at him, so instead, I stare at the center of his broad chest, willing the ground to open up and swallow me whole.

“Yes, Mr. Sterling,” I answer in a quiet voice. “I’m so sorry. I just... I had to rush out this morning when I got the call about this job, and I didn’t have a chance to pump. I promise it won’t happen again.”

The fabric is growing wetter by the second as I continue to leak, clinging to my breasts like a second skin. My heart pounds, and a fresh wave of humiliation rises in my chest.

“You have a baby at home, Princess?” he asks, with nothing but curiosity in his voice.

“No, I don’t. This just... happens.”

When I finally find the courage to look up at his face, his brow is furrowed with confusion, but his eyes are locked on my chest despite the fact I’m still trying to hide the mess I’m making of my clothes.

“Are you pregnant then?”

I laugh. “That would be impossible. I haven’t ever...”

I stop talking quickly. Realizing how close I was to saying out loud that I’m a virgin.

I have no idea why I’m telling him any of this. But whenever he’s close, my brain short-circuits and logical thinking suddenly becomes difficult.

Jude Sterling doesn’t look at me with disgust or judgment, though. His eyes are full of something I didn’t expect to see. Concern. He steps closer, and for the second time today, his hand settles on my waist.

“Then tell me why this is happening to you, Princess. I don’t think this is the kind of thing that just happens. Have you even spoken to anyone about it? If not, I’ll get you an appointment this afternoon with the best doctor in this city.”

I shake my head quickly. Damn it. As much as I hate to admit why this is happening to him of all people, I can’t let him worry about me.

“You don’t have to do that, Mr. Sterling,” I say, my voice trembling slightly. “I know why it’s happening. Because I... I took some herbal medicine to stimulate lactation.”

His eyes widen, and I see his throat work as he swallows hard.

“Lactation,” he repeats slowly. “And why would you want to do that, Anya?”

“To make money. To pay the bills,” I whisper, the truth spilling out of me.

He stares at me, and his tongue traces his lower lip, drawing my attention. “So, you’re selling the milk?”

I nod.

“And... have you had anyone... drink from you?”

Heat creeps into my cheeks, and my face is flaming as I shake my head.

His hand flexes on my side. He steps even closer, and my breath hitches. His cologne wraps around me, clean and rich, and beneath the woody notes is a darker, deeper scent that’s all him.

“Anya,” he breathes. “Look at me.”

It takes a few moments to obey, and when our eyes meet, something sparks between us.

“You did what you had to do to survive. But that part of your life is over. You won’t sell a drop of your milk ever again. Because it belongs to me now. All of it is mine now, Princess.”

My knees almost buckle from the way his words hit me. The raw possession in his tone. The certainty that this is not a suggestion, but an order.

“Yours?” I manage.

He nods, his jaw tight. His eyes blaze with something that looks like hunger. Like he’s starving, and I’m the only thing that will satisfy him.

“Mine,” he says firmly.

“But... my bills...”

My entire body is on fire at the thought of his mouth on my breasts, feeding from me, swallowing down every drop of my milk. My panties are almost as wet as the front of my blouse. I want it. Want it so badly that I can barely breathe.

But I can’t live without that money.

“I’ll take care of you,” he says, cupping my cheek in his other hand. “You’ll never need to sell yourself again. I’ll take care of you and make sure you never want for anything. I promise you that.”

A shudder runs through me, and for a moment, I forget how to breathe.

This can’t be real. This can’t be happening.

But his hand is warm and strong against my skin, and he’s still staring at me with such intensity, I feel it like a brand.

“Why are you doing this?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer right away. But his hand slides down from my cheek, tracing the line of my throat and lingering there.

“Because I want you, Anya. More than I’ve ever wanted anyone in my entire life. Because you’re fucking perfect, and I’m not going to let you slip through my fingers. You are mine. Now, and forever.”

His thumb brushes against my pulse, and the touch is electric. I gasp, and his lips curve into a wolfish smile.

“You can feel it too, can’t you, Princess?”

“Yes,” I whisper, barely aware that I’m speaking at all.

“This afternoon, we are going to clear my schedule so I can take you out shopping for new clothes. You can’t work like this.” He gently peels my arms away from my breasts, and I let him, my chest heaving as I struggle for each breath. His eyes remain fixed on the wet patches, something hungry in his gaze. “But right now, it’s lunchtime, and I need my princess to feed me. I’m fucking famished, Anya.”

A shiver of excitement runs down my spine, and the pressure in my chest grows almost unbearable. My nipples are stiff and aching, and my panties are soaked through.

He takes my hand and leads me back to his chair, where he takes a seat before patting his thigh. “I’m the king of this company, Anya. And a princess deserves nothing less than a throne. So come sit where you belong and let me take care of you.”

“Jude,” I whisper.

“Sit, Princess,” he commands, his voice gentle but firm.

I don’t hesitate. I don’t stop to wonder whether this is right or wrong. If he’s just playing a game or if he really means everything he’s saying.

All I know is that I want this. Want him.

So I settle onto his lap.

And It’s so easy. It feels like coming home.


Chapter Three
Jude


Her eyes are wide as she straddles my thighs, and her body is trembling slightly. But I’m not worried.

I’ll take care of her. Always.

She’s mine now, and she’s going to learn what that means. She’s going to learn what it means to have a man who will worship every inch of her perfect, tempting body. A man who will give her everything she needs and everything she’s ever dreamed of.

Her skirt has ridden up to her thighs, and the sight is enough to have my cock straining painfully against the fly of my pants. But it’s not time for that yet.

Right now, she’s here to feed me.

“Good girl,” I murmur.

Her breath catches, and her blush deepens, creeping down her neck. I want to follow its path, kissing and licking and tasting every inch of her until she’s writhing and pleading for more.

But first, she needs this. Needs to know that she’s not broken or defective or some kind of freak. That this is something special and perfect and beautiful. Something to be cherished and revered.

That’s exactly what I plan to do.

I slide a hand up her side, gently cupping one of her heavy breasts through the wet fabric. Anya winces, her face scrunching up.

“Does it hurt? When they’re full like this?”

She nods, her lower lip caught between her teeth. “Yeah, it... it does.”

“Let me take the pain away, Princess,” I whisper.

With one hand, I begin undoing the buttons on her blouse. Anya watches me, her eyes wide and locked on mine. She doesn’t object or try to stop me. Just gives a small nod and lets me bare her to my gaze.

Her bra is soaked too. Pale pink and clinging to her skin. The lace is sheer enough that I can see her dusky pink nipples clearly, and the sight of them, stiff and straining against the fabric, makes me ache.

Fuck. I want her. Want to see her. Want to taste her. Want to devour every fucking drop.

Anya trembles as I reach behind her and unhook the clasp, letting her bra fall free. Her breasts are round and heavy, tipped with the most perfect little nipples. My mouth waters, and I swallow hard, forcing myself to take it slow.

She needs me. Needs me to take care of her.

“You’re beautiful, Anya,” I murmur.

My cock throbs, and the urge to fuck her, claim her, is almost overwhelming. But I’m patient.

I’ve waited my entire life for her. What’s another hour? Another day?

She’s worth the wait. Worth the world.

So I’m going to worship my princess the way she deserves, and take away her pain.

With a featherlight touch, I stroke my fingers over her soft skin, teasing along the swell of her breast. Goosebumps erupt under my fingertips, and Anya lets out a shaky breath, her back arching.

“Please, Jude.”

My name on her lips sends a rush of heat through me. I cup her gently, squeezing just enough to draw a fresh trickle of milk. It drips from her nipple and traces down the curve of her breast, and the sight makes me groan.

Fuck, I want this. Need it.

Anya moans softly. Her hands are clenched in her lap, and her hips are rocking in little circles, like she’s seeking friction and not even realizing it.

“Relax, Princess,” I tell her, rubbing her lower back. “You’re doing so well. Be good for me and feed me now, hmm?”

She nods, a whimper escaping her throat.

I don’t make her wait.

Bringing her closer, I open my mouth and draw her nipple inside. The moment my tongue touches her, Anya lets out a soft cry. I suck gently, and she whimpers again. Her milk is sweet, and it tastes better than any fucking dessert.

My hand strokes her back, coaxing her to relax as I continue to drink. Within seconds, her tension melts away, and she’s boneless against me. Moaning and panting softly as her milk flows freely, and I swallow every drop.

Her breathing grows ragged, and her hips continue to rock, her pussy sliding against the front of my pants, her underwear wet and hot against my leg. She’s grinding against me, and the scent of her arousal fills the air, sweet and musky and making my head spin.

“That’s it,” I murmur, switching to her other breast and drinking deeply. “Good girl, Anya. Such a good girl.”

Anya moans. Her back arches, pushing her breasts closer, and I groan. I could live and die in this moment, worshipping her, and I’d do it happily.

“Feels so good,” she gasps, her voice high and tight. “Please... please don’t stop.”

Her hips grind faster, and the scent of her arousal is stronger now, mixing with the sweet aroma of her milk. My cock is so hard, it’s painful, but I ignore it. Ignore the need screaming through my body.

This isn’t about me.

Not right now.

I wrap an arm around her waist, holding her close. My other hand strokes her hip, sliding down and around to her ass. I squeeze her gently, urging her on.

With her body pulled closer to my own now, every shift of her hips has her rubbing her greedy little pussy against the rigid line of my cock. She’s soaked, her panties a mess. I can feel her heat through the layers of fabric between us, and the thought of her sliding up and down the length of my shaft makes me grunt with the effort of holding back.

“Fuck, Princess,” I growl, letting her nipple slip from my mouth. Droplets of milk continue to drip from the hard little bud, tormenting me with my own thirst for her. “You’re driving me crazy. I could feed from you like this forever.”

My voice is low and rough, and the sound of it makes Anya moan. “Please don’t stop yet, Jude,” she whimpers. “I still have so much left.”

The way her voice trembles goes straight to my cock, and I groan.

“You’re such a good girl, Princess. Feeding me like this. Your milk tastes like heaven, and I can’t get enough. Don’t worry, I’m not going to stop sucking on your gorgeous tits until I’ve drained every fucking drop. Whenever you’re full from now on, I’m going to be right here, drinking down everything you have to give.”

“Jude.” My name is a moan on her lips, and my heart pounds as she reaches up and wraps her arms around my neck, arching her back, offering herself up to me. “Please feed from me.”

Fuck.

I bury my face in the softness between her tits for a moment, losing myself in the scent of her skin and milk. And when it gets too much, I pull back just enough to draw a nipple back into my mouth. Her fingers tangle in my hair, holding me close, and I groan, sucking hungrily, making her squirm on my lap as her milk continues to flow.

“Oh God,” she moans. “Feels so good, Jude. Please don’t stop.”

Fuck.

There’s a primal satisfaction in hearing her beg for me. In knowing that I’m giving her what she needs.

Her hips grind harder against my dick, and I thrust upwards, rubbing against her, giving her something to rut against. It feels so fucking good that I can feel my boxers growing wet as precum leaks from the tip.

I grab her ass cheeks in my hands, guiding her movements, making her ride my cock through our clothes. I can’t get enough. My brain is a haze of pleasure, and all I can think is that I need more. More of her.

She’s perfect. So fucking perfect.

I think I’m going to come like this. Going to shoot off in my pants like a teenager, just from the friction of her grinding against me and the taste of her sweet milk.

Anya’s breath comes in short pants, and her body trembles against mine. She’s close too.

I suck hard, swallowing her down, and the grip on my hair tightens. Her movements become jerky and uncoordinated, her nails digging into my scalp, her whole body shaking.

“Jude!”

She moans my name, and the sound of it is enough to push me over the edge. I come hard, a shudder running through my body as I thrust upwards and hold her close, spurting over and over inside my boxers, completely out of control.

Anya shakes, her thighs squeezing around mine, her breasts pressed to my face as she rides out her own orgasm. I continue to drink, drawing her sweet cream into my mouth and swallowing it down.

When we’re both spent, she collapses against me, and I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close and just holding her. Her head rests on my shoulder, and I can feel the rapid beat of her heart.

We stay like that for a while, wrapped up in each other, and neither of us speaks. There’s no need for words.

I can’t believe how lucky I am.

I’ve never felt like this before. Never been so possessive. So obsessed. So sure.

Anya is the only woman for me. My princess. My everything.

And when she’s ready, I’m going to make her my wife. And the mother of my children.

After a while, Anya stirs, and I lift her easily. She looks dazed, and her cheeks are flushed, her hair disheveled. Her lips are slightly parted, and she looks at me with wonder in her eyes.

Fuck, she’s beautiful.

“We might need to get you cleaned up a bit before we go out shopping, Princess. Otherwise, everyone at the store will think you’ve spent your morning being fucked hard.”

Anya’s cheeks burn, and she bites her lip. The sight of her shyness just makes me want her even more.

“I didn’t think you were serious about the shopping trip,” she says. “I can just quickly go home and change into something clean. It’s no bother.”

“We’ll stop off at your place so you can find something dry to wear for our afternoon of shopping,” I tell her, leaning in to brush my lips gently against hers. “But you’ll learn soon enough that I’m deadly serious about my need to spoil you.”

I kiss her then, long and deep. Her mouth opens willingly for me, and the sweetness of her lips mixed with the taste of her milk on my tongue is fucking divine. My cock stirs again, already hungry for her. But I force myself to pull back.

She looks a little dazed, her lips swollen from my kiss, and she blinks a few times.

“How does that sound, Princess?”

She nods slowly, and her lips curve up into a small smile. “It sounds amazing.”

“Good,” I murmur, kissing her again. “Because you deserve the world, Anya. And I plan to give it to you.”

My princess smiles, and her eyes shine.

I can’t wait to make all her dreams come true.


Chapter Four
Anya


Jude pulls up outside a boutique so sleek it doesn’t even have a name on the front. It has smoked glass, chrome trim and a security guard who’s standing outside and scanning the street with narrowed eyes.

I’m still trying to wrap my head around the fact that I’m here, stepping out of this car, with him. This morning has been such a whirlwind already. First, I caught the attention of this intelligent, powerful, amazing man. Then, instead of turning away when he found out I was lactating, he promised to take care of me before feeding from me with a hunger that still seems unreal. My entire body tingles with the memory of his lips on me, easing the ache in my full breasts with every pull of his mouth. And now, he’s taking me shopping on top of all that.

And this isn’t just a department store. He’s brought me to a place that doesn’t exist for people like me. I glance down at my scuffed flats and tug self-consciously at the hem of the dress I changed into when we stopped off at my place briefly on the way. The moment I step out onto the sidewalk, the security guard opens the door for us like we’re royalty. Like he’s been waiting for us.

Jude doesn’t even blink. He walks in like he owns the place... and maybe he does for all I know.

Inside, the boutique is quiet and chilled, everything soft gold and ivory and glimmering under recessed lighting. There are no racks. No price tags. Just plush armchairs, and artfully arranged displays of clothing and accessories, each item glowing as if it’s been kissed by moonlight.

A small cluster of staff descends almost immediately.

“Mr. Sterling,” a woman says with a polite smile on her face. “It’s an honor. How can we help you today?”

Jude doesn’t hesitate.

“I want everything that will make my princess feel beautiful.”

My breath catches. He uses that name for me so easily in front of other people, and my cheeks flame instantly. Every head turns to me, and suddenly, I’m no longer invisible.

“Oh, um...” I start to protest, my voice shaky. “I don’t need much. Just a couple of things, really.”

He steps closer, his hand brushing the small of my back in a way that somehow steadies me and sets me on fire all at once.

“It is necessary,” he says, his voice low and sure. “You deserve to feel as radiant as you are.”

I open my mouth, close it again, and finally just nod. Because I don’t know how to argue with that voice. With that look in his eyes.

I’m ushered to a velvet-backed chair as the staff begin moving, some of them collecting items of clothing off racks, while others offer glass bottles of sparkling water, trays of macarons, and even a small box of chocolates like I’m some kind of movie star being pampered.

“We’re going to need everything,” Jude says, settling into the armchair beside mine. “Workwear. Casual. Weekend. Loungewear. And yes, formal too. Cocktail dresses. I want her to leave here ready for anything. Every piece must make her feel beautiful.

The stylists nod, practically glowing with purpose, as though they’ve just been handed the most divine assignment of their careers. If they work on commission, I have a feeling today is going to be a very good day for them.

What follows is a blur of indulgence I’ve only ever seen in movies.

Sleek pants in soft neutrals. Tailored blouses in silk and whisper-thin cotton. Blazers that somehow feel both powerful and feminine. Sweaters so soft I want to bury my face in them. Wrap dresses and midi skirts that scream CEO chic.

Then comes the casual pieces. Luxuriously oversized cardigans, soft t-shirts in pearl and rose, buttery-soft leggings, and high-waisted jeans that hug my hips just right.

And finally, the formalwear. Gowns that shimmer like moonlight, cocktail dresses in rich jewel tones, delicate pastels and dramatic blacks, each more stunning than the last.

Shoes are lined up before me like a private exhibit: strappy stilettos, ballet flats with embroidered edges, soft leather ankle boots, even a pair of minimalist white sneakers with blush-pink soles and gold-tipped laces.

Accessories appear from hidden drawers. Scarves, belts, delicate gold jewelry, even sunglasses in velvet cases and leather handbags.

My arms are full. My lap is overflowing. The dressing area looks like it’s been raided by a high-fashion tornado.

And still, more keeps coming.

Including... lingerie.

The moment delicate lace and silk starts to appear, I try to wave it off, heat flooding my cheeks. “Oh no, that’s really not necessary, I can...”

But Jude doesn’t even glance at me. He speaks to the saleswoman in a tone that allows no room for negotiation.

“Only the prettiest lingerie for Anya,” he says, calm and composed. “No black. That’s too harsh for her. I want her in soft pinks, ivory, lavender. If you have anything in silk with lace trim, I’d like that.”

The saleswoman nods, already moving.

I sit there, face burning, heart racing, as armfuls of impossibly pretty lingerie are gathered just for me. Silk and satin in soft colors. Lace that looks like it belongs in a Parisian window display. Ribbons and scalloped edges and tiny satin bows.

And yet, beneath the embarrassment is something else. A quiet warmth blooming in my chest. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Not just the extravagance of it, but the care. The attention to detail. The way he watches me with calm intensity, like every choice made in this boutique matters because it’s for me.

No one’s ever done anything like this for me.

I’ve always shopped at thrift stores or in discount bins. Every dollar counted. Every purchase was a negotiation with guilt.

This... isn’t that. This is something else entirely. And it’s terrifying. Overwhelming.

Beautiful.

“You’re very quiet,” Jude says, watching me carefully from where he sits, long legs crossed, the power in his posture impossible to miss. “What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking I don’t know how any of this is real,” I admit softly.

His eyes darken. “It is. And this is your life now. You need to get used to being spoiled, Anya.”

A soft snort comes from across the room. Not from one of the staff, but from a woman who just stepped out of one of the private dressing alcoves. She’s tall, sharp-featured, and wrapped in an emerald sheath dress that probably costs more than my rent for the year.

She glances between Jude and me, arching a brow.

I can’t help but wince at the obvious judgement in her expression. She knows I don’t belong here. That I don’t deserve a man like Jude Sterling. Shame fills me, making me want to find somewhere to hide.

“Excuse me,” Jude says, his voice suddenly cold. “Do you have something to say?”

The woman blinks, then shakes her head quickly before scurrying towards the cash register with her items.

“Don’t pay any attention to women like her,” Jude says, lowering his voice and leaning towards me. “She doesn’t matter. She’s only jealous that she will never have your beauty, Princess. Inside or out.”

“Jude...” My face heats at the praise, and my pulse skips a beat.

He smiles, reaching out to gently tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “Now, why don’t you go try on a few of the things we’ve picked out and show me which ones you love the most?”

I nod, unable to form words. My throat is tight with emotion, and something else I’m not ready to name. I gather a few of the outfits, my hands still trembling slightly, and head towards the changing area.

The room is private, tucked away behind a heavy velvet curtain. There’s no one else in this part of the boutique right now, and the silence feels intimate.

I pick a dress that caught my eye earlier. A soft rose gold satin with thin straps, the kind that clings in all the right places. I slip it on slowly, careful with the delicate fabric, and smooth it down over my hips before stepping in front of the mirror.

It’s beautiful. Tears well up in my eyes, and I can’t even put words to what I’m feeling right now.

“Everything alright in there, Princess?” Jude asks from the other side of the curtain.

I don’t reply. Instead, I pull back the curtain and enjoy the way his eyes widen when he sees me.

“Anya,” he says, his voice a low growl. “Fuck, look at you.”

His gaze trails over me, hot and possessive, and I have to bite my lip to hold back a whimper. He steps into the small space, taking up most of it with his impressive size, and closes the curtain behind him once more. The whole time, his eyes never leave me.

“You’re fucking stunning,” he says, reaching out to trace the line of my collarbone with a single finger. His touch sends a shiver down my spine.

“You really think so?”

With his hands on my waist, he gently turns me to face the mirror. His broad chest presses flush against my back, and his fingers dig into my hips as if he’s having trouble keeping his hands off me.

“You want to know what I see when I look at you, Princess?”

I nod, holding my breath. My eyes meet his in the mirror as he stands behind me.

“I see a woman who walked into my life and ruined me with nothing but a shy smile and a soft voice. You’re fucking beautiful, Anya, but it’s not the dress that does it. It’s the way you survived. The way you took care of yourself when no one else would. You induced lactation just so you could survive, and your milk tastes like heaven.”

He slides one hand around to my front, bringing it up to cup one heavy breast in his palm. His thumb brushes back and forth over one stiff nipple, the movement slow and sensual. I let out a soft sigh, leaning back against him as my entire body reacts to his touch.

“I see a woman who was made to nourish. To nurture. And I can’t wait to spend an entire lifetime drinking from your luscious tits. And this body...” His hand glides down to rest on my lower belly. “This perfect, fertile body is going to carry my baby. Feed it. Love it. Just like it was always meant to. You’re everything, Princess. Everything I never knew I needed. And now, you’ll never look in a mirror again without seeing what I see.”

My breath catches. I don’t know how to respond when he speaks to me like that. And I’m grateful for his sturdy presence behind me, because I barely even know how to stand upright with his praise filling my ears. No one’s ever said those things to me before.

My throat tightens, tears prickling behind my eyes again, and all I can do is stare at the girl in the mirror. This version of me that somehow belongs to him.

His hand moves back to my hip, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Hurry up, Princess. Pick out everything you want. Because the second we get home, you’re putting on some of that lingerie I bought you...”

He leans in, his breath hot against my neck.

“And then I’m going to breed you nice and deep... until your unprotected womb is full of my seed. How does that sound, Princess?”

Heat rushes through me, and a tiny whimper escapes my lips.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek. “Hurry up now. I can’t wait much longer.”

And with that, he’s gone, leaving me alone in the dressing room.

I’m trembling all over, my pussy throbbing and my nipples hard. My cheeks are flushed, and my breaths are short.

I shouldn’t let myself want this. Not when I’ve only just met him.

But I do.

God help me, I want it so badly.

But surely this is too good to be true?


Chapter Five
Jude


I’m pacing again.

Back and forth across the length of my living room, shoes off, jacket abandoned on the arm of the couch, tie long since discarded. My nerves are shredded in a way they haven’t been since the early days of building my company. And this time, it’s not because of a billion-dollar deal or a high-stakes security breach.

It’s because the woman I’m falling headfirst in love with is in my bedroom, trying on lingerie I bought for her, and every second she’s not in my arms is its own exquisite kind of torture.

I rake a hand through my hair and glance towards the hallway again, half-expecting the door to open. It doesn’t.

Patience isn’t something I usually lack. I’ve built an empire on my ability to wait, to outlast, to outmaneuver every obstacle in my way.

But this? This is different.

Every tick of the clock drives me closer to the edge. Every breath I take without the scent of her milk or her skin, every moment I have to imagine instead of see... it makes something raw and possessive twist tighter in my chest.

She has no idea what she’s doing to me.

How gone I am for her already. How I’d give her everything - money, power, my name, my entire goddamn soul - just to have her smile at me the way she does when she forgets to be shy.

I’m starving for her. Craving her.

Not just her body, though God knows I want that, too. But her. Her softness, her sweetness, her laughter. The way she gasps a little every time I touch her, like she still can’t believe I want to. The taste of her milk as she feeds me from her full tits.

She’s everything I never thought I’d find in this cold, hard world I’ve built for myself. And now that I have her, I’ll never let her go.

The door finally creaks open... and then I see her.

She steps into the room like a breath of spring. She’s hesitant, unsure, her arms curled lightly at her sides, not covering herself but not quite owning the space yet either. Her eyes meet mine, wide and uncertain.

And I forget how to fucking breathe.

She’s wearing a delicate blush-pink set. All soft lace and sheer mesh, trimmed with the faintest glimmer of gold thread. The bra is lightly cupped, designed to fit without effort, and the way her pale flesh spills over the scalloped edges makes me desperate to reach out and touch her. Thin straps kiss her shoulders, and between the cups, a tiny satin bow sits like a secret.

The matching panties are barely there. High-cut, low-slung, and almost obscene in the way they frame her hips, with a tiny triangle of lace in the front and whisper-thin sides that disappear into her skin.

She looks like innocence draped in sin, and it’s time to show her that she’s all mine.

“Do you like it?” she asks in a quiet voice when the silence stretches out too long.

I finally drag my eyes back up to her face, savoring the pink shade of her cheeks.

“Like it?” I ask, my voice gravelly. “That doesn’t even come close, Princess. Fuck.”

I walk to her, closing the distance between us in a heartbeat. My breathing is ragged as I reach out and place a hand on the warm, soft skin of her hip, before slowly gliding it up her side. My dick throbs impatiently in my pants, straining against my clothes in a way that’s almost painful.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone as beautiful as you, Anya.”

Her lips part, a little gasp escaping them as her eyes go wide. Her breasts rise and fall faster with every shallow breath, her nipples hard against the thin fabric of her bra.

I watch her for another moment before my control snaps.

My hand on her side pulls her into me, even as my other hand tangles in her hair so I can tilt her head to the perfect angle. Her lips meet mine, and I finally kiss her the way I’ve wanted to all afternoon. Hard. Deep. Possessive.

I claim her mouth, sliding my tongue inside and tasting her with a needy growl. She meets me eagerly, her body relaxing against me as her arms come up to loop around my neck. I can feel the heat of her body against mine, her hard nipples brushing against the fine cotton of my shirt, the softness of her belly as it presses against the rigid lines of my torso.

Every point of contact is like a firebrand on my skin. I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s like I’m burning from the inside out, and the only way to put out the flames is by making her mine.

Her. My princess.

Anya.

I kiss her harder, my fingers gripping her hair more firmly as I devour her lips. My cock strains against the fabric of my pants, desperate to feel her slick heat wrapped around me. To sink inside her and pump her full of my cum until her fertile womb is overflowing with it.

I want to give her everything. To show her how much she’s worth, to give her the kind of life she deserves. A safe place to land. Someone who’s always going to be there, looking after her, caring for her, protecting her.

My hands slide down to grip her ass, squeezing the plump flesh before lifting her easily. She lets out a surprised gasp, but her legs wrap around my waist almost instantly, locking at the ankles behind me. Her pussy is right up against the rock hard bulge of my dick, and the heat of her is intoxicating.

I’m losing control. I’ve never lost control before.

I carry her to the bedroom, our lips still fused together. She clings to me, her fingers digging into my shoulders, and lets out a breathy moan when her back hits the mattress.

I break the kiss, but only to move down to her jaw, her neck, the delicate slope of her shoulder. My fingers tug impatiently at the fabric of her bra, pulling the lace cups down just enough to free her full, heavy tits. Her nipples are flushed and stiff, and I can’t resist the urge to lean down and suck one into my mouth.

Anya moans, her hips arching up off the bed, grinding against my throbbing cock.

“Jude,” she whimpers. “Oh God, Jude.”

But I can’t bring myself to reply. Instead, I keep sucking on the hard little bud until that first gush of milk sprays into my mouth. A groan tears from my throat. My cock is impossibly hard, and I’m barely aware of my hips rocking against her, seeking any kind of friction.

Her hand moves between us, her small fingers fumbling with my belt. It takes her a few tries, but soon she manages to undo the buckle and the button beneath. Her small hand slips inside, and I let out a strangled moan against her tit when she wraps her fingers around my dick.

“Jesus Christ, Anya,” I groan against her soft flesh.

She’s panting, her back arching as she thrusts her nipple deeper into my mouth, and the sweet taste of her fills my senses. I swallow her milk, sucking her tit deeper and deeper, while her fingers grip my cock, stroking up and down the thick shaft.

“Jude,” she whispers, her voice breathless. “I’ve been thinking about what you said in the changing room. About how I was made to carry your baby. And I want it. I want to feel your seed inside me. Want to feel your baby growing in my belly. I want it all.”

Fuck.

Her words make me lose my fucking mind. I pull back, staring down at her as her hand keeps working me. My dick is painfully hard. So big and thick her fingers can barely wrap around it.

I can’t think straight. All I can see is her. My girl. In lingerie I bought just for her. Ready to be bred.

“You’re not on birth control? Nothing at all?”

She shakes her head. “No. Nothing.”

Fuck, yes.

I grab her wrists, pinning her arms above her head with one hand. Her tits jiggle with the motion, and her breath hitches. She squirms under my weight, her legs spreading wider, and I slide my other hand between them. Her panties are soaked as I push the material to one side, sinking my middle finger into her wet heat. The slick, tight walls flutter around the digit, and I’m almost desperate to replace it with my cock.

“Is this where you want my bare cock, Princess? Deep in your soaked little cunt?”

“Yes,” she whimpers.

My thumb moves to her clit even as I slide a second finger into her, stretching her virgin hole to prepare it for my dick.

“Oh, God, Jude. Yes!”

I stroke her gently, taking my time, teasing her. Drawing out every gasp, every sigh, every breathless plea for more. Her pussy gets wetter, the scent of her arousal filling the air and making my dick pulse.

I can’t wait any longer. I’ve been hard all day, and now the last of my control is gone.

I lean down to kiss her, deep and hungry, and slide my fingers out of her pussy. With reluctance, I pull away from her to stand beside the bed, tugging my clothes off with frantic movements. My shirt is ripped open, the buttons popping off as I yank it free and toss it aside. Next go my pants and boxers, kicked away, leaving me bare before her.

The whole time, my eyes are roaming her body, hungrily drinking her in. Her breasts are flushed pink, nipples still dripping. Her chest is heaving, the lacy cups pulled down so they’re resting beneath her tits, and her smooth thighs are spread wide, her soaked panties pulled to the side.

“Fuck, look at you,” I groan, palming my dick. It’s huge and throbbing, and her eyes widen when she sees it. “So perfect. So fucking beautiful.”

I reach down, stroking my length, smearing precum across the swollen head.

“You want me, Princess?” I ask, my voice a low growl.

She nods, her gaze transfixed by the sight of my cock. “Yes.”

I reach out to grasp the fabric of her panties, dragging them down her thighs. Once they’re gone, I climb back onto the bed, positioning myself between her legs.

“This is going to hurt,” I warn her, my voice gruff.

I don’t know how to do this gently. I want her too much. Need her too badly.

She swallows. “It’s okay.”

I line the tip of my cock up with her soaked entrance, rubbing it against her swollen clit and the dripping slit of her pussy. Her juices coat the head, mixing with the precum. My pulse races, every cell in my body screaming for me to take her. To drive into her and fill her with my cum.

“Fuck,” I groan, leaning down to press my lips to hers. “Hold on to me, Princess.”

She loops her arms around my neck, her lips parting eagerly for my kiss.

“Do it,” she breathes against my mouth. “Please, Jude.”

Her plea is all it takes. I surge forward, burying the head of my cock deep inside her. Her lips are forced apart by the intrusion, and she cries out against my mouth, her nails digging into the back of my neck.

Fuck, she’s tight. She squeezes around me, the wet walls of her cunt resisting my advance.

I hold her, kissing her lips and her cheeks and her jaw. I murmur praise against her skin, telling her how beautiful she is, how good she feels, how fucking incredible she is. How perfect her body is. How she was made for me, and now she’s finally all mine.

Her whimpers turn to gasps as the pain subsides, and her body starts to relax. The slick walls of her pussy ease their resistance, and I sink deeper inside.

“Fuck,” I hiss, gritting my teeth. “Goddamn, you’re so tight. So perfect.”

I can’t help myself. I start moving. Small, gentle thrusts, easing myself deeper inside her with every stroke.

“God, you’re big,” she whimpers, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I can’t think. I can’t speak. There’s nothing but her. Nothing but the sensation of her sweet virgin cunt squeezing the life out of me. Nothing but the soft gasps and whimpers spilling from her lips as I sink deeper and deeper inside her.

Nothing but the need to fill her.

I keep kissing her, trying to soothe the sting of my entry, and when I finally bottom out, her entire body arches up against me. She clings to me, holding tight as her slick pussy grips my length.

“Jude,” she groans.

I hold myself still for another moment, giving her a chance to get used to my size. To the feeling of me filling her completely.

“I’ve got you, Princess,” I whisper. “Always.”

Her eyes meet mine. Those huge blue pools that drew me in from the very beginning.

And then I can’t hold back any longer.

I start to move.

Thrusting inside her. Pulling out until just the head is nestled between her folds, and then driving back in. Again. And again. And again.

Every thrust is deeper. Harder. More possessive than the last.

She moans, her lips parting as she stares up at me. She looks wrecked, her lips red from my kisses, her hair wild around her. Her breasts are still bare, her nipples dripping.

I cup one of her tits in my hand and lower my head, sucking the nipple into my mouth. The sweet, warm milk sprays against my tongue, and a low groan rumbles in my throat.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpers. “God, Jude. That feels so good.”

I growl, sucking her tit deeper. Harder. And then I’m pounding into her, my mouth fastened to her breast, the taste of her milk filling me as her pussy squeezes me tight.

My thrusts get faster. More desperate. I can’t stop.

“Please,” she gasps. “Please, Jude. Please. Fuck me harder. God, I need it.”

“Fuck, Anya,” I growl against her tit.

I let go of her nipple, kissing my way up her chest and neck to capture her lips. Our mouths fuse together, hot and needy, and her hands come up to tangle in my hair. She’s whimpering with every thrust, her slick walls gripping me.

I can’t think straight. It’s like all the blood has rushed to my dick, and I’m just a mindless animal now. Fucking her. Claiming her. Pumping my bare cock in and out of her tight, fertile cunt, my seed ready to flood her unprotected womb.

“Jude,” she moans. “Jude. Oh, God.”

Her pussy tightens around me, her breath catching, and then she’s coming. Clamping down on my cock like a vise, her head thrown back and her nails digging into the back of my neck. Her whole body is shaking as she writhes underneath me, her breasts bouncing.

“Fuck, Princess. Fuck, fuck.”

My balls are tightening. My dick is swelling. And then, with a guttural groan, I let go.

Rope after rope of hot, thick cum fills her cunt, pumping deep into her unprotected womb. My hips keep moving, driving in and out of her even as the orgasm tears through me. I’ve never come this hard. Never felt anything close to this.

“Take it,” I growl, my cock throbbing as I pour everything into her. “Take every drop. God, you’re such a good girl. So perfect. Made for me.”

I’m barely aware of the words pouring from my mouth. All I know is that I need her to know how good she is. How amazing she is. How much she means to me.

She’s perfect.

I collapse onto her, my face buried in her neck, her skin hot and damp. She smells of sweat and sex and milk. I can’t get enough of it.

“Jude,” she murmurs, her voice dazed.

“Yeah, Princess?”

“That was...” she trails off, like she doesn’t have the words to describe it.

“I know,” I say, brushing a kiss against her jaw.

My dick is still buried deep inside her, and the thought of pulling out, of losing this connection between us, makes something tighten in my chest.

I roll us both over so that she’s on top of me, her legs straddling my waist. She’s still impaled on my dick, her pussy squeezing around me, and the feeling is intoxicating. I can’t get enough of her.

She rests her cheek against my chest, her fingers tracing absent patterns on my skin.

“Is this real?” she asks quietly.

I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close. “It’s real, Princess. This is real. You’re mine now, and I’m never letting you go.”

She sighs softly, relaxing against me.

I stroke her hair, my chest aching.

I’ve never been one to believe in fate or destiny or any of that bullshit. But the moment I saw her, it was like a switch flipped. Everything in my life was leading me to her, and now that I’ve found her, there’s no way I’m letting her go.

Anya is the missing piece I’ve been searching for. She’s the answer to a question I didn’t even know I was asking. And now that I’ve found her, I’m never letting her go.


Chapter Six
Anya


I never knew an elevator ride could feel like this.

Weightless. Breathless. Like floating in warm starlight.

Jude stands behind me, one hand on my stomach, his fingers tracing slow, reverent circles over the fabric of one of my new dresses. I’m still not used to being touched this way. With such care, such certainty, as though I’m something precious he’s claimed and fully intends to keep.

After last night... I don’t even know who I am anymore. Only that I don’t want to go back to being the girl I was before him.

He leans down, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the curve of my neck, just below my ear. The touch sends a shiver through me, and it takes a tremendous amount of effort not to melt into a puddle on the elevator floor.

“You have no idea how happy I am that you’re mine now,” he murmurs, his voice deep as it wraps around me like silk. “And soon, the whole world will know you’re mine when your belly starts growing with my child.”

A soft whimper escapes me, and I clamp my bottom lip between my teeth to prevent any other needy little sounds from escaping.

His arm slides further around my waist, pulling me gently against him. I feel the solid heat of his body at my back, his breath brushing my hair as the elevator climbs. Everything about him feels like protection. Strength. Safety.

And I feel like... I’m glowing.

Like maybe last night wasn’t just a beautiful dream and I really am his.

He kisses my temple, then my cheek. “You’re blushing again,” he murmurs.

“You keep saying things that make me melt,” I whisper, feeling my face growing even hotter.

He chuckles, low and indulgent. “Good. I intend to keep doing it.”

The elevator doors glide open, and we step into the quiet, polished hallway of the executive floor. Jude’s stride is smooth and purposeful, as always, and I follow just behind, still buzzing from every word, every touch.

But when we reach his office, I pause just inside the doorway.

There, arranged neatly on his massive desk, are three boxes. Elegant, cream-colored, each tied with a pale gold ribbon that glimmers softly under the morning light.

My breath catches.

Jude moves past me and gestures towards them casually, but there’s pride in his eyes. “I’m happy to see they’ve arrived already,” he says. “They’re for you.”

“For me?” I echo, heart stumbling.

He nods. “Go on. Open them.”

I step forward with trembling hands, untying the first ribbon.

Inside is a laptop, but it’s nothing like the clunky machine I used yesterday. This one is slim, weightless, and finished in a soft champagne gold with a pearlescent sheen. My initials are engraved in delicate script at the bottom corner, and when I open it, the wallpaper glows with a pale pink gradient and a tiny, tasteful tiara emblem in the corner.

The second box holds a tablet to match. Just as beautiful, just as personalized.

The third...

My throat tightens as I unwrap the final box. Nestled inside is a phone. Luxurious and impossibly sleek. The back is a soft metallic rose gold, engraved with my initials and a tiny crown-like tiara, just above where my name has been etched in the most elegant cursive script I’ve ever seen.

Princess. It doesn’t say it aloud... but it’s everywhere in the design.

It’s who I am to him, and he’s not ashamed to show that to the world.

I cover my mouth with one hand, stunned. “Jude... I don’t... I can’t even... this is too much.”

“It’s not enough,” he says gently, stepping close behind me again. “Not even close.”

I spin around and throw my arms around his neck, burying my face in his shoulder.

“Thank you,” I breathe. “Thank you so much, Jude. You have no idea how grateful I am.”

He wraps me in his arms, holding me so tightly it feels like he’s anchoring me to the floor.

“I’ve never had anything like this,” I whisper, overwhelmed. “No one’s ever thought about me this way.”

“I think about you constantly,” he murmurs. “Every minute you’re not in my arms feels like hell.”

I tilt my head up and kiss him. My lips are hungry for him, desperate for the reassurance of his touch, the warmth of his skin. He’s the only thing in the world that’s ever made me feel safe, and it’s addicting.

He returns the kiss just as fiercely, his lips devouring mine. His hand moves up to cup the back of my neck, holding me steady while he kisses me deeply, as if he can’t get enough.

My legs tremble, my knees threatening to buckle, and I cling to him, whimpering against his lips.

He smiles, as if he can sense how desperate I am for him, then brushes a thumb over my cheek.

“As much as I want to keep you here,” he says reluctantly, “there’s something I need you to collect from downstairs. Important paperwork I need for a call later. Ask Marissa at the front desk. She has the folder.”

I nod quickly. “Of course. I’ll be right back.”

I step out of his office still glowing, still cradling the new phone in my palm like it’s a treasure from another life. Because maybe that’s what this is now... a new life. A new me.

And I don’t think I’ve ever been happier.

I make my way back to the elevator, smiling to myself like a fool. The phone catches the light, the tiny tiara emblem gleaming on the back, and my heart squeezes with something sweet and terrifying all at once.

As I descend floor by floor, the world still feels dipped in gold. I barely register the polished walls or the quiet hum of the elevator. I’m floating.

But the moment I step out into the lobby, the spell starts to crack. I’m about to round the corner towards the front desk when I hear voices.

I pause instinctively just behind one of the marble columns. I don’t mean to eavesdrop, but something in their tone makes me freeze.

It’s Marissa. I recognize her voice immediately after she showed me up to the HR offices yesterday morning.

“Did you see the new PA with Mr. Sterling this morning?” she says with a sharp little laugh. “Hand in hand, bold as brass. She’s barely out of college, and I think we all know how she managed to get the job here when she’s obviously inexperienced.”

My heart stutters.

Another voice answers. This one is younger, female, smug. “Obvious, isn’t it? I bet she fell into bed with him right away. Men like Mr. Sterling always have a blind spot for big tits and long legs. I just thought he’d know better. Thought he’d be able to tell when someone’s just in it for his money.”

More laughter follows, and the glow I’ve been wrapped in all morning shatters like glass.

They’re talking as if they know me. Like I’m nothing more than a cliché.

I stand there, frozen behind the column, my pulse thundering in my ears. My fingers curl tight around the phone in my hand. The one with my initials. The tiara.

And suddenly, it all feels... wrong. Too much. Exactly what they think it is.

My chest tightens, a sick swirl building in my stomach. They’re not wrong, are they? That’s exactly what this looks like. A poor girl swept off her feet by a powerful billionaire. Hand-fed gifts. Lavished with attention. Taken to bed.

And I did fall into bed with him. There’s no denying that.

I should have waited longer before giving myself to him. Should have protested more about all the gifts.

But instead, I’m walking around his building with a brand-new phone that probably costs more than I made all last year.

God, what if he thinks the same?

What if Jude - kind, powerful, generous Jude - wakes up one day and sees me the way they do? What if he realizes I’m just some silly temp with stars in her eyes and nothing to offer but gratitude?

The thought guts me.

I turn on shaking legs and rush back to the elevator, the air suddenly thick and stifling. I don’t stop to collect the paperwork. I can’t face Marissa long enough to ask her for it. My throat is too tight to speak. My eyes sting.

I need to get away. I need to think.

By the time I reach the top floor again, the buzz in my chest has turned into a sick throb. I stumble to my desk, drop into the chair, and stare blankly at the three beautiful boxes now sitting nearby.

They look different now. Less like gifts and more like... evidence. Of how easily I’ve let myself be pulled into a world where I don’t belong.

I press my hands to my face, trying to breathe. To stay calm. To not cry.

But the words echo again and again: She’s just in it for the money. I thought he’d know better.

I feel like I’m going to be sick.

I have to give them back.

All of it. Everything. Before he starts looking at me like they do. Before this beautiful thing between us becomes tainted.

Before I become a mistake he regrets.

Tears sting at the back of my eyes, but I blink them away and square my shoulders.

I have to pull away. I don’t know how I’m going to do it without breaking, but it’s the only way to protect us both.

Because I already love him too much to let him look at me with doubt in his eyes.


Chapter Seven
Jude


I glance at the clock for the third time in ten minutes.

Where the hell is she?

The errand I sent her on wasn’t complicated. A quick trip down to reception, collect the paperwork from Marissa and bring it back up. Five minutes, ten at most. But it’s been nearly twenty minutes now, and my patience is thinning. Not because of the delay. Because of the silence.

I know Anya by now. She would have rushed back, eager to please. Plus, I suspect she’s already as addicted to being by my side as I am to having her there.

So why hasn’t she returned?

I push back from my desk and stride out into the outer office. And there she is, sitting at her desk with her hands folded stiffly in her lap, shoulders hunched.

Something’s wrong.

She doesn’t look up when I approach. Not once. Her usual shy smile, and the little spark in her eyes when they meet mine, are gone. She’s pale. Shaky. Her lips press together like she’s holding herself in by sheer will.

A cold, sharp instinct slices through me.

Who hurt her?

The urge to burn the entire building down just to erase whoever put that expression on her face is almost uncontrollable.

“Anya,” I say quietly, but with steel beneath it. “Come with me.”

She hesitates. Doesn’t move. For a moment, I think she might refuse.

My jaw clenches. No one refuses me. But this isn’t about my authority... it’s about her pain. I won’t leave her sitting out here with it one second longer.

I take her hand. She startles at the contact but lets me pull her up and guide her into my office. I close the door firmly behind us and turn to face her.

“Tell me what’s going on,” I say, sharper now.

Her head jerks up, and her eyes are bright with unshed tears. My chest twists at the sight. But instead of answering my question, she blurts it all out at once, the words tumbling out like shards of glass.

“This isn’t going to work.” Her voice cracks, high and desperate. “I can’t do this with you. I’ll give everything back. The gifts, the clothes, the... everything. It’s over.”

For a moment, I can’t breathe.

It’s like someone slammed a fist into my chest. The floor tilts, reality buckling. My mind, usually so sharp and steady, goes white-hot with one word: No.

I don’t accept this. I don’t believe it. Not for a single fucking second.

“You don’t mean that,” I say, my voice low and rough. “You can’t.”

Her chin trembles. She looks away.

Panic claws at my throat, but I force myself forward, closing the space between us. “No, Anya. I don’t accept that. Tell me the truth. What’s really going on?”

She shakes her head again quickly, still refusing to look at me.

I step closer. Close enough that I hear her breath catching. “Look at me,” I command, not loud but absolute. “Tell me what happened.”

“I can’t,” she whispers.

“Yes, you can. You will. Because I know you, Princess. I know when you’re lying. And I know you don’t really want to end this. Not after last night. Something is making you feel like you have to walk away, and I want to know what it is.”

Her breath hitches. A single tear slips free, streaking down her cheek. My chest tightens almost painfully.

Finally, she cracks.

“I heard them,” she chokes out. “Downstairs. Marissa and someone else. They were talking about me. Mocking me. Saying I must have fallen into bed with you right away. That I’m just a gold digger, only with you for your money.” Her voice breaks completely, and she presses a trembling hand to her mouth.

When she lowers it, the words tumble out like a confession."What if they’re right? I mean, I did jump into your bed the first day I met you. And I did just accept all these things without much protest. I wouldn’t be surprised if you are thinking the same thing too."

The room spins red as fury surges up inside me.

Marissa. Whoever else dared to speak Anya’s name with venom. I’ll ruin them and make them regret the day they opened their mouths.

But worse than the fury is the heartbreak. That she could believe, even for a second, that I would see her that way. That she doubts herself so deeply that she doesn’t believe she’s worthy of everything I’ve given her.

My princess. My precious, sweet girl.

How could she not know she is my entire world already?

I step forward and pull her into my arms. She stiffens at first, trembling, but I hold her tighter, one hand at the back of her head, the other pressed to the small of her back until she finally sags against me. Her scent hits me, and something in my chest cracks wide open.

“Look at me,” I say, low but firm.

She lifts her head, eyes wet and uncertain, lips trembling.

“Listen to me,” I murmur, my thumbs brushing the tears from her cheeks. “I don’t care what anyone says. I don’t care what they whisper or what they think they see. You’re mine. My forever. Do you hear me? Those women don’t have a clue what they are talking about.”

She lets out a little sigh, and I see her soften slightly. Just a little, but it’s a start.

“I will never let you go, Princess,” I go on, meaning every damn word of it. “Never.”

Her eyes search mine, desperate and fearful, and I hold her gaze.

“I adore you,” I tell her, my voice rough. “Your kindness. The way you treat people. The light in your eyes whenever you look at me. The little laugh you make when you’re nervous. I don’t believe for a second that you’re a gold digger. Not for a single second. And I’m going to spoil you rotten for the rest of your life because you deserve the world, not because you asked for it.”

A soft sound escapes her throat that’s half-sob, half-laugh. Her fingers clutch my shirt like she’s trying to hold on to something solid.

“Jude...” she whispers.

I bend and kiss her like it’s a vow, slow and deep, pouring every word I can’t say into her mouth. Her hands slide up to my neck, holding on, and she returns the kiss as if her life depends on it.

When I pull back, I’m still holding her with one arm, keeping her against me. With my free hand, I reach for the phone on my desk, never breaking eye contact.

I press a single button. The line clicks.

“HR,” comes a voice on the other end.

“Marissa at the front desk is finished,” I say, calm and deadly. “She’s been bad-mouthing my new PA and I want her gone by the end of the day. And I want you to find out who she was talking to and fire her, too. I want the message spread that no one disrespects my woman and stays in the company. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Mr. Sterling,” the voice says quickly. “We’ll take care of it.”

“Good.” I hang up.

Then I turn back to Anya, my voice softening instantly, my thumb tracing her jaw. “No one will ever hurt you without consequence again. Not while I breathe.”

Her eyes widen, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks, but this time they’re different. Happy tears. She leans into me, and I guide us down gently until I’m sitting in my chair and she’s in my lap.

I cradle her as if she’s my entire world. Because she is. I press my lips to her hair, breathing her in, feeling her heartbeat flutter against mine.

She’s mine. Always mine. And I’ll spend the rest of my life proving it to her and everyone else.

Her fingers tighten on my shirt, and she tilts her face up to me. “I don’t... I don’t want to leave,” she whispers, her voice breaking on the last word.

I hold her tighter. “Then don’t.”


Chapter Eight
Anya


I sit on Jude’s lap, tucked against his chest like I’ve finally found the place where I belong. His arms are wrapped around me, strong and steady, one hand slowly stroking my back like he’s trying to soothe every fracture inside me.

And it’s working.

For the first time since I heard those awful words from the women at the front desk, the knot in my stomach begins to unravel. The sting in my chest starts to ease. Because he didn’t hesitate. He didn’t doubt me. He chose me. Loudly, fiercely, and without apology.

I don’t know how I got this lucky. How this man can look at me like I’m something soft and sacred. Like I’m his whole world.

I tilt my head to look at him, and his eyes are already on me. Dark and full of heat.

“Thank you,” I say, my voice barely more than a breath. “For protecting me. For choosing me. For making me feel like I... like I matter.”

“You don’t just matter,” he murmurs, brushing his thumb across my cheek. “You are everything, Anya.”

My heart clenches, then swells. The emotion rising in my chest is almost too much to contain.

“I love you,” I whisper.

His eyes flash, fierce and warm all at once. “I love you, Princess.”

Then his mouth is on mine, and the whole world melts away.

I don’t know who moved first, him or me, but we crash together with a desperation that surprises me. My lips part under his, my hands clutching his shirt as he kisses me.

Deep. Thorough. His tongue sweeping into my mouth, claiming me.

The air grows thick. Heat blooms across my skin, and the needy pulse between my thighs returns. My breasts suddenly seem full again, even though Jude had drained them only a couple of hours ago, before we got out of bed to shower ready for work.

Now, sitting in his lap, his body so close, all I want is for him to touch me again. To be naked and vulnerable beneath him. To feel the hardness of his muscles and the heat of his bare skin against mine.

He seems to read my thoughts, because his hands slide down to cup my ass, drawing me closer. I gasp into his mouth as his cock, already hard and straining through his pants, presses against my throbbing pussy.

He makes a low, hungry sound, and the next thing I know, he’s standing up, lifting me with him, then dropping me back down so my butt hits the edge of his desk.

He pulls back and stares down at me, eyes burning. “You are perfect,” he says, his voice rough. “Every inch of you. Every cell. Every thought. You are mine.”

Then he’s kissing me again, and this time his hands are moving over me, peeling open my new wrap dress and slipping it from my shoulders. He leaves the lace bra, but his hands brush over the sensitive mounds, his fingers rolling and pinching my nipples through the fabric.

My breasts are throbbing now, painfully full, and as I arch into his touch, I give in to the desperation to feel his mouth on me.

“I’m so full, Jude,” I whimper against his lips, panting hard. “Please feed from me.”

He groans and his mouth moves lower, pressing hot kisses down my neck, then across the swell of my breasts. His tongue laves the valley between them while his hands reach behind me to unclasp my bra. Once my tits are free, his hands are on them, squeezing them together as his head dips down.

Then he takes one hard nipple in his mouth, and sucks.

A cry of pleasure rips from my throat. His tongue is warm and firm, the suction deep and demanding, and I feel him swallowing the rich milk that leaks from my breasts.

It feels so good, so intimate, that the tension inside me unravels, and my body relaxes. I lean back, bracing myself on my palms, and give myself over to his mouth and his touch.

I don’t have to worry anymore. I don’t have to doubt.

Because this man is everything I’ve ever wanted. And he wants me.

My eyes slide closed, and a smile curls my lips. I feel drunk on him, intoxicated, and so fucking happy.

He empties my breast, licking and sucking until every drop is gone, then moves to the other, devouring every little bit of my milk. I can’t stop the moans falling from my mouth. The throbbing between my thighs grows almost unbearable, and I squirm, trying to press my legs together, seeking some relief.

“So sweet,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my nipple, his tongue lapping the last drop of milk. Then his hand slips between my legs, rubbing against my pussy through the lace still covering it. “So wet.”

I let out a little cry.

“Please,” I whimper, my head falling back.

He tugs the panties aside and slides two fingers into my wet heat, and a long moan escapes my throat. I’m already slick and swollen from the way he’d sucked so hungrily at my breasts, and the pleasure of him touching me there is almost overwhelming.

“Fuck,” he rasps, his lips on the underside of my breast, his fingers pumping. “You’re so hot. So fucking wet.”

His thumb brushes over my clit, and a cry tears from my throat. He pumps deeper, his thumb circling, and within seconds, the familiar pressure builds, the wave about to crest.

“Come for me, Princess,” he says, and I explode.

My entire body jerks as the orgasm crashes over me, and his hand moves with me, prolonging the ecstasy. The cries in my throat grow louder, and a moment later, his mouth is back on my breasts, sucking hard.

My hips buck, the pleasure so intense it borders on pain. I clutch his shoulders, holding on for dear life, and ride out the storm.

When it’s finally over, and the waves have passed, I’m left gasping, slumped against him, his arms still around me.

But he’s not finished with me yet. He lowers me down onto the desk, spreading my legs wide, then stands.

I look up, dazed, and see the dark intensity in his gaze as he strips his shirt off. My stomach swoops. He’s so beautiful. Hard planes of muscle covered in smooth skin. Broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw. How can it be legal for a man who looks this good to be so successful and loving too?

Then his hands move to his belt, and he tugs it free, undoing the buttons on his pants and sliding them down along with his boxers.

My throat goes dry. I’ve seen his cock a few times now, but I don’t think I’ll ever get over the size of it. It’s so hard, the shaft thick and straining, the crown flushed and slick with precum.

His eyes darken as he strokes it, his gaze moving over me. He steps forward, pulling my hips closer until my ass is right at the edge of the desk, and lines himself up.

I’m still panting, and I can’t quite catch my breath, but the sight of him is enough to make me wet again.

“I want to hear you scream, Princess,” he says roughly, the blunt head of his cock nudging my opening. “I want you moaning my fucking name for this entire building to hear while I pump my seed so deep inside you that there’s no chance you won’t end up pregnant. I want everyone to know you’re mine.”

His words are like a drug, and I’m addicted. My blood sings with them, and the throb between my legs returns in full force.

“I want that,” I breathe, and his eyes flash with lust.

With a growl, he slams into me, and my whole body shudders.

His cock stretches and fills me, and even after last night and this morning, I still can’t get used to the sensation. But his fingers are on my clit, stroking, and the pleasure is so intense, I forget to breathe.

Then he pulls out and thrusts again, harder this time, and I moan. He does it again, and again, the pressure building inside me, the tension winding tight, and every time his cock hits that spot inside me, pleasure ripples through my entire body.

He grunts, fucking me hard and fast now, and I’m a mess. A trembling, moaning, desperate mess. His hands move to my thighs, spreading them wider, and then his mouth is on mine. He kisses me deeply, our tongues tangled, as his cock drives in and out, filling me completely.

My tits bounce with each brutal thrust, and I feel trickles of milk sliding down my sides, and a distant part of my mind wonders what it is about this man that has sent my production into overdrive. It’s almost as if my body knows it exists for him. For his pleasure and nourishment. And I love it.

As if he can scent my milk, as if he’s so tuned into my body that he’s waiting for the very moment it releases, he drops his head again and latches onto my nipple, drinking greedily.

And just like that, the tension snaps, and I come apart.

I cry out his name, my body jerking, and his mouth still sucking at my breast. He groans, his hands on my thighs tightening, his hips pumping furiously, and I feel his cock swell and jerk. Then, a moment later, he stiffens and spills inside me.

My whole body is humming. Every cell vibrating with pleasure. And the sensation of him coming inside me, his hot seed flooding my unprotected womb, is the cherry on top.

We stay locked together like that, breathing hard, until his cock stops twitching and the aftershocks have passed. Then, slowly, carefully, he withdraws.

He’s looking down at me with such warmth, such fierce adoration, that my chest aches.

“I love you, Princess,” he says, stroking a sweaty lock of hair away from my face.

I smile. “I love you too.”

“I’m going to marry you,” he says, his voice sure. “Just as soon as you let me.”

My heart flutters. “The sooner the better.”

His eyes blaze, and then he kisses me, deep and slow, until we’re both breathless all over again.

I could get used to being Jude’s princess.


Epilogue
Anya


Five months later:

The light through the window is soft and golden, painting everything in a warm glow that makes the white walls of the bridal suite feel like they belong in a dream.

My dream.

There’s laughter around me. Gentle, happy chatter from my bridesmaids as they finish fixing makeup and styling their hair. My father sits quietly in the corner, watching it all with a bittersweet smile, dabbing discreetly at his eyes with the same handkerchief he used when I graduated college.

And me?

I’m standing in front of the full-length mirror, hands cradling the small, unmistakable curve of my belly, Jude’s baby already growing inside me.

Five months. That’s how long it’s been since I walked into Jude Sterling’s office and had my world turned upside down. Five months since he looked at me like I mattered. Like I belonged to him.

Now, I do.

And in just a few more minutes, I’ll walk out of this suite and become his wife.

My dress is fitted through the bodice, soft and flowing at the bottom. It’s simple but elegant. And stunningly beautiful. There’s ivory satin with delicate pearl buttons down the back, and a train that pools around my feet like something out of a fairy tale.

There’s a knock at the door.

My best friend, Chloe, bounds over to open it. She murmurs something polite, accepts a small white box, and turns back towards me with raised brows.

My heart does a quiet somersault, and I take the box carefully, my fingers trembling just a little as I slowly lift the lid.

Inside, nestled in cream silk, is a tiara.

Not just any tiara.

It’s delicate, shimmering, diamond-encrusted. It’s so beautiful it looks like it belongs in a glass case at a royal museum. Tiny blossoms of crystal catch the light with every movement, and it curves just so, meant to rest perfectly atop my head.

There’s a note tucked beneath it. I unfold it with reverence.

My bride deserves to look like a real princess on her big day. Forever yours, Jude.

Tears prick instantly at the corners of my eyes.

Chloe smiles, lifting the tiara gently from the box. “Well then, Princess. Let’s make sure you look the part.”

She helps settle it onto my head with delicate fingers, adjusting a strand of my hair before stepping back to admire her work.

And when I look in the mirror this time, I barely recognize myself. Not because of the dress or the diamonds or the perfect updo. But because of what’s in my eyes.

Joy. Peace. Love.

My father clears his throat and stands, brushing invisible dust from the sleeves of his suit jacket.

“You ready, sweetheart?” he asks, offering his arm. His voice is thick with emotion.

I nod, my throat tight. “I’ve never been more ready.”

The bridal party gathers behind me as we exit the suite. The venue is quiet but alive with anticipation. It’s a historic estate with sweeping gardens and arched stone doorways, blooming wisteria overhead and polished wood floors that creak faintly beneath our steps.

As I approach the double doors that lead into the ceremony, I hear the music swell.

And then the doors open.

I step forward, my hand on my father’s arm, tiara glinting beneath the light as gasps ripple through the room.

But I only see one person.

Jude.

He’s standing at the end of the aisle, in a dark tailored suit, his eyes locked on mine. And the moment he sees me, his whole face transforms.

The way he looks at me like he’s been waiting his whole life just to see me walk towards him like this, steals the air from my lungs.

He loves me. Completely. Unapologetically.

And I love him.

I float towards him, every step filled with certainty.

And as I reach the end of the aisle and take his hand, I know I’ll always be his princess. And he’ll always be my forever.
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So whether you're here for the age gaps, the obsession, or the kind of heat that leaves scorch marks, you’re in the right place. Get comfortable. It’s about to get feral.

Find me online at https://allmylinks.com/willow-watkins
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