
        
            
                
            
        

    
  
  
      
        
          Fertile for the Possessive Billionaire

          
		      
          Willow Watkins

        

        
          
          
        

      

    


  
  Copyright Page














Copyright 2025 by Willow Watkins 
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, stored or transmitted in any form or by any means, electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, scanning or otherwise without written permission from the author. It is illegal to copy this book, post it to a website, or distribute it by any other means without permission.
This novel is entirely a work of fiction. The names, characters and incidents portrayed in it are the work of the authors imagination. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, events or localities is entirely coincidental.
The characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.






  
    
      Contents



    






    

      
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter One
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Two
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Three
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Four
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Five
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Six
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Chapter Seven
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        Epilogue
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
        
          
      	
      
      
        About the Author
        
        
            
            
            
            
    
      

    
        
        
      

    
  


  
  Chapter One












Julian



I should be in a meeting. 
I should be reviewing acquisition documents for the high-rise in Midtown or yelling at the CFO for not catching the supply chain leak in last quarter’s reports. But instead, I’m standing in front of a brownstone in my best suit with my hands in my coat pockets, waiting like some goddamn hopeful intern trying to make a good impression.
She’s late by three minutes.
Not that I’m counting.
I exhale through my nose and glance at the townhouse behind me. It’s one of my best units. Oversized windows, exposed brick, custom cabinetry. The kind of space that goes to startup tech guys or the children of foreign diplomats. People with family money, generational wealth, my kind of people.
Not broke twenty-one-year-old florists who applied to rent a one-bedroom above a liquor store in a neighborhood I wouldn’t walk through unarmed.
That’s the part that still surprises me. How fast everything changed the second I opened her file.
I remember it clearly. It was late. I was in my office with a glass of Scotch, ignoring a folder of lease approvals that had been sitting on my desk for over a week. Normally I delegate that crap, but sometimes I like to see who’s slipping through the cracks. A personal habit. A control thing.
Her file was on top.
There was nothing particularly flashy about it. Modest income, part-time job, no credit issues. Pretty standard for someone in their early twenties. But when I opened the digital packet, I saw her.
A photo. Not an official ID or headshot. Just a selfie someone from my vetting team had pulled from social media. I make them run full online sweeps. Weed out the partiers, the scammers, the liabilities.
And there she was.
A soft smile, a messy ponytail, a smudge of dirt across her cheek like she’d just come out of the garden. Innocent. Fresh. Not trying to sell anything. Not posing, not filtered, not fake.
I felt it in my chest like a punch.
Mine.
The word just... appeared. Uninvited. Undeniable.
I told myself it was nothing. Just curiosity. Mild interest. But I spent the next hour looking her up online.
There was nothing scandalous. No club shots, no cryptic posts about exes. Just pictures of flowers. Dozens and dozens of them. Bouquets she’d made at work, hand-tied arrangements, tiny potted succulents sitting in sunbeams on cracked windowsills. Occasionally a selfie. Always modest. Always sweet.
She didn’t share much. No tags with friends. No photos in bars or at parties. Just her. Quiet. Steady. Like she didn’t even realize how rare that made her.
She posted as if no one was watching.
But I was.
And when I saw the address of the unit she applied for, a third-floor walkup with bars on the windows, I felt something cold and vicious settle in my gut.
She wasn’t going to be living there. Not on my fucking watch.
I emailed her myself. Said the unit was no longer available, but that I had another property I could offer for the same price. I lied through my teeth. The unit she’s coming to see today should rent for five times the price of the original property she’d applied for.
But I don’t care. I’ll foot the cost out of my own damn pocket if it means she’s somewhere safe.
A car pulls up to the curb.
Every muscle in my body tightens. I square my shoulders, adjust the cuffs of my coat. My pulse spikes.
The passenger door opens first, and then I see her.
Daisy Quinn.
She’s smaller than I expected. Delicate. But not fragile. There’s something grounded and quiet in the way she moves, like she’s not used to being looked at. Like she doesn’t know she just shattered the axis of my entire world.
She’s wearing a yellow sweater under a soft green jacket, something too light for the weather. Her dark hair is braided back in a simple, no-nonsense way, but it only makes her look more real. No effort, no artifice. Just her.
My chest tightens.
It’s not attraction. That word is too small, too ordinary. This is need, raw and bone-deep. A punch to the gut. A spike of heat behind my ribs. I feel it in my throat, in the curl of my fists, in the sudden pressure behind my eyes.
She’s even prettier in person. Softer. More dangerous.
Like she wasn’t made for this world. Not made for anyone but me.
I see the way her eyes dart up towards the building, wide and unsure. The faint pink in her cheeks. The curve of her mouth when she exhales nervously.
And I know, without doubt, that if she looked at me right now and asked for the world, I’d give it to her on my knees.
Fuck. Me.
But then the driver’s side opens, and a man gets out.
Tall. Casual. Laughing at something she says as she rounds the car.
My jaw tenses.
There was nothing in the file about a boyfriend. And the application was in her name only. No co-signer. No dual tenant. So who the fuck is he?
A friend? A brother?
The rational part of my brain suggests waiting to find out.
But I’m already cataloging the way he touches her arm. The way he’s standing too close. The way she tilts her head when she smiles.
I don’t like it.
I really don’t like it.
My fists clench in my coat pockets, and I force myself to breathe through my nose again.
It doesn’t matter who he is. What matters is that she’s here. She came.
And I’m going to make her mine.
They approach the steps, her hand gripping a tote bag like it’s a shield, and him walking too close beside her like he has the right.
He doesn’t.
I school my features into something neutral, and turn to focus on Daisy.
“Miss Quinn?” I say, stepping forward. “I’m Julian Cross. I own the property.”
Her eyes lift to meet mine, and for a half-second, everything else blurs. She’s even more beautiful up close, with big hazel eyes and delicate features. She smiles, nervous and polite, and it slices clean through my ribs.
“Hi, yes. Thank you so much for meeting us,” she says.
I turn to the man beside her, my gaze flicking over him in one practiced sweep. Early twenties, athletic build, casual clothes, easy smile.
“And you are?” I ask, a little too flat.
“I’m Adrian,” he says, extending a hand.
I don’t take it.
Daisy shifts beside him. “He’s here to see the place with me,” she adds quickly. “We are hoping to rent it together.”
I arch a brow, keeping my voice steady, despite the storm of emotions rising up inside me. “Are you dating?”
Adrian laughs. “Nope. Never have.”
Daisy’s cheeks flush. “We’ve known each other forever. We grew up next door to each other. He’s like a brother to me. But we’ve never dated.”
That helps. A little. But not enough to smother the irritation rising in my throat.
“I see,” I say. “Well, the application was submitted under your name only, Miss Quinn. I wasn’t aware there would be an additional tenant.”
“Oh... right.” She glances at Adrian apologetically. “That’s sort of new. Adrian’s landlord decided to sell the property out of nowhere, and he has to be out by next week. Since this unit is, uh... a bit bigger than I originally applied for, we thought maybe we could room together.”
I nod once. Cold. Measured. “Unfortunately, without being listed on the application, a background check couldn’t be completed.”
Adrian frowns. “And you do that for all tenants?”
“Yes,” I say, my voice firm. “And nobody moves into one of my homes without one.”
Daisy’s eyes lift to mine again, and this time, they’re wide. Soft. Pleading.
“Could you... maybe make an exception?” she asks gently. “Just this once?”
She shifts slightly, facing me more directly. Her voice stays even, but there’s a note of hope that pierces straight through my defenses.
“I know him,” she says. “He’s a good guy. He’d be a great tenant. And he doesn’t have anywhere else to go right now.”
I should say no.
It’s an easy no. Logical. Responsible.
But when she tips her head to the side, her lips part like she’s about to say more, and those big eyes stay locked on mine with such sincere hope that I feel something snap low in my gut.
I’d give her anything. Anything that would make her happy.
Even though it drives me crazy to think of her living with any man but me, there’s just no way I can say no to her.
I bite back a sigh, and drag a hand down my jaw.
“Okay,” I say finally. “But if anything comes up on the background check, he’s out.”
Daisy beams, and my entire fucking world spins. “Thank you! That’s so kind of you. I already know nothing bad will show up on the check.”
Adrian claps a hand on my shoulder like we’re old friends, and I stiffen under the contact.
I turn without another word and unlock the front door, stepping aside as I hold it open for them.
“Let’s begin the tour,” I say evenly, jaw tight.
They step past me into the townhouse. Daisy gasps softly at the high ceilings and the warm natural light. I catch the way her eyes widen at the kitchen island and the built-in bookshelves.
She’s already in love with it.
Good. Because I picked this one especially for her.
As I follow them inside, I watch the way she walks next to him, smiling, completely unaware of how close she is to being claimed. How close I am to unraveling the last threads of my restraint.
They might think this is a casual viewing, but I already know how this ends.
I’ll make sure they both understand that she’s mine.
And I do not share.






  
  Chapter Two












Daisy



The second I step through the door, I forget how to breathe. 
High ceilings stretch overhead, flooded with warm sunlight from windows that seem to glow. Hardwood floors gleam under my boots, and soft, golden light makes the white walls feel warm and inviting. There’s a massive kitchen island straight ahead, and nearby, there are built-in shelves already stocked with a few coffee table books and some little glass vases. It doesn’t feel like a rental. It feels like a home.
My dream home.
And then I feel him behind me.
Julian Cross. Billionaire. Landlord. Intimidating as hell.
He hasn’t said much since we stepped inside, but that stare? I can feel it. Like a brand on the back of my neck. Every time I glance his way, I find him watching me like he’s studying every breath, every smile.
It should be creepy.
Instead, it lights something low in my belly. My cheeks burn. My fingers tighten around the strap of my bag.
Adrian has wandered off towards the living room, chattering about how insane this place is and how it’s like something out of a movie. But I just stand there, rooted to the spot, overwhelmed and flustered and so aware of the man standing just a few feet behind me.
There’s a scent in the air too. Soft, floral. Familiar.
I turn slowly, drawn toward it.
At the end of the hallway, sunlight spills through a set of glass French doors. The source of the smell is stronger here, lush and sweet and... nostalgic. My pulse quickens as I walk towards it and push open the doors.
And then I stop breathing all over again.
The conservatory is flooded with light and warmth, the kind that hugs your skin the second you step into it. A sea of deep green leaves and creamy white blooms stretches across the space. Gardenias. Dozens of them. Maybe more. There are potted bushes, flowering vines trailing up trellises, and even a wide planting bed against the far wall. A small potting bench sits beneath a hanging grow light, complete with gloves, tools, watering cans, humidity trays, and a digital thermometer for keeping conditions perfect.
“Gardenias,” I whisper, stepping further inside. “Oh my God...”
They’re my favorite. My absolute favorite.
But they’re finicky. They need high humidity, warm temperatures, acidic soil, and filtered sunlight. They’re not the kind of flower you can just toss in a pot and forget about. I’ve never had the space or the setup to grow them properly. I’ve always dreamed about it, though.
And here they are.
It feels like I’ve stepped into a dream.
“You like them?” a voice asks behind me, low and velvet-smooth.
I whirl around. Julian stands in the doorway, hands in his coat pockets, watching me with a look that makes my heart stutter in my chest.
“I... yes,” I breathe. “I love them. They’re my favorite, actually. This whole space is...” I shake my head in disbelief. “It’s incredible.”
He nods, like it’s no big deal. “The previous tenant was into plants. Left all of this behind.” Then, after a beat, he adds casually. “If it’s taking up too much space, I can have it cleared out.”
I blink at him, horrified. “No! Please don’t. I mean... if that’s okay. I’d love to keep it, if I can.”
His mouth lifts in the faintest smile. Warm. Genuine. “Of course.”
I can’t hold back the wide smile that breaks out across my face. I can already imagine myself in here every morning before work, checking the soil moisture and misting the leaves. Maybe even propagating my own plants someday.
The door creaks behind us, and Adrian appears, looking winded from excitement. “Daisy! You’ve got to see the upstairs. The bedrooms are huge. And there’s this reading nook in the hallway that has your name written all over it.”
I glance at Julian. “This whole place is unbelievable,” I murmur.
Julian’s eyes don’t leave mine. “I’m glad you think so.”
Adrian bounces beside me like a golden retriever. “Okay, but seriously... what do you think? Can we take it? Please say yes.”
“It is amazing. I mean, look at this conservatory,” I say, then turn to Julian. “Yes. If we can, we’d really love to take it.”
Julian’s voice is cool, calm. “It’s yours. You can move in right away if you want.”
My jaw drops. “Wait... really?”
“We weren’t expecting to get a place this fast,” Adrian says, already pulling out his phone. “We’re going to have to do a million back-and-forth trips with our cars...”
“I’ll arrange movers,” Julian says, cutting in.
Adrian blinks. “Seriously?”
Julian’s gaze never leaves me. “The sooner you’re living here,” he says, his voice dropping low, “the happier I’ll be.”
My heart skips a beat.
There’s a heat in his stare that makes me feel like I’m standing under one of those grow lamps. I glance away quickly, face burning. There’s no way he means it like that. I’m imagining it. Projecting. There’s no logical reason a billionaire like Julian Cross would look at someone like me, a broke florist who is barely scraping by, with anything more than polite professionalism.
And yet...
Every time his eyes find mine, I feel it. That heat. That hunger.
And I can’t deny it makes me feel good in ways I don’t know how to admit, even to myself.

      ***The last box thuds softly onto the hardwood floor, and I still can’t believe this is real.
Not just the fact that I’m standing in the kitchen of my dream apartment surrounded by all my worldly belongings... but he’s here too.
Julian.
And he’s currently lifting boxes like he’s not wearing a tailored dress shirt that probably costs more than my monthly rent.
I lean against the doorframe, trying to act casual even though I’ve been blatantly watching him all afternoon. His jacket is long gone; his tie is nowhere to be seen. The sleeves of his white shirt are rolled up to his forearms, exposing tanned skin and thick, veined muscles that flex every time he moves. The fabric clings to his chest and shoulders, damp in places with sweat, and I swear to God I can see every ripple of muscle beneath it.
It’s like someone dropped a Greek statue into a suit and gave it a smolder.
I’m supposed to be helping, but watching those big hands grip boxes with casual strength has my brain short-circuiting. All I can think about is what those hands would feel like on me. What it would be like to be pinned under him. Or up against a wall. Or...
“Daisy?” His voice cuts through the haze, rich and low, dragging my attention back to his face.
I blink, caught. “Oh! Uh, sorry. I was just... zoning out.”
One dark brow lifts, like he knows exactly what I was thinking.
Before I can say anything ridiculous, he turns to the movers, thanks them, and hands them an envelope with cash, I think. A lot of it, judging by the way their eyes light up and their thank-yous multiply as they leave.
And just like that, it’s quiet again.
Just him. And me. In my kitchen.
“Well,” I say, trying to find my voice, “you’ve done way more than I expected today. Thank you. I really appreciate it.”
He shrugs as if it’s nothing. “I’m happy to help.”
“You really didn’t have to.” I glance up at him. “Do you always help your tenants move in?”
There’s a flicker in his eyes. Something unreadable. Then he smiles, slow and amused.
“No,” he says. “Only the very special ones.”
My breath catches. I swallow hard, suddenly hyper-aware of the space between us. Which feels like it’s shrinking by the second.
“I’m... special?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.
He moves towards me, and it’s like a force field pulses through the air. Heat radiates off him in waves. He’s big. Tall and broad and impossibly solid. His presence alone is enough to make my knees go weak.
“I’ve never seen anyone as special as you,” he murmurs. “You deserve a safe home. One as beautiful as you are.”
Oh.
The words hit something tender inside me, cracking open the part of me that still doesn’t believe I’m worthy of this kind of attention. But it’s not just his words. It’s the way he looks at me. Like he wants to devour me.
My heart’s pounding. My skin is tingling. And I can’t stop looking at his mouth.
I don’t even realize I’m moving until I’m already up on my toes, fingers brushing his chest for balance as I press my lips softly against his.
There’s a beat. A breath.
And then he growls.
His hand is suddenly in my hair, gripping it tight and tilting my head to take control. His mouth crashes down on mine, deep and hungry and utterly consuming. I gasp into it, and he takes advantage immediately, his tongue sweeping in, claiming every inch of me. His other hand wraps around my waist, hauling me against him like he can’t stand the distance anymore.
It’s not gentle. It’s not sweet.
It’s wild, and possessive, and I’m melting.
I’ve never been kissed like this. Like someone is starving for me. Like I’m something he’s needed for a long, long time.
I don’t want it to end. But the sound of heavy footsteps approaching down the hall yanks us both back to earth.
I pull away, breathless, heart hammering. My fingers fly up to my hair, knowing it must look a mess, and I step back quickly just as Adrian walks into the kitchen.
He stops dead when he sees us; me flushed and breathless, Julian standing far too close, his hand still on my waist.
Adrian’s eyes narrow ever so slightly, flicking between our faces.
“Sorry,” he says, his voice tight. “Am I interrupting?”
My heart stutters. “No,” I say too quickly. “We were just... talking.”
Julian’s gaze doesn’t move from my face, his silence louder than any denial. 
Adrian looks at Julian again, longer this time. His jaw shifts, and there is something unreadable in his expression. But then he blinks, and it’s gone again, and he’s walking towards the fridge, yanking it open.
“Well, seeing as we don’t have any groceries yet, I vote we order pizza for dinner. What do you think, Daisy?”
“Pizza sounds perfect,” I say, still breathless, still buzzing.
I glance at Julian. “Would you... like to stay? For dinner?”
“Yes,” he says instantly, eyes still locked on mine. “I’d like that very much.”
I smile up at him, my heart fluttering in my chest.
“Good,” I say softly. “Me too.”
And I’m pretty sure it’s not just the pizza that he’s hungry for.






  
  Chapter Three












Julian



Daisy is radiant in the soft glow of the conservatory lights, her voice lilting as she talks about the gardenias: how delicate they are, how tricky they can be to grow, how rewarding it is when they bloom just right. 
I sit beside her, watching the way her eyes shine when she leans in to inspect a blossom, the way her fingers trail reverently over the smooth curve of one petal.
She doesn’t know what I did to make this happen.
She doesn’t know that the entire conservatory - every plant, every pot, every specialized light and humidity control system - was installed less than twenty-four hours before she walked in for the viewing.
She doesn’t know that I scrolled through every one of her old posts until I found the caption: If I had a conservatory full of gardenias; I think I’d die happy.
So, I made it happen.
I paid a fortune to a horticultural consultant and a team of greenhouse specialists. I imported mature, blooming plants overnight. I told them it had to be perfect. And it is. Because she’s smiling like that.
She’s fucking glowing.
And I’d spend ten times the money just to see her this happy.
“Gardenias can be fussy,” she’s saying as she adjusts a nearby grow lamp, her tone fond. “They need humidity, sunlight, but not too much heat... and the soil has to stay acidic.”
I let her voice wash over me, low and sweet and unguarded. She’s relaxed here. Open. And it makes pride swell in my chest to know I played a part in making her feel that way.
“I’m gonna grab us both a drink,” she says, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Do you want water or... wait, that’s literally all we have until I can go grocery shopping tomorrow.”
I chuckle. “Water’s perfect.”
She heads out with a soft smile, the door swinging shut behind her, and I’m left surrounded by the scent of the blooms I bought for her. It clings to the air, delicate and heady, just like her.
I should probably go home soon. It’s almost midnight, we are all tired from the move, and I know I’m probably outstaying my welcome. But I can’t bring myself to leave. Not when Daisy is so damn captivating in person.
Minutes pass, but she doesn’t return.
I wait, but the tightening in my chest wins out. I rise from the bench and head towards the kitchen, walking slowly, quietly.
It’s when I round the corner that I hear them. Her voice is low but firm; his is tighter, laced with something that sounds a lot like resentment.
“... I just think it’s weird, okay?” Adrian says, frustration creeping into every syllable. “The guy’s a billionaire. Why is he even here? Helping us move in and eating our pizza? Doesn’t that set off any red flags for you?”
I freeze, just short of the doorway. The door is ajar, and I have a clear view into the living room. Daisy stands facing Adrian, her arms folded, her expression indignant.
“I think you’re overreacting.”
“He gave us this place for a crazy low rate. No... he gave you this place for a crazy low rate, seeing as he wasn’t expecting me to show up. Who does that?” Adrian pushes. “Unless there’s, like, some creepy reason behind it.”
I bite the inside of my cheek. My fists clench slowly at my sides.
“I like him, Adrian,” Daisy snaps, and I feel those three words like a punch to the chest. My breath leaves me all at once.
She likes me, and she said it with no hesitation.
“Julian’s been nothing but kind to us,” she continues, her voice rising slightly. “He can visit this place as often as he wants. I want him to.”
Adrian’s mouth opens, but she doesn’t let him speak.
“And I’m not going to apologize for that, either,” she finishes. Then she turns sharply, heading towards the kitchen. Towards me.
Daisy pulls the door wide open and, the second she sees me, her eyes go wide.
She stumbles to a halt, and I step aside just enough to let her pass through the door. Adrian sees me too, and I give him a polite nod. He narrows his eyes slightly, but doesn’t say anything else, then he flops onto the couch and pulls out his phone. I close the door completely and press Daisy back against it.
Her breath catches, and her wide eyes stare up at me, stunned. Her lips part, and she whispers, “Did you... hear that?”
“I did,” I say, voice low and steady.
She winces, her cheeks flushing with heat. “God, I’m so sorry. You weren’t supposed to... I mean, you never should have heard that.”
For the briefest second, something twists in my chest. Is she talking about the part where she said she likes me? Does she regret it?
But then she keeps going, stumbling over her words.
“I mean, Adrian shouldn’t have said any of that. It was rude and totally out of line, and you’ve been nothing but kind and generous to both of us. You didn’t deserve that.”
Relief pulses through me like a warm tide. She’s worried about me, not some confession she made.
My hand lifts, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. “You don’t need to apologize for him.”
She leans into my touch before she even realizes she’s doing it. It’s instinctual, unconscious. Her eyes flutter closed for half a second, like the feeling of my fingers against her skin soothes her.
“Did it ever occur to you that maybe he likes you as more than just a friend, Daisy?” I ask as I dip my head, peppering soft kisses against her throat.
She sighs and melts back against the door, tilting her head to give me better access. I reward her with a gentle graze of my teeth against her delicate skin.
“Don’t be silly,” she says, although her voice is soft and breathy. “We’ve known each other forever. I’ve already told you he’s like a brother.”
It amazes me that she can be so oblivious to it. The way he’d reacted when he’d walked in on us kissing earlier had been enough to make it obvious to me. And the way he’d been trying to warn her away from a man who could take such good care of her only confirmed it even more.
If he was a real friend, he’d be happy she found someone she likes, instead of trying to cause trouble.
“Maybe you see him that way,” I whisper against her earlobe, “but he doesn’t see you like a sister, little flower. Far from it. But it’s okay. I’m going to make you moan my name so damn loudly tonight that he’ll have no doubt which one of us you want.”
She makes a sound, something small and helpless, and before either of us can think, she turns her head just slightly, brushing a soft kiss against my jaw.
But I’m not soft. Not for her.
I growl low in my throat, grabbing a fistful of her hair to tilt her head back. She gasps, her eyes fluttering shut, and I take her mouth in a hard, demanding kiss.
She tastes like honey. Warm and sweet, and a groan slips out of me before I can stop it. I press her into the door, the wood thudding against the frame as my tongue plunges into her mouth. She whimpers and clutches at my shirt, trying to pull me closer.
“God, Daisy,” I growl, dragging my mouth down her throat, leaving wet kisses along her neck. “I can’t get enough of you. Every time I fucking taste you, I need more. You’re a goddamn addiction.”
She lets out a shaky moan, and I slide a hand up the inside of her thigh, bunching the fabric of her dress.
“Are you wet for me, little flower?” I ask, already knowing the answer. “I bet your pussy is aching, isn’t it?”
“Yes,” she breathes. “Should we... go upstairs?”
I growl at the thought of her laid out beneath me, letting me sink my cock into that sweet little hole between her thighs. I can already picture how beautiful she’d look. How good it would feel to have her clenching around me as she falls apart.
But first... there’s something else I need.
“Soon, Daisy. First, I’m going to take a taste of your aching little cunt. Make you come on my tongue.”
I drop to my knees and lift the hem of her dress. She squeaks, and when I glance up at her, her eyes are wide with panic.
“What if Adrian hears?”
I chuckle, hooking a finger around the edge of her panties and dragging them down. “I’m hoping he will, little flower. I want him to hear you moaning my name.”
It’s fucking immature of me. I know that. But knowing that boy in the living room wants my woman, and thinks he’s enough of a man to give her what she needs, drives me crazy.
So, I’m going to show him exactly what a real man can do for Daisy.
She steps out of her panties, and I lift up her skirt again, guiding one of her legs over my shoulder to expose her pretty pink pussy.
“Julian, I...”
Her words are cut off by a moan when I lean in and take a long, slow lick.
Her flavor bursts across my tongue, sweet and fresh, and I groan, burying my face between her thighs. I lick her in deep, long strokes, teasing her with my tongue, and she trembles above me, her fingers twisting in my hair.
“Oh my God,” she whispers, her head falling back against the door with a soft thud. “Julian... Oh, fuck, Julian...”
The sound of my name on her lips spurs me on, and I growl against her pussy, lapping her up greedily. I grab her ass cheeks in my hands, my fingers digging into her flesh as I drag her hips forward.
I eat her out like I’m starving, licking and sucking, fucking her with my tongue. The sounds echo around the large space; her little moans and my own hungry groans. My cock is rock hard and straining against my pants, but right now, I only care about her pleasure. I need her to feel as desperate as I do. As out of control.
I slide one finger into her tight hole, then another, and her back arches against the door. She gasps, tugging at my hair as her legs tremble.
“Julian,” she whines, her voice pitched high and breathy. “Don’t stop... please...”
I grin and curl my fingers inside her, dragging them against the spot I know will drive her wild.
“Come for me, Daisy,” I murmur against her soft skin, my fingers pumping into her in a rough, demanding rhythm. “I want to hear you screaming my name. Don’t hold back.”
She whimpers, her eyes squeezing shut as her hips jerk, grinding her clit against my tongue. Her body clenches around my fingers, and then her orgasm crashes through her.
She cries out, and it’s the sweetest, most erotic thing I’ve ever heard. My name spills from her lips, broken and desperate. She comes all over my fingers, and I drink up her pleasure, lapping up every drop until she’s gasping and writhing, pushing me away because she’s too sensitive.
I ease her leg off my shoulder, and then I stand, crowding her against the door, kissing her again. She can taste herself on my tongue, and it makes her shudder.
“Now it’s time for us to go upstairs, little flower. And by the time I’m done with you, the entire fucking neighborhood will know who you belong to.”






  
  Chapter Four












Daisy



I can’t believe I just did that. 
I can’t believe Julian made me do that.
The moment his mouth touched my pussy, my mind went blank. I wasn’t thinking about Adrian in the other room, or the fact that he could probably hear me.
All I could think about was how good it felt. How much I wanted Julian.
So I gave in. And he made me come harder than I ever have in my life.
My legs are still shaking. I can barely keep up with him as he pulls me upstairs, his grip on my hand firm and unyielding. There’s a dark hunger in his eyes, something possessive and desperate, and the second we’re alone in my bedroom, he slams the door shut behind us.
And then he kisses me again.
It’s the kind of kiss that steals the breath from my lungs. The kind that makes me dizzy. My fingers tangle in his shirt, pulling him closer, and the hard muscles of his chest press against me, making my blood hum with need.
He growls low in his throat, his hands dropping to cup my ass, lifting me easily off the floor. I squeak and wrap my legs around his waist, holding on tight as he carries me across the room. My back hits the wall with a soft thud, and his mouth moves to my neck, sucking and biting at my skin.
I can’t think straight. He’s rock hard, the solid bulge in his pants grinding against my aching core. My dress is bunched around my hips, and the rough feel of his clothing against my most sensitive parts is a reminder that my panties are still on the kitchen floor where we left them.
Shit.
But then I forget all about it again when he tugs my dress off over my head and his lips leave a trail of fire all the way down my throat to the valley between my breasts.
His hands grip the mounds tightly, kneading them, squeezing and caressing. He groans against me, his stubble scratching at my sensitive skin, and I arch into his touch, craving more.
“Fuck, Daisy,” he rasps, his voice hoarse and broken. “How are you so perfect? So beautiful?”
His fingers find the clasp of my bra and undo it with deft precision, and then the straps fall down my arms, and he tosses the fabric aside. His gaze is intense, burning as he drinks me in.
He looks at me like a man possessed. Like he’s been starving for years, and he’s finally found his last meal.
It’s almost scary, but in the best way. I’ve never been the center of attention before. I’ve never had anyone look at me this way. Like they’d kill to have me.
I love it.
It makes me want to feel this way forever.
My body is feverish, like I’m on fire. I tug at his shirt, and he pulls it over his head, letting me run my hands over his chiseled torso. His muscles are hard beneath his warm skin, and when my nails scrape lightly over his chest, his breath catches, and his grip on my ass tightens.
“You’re playing with fire, little flower,” he warns, his voice a low growl.
But I don’t care. Because the flames licking at me only make me want him more.
I squirm in his arms, rubbing against the hard length of his cock, and he hisses a curse, his fingers digging into my ass.
“I need you,” I whisper, the words spilling out without permission. But once they’re out, there’s no taking them back. And I’m glad. Because they’re true. “Please, Julian.”
His pupils are blown wide, and the black almost eclipses the blue, his gaze fixed on mine.
“Unzip my pants, little flower. Pull out my dick. Now.”
His voice is strained, and there is a little part of me that’s proud to be the one to make him this desperate. To bring this powerful man to the brink of his control.
So I reach down as he pulls his hips back just enough for me to slide my hands between our bodies. His grip on my ass remains firm though, keeping me against the wall, and I fumble with the button, then the zipper, until his cock springs free.
He’s thick and heavy, his skin hot beneath my fingers, and when I stroke him experimentally, he jerks in my grip, his hips thrusting.
“Fuck,” he growls. “I need to be inside you, Daisy. I’m going to go crazy if I don’t feel your tight little hole stretching around me soon.”
I whimper at the crude words, my body responding, my thighs clenching around his hips.
His hips surge forward again, trapping his erection between our bodies. As he moves his hips, the thick vein running along the belly of his shaft rubs against my clit, making it harder and harder to think.
But I know I need to do something before I lose control completely. Something important.
“Julian,” I whimper breathlessly. “I need to tell you something first.”
He pauses his movements and looks down into my eyes, a look of concern mixing with that fiery intensity he always seems to have whenever he looks at me.
“What’s wrong, little flower?”
“I... I haven’t ever done this before. I might not be very good at pleasing you. I know you must be used to having women with more experience.”
My face is burning with shame, and I drop my gaze to the flutter of his pulse in his throat, unable to look at him as I wait to find out his reaction. But he doesn’t say anything. A ragged moan is the only sound he makes, and then he’s gripping my chin and lifting my head so he can capture my mouth in another bruising kiss.
He kisses me until I’m dizzy and breathless, and then he breaks away, resting his forehead against mine, his breath coming fast.
“You’re a virgin?”
“Yes,” I whisper. “You... you don’t mind?”
“Mind?” he asks, disbelief lacing his tone. “Are you kidding me, Daisy? The thought of being the only man to ever claim this body, to ever have this sweet, delicious pussy? To be the only one who gets to see you come apart beneath me? It makes me want to fucking roar with pride.”
Relief rushes through me. “Oh.”
“I’m going to be your first, Daisy. And I’m going to be your last. Your only. I’m going to make you feel so damn good you’ll never want anyone but me for the rest of your life.”
I moan at the raw possessiveness in his words, and my clit throbs.
“Now, are you ready to give yourself to me, little flower?”
“Yes, please.”
He grins and kisses me again. Then he carries me to the bed and lays me out across the sheets. He pushes his pants the rest of the way down his legs, and then he’s covering my body with his, skin to skin, and nothing has ever felt better.
He trails kisses all the way down my chest, over my stomach, and I gasp when he spreads my thighs wide, exposing my wet pussy.
“This cunt is mine,” he says, his voice a deep, possessive rumble. “And I’m going to prove it by filling it with my cum. Are you ready, Daisy?”
A soft gasp escapes me. “No condom?” I ask because I feel like that’s what I’m supposed to do, even though the idea of having any kind of barrier between our bodies sends a spike of disappointment through me.
“Never. I want you bare. All of you. No protection. Nothing between us. I’m going to claim you properly, little flower. Mark you with my seed and fill up your womb. Then, when my baby is growing inside you, the whole damn world will know you’re mine.”
I should tell him it’s too soon for all of that. I should tell him to slow down. But I can’t. Because every word he says fills me with a need so intense, it threatens to burn me alive.
“Please,” I breathe, because it’s the only thing I can say.
“Good girl.”
Then he’s on top of me again, his muscular thighs pushing my own even further apart, and he’s sliding home.
His thick cock breaches my entrance, and the sudden pressure forces the breath from my lungs. It stings, and the burn spreads through my entire body. He’s big, bigger than his two fingers, and the intrusion stretches me so wide I worry he won’t fit.
“That’s it,” he murmurs, his gaze fixed on where our bodies are joined. “Fuck, Daisy. Your cunt is so fucking tight. So perfect. Relax, little flower. I’ll go slow.”
He keeps moving, easing himself deeper, and the pressure is so intense, I can’t help but cry out. He groans, his fingers gripping my hips so tightly, I know they’ll bruise.
“Goddamn. You’re taking me so well. You’re such a good girl. Fuck, I’m halfway there already.”
My heart pounds, and I try to breathe through the stretch. Tears burn the backs of my eyes, and when I blink them open, the sight of him looking down at me, his jaw clenched and his gaze dark and full of lust, sends a wave of heat pulsing through me.
My back arches, and he sinks another inch into me, hissing a curse as he goes.
“That’s it, little flower,” he growls. “I can feel your pussy begging for more. You’re so fucking wet, Daisy. You love the feel of my cock stretching your tight little hole, don’t you?”
“Y-yes.”
He’s right. I do. It’s so overwhelming, and the burn has already begun to fade, leaving nothing but a pleasurable ache. He starts moving again, and when his hips finally press against mine, and his entire length is sheathed inside me, the knowledge that I’ve taken every inch of him sends a flood of satisfaction rushing through me.
“I’m all the way in,” he says, his voice husky. “Look at how well you take my dick, Daisy. Fuck.”
I can’t believe it’s actually all in.
He pulls out slightly, then pushes back in, and I let out a whimper as the head of his cock rubs against that spot deep inside me.
“Oh God,” I gasp, clutching at his shoulders.
“Does it hurt?”
“No,” I breathe. “Not anymore. Feels... so good.”
“Good. Because now it’s time for me to make you mine. Really and truly mine.”
He groans and starts moving properly, rocking into me with a slow rhythm that feels like heaven. My eyes fall closed, and my head tips back, giving myself over to the sensations.
I lose track of time. My body is on fire, the pleasure building inside me until I’m shaking and breathless. Julian is relentless, his pace increasing, his cock pumping in and out of me. I’m so wet, it’s coating his shaft, making each thrust sound obscenely erotic.
The bed rocks, the headboard hitting the wall in a steady rhythm. The sounds echoing around the room are indecent, but I can’t even begin to care. It feels too good.
“That’s it, Daisy,” he growls, his fingers digging into my thighs as he pulls my legs tighter around him. “Come for me, little flower. Come all over my cock. Let me hear you scream.”
I cry out, unable to hold back the sounds he pulls from me. My body clenches, and he growls, his grip tightening.
“Fuck, Daisy. You’re squeezing me so fucking tight.”
My climax crashes through me, and I gasp, my back arching off the bed. He groans, driving into me harder, his hips surging forward as his own release rips through him.
Warmth floods my core, his seed filling me, marking me. I’m so far gone, I can’t do anything but lie there and let him claim me.
Let him make good on his promise to claim my womb with his baby.
His thrusts become more and more frantic, his strokes harder, and the sound of his heavy breathing fills the air.
Finally, he slows and stops, his body pressed firmly against mine, his cock still pulsing inside me.
It feels amazing.
It feels so right.
Like we’re two puzzle pieces fitting together perfectly.
“Fuck, Daisy,” he whispers, leaning down and nuzzling my neck. “That was...”
“Yeah.”
There are no words. But that’s okay. Because neither of us needs any.
After a moment, he lifts his head, looking into my eyes. He smiles, and it’s so warm, so beautiful, it makes my heart melt.
“I’m glad it was you,” I tell him.
“It will only ever be me,” he whispers before kissing me tenderly.
And I believe him.






  
  Chapter Five












Daisy



The morning light slants across the sheets, soft and golden, and I stretch under the weight of it, so aware of the faint scent of Julian still lingering on my skin. 
He’s already out of bed, fully dressed in his expensive shirt and pants that are now looking very wrinkled after spending the night on my bedroom floor. Despite his slightly disheveled appearance, he still makes my mouth water.
I push up on one elbow and give him my best pout. “Are you sure you have to go?”
Julian glances over his shoulder, and the look he gives me sends a fresh wave of heat over my still-bare skin. It’s full of smoldering possessiveness, with a hint of regret.
“If you keep looking at me like that, little flower, I’ll never leave,” he growls, voice still rough with sleep. He walks over and leans down, brushing his knuckles over my cheek. “But unfortunately, yes. I’ve got a meeting this morning that can’t wait, and I need to run home to shower and change first.”
I sigh, letting my fingers trail down his tie. “Can’t you just... reschedule? You are the boss, after all.”
He huffs out a quiet laugh and brushes a kiss over my forehead. “Tempting. But somebody has to keep making the big bucks, or how else am I going to keep you living in the scandalous luxury you deserve?”
I grin. “Scandalous luxury, huh?”
His voice dips lower, lips grazing the shell of my ear. “Mmm. Emphasis on scandalous. I’ll make it up to you tonight though.”
A shiver runs down my spine at his tone. Dark. Promising. Wicked.
He pulls back, slipping on his suit jacket. “Lunch?”
I nod, biting my lip. “Yes, please.”
“I’ll swing by the shop to pick you up at midday.” One more kiss, this one slow and hot, and then he’s gone.
I lay back against the pillows, exhaling slowly, staring up at the ceiling like an idiot with a crush. Which, apparently, is exactly what I am.
Because last night? Last night was... everything.
We barely slept. We were either tangled together, bodies slick with sweat and pleasure, or curled up talking in the quiet dark. He stroked my hair while I laid my head on his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heart.
I know it’s too fast. I know I should be wary.
But I’m not. I feel safe with Julian.
I roll out of bed and grab a pair of cozy pajamas from one of the cardboard boxes still littered around the room. Then I head downstairs to find Adrian sitting at the kitchen table.
When he looks up at me, his expression makes my stomach drop.
He’s not smiling. In fact, he looks... mad.
Uh-oh.
“Morning,” I say carefully, padding barefoot into the kitchen, my voice light and uncertain.
My eyes dart to where I’d left my panties on the floor last night, and I’m grateful to see they’re not there. Julian must have picked them up on one of his trips to the kitchen for refreshments.
“Morning,” Adrian mutters. “I’d ask if you slept well, but I think everyone within a ten-mile radius already knows the answer to that.”
I freeze.
Heat explodes across my cheeks. “Oh... I’m sorry,” I say quickly, moving to take the seat beside his. “I didn’t mean for it to be... loud. We just...”
He doesn’t respond. His face is hard, jaw clenched.
I press on, hoping that maybe if he sees how happy I am, he’ll understand. “I really like him, Adrian. Julian’s not just some fling, I swear. Last night was... he was...” I let out a breathy, embarrassed laugh. “I don’t know. Amazing. And I know...”
“Stop,” he says, cutting me off. “Just... stop, Daisy.”
My chest tugs. “Adrian...”
“It was bad enough listening to it all last night,” he says, bitterness creeping into every word. “I don’t need the recap this morning.”
His words sting. I cross my arms, hugging myself. “I’d be happy for you,” I say softly. “If you found someone you liked.”
He looks at me, his eyes flashing. “I have found someone I like.”
Silence crashes over the room. I stare at him.
He doesn’t look away. Doesn’t soften.
And finally... finally, I get it.
Julian said it last night. Said he thought Adrian liked me as more than a friend, and I’d brushed it off. It had never even occurred to me. Not once. We’ve been friends for so long. He was my best friend.
But now I see it. And I’ve hurt him.
My throat tightens. “Oh.” I swallow. “I didn’t... I didn’t know.”
“Yeah. No kidding.”
“I’m sorry. I swear, Adrian, I didn’t know. If I had...”
“What?” he snaps. “If you had, you wouldn’t have screwed him?”
I flinch. There’s a long pause. Then I say quietly, “No, I would have still been with Julian. I do really like him. But I would have handled things differently. I would’ve talked to you. I never wanted to hurt you.”
I love Adrian, but only as a friend. It’s Julian I want to spend my life with. And even though I know that’s going to hurt my friend, I need to be honest with him.
That seems to deflate him a little. He slouches back in his chair, jaw working. When he finally speaks, his voice is flat. “You made a mistake.”
I blink. “What?”
“Sleeping with him was a mistake,” he says. “You think he’s some prince? He’s a billionaire landlord. He gave you a pretty house and now he’s coming over to collect, and you’re just going to roll over and let him take what he wants?”
“Adrian...”
“I’m serious. You think this is going to end well for you? What happens if you say no to him now? Do you really think he isn’t just going to kick you out if you stop giving him what he wants? What he thinks he deserves. He gave you this place for a reason. Because he wanted something from you. And you just gave it to him without even questioning his motives.”
My chest twists.
He’s wrong. Isn’t he?
Julian wouldn’t do that. He’s been nothing but kind. Sweet, even.
But... I barely know him.
And I did get this place under very strange circumstances. A last-minute upgrade. A luxurious home with too-good-to-be-true rent.
My stomach knots, nausea stirring.
Maybe I’m being naïve. Maybe I messed this all up.
“I... I have to get ready for work,” I mumble, needing time to think all this through. “We can talk about it more tonight, okay?”
He stands and walks past me, towards the front door.
“I won’t be here tonight,” he says, his voice sharp. “I can’t stay here anymore.”
“What?” My heart leaps into my throat. “Adrian, wait...”
“I’ve waited for years already,” he bites out. “I’ve waited for you to see me. And I’m not sticking around just to watch you play house with a guy who’s going to chew you up and spit you out.”
Tears well up fast. “Please,” I whisper. “Please don’t go. I didn’t know, Adrian. You never said anything. I don’t want to lose you over this. I never meant to hurt you.”
He stops in the doorway, hand on the frame. “You lost me the moment you chose him, Daisy.”
Then he’s gone.
The door slams shut behind him, and I sink to the floor, hands shaking, tears slipping down my cheeks.
I don’t know how I managed to mess up so badly.
I’ve lost my best friend. And I’m worried Julian might not be the man I thought he was.
Everything feels like it’s spinning out of control.
What the hell am I supposed to do now?






  
  Chapter Six












Julian



I pull up outside the florist, kill the engine, and let my hand rest on the steering wheel for a beat. 
It’s not often I look forward to lunch. Meetings, numbers, signatures, forecasts... that’s my usual midday routine. But not today.
Today, I get to see Daisy.
She’s only been in my life for a blink, and still, my whole morning felt like it dragged on forever. A boring-ass meeting about a merger deal I didn’t even need, though yeah, it added another few zeroes to my already-bloated net worth. But all I could think about was getting back to my girl.
And I’ve organized a special surprise for her to celebrate my success this morning.
I step out of the car, straighten my jacket, and push open the shop door. A bell jingles softly above my head.
She’s behind the counter, bent slightly over a worktable, her hands tying twine around a bundle of white tulips and eucalyptus. The place smells like sunshine and clean rainwater and soft blooms. It suits her.
But something’s off.
Her eyes are red. Swollen. Her movements are slower than usual, like she’s underwater. And when she looks up and sees me, there’s no smile. No sparkle. Just a tight nod.
My stomach sinks.
“Daisy.” I cross the floor to her. “What’s wrong?”
She doesn’t answer. Instead, she walks to the door and flips the CLOSED sign. Locks it. Then, she gestures for me to follow her through a curtain at the back.
I do, frowning as she leads me through a narrow hallway to a tiny back room with a couch, a table, and a little sink in the corner.
The moment the door shuts behind us, she spins. Her arms are crossed tight, like she’s holding herself together.
“Why did you give me that house, Julian?” she asks, her voice sharp. “Why did you give me that house for such a cheap price?”
I blink. “You came to my company to find a home. I found you one.”
Her laugh is short and humorless. “That’s not an answer.” She’s pacing now, hands fluttering like she doesn’t know what to do with them. “You said the other place I applied for was already taken. But it’s not, Julian. I took a detour and drove past it this morning on my way to work. The sign is still up. It’s still empty.”
Shit.
I exhale slowly. Run a hand through my hair. “Okay,” I say. “I might have lied about it being gone.”
She stops pacing. Looks at me with those sad eyes, and I swear I feel my heart break inside my chest. “Why?”
I take a step towards her, fighting the urge to pull her into my arms. “I put you in a nicer place because I couldn’t stand you living in that part of town. It’s dangerous. I’ve seen what happens to women who live alone in those neighborhoods. I wouldn’t have been able to sleep at night knowing you were there.”
Her brows knit together, and for a second, she just stares at me. “Why, though?” she whispers. “Why would you care where I live? I’m a stranger, Julian. Why would you do that for someone you didn’t even know?”
I hesitate, my fists clenched at my sides. But I owe her the truth now. All of it.
“Because the moment I saw your file, saw your photo, I knew I wanted you. I didn’t care if it made sense. I just... wanted you to be mine.”
She scoffs, shaking her head like she can’t believe what she’s hearing. “Adrian was right about you.”
The sound of his name in her mouth makes something primal twist in my gut. My hands curl into fists, but I keep them at my sides.
She presses on, her voice rising slightly. “He said you only offered me such a nice house because you wanted something from me. That you wanted to screw me, and this was your way of making sure you could. He said you’d probably kick me out the second I said no to you.”
I grit my teeth, forcing myself to breathe through the wave of fury that rolls through me.
Her lip trembles. “He told me that I’d made my choice, and that he wouldn’t hang around to watch me being used.”
That last part hits her harder than the rest. I see it in her face, in the crack that finally splits her expression.
“He told me he’s had feelings for me for years,” she whispers. “And now he’s done. He’s cutting me out of his life because I chose someone else.” She laughs bitterly. “Someone who might not even care about me at all.”
My chest tightens at the sight of her. Glossy-eyed, heartbroken, and doubting everything because of some coward’s bitterness.
She drags a hand through her hair, blinking fast. “And now I’m wondering if he was right. If I was stupid. If I screwed everything up by letting things move too fast.”
“Daisy.” My voice is low, rough. I take a step towards her, measured and calm, careful not to let the fury I feel towards Adrian bleed into how I move. “I don’t care what Adrian said. I don’t care how long he’s been waiting in the shadows, hoping you’d wake up one day and magically love him back.”
She looks down, but I keep my eyes on her.
“I gave you that house because I couldn’t stomach the idea of you living somewhere unsafe. I didn’t know if you’d ever speak to me again after I handed over the keys. But I needed to know you were protected. I needed to know you were okay.”
She looks up at me again, blinking.
“And the conservatory?” I add, voice softer now. “I saw that old post on your socials. That photo you shared of a conservatory filled with blooming gardenias, and the caption about how it was your dream to have something like that. I had it built before I even knew if you’d want anything to do with me.”
She gasps softly, her lips slightly parted.
“I didn’t do it because I was trying to get anything from you,” I murmur. “I did it because you deserve beauty. You deserve to feel safe and happy. I wanted that for you before I ever touched you. Before I even knew your voice.”
Her gaze searches mine, something fragile flickering behind her eyes.
“I’m not using you. I’m not collecting payment. I’m not keeping score,” I say, voice going rough. “And if you told me right now that you never wanted to see me again, nothing would change. You would still have that house, Daisy. You would always have that as your home.”
Her throat works as she swallows. “But how can I be sure?” she whispers. “How can I know you mean that?”
I meet her gaze, steady and unflinching. “Because I had the paperwork drawn up this morning.”
She blinks. “What?”
“I spoke to my lawyer this morning,” I tell her. “The documents are sitting in my car right now. I was going to surprise you with them at lunch. If you sign those papers, the house will be yours. Legally. Fully. No rent. No hidden clauses. No strings. Just yours.”
She lets out a shaky breath. “Even if things don’t work out between us?”
I nod. “Even then.”
A long silence stretches between us. The weight of it presses against my ribs.
“But I hope things will work out,” I add quietly. “I hope you will choose me.”
Her eyes snap to mine again, wide and uncertain.
“I meant everything I said to you,” I go on, softer now. “I want you in my life. Not for a night. Not for a few months. Forever. I want to put a ring on your finger as soon as you’re ready for that. I want to have a family with you. I’m hoping my baby is already growing inside you, so you’ll know that what we have is real.”
Her lips tremble.
“I fell for you the second I saw your photo, Daisy. And the more I’ve gotten to know you, the deeper it’s gone. You’re everything I didn’t know I was looking for. But if today’s too much, if Adrian’s words rattled you too hard... if you need time, or space, or even distance...” I swallow, because the words feel like razors, but I force them out anyway. “I’ll still take care of you. I’ll still make sure you have everything you could ever want or need. Even if it has to be from afar.”
She’s quiet for a heartbeat. Then another.
And then she moves.
She launches herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and crashing her mouth to mine. My arms lock tightly around her, catching her as she melts into me, kissing me like her life depends on it.
I kiss her back just as fiercely, holding nothing back as relief floods my entire system.
She tastes like everything I’ve ever wanted.
And I know, right then, that I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure she never feels that kind of doubt about my love ever again.
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Julian



By the time Daisy breaks the kiss, we are both breathing hard. She pulls back, staring up at me, cheeks flushed. 
“I’m sorry,” she says, her voice husky. “I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions. Adrian made it sound so... bad. And then the house, and the rent, and everything was just too perfect, and...”
“Daisy.” I smooth her hair back, letting my fingers linger in the soft strands. “Stop. There’s nothing to apologize for. I should have been more upfront with you. I didn’t want to scare you off. I’m not proud of how we met. But I can’t say I’d change a single thing, because it all led me to you.”
“I just wish... I wish it didn’t mean I have to lose my friendship with Adrian. But he should have said something. How was I supposed to know how he felt?”
“You couldn’t have known,” I reassure her. “He should have acted on those feelings rather than let them fester. You can’t be blamed for his cowardice.”
“But you knew,” she presses. “And you’d only known him for a few hours. How could you see it, when I’ve known him for years and missed it?”
I shrug, smiling down at her. “I just know how easy you are to fall in love with.”
She makes a quiet whimpering sound that draws my gaze down to her lips. They’re shiny from our kisses, pink and swollen. I’m aching for her.
But then, I’ve been aching for her since the first moment I saw her.
“Julian...” she whispers. “I need you. I don’t want to think about this morning anymore. I just need to feel your love. Is that okay?”
She doesn’t need to ask me twice.
I kiss her again, harder this time, letting her know how badly I need her. Her arms wrap around my neck, and she whimpers softly into my mouth.
“I love you, Daisy,” I murmur, pressing a soft kiss to her jaw. “And I’ll never get tired of saying that.”
I’m going to show her, too.
I kiss her again, sliding my tongue into her mouth. She moans, her hands roaming my body. I pick her up and sit her on the edge of the table against the wall, nudging her legs open so I can step between them.
“God, you’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmur, sliding a hand up her skirt. “So sweet, so sexy, so perfect.”
She makes a low sound and tilts her head back, arching her back so her breasts push towards me. I can’t resist leaning down to brush my lips against the soft skin of her cleavage.
“You’re mine, Daisy,” I tell her, slipping my fingers under her panties. “No one else’s.”
She whimpers again. “Yours.”
I slide a finger inside her, and her pussy is already so slick. She’s wet and hot and tight, and I can’t wait to feel her wrapped around my cock. But first, I want to make her come. I want her to scream my name and know, deep in her bones, how much she belongs to me.
“Say it,” I growl. “Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”
“You,” she breathes, arching into me.
“Good girl,” I praise her, and the sound she makes is so damn hot I almost lose control right then.
I slide another finger into her, and she cries out, grabbing my shoulders.
“You want this, Daisy? You want to come on my fingers?”
“Yes,” she pants, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Yes, Julian, please.”
“Look at me,” I growl.
Her eyes flutter open, meeting mine. She stares up at me, biting her lower lip, her face flushed, her breathing heavy.
I pump my fingers into her, rubbing her clit with the pad of my thumb, and her body shudders. Her hands grab fistfuls of my shirt, holding on tight as she chases her release.
“Don’t look away, little flower,” I order her. “Keep those pretty eyes on mine while I make you come.”
Her lips part, and a soft moan escapes her. But she does as she’s told, her eyes locked on mine.
I thrust my fingers deeper, faster, rubbing her clit with more pressure. She pulses around my fingers, her body trembling as she gets closer to climax, and the sounds she makes has my dick straining painfully against my pants.
Her eyelids flutter, and I can see the strain in her as she forces her eyes to stay open.
“Good girl,” I praise her. “Keep looking at me. Know that you’re mine. All mine. Come for me, Daisy. Come on.”
And she does.
She shatters, her walls clenching around my fingers as her orgasm hits. Her lips part in a wordless cry, her eyes finally sliding shut as her body convulses.
It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.
Her body shudders, her hips rolling with the rhythm of my fingers. She rides my hand, chasing every last wave of her climax, her lips parted and her hair falling around her face.
Slowly, her body relaxes. Her grip on my shirt loosens.
“Wow,” she whispers, opening her eyes again.
I withdraw my fingers, bringing them to my mouth and licking them clean, watching her as I do. She watches, her eyes wide and her cheeks flushed, and when I’m done, I lean in and kiss her, letting her taste her sweetness on my tongue.
Despite the orgasm I’ve just given her, she kisses me back with hunger. With need. With heat.
Her hands go to the button on my pants, and she undoes it, dragging the zipper down.
“Fuck, Daisy,” I groan. “You want more, huh? You want this cock inside you?”
“Yes,” she pants, her hands pulling me free. “Please.”
I’m so hard it hurts. And when she wraps her hand around my shaft, pumping me once, I can’t hold back.
“Shit,” I growl, grabbing her wrist.
“Too much?”
“Not enough,” I say, voice rough. “I need to be inside you, little flower. And if you keep touching me like that, this’ll be over before it’s begun.”
She whimpers softly, and the sound is the sexiest damn thing.
I yank her skirt up higher, shoving her panties aside and lining myself up.
“Put your legs around me,” I order, and she does.
And then, without waiting another moment, I sink into her, groaning at the feeling of her wet heat around my cock.
“Oh God,” she gasps, her head falling back.
“Look at me,” I growl, taking her chin in my hand.
Her eyes flutter open, and fuck, it’s so hot seeing her like this. Her face flushed, her hair mussed, her skirt shoved up, my cock buried deep inside her.
“This pussy is mine,” I remind her. “Tell me.”
“It’s yours,” she breathes.
I pull back, then thrust into her again, harder this time. She cries out, her body jerking with the motion.
“Good girl,” I praise, sliding a hand under her shirt to palm her breast. “Now hold on, little flower. This is gonna be a rough ride.”
I start to fuck her, hard and deep, claiming her like I’ve wanted to from the very beginning. Knowing there are no longer any secrets between us and she is fully mine. She clings to me, her nails digging into my shoulders, her thighs locked around me, and she takes everything I give her, her cries of pleasure driving me wild.
I reach down between us, finding her clit and rubbing it roughly. I need her to come. I want to feel her shatter around me.
“You’re going to come for me,” I order. “You’re going to come on my cock, and you’re going to know who owns this pretty little pussy. You’re mine, Daisy.”
She moans, her nails raking down my back. “I’m yours.”
I pound into her, rubbing her clit faster. Her whole body is trembling now, and she’s close, so fucking close.
“Come for me,” I growl, leaning down to suck her earlobe. “Let go, little flower.”
And she does.
Her second climax hits her, her walls clenching around me. She cries out, her whole body shaking as the orgasm rips through her. I grit my teeth and hold back my own release a little longer, riding her through her pleasure, wanting to see her blissed out. Wanting her to know, once and for all, that no one has ever owned her like I do.
“You’re mine,” I snarl. “All fucking mine. Forever.”
“Forever,” she echoes, her body still shaking.
And with that, I finally let myself come.
My orgasm crashes through me, and I bury myself in her as deeply as I can, holding her tight and groaning into her hair as I come harder than I ever have in my life.
I empty myself inside her, imagining my seed taking root to make a baby. Our baby.
The idea of her being pregnant with my child makes my blood race, even after the climax is over. I can picture it so clearly. Her swollen belly, her round tits, her soft curves even more irresistible as they grow to accommodate a new life.
It’s a thought I’ve never had about any other woman.
But with her, it feels right. It feels inevitable.
And when we’ve both caught our breath, and she’s looking up at me, dazed and beautiful, and smiling like her heart is full, I know.
I love this woman more than anything in the world.
I’m going to marry her.
She’s going to be mine.
And I’m never letting her go.
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Ten months later: 
The conservatory is quiet, filled with the scent of warm gardenias and late summer sunlight.
It’s always been our favorite room in the house, but now, with her cradled against my chest and Julian beside me, it feels sacred.
“She’s finally asleep,” I whisper, swaying gently as I hold our daughter in my arms. “You wore her out with all your singing.”
Julian’s voice is a low rumble, amused and proud. “She likes when I sing. Means she has excellent taste.”
I glance down at Rose, fast asleep in her soft cotton onesie, her tiny fist curled against my collarbone. Her cheeks are pink, her eyelashes ridiculously long, and even though she’s only a few weeks old, she already rules our world.
Julian brushes a thumb over the crown of her head and then leans in to press a tiny kiss to my temple.
“You look so beautiful like this,” he murmurs. “Glowing. Happy. Mine.”
I smile, tilting my head towards him. “I am yours.”
It’s true. It’s never stopped being true. From the moment I first saw him standing outside this house on the day we met, I think some part of me already knew I belonged to him.
We sit together on a cushioned bench nestled between the flower beds, just the three of us. Julian has his arm around my shoulders, his other hand resting lightly on Rose’s back. He keeps his palm there like he’s protecting her from the entire world even as she sleeps.
He moved in with me a few hours after Adrian left. Not because he didn’t want me to move in with him, but because I couldn’t bear to leave this place. The house he gave me. The gardenias he filled the conservatory with after seeing one silly social media post about how it was my dream.
We got married in the backyard in the spring, just as the gardenias started to bloom. It wasn’t a big event. No glitz. No drama. Just wildflowers, soft ribbons, and vows that made me cry before I even got through the first line.
“You need to rest,” he murmurs, shifting gently so he can take Rose from me. “Let me take her for a while. You’ve been up since four.”
I gently hand her to him, brushing a kiss to her forehead as I pass her off. She barely stirs. Julian holds her like she’s made of porcelain. Like she’s the most important thing in the world.
And to him, she is. We are.
I lean back against the bench, curling my legs beneath me and just watching him. The same way I do every single day. And every time, it hits me the same way, with a warm, golden flutter in my chest.
Sometimes I still don’t know how I got so lucky.
Adrian was at the wedding. We’re... not what we were. I don’t know if we ever will be again. But we’ve made peace, in our own way. We’re civil. Careful. Always dancing around the edge of something unspoken that hovers between us.
He adores Rose, though. And when he looks at her, he softens in a way that makes me think maybe time really can mend certain things, even if it can’t make them what they used to be.
As I sit quietly beside Julian holding our sweet baby girl, I realize that I have everything.
A home that was a gift. A man who never once made me feel like I owed him for it. A child who was made in love. And a future that feels so full, I can barely hold it in my chest.
This started with a house.
But what he really gave me was a life.
And I will spend every day loving him for it.

      ***Check out my website to find more books you might like!






  
  About the Author














Welcome to my wild, wicked world of over-the-top, heart-pounding instalove. I write fast-paced, spicy age gap novellas that don’t waste time. They are just pure heat, obsession, and unapologetic desire from page one. If you’re into dominant older heroes, eager younger heroines, and deliciously deviant themes like breeding and lactation, you’re in the right place.
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