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Author’s Note

This story contains brief mentions of the loss of a mother. It doesn’t go into details, but the main character thinks and talks about her grief at times. She also visits a cemetery. If this is too much for you, then it’s best to skip this one.
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It happened fast. Too fast.

One minute, I was waving at the photographers who were shouting my name. Then, a guy I’d never seen before was pushing a piece of paper in my face. Gasping, I stepped back, colliding with the people who were trying to sneak past me.

“Sienna!” he yelled again. “Give me your number!”

His breath stank of garlic and stale coffee. Even though I was sure my fear was obvious in my widened eyes and the way I recoiled, his terrifying grin never wavered. Copious amounts of sweat plastered his dirty blonde hair to his forehead. I didn’t know why he was breathing so hard, and I didn’t want to find out.

“Help!” I screamed.

Despite my high-pitched plea, the guy had more time to claw at me before someone pulled him away. I clutched my little purse to my chest—heart hammering to an erratic rhythm. It only took a moment for the cameras to start flashing again. This time, they were capturing my frazzled reaction instead of my excitement at being at the reveal for my new jewellery line.

Fall apart later, Sienna.

It wasn’t unusual for my inner voice to sound like my mother, but this time was different. This was something she used to say to me all the time. Only back then, she was talking about reporters asking probing questions about my dad. Still, I dropped my arm to my side and forced my lips into a polite smile.

There was a cheer before they started to chant my name again. Wiggling my fingers in a wave, I sauntered toward the open door that was waiting for me. The event producer caught me as I lost my balance. His warm brown eyes shone with concern.

“Are you okay?”

“Yeah!” I said quickly with a nod.

Toby raised an eyebrow.

“We have about 15 minutes before you have to take the stage and start everything off. Do you want some time alone?”

I nodded gratefully. Fifteen minutes wouldn’t be enough for me to fall apart, but at least there would be a break from the pretence.

“Okay. This way.”

He ushered me into a back room that was being used to store just about every knick-knack we didn’t need for the show. Dropping onto the lone chair, I let my head drop back. The second my eyes fluttered closed, though, I saw the stranger rushing toward me again.

“Damnit,” I muttered.

Just as I lowered my head into my hands, my phone started to vibrate. The name on the screen didn’t surprise me.

“Hey, Dad.”

“Sienna! Are you all right? I just saw what happened.”

“I thought you didn’t have time to watch the show,” I said with a soft chuckle.

“I didn’t have to. It’s all over the news.”

My eyes widened.

“What? Why?”

“You didn’t think someone attacking you on your show’s opening night would get some attention?”

“No.”

I groaned. This definitely wasn’t good. There was a whole plan to do a round of interviews about the jewellery and how the show went.

And how it honours my mother’s memory.

Now, the only thing anyone would want to talk about is some weird guy jumping on me before everything even started.

“You’re getting a bodyguard.”

“Dad, no! It was just one idiot. I don’t need to have some guy in black following me everywhere.”

“I’ll ask him to wear blue, then, because it’s happening.”

Sighing, I rubbed my eyes. Despite wanting to get me protection for years, I’d managed to convince my father it wasn’t necessary. Apparently, my luck had finally run out.

“Fine. Who are you sending?”

“I don’t know yet. I’ll have my security firm suggest someone. Ideally, one who knows how to deal with stubborn little girls.”

I laughed softly.

“I’m 21, Dad. Far from a little girl.”

“Yeah, I know, but… you know.”

“I know.”

There was a brief knock on the door before Toby stuck his head in.

“We’re ready for you.”

“Okay.” I mouthed before turning my attention back to the phone. “I’ve got to go, Dad. See you later?”

“Of course. I’m going to be done here, soon so I can send Gary over to escort you home.”

“If you think that’s best…”

“You know I do. Have fun, sweetheart.”

“I will.”

Dropping the phone in my bag, I squared my shoulders. I’d worked too damn hard on this line for some stranger to ruin my night. Maybe if I handled this whole thing right, my dad might change his mind about sticking me with one of his surly bodyguards.
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Yawning, I slowly opened my eyes. Last night had turned out to be a lot more fun than expected. After showing off the different types of jewellery in my line, it was easier to relax. Of course, it was helpful that everyone who approached me had good things to say about the show and my jewellery.

The only drawback was that I’d been out way later than I’d planned, and it was two in the morning before I strolled out of the venue. With everything going on, I’d completely forgotten my father’s promise to send Gary to get me. Fortunately, he was a good sport about bringing me home. I’d barely told him goodbye before falling asleep.

Now that I was awake, I was afraid to even check the time. I was too well-rested for it to still be morning. Taking a deep breath, I looked anyway.

“Oh, shit.”

I rubbed my eyes but that didn’t change the fact that it was a little after 3. Needless to say, there were way too many notifications on my phone.

But first, coffee.

If I’d gotten up earlier, I would have walked to the nearby café for something sweet and sugary. At this time of the day, I’d have to make do with what I could brew at home. Unfortunately, being a barista wasn’t one of my skills.

Yawning, I trudged to the kitchen. I rubbed my bleary eyes while reaching for a mug and it slipped from my hands. It shattered against the tile moments later.

“Shit!”

“Is everything okay, Miss Rose?”

I jumped at the sound of the deep voice. Whipping around, I met the concerned gaze of a stranger in a black suit.

The bodyguard.

Groaning, I leaned on the counter.

“I’m fine. Thank you. I didn’t know anyone else was here.”

“I apologize. Your father said you’d had a long night and asked that I let you sleep.” He relaxed slightly and flicked his gaze to the splinters on the floor. “I planned to introduce myself as soon as you were up.”

When I looked down, I realized that I was only in a skimpy tank top and shorts. This definitely wasn’t how I thought I’d meet a bodyguard. With a blush colouring my cheeks, I tried to bring the conversation to an end.

“Uhm… thank you for jumping in so quickly, though. I’m just going to make a quick breakfast and then get some work done. I doubt I’ll leave the house.”

“Noted.”

I turned back to the coffee machine before I realized that his name was still a mystery.

“Oh! Sorry. What’s your name?”

“Stone Roman.”

For a moment, I thought he was kidding. But then he extended his hand. Taking it quickly, I met his light green eyes. This time, his gaze held me in place. With my hand encased in his, I studied his chiselled jawline and soft lips. His salt and pepper hair was so neatly coiffed that I longed to run my fingers through it.

I cleared my throat and pulled my hand away. Hopefully, he thought the flush on my face had more to do with my lack of proper clothing than the sudden urge to trail my fingertips along his jaw.

“That’s one hell of a name for a bodyguard,” I finally said.

His lips quirked upward briefly.

“So I’ve been told.” Nodding at the broken mug, he changed the topic. “Please be careful with that. You’re barefoot.”

“Right. Yeah, I’ll clean it up after I get some coffee going.”

Stone furrowed his brow before searching the cupboards. He grunted in triumph when he found a brush and a dustpan. Although I expected him to hand it to me, he dropped to one knee to sweep up the broken pieces of the mug. My mouth grew dry.

Something about having this rugged man kneeling so close to my bare thighs made my pussy pulse with need. Stepping back would be the smart thing to do, but I didn’t move. When he was finished, Stone lifted his gaze to mine as if he could read every sinful thought in my eyes. Taking a deep breath, he rose and emptied the dustpan into the trash.

“I’ll be in the other room if you need me.”

I thought there was a slight strain in his voice but quickly convinced myself that it was only my imagination. Someone his age would have been with countless women. There was no way being close to a half-naked 21-year-old was going to rattle him like that.

Ignoring the ache between my thighs, I went back to making coffee. While I hadn’t expected this reaction to my new bodyguard, it should be simple enough to keep things under control. After all, it wasn’t as if he felt the same about me.
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Despite the cool air filling the room, a thin film of sweat kept breaking out on my forehead. I dabbed it away with a sigh. If this kept happening, I was going to need my makeup redone.

“Are you okay?” Stone asked.

As resistant as I’d been to have a bodyguard around, Stone’s quiet presence gave me a level of comfort I hadn’t expected. It took the constant company of a stranger to remind me that I sometimes felt so… alone. Swallowing, I rubbed the amethyst pendant between my thumb and forefinger.

“Yeah. Just nervous, I guess.”

“Nobody is going to get near you while I’m here.”

I nodded.

“I know.”

“Does that necklace mean something special?”

I looked up quickly and met his curious gaze in the mirror. Of course, he was perceptive. Wasn’t that why my dad said he was one of the best?

“I made it from a ring my mother used to wear. It’s her birthstone.” I paused to take a deep breath. “That’s why my jewellery line has amethysts in every design.”

“I’m sorry for your loss.”

His words were quiet, but the implication of shared grief was loud. For a moment, I wanted to say the usual words to downplay my grief. Instead, I let the weight settle in the room. Sighing, I shook my head.

“Thank you.”

Stone’s lips parted as if to say more, but a knock pushed him back into bodyguard mode. With his face an expressionless mask, he opened the door. The assistant producer stepped in, smiling softly.

“Ten minutes before we bring you out for the interview, okay?”

“Okay.”

I grabbed another soft tissue to dab at my forehead. Squaring my shoulders, I rose from the chair to get the blood flowing to my brain. The second my feet hit the ground, I stumbled. Stone was by my side in seconds—his strong arms holding me up and the heat radiating from his body turning my legs into jelly.

Uh oh.

His Adam’s apple bobbed as he helped me stand. But even when I regained my footing, he didn’t let me go. Meeting his gaze, I placed my hand on his chest. His hammering heart registered for only a moment before he bent to capture my lips. I responded without a second thought, winding my arms around his neck and taking his skilled tongue into my mouth.

All thoughts of my impending interview went up in flames from the heat of our kiss. Moaning softly, I ground my hips against him. Stone palmed my ass to press me firmly on the length of his growing erection. My cheeks flamed. Never in a million years would I have thought that this attraction was mutual.

But my sexy bodyguard was bucking his hips like I was driving him wild. Just as he slid his hand between my thighs to cup my pussy over my slacks, the assistant producer knocked again. Stone stepped away from me with a groan but still blocked me from the woman’s view.

“Ready?”

Every cell in my body wanted to say ‘no’. The interview could wait until after I’d kissed my bodyguard a little longer. Maybe stepped out of these pants so he could really touch my pussy and feel the way it throbbed for him.

Stone gave me a small smile before running his thumb over my lips. I was immediately thankful that they had used the good stuff. How the hell would I have explained needing to refresh my lipstick after being alone with a man I shouldn’t be touching in this way?

Clearing my throat, I looked around the mountain of a man.

“Yes.”

“Great! This way, please.”

I huffed out a breath and followed her lead. Although I didn’t look behind me, I knew Stone was right there.
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The fresh air felt like heaven on my skin when I stepped out of the building. While the interview went even better than expected, I was relieved to be out of the spotlight. Or maybe it was the fact that I was so close to Stone again. Being near him felt as right as it felt like trouble.

Even as his hand hovered over the small of my back as he guided me into the car, I wished for more. I needed to feel his body moulded against mine again. When we were settled into the backseat, I pressed the button for the partition that would give us privacy to be deployed. I was suddenly grateful for the feature that had felt like overkill in the beginning.

Stone peered at me but didn’t speak until we were cloaked in silence.

“Is everything okay?” he asked.

“Are we going to pretend that we didn’t kiss?”

He shook his head.

“I don’t think that’s possible. But it also can’t happen again.”

“You don’t want to?”

His eyes widened as if I’d just said the most ridiculous thing he’d ever heard.

“You have no idea how much I want to kiss you… and more. It’s taking every bit of restraint I have right now not to rip your clothes off and worship every inch of you with my tongue.”

My breath caught. I might not have much experience with sex, but just the thought of Stone ravishing me in the backseat of this car made my heart race.

“I want that.”

“Sienna,” he groaned. “I’m your bodyguard. The things I want to do to you aren’t professional. Probably aren’t even ethical. Your father would kill me. And my job…”

A part of me understood his hesitation. But I wasn’t paying attention to that rational side of my brain. The part of me that wanted to test Stone’s resolve was far more enticing. It begged me to find out how badly my sexy bodyguard wanted to fuck me.

“So, tell me what you want.”

“Sienna…”

Running my tongue over my bottom lip, I slowly straddled him. I didn’t move but I felt his cock twitch, anyway. Seconds ticked by before Stone grabbed my ponytail and crashed his lips against mine. If our first kiss was a fire, this one was a fucking inferno. He slid his hand under my shirt to undo my bra so he could cup my pert breasts.

My nipples hardened under his roving fingertips as my pussy soaked my panties.

Holy fuck.

I’d never craved anyone like this in my life. But then I’d never been touched like this, either. Never had a man kiss me like his life depended on my breath or trail his hands over my body like he wanted to memorize every inch of me.

Moaning, I reached for his belt. His fingers closed around my wrist.

“Why?” I whined in frustration.

“Because I want to fuck you properly. In your bed. Not in the back of the car when we’re rushed. I’m going to make you fall apart on my cock so many times that you forget all about everything that’s bothering you.”

It was more words than I’d heard him say since we met but they were all the right ones. Kissing him briefly, I reluctantly got off him. We were only 25 minutes away from the house, but it felt like forever. Somehow, I knew the wait was going to be worth it.
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My fingernails bit into my palms as we pulled up to the house. I’d kept everything inside for the entire ride, and now I was buzzing to let it all out. Still, I let Stone help me out of the car as if our connection was only professional.

When he hovered over me while I opened the front door, my hand shook so badly that I had to steady it with the other. Stone closed the door quickly, his breath coming out in rapid huffs.

“If you’ve changed your mind—”

I didn’t give him a chance to finish. Jumping up to my tiptoes, I kissed him soundly. He let out a long groan as if he’d been holding it in since the moment we met. Stone bent to grab my ass before lifting me so I could wrap my legs around his waist.

Although I was too engrossed in our embrace to look at where he was going, I knew his determined steps were bringing me to my bedroom. When he stopped moving, I finally looked around. I chuckled at the sight of my unmade bed.

“At least we don’t have to waste time pulling the sheets off,” I joked.

“I wouldn’t.”

The plain lust in his deep voice sent a shiver down my spine. Unhooking my arms from his shoulders, I silently asked him to put me down. I bit my lip as I slipped out of my shirt and slacks. Stone’s heated gaze swept over my almost-naked body.

“I was barely wearing more than this when you saw me in the kitchen.”

He shrugged off his jacket and yanked on his tie as if its presence was an offence.

“And I was just as close to fucking you senseless then as I am now.”

I watched him strip down to his boxer briefs. His hard cock was straining against the matte black material. One tug was all it would take to reveal everything. I swallowed.

“Wait,” he breathed. “Is this your first time?”

I shook my head slowly but didn’t take my eyes off his cock.

“No. Not really.”

“What does that mean?”

Sighing, I rolled my eyes. The last thing I wanted to do right now was re-hash the absolute shit show that was my first time. Technically, I wasn’t a virgin, but should it really count when the idiot spent the entire five minutes focused on himself?

“It means that I’m not a virgin, but I might as well be.”

I waited for him to ask for more. Some kind of explanation of what the hell that included. But then he chuckled.

“Okay.”

Moments later, he was kissing me again—making me forget that anyone had ever touched me before. His tongue explored my mouth while his expert fingers undid my bra so he could play with my breasts again. As his thumb made slow, lazy circles around my nipples, the small buds hardened for him.

Breaking our kiss, he lowered me onto the bed. He sat back to slowly slide my panties off, and my heart stuttered at the way he looked at me.

“You’re gorgeous. Whoever didn’t please you the way you deserve is a fucking idiot.” He kissed my nipples with a sigh. “You should be worshipped.” The next soft kiss landed on my stomach. “Treasured.” A kiss on my inner thigh. “Ravished like a fucking goddess.”

And then his tongue swirled around my throbbing clit. I gasped. Nothing I’d imagined could have prepared me for the pleasure zipping through my body just from his tongue’s strokes.

“Stone,” I whimpered.

He laughed softly, bathing my clit in his warm breath.

“Not used to someone eating your sweet pussy?”

My pussy pulsed from his question. Was this what always happened when someone talked dirty to you or was it just Stone? At this point, I didn’t want to find out. I just wanted him to keep his mouth between my thighs until I came on his face. And as he slid his tongue inside me, I knew an orgasm wasn’t far away.

Moving his tongue back to my clit, he slid two fingers into my needy pussy. While sucking on my aching clit, he pressed his fingers against a sensitive spot that made my back arch of the bed.

“Oh, fuck!” I cried.

My outburst only made him eat me out with more vigour. With eyes rolling back, I twisted the sheets between my fingers. When I came, my body shook. Still, Stone kept licking my juices away. When he finally came up for air, I wasn’t surprised to see that his lips were slick.

“Fuck, Sienna. I’ve been thinking about this since we met, and you still surprised me.”

“Well, I aim to please,” I tried to joke, though I was still struggling to breathe.

“I bet you do.”

His tone was playful, but I caught the heat in his gaze when he climbed on top of me. Peering into my eyes, Stone guided his cock inside my dripping wet pussy. My breath hitched from the stretch. I knew he was big but that didn’t mean I was ready for the sting. With this thickness, I might as well be a virgin.

Fuck me.

“Are you okay?” he asked,

“Mhm.”

“I can stop if you want.”

“Absolutely not.”

His smile widened. Sliding his hand under my ass, he held me in place while building to a punishing but mind-blowing rhythm. Every time his balls slapped against my ass, my moans got louder. It wouldn’t surprise me if they were filtering out into the rest of the house.

Good thing we’re alone.

Stone might have had the same thought because he captured my lips again to swallow my needy cries. Then he fucked me so deep and hard that I thought I’d never think straight again. Fucking me into the bed, my sexy bodyguard’s moans mingled with mine.

When ecstasy sucked me under, I screamed his name. His climax wasn’t far behind. His cock twitched in my pussy—filling me to the brim with his cum. Deep down, I knew it was a bad idea to have sex with him without protection, so why did it feel so damn right?
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Wringing my hands, I peered out the window instead of leaving the car.

“Do you need some time?” Stone asked.

I nodded slowly. It wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy Stone’s company. Even my dad knew to let me have my alone time at my mom’s graveside.

“All right. I’ll give you some space but not so much that I lose sight of you, okay?”

“Thank you.”

I took a deep breath and started off toward my destination. Stone’s footsteps grew less distinct behind me as I got closer. Soon enough, I was looking at my mother’s ornate headstone. Just as I bent to touch the cool stone, I heard the heavy rush of footfalls. Someone was running toward me.

What the hell?

In the split second it took for me to glance in the direction of the sound, the man covered more ground than I thought possible. Gasping, I took off. Before I screamed for Stone, he was there—pulling me behind him to intercept the man who was racing toward us.

“Sie—”

Stone’s tackle cut my name in half on the attacker’s tongue. My stomach did flip flops while he zip-tied the man’s hands behind him. It wasn’t until he was firmly secured that I realized it was the same man who had approached me at the jewellery launch.

“What the hell are you doing here?” Stone hissed through clenched teeth. “Why are you trying to attack my—” He cleared his throat before continuing. “My client.”

“I’m not trying to attack her,” the man whined. “I just wanted to talk.”

“About?”

“Her line. Her mother. I—I just wanted her to know that she could talk to me whenever she wanted.”

“That’s why I created the support group page,” I whispered. “You can use that.”

“I don’t want to talk to them,” he grumbled as Stone yanked him to his feet. “I want to talk to you.”

“And that’s why you’ll be dealing with the police from now on,” Stone said with a frown.

Another car came to a smooth stop behind ours. While Stone escorted me into our backseat, two muscular brunette men in black suits held on to my stalker.

“They’ll keep him company until the police arrive.”

“Okay.”

“I’m sorry he interrupted your time with your mom.”

I nodded, unsure what else to say. Sighing, he pulled me into his arms. My eyes widened since he hadn’t pushed the button for the privacy partition, but I didn’t pull away. Sniffling, I nestled into his warmth.

“I guess I need to be more careful.”

“It happens. Sometimes, people don’t realize how popular they are, yet.”

“Thank you for taking care of me.”

“I’m always going to take care of you.”

As his arms tightened around me, I knew he meant it.


[image: ]

This time, when we got to the house, we let the pretence fall away. Gripping his arm, I leaned against his shoulder. It felt like I would collapse if he let me go, but for once, I didn’t have to force myself to keep things together until I was alone. Stone was there.

We never even made it to my bedroom. Our clothes littered the floor on the way to the closest surface. Stone pushed me up against the living room wall—his hands roaming all over my body to squeeze my breasts and my ass.

“I’ve been thinking about doing this all fucking day.”

“Me too.”

“Have you been thinking about me being balls deep in your pussy? Filling you up with my cum until I breed you?”

Was I? All I knew was that the thoughts of him fucking me in every room of this house made my pussy throb with need.

“I just want you to fuck me.”

“Is that all?” he asked with a smirk.

He slid his hand between my thighs to stroke my clit. The little bud sprang to life immediately. Whimpering, I ground my pussy on his hand.

“You’re so needy for me, Sienna. Horny and ready to beg for my cock.”

“Yes.”

“That doesn’t sound like begging to me.”

I whined in frustration. It was bad enough that my need for him was warping my thoughts. Now, he expected me to beg for it. And yet, I still had to try.

“Please. Stone. I need your cock.”

“You can do better than that, my horny little princess.”

He played with my clit like he wanted to drive me mad. My toes curled as I dug my fingernails into his broad shoulders.

“I need you to fuck me. Deep. Hard. Fill me up with your cum.” I took a deep breath. “Breed me.”

“Fuck,” he ground out, his voice deep.

Lifting my leg to hook it around his waist, Stone drove deep into my pussy. I cried out from the initial sting, but the discomfort didn’t last long. By the time he slammed into me again, I was already starting to moan. The pleasure was almost building too fast for me to keep up.

It stretched into my chest, and I couldn’t stop the cries that fell from my lips. I’d begged Stone to fuck me and goddamnit, it was almost too much to bear. I was going to come even though he was nowhere done with me yet. When I screamed his name, Stone only slowed his thrusts for a moment.

I scrutinized his face as he ploughed into me. His brows furrowed with concentration that obviously wanted to break. Holding his cheeks, I rocked my hips to match his rhythm. His groan told me everything.

“Fuck, Sienna. I’m going to paint your cunt with my cum. Breed you like you deserve.”

His fingers dug into my hip while his movements grew erratic.

“Oh, God.”

I hadn’t even realized how close I was to coming again. But when he slammed into me one last time, I cried out in sheer ecstasy. Stone held me close as his load pumped into my greedy pussy. Huffing out a breath, Stone lowered me slowly to the floor.

I giggled softly when he pushed his cum back inside me with shallow thrusts.

“You know we can’t stay here, right?”

“Sure. I’ll move you soon enough. I’m just making sure every drop of my cum stays in your tight pussy.”

“Feels like you’re planning to fuck me again, though.”

He grinned.

“Getting hard is easy when it comes to you.”

As his cock grew harder, I knew my hot bodyguard was going to fuck me hard on the floor before we went anywhere else. And I was ready for everything he wanted to give.
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I snuggled closer to Stone even though I knew it was a bad idea.

“You’re never going to let me leave this bed, are you?” he asked.

“Only for the important stuff.”

His soft chuckle tickled my ear, making me smile.

“I’m not sure how well I can protect you with my dick hanging out, though.”

I snorted.

“It would at least be one hell of a distraction.”

Pulling me closer, he kissed my neck.

“I’m going to talk to your dad as soon as I get out of this bed.”

My heart hammered.

“About what?”

“You need a new bodyguard because I’m done sneaking around. You’re mine, and everybody is going to know that.”

“Really?” I asked while spinning around to face him.

Although our connection was undeniable, I’d been scared to ask him if he wanted anything more than a fling. After all, he was at least a decade older than me. Men like him didn’t settle down with girls who just got to legal drinking age.

“Of course! Did you really think I’d be able to walk away from you? Not a fucking chance—especially once I put a baby in you.”

“I thought you were kidding about that!” I said with a gasp.

Grinning, Stone cupped my pussy. Despite coming more than once for him. I still ached with the need for more.

“I never joke about kids. I’m going to fill you up every chance I get until you’re carrying my baby.” His finger circled my clit. “And then I’m going to do it again. And again.”

I giggled at the thought of being constantly pregnant with his babies. It should scare the shit out of me, but it was making me wet instead.

“I still have a business to run!”

“Absolutely. And I’m going to make sure you have it all.”

Wrapping my arms around his neck, I pulled myself up to kiss him. Stone groaned while palming my ass. I threw my leg over him to rub myself on his hardening cock.

“I thought you wanted to get out of my bed,” I murmured.

“A few more minutes won’t hurt. Just making sure you’re nice and bred today.”

Licking my lips, I reached behind me to guide his thick cock inside me. I knew we had a lot to talk about, and I would have to convince my dad that this was real. But as I fell apart in his arms, I knew there was nowhere else I wanted to be.
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Epilogue

Six Months Later

I peered at my reflection as Jen from wardrobe adjusted my necklace.

“You look beautiful,” she said, grinning.

“My face isn’t too puffy?” I asked while poking my cheeks.

“Absolutely not.” She eyed my belly and shook her head. “Besides, that’s not the part of you that’s going to get the most attention.”

Laughing, I rubbed my growing stomach. Stone hadn’t been kidding when he said I didn’t know how popular I was. As soon as it became obvious that he and I were together, social media was on fire with our names. The increased scrutiny drove us to keep things more private.

That’s why there had only been rumours about my pregnancy. Once I joined this photoshoot for my jewellery line, though…

“Changing your mind?” Stone asked from the other side of the small room.

“No. Maybe?” I turned with a sigh. “I don’t want my pregnancy to be the only thing that people take away from the photoshoot.”

He rose to hold me—instantly calming my fluttering heart.

“I think they’re going to talk about your pregnancy whether you’re in this photoshoot or not. At least you can highlight how good you look with a baby and the jewellery.”

Laughing, I tilted my head upward for a kiss. The second his lips touched mine, I couldn’t help swaying against him.

“You see… this is how you’re going to end up with two babies under 2,” he muttered.

“I know.”

Jen walked in again and cleared her throat.

“We’re ready for you.”

“Okay.”

Stone let me go but followed close behind. Even though my dad had quickly found a replacement, that hadn’t stopped Stone from staying as close to me as possible when he could. I met his encouraging gaze when I took my position for the photo. He gave me a wide smile, and I took a deep breath.

This was a first for me, so I definitely didn’t want to fuck it up. With Stone cheering me on, though, my confidence in this photoshoot was starting to grow. It also helped that the photographer’s directions were so easy to follow.

When it was over, I walked into my former bodyguard’s warm embrace. As he wrapped his arms around me, I nuzzled into his chest. It didn’t matter where we were. Stone always felt like home to me. Soon, we’d have a little baby to build our family. Then there’d be the wedding we’d been planning since he told my dad about us.

My mom had told me that I would always know when something was right. And I’d never been happier to follow my heart.

END

Thanks for reading! If you like age gap boss stories, check out my first series. Now, if you’re looking for darker stories with pregnancy, then you should definitely have a look at my extra spicy fertility books. Get FREE books when you sign up for my newsletter.
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