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Chapter One




Beckett








There’s
 a
 list
 on
 my desk - ten names, ten resumes, ten completely forgettable women.

I glance at the clock. The eleventh candidate isn’t due for another twenty minutes, but I’m already considering canceling. I don’t have time for this. I don’t want any of this. Another new nanny? A stranger in the house pretending she gives a damn about my daughter, only to leave her in a few months. It happens every time.

Poppy has experienced enough loss in her very short life already. She doesn’t deserve any more.

I already regret setting up the interviews.

Poppy doesn’t need just another nanny. She needs someone real. Someone who won’t leave.

I rub a hand over my face and tell myself to shut it down. To call Lorna, my assistant, and tell her to cancel the rest. They are all just going to be the same, anyway.

There’s a knock at the door. Soft. Tentative.

Usually Lorna would answer, but she’s out running errands.

I don’t expect anything when I pull the door open. It’s just another applicant. Another disappointment.

But what I get is like something from a dream.

Big green eyes glance up at me, framed by dark, thick lashes. Her cheeks are pink from the heat, or maybe from nerves, and she’s biting her lip like she’s worried about something. Long, golden-brown waves spill over her shoulders, catching the afternoon sun.

And the dress. God, the dress.

Bright yellow cotton, the color of sunshine. It falls just above her knees, showing off tanned, toned legs. Thin straps. No bra. I can tell immediately, and it knocks the wind out of me. I can see the swell of her breast through the fabric, the hard peaks of her nipples.

She blinks up at me with those big emerald eyes, and then she smiles.

“Hi,” she says, a little breathless. “I’m Sadie Baker. I’m here for the nanny interview. I know I’m a bit early, but I was nervous about finding your home and finding a place to park, so I came super early. But it turns out you were easy to find.”

I can’t even speak. She’s sweetness and innocence wrapped up in a body made for sin, and the combination is fucking lethal.

My mouth is dry. My cock stirs like it knows something I don’t yet. Something dangerous.

She shifts her weight from one foot to the other, and I can’t help noticing how the dress sways with the movement, giving me a glimpse of soft, smooth thighs.

I clench my jaw, hard.

“Mr. Wolfe?” she asks, voice tilting up with hopeful innocence.

I make a sound that’s half grunt, half breath.

“Come in,” I say, taking a step back.

She walks past me into the house, and the scent of her - sweet and fresh, like vanilla and sunshine - follows her inside. She glances around the foyer with wide eyes, clearly trying to take it all in.

But there’s only one thing I can see.

Her.

She turns back to me, looking up at me expectantly, and I give myself a mental shake. I need to get a grip.

“Follow me, Miss Baker.” My voice is gruff. Formal. Because I’m scared that if I don’t keep up an air of professionalism, then I might give in to temptation.

I walk through the foyer, leading her to my home office, and she follows behind me without a word. She’s tiny, her steps practically silent, and the top of her head barely comes up to my shoulder. It would be so easy to lift her in my arms and slam her back against the nearest wall...

I push the thought away. Quickly.

We reach the office, and I open the door. She walks past me and I’m hit with another waft of her scent, and it takes everything in me not to lean forward and bury my face in her hair.

God. What the hell is wrong with me?

She sits on the chair across from my desk, and I walk around the table, lowering myself into my own chair. She folds her hands neatly on her lap, and for the first time, I notice that her nails are painted the same shade of sunny yellow as her dress.

“So,” I say, forcing my voice to stay steady, “Why do you want to work here?”

Sadie smiles, and once again, it hits me like a punch to the gut. “Well, I’ve always loved kids. I helped raise my younger siblings, and I’ve worked as a babysitter since I was fifteen. I was studying early childhood education, but...” She hesitates, then gives a soft shrug. “My mom got sick. I had to leave college to take care of her.”

I nod slowly. “That’s admirable.”

“I don’t know if it’s admirable,” she says with a little laugh. “It’s just what you do when someone needs you.”

Christ.

She’s too pure. Too soft. Too sweet.

And all I can think about is bending her over my fucking desk so I can find out if she went without panties today, too.

I clear my throat. “How is your mother now?” I ask, trying to keep myself on track.

She dips her chin, glancing down at her hands. “She passed,” she says quietly. “A few months ago.”

Shit.

I want to apologize, but she gives me a quick smile.

“Anyway, it’s been a little bit hard making ends meet, and when I saw your ad online, it felt like fate.” She bites her lip again. “I mean, the salary is a big perk. But the work itself, and being able to live on the premises...it’s a dream job, really.”

She looks at me, her eyes bright. She’s too young. Too sweet. And she’s staring at me like I’m some kind of hero, instead of a forty-five-year-old man with a bad attitude and a whole lot of baggage.

This is a bad idea.

She’s a bad idea.

Everything about her screams at me to keep my distance, but my heart is hammering in my chest and all the blood has left my brain and is currently pumping into the steel rod between my legs.

“You’re young,” I say, as if I am reminding myself. “Twenty-one.”

“Almost twenty-two,” she says with a sheepish smile. “Is that too young?”

Too young to hire?

No.

Too young for all the depraved things I want to do to her?

Absolutely.

“No,” I say, maybe too fast. “It’s not.”

She beams. And I feel something dark and feral coil in my gut.

This is the first time I’ve felt anything since my wife died in childbirth. I’ve been a shell. A ghost. Living for Poppy, but not really living at all.

But with this girl - this innocent ray of sunshine - sitting across from me, smiling at me, I feel a stirring in my chest. A tugging. A longing.

“Would you like to meet Poppy?” I ask, the words escaping before I have a chance to think them through.

Sadie’s smile grows, and she nods enthusiastically. “I’d love that.”

My heart beats a little harder. A little faster.

“Come with me. She’s playing in her bedroom.”

I stand and lead the way.

She’s right behind me, close enough that her arm brushes against mine. I feel it everywhere.

Poppy’s room is only two doors down from my office, and I push the door open and step inside. She’s playing with her dolls in the middle of the room, and she looks up as we enter. Her brown curls are sticking up in every direction, her blue eyes wide and curious.

Sadie takes a few steps into the room and crouches down to the floor.

“Hi,” she says softly, her tone gentle. “You must be Poppy?”

Poppy blinks. Then nods.

Sadie smiles. “I’m Sadie. It’s very nice to meet you.”

Poppy stares at her, and then she smiles too.

“She doesn’t talk much yet,” I explain.

Sadie keeps smiling at my daughter. “That’s okay. I can talk enough for both of us.”

Poppy’s smile widens, and a flicker of something lights up inside my chest.

Sadie looks up at me. “Can I stay and play with her for a while?”

I nod.

It feels right having her here. It feels easy.

She isn’t anywhere near as qualified as the other women I’ve interviewed so far. But there is a warmth that radiates from her. A warmth that Poppy obviously responds to, given the way she’s staring up at Sadie with a smile on her face.

“I’ll leave you to it, then,” I say. “Come find me in my office when you’re done.”

Sadie nods, her eyes still on Poppy.

I leave the room, leaving the door open. I stand there for a minute, just listening. And then I hear a muffled giggle, and it’s like music.

I’m not sure I’ve ever heard my daughter giggle before. Not really.

The flicker inside my chest becomes a flame.

Maybe Sadie is exactly what we need.

A new beginning.

Someone warm. Someone who smiles. Someone who will take care of Poppy and remind her that the world can be a beautiful place.

It seems she’s exactly what we both need.

I’m lost in my own thoughts when Sadie returns to the office ten minutes later.

“She’s such a beautiful little girl,” she says, a smile still dancing across her lips.

I nod, clearing my throat. “Yes. She is.”

“So...” Sadie tilts her head, looking up at me hopefully. “What’s next?”

“I think you’d be perfect for the position,” I say, without hesitation. Her smile broadens, and she’s so pretty, so full of light, it almost hurts. “But there is something you need to understand before we agree to anything.”

She cocks her head. “Okay...”

“Poppy has suffered a lot of loss. She’s been through more than anyone should have to go through in a lifetime.”

Sadie nods, her green eyes growing solemn.

“I want somebody who won’t just disappear in a few months. I need somebody who can give her the love she deserves. The stability.”

“I can do that,” Sadie says softly. “I want to do that for her.”

My eyes hold hers. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

I believe her.

“Alright, then.” I extend my hand, and she places hers inside. Her skin is warm, soft, and as I close my fingers around hers, something passes between us. Some sort of electric current. “You’re hired.”

“Thank you,” she says, beaming.

“When can you move in?” I ask, reluctantly releasing her hand.

“Tomorrow?”

My heart skips a beat. She’s eager. But not as eager as I am. I’d have her under my roof tonight if I could.

“Then tomorrow it is.”

“Great,” she says, clapping her hands together. “Is there anything else, or should I...?”

I shake my head. “That will be all. Thank you.”

“Thank you,” she says sincerely. “It means a lot.”

I walk her out, and then close the door behind her and lean back against the dark wood.

Tomorrow can’t come soon enough.

I can’t wait to have her under the same roof. To be able to hear her, smell her, see her whenever I want.

To keep her for myself.

She’s the spark of life my daughter and I have been missing.

And I’m going to make sure she never wants to leave.














Chapter Two




Sadie








When
 I
 get
 out of the car, the first thing I see is him.

Beckett Wolfe, standing by his front door, dressed in all black like some kind of dark, brooding statue carved out of control, power, and sin. His arms are folded across his broad chest, his biceps bulging in a way that makes the fabric of his shirt have to stretch to a dangerous degree.

He’s tall. Powerful. Gorgeous in a terrifying, growly sort of way. His expression is unreadable. And his eyes...

God, those eyes.

They lock onto me like I’m prey and he’s a wolf stalking his next meal.

The thought sends a shiver racing down my spine, but not one of fear.

One of pure, unadulterated lust.

I pull my tote out of the trunk of my car and clutch it tight in my hand before walking towards him.

“Morning,” I manage, breathless already.

He doesn’t speak. Doesn’t do anything but watch me with those eyes. And I feel it all over again. That tug. That pull. That forbidden heat low in my belly.

He doesn’t even smile at me. Beckett Wolfe doesn’t seem like the type of man who smiles much. But his eyes roam over me in a way that makes me feel seen. Really seen.

Like he’s stripping me bare with his eyes alone.

I’m wearing a simple sundress again - a pale blue one this time - and I’m almost certain his gaze lingers for a second too long on my chest. My nipples pebble beneath the thin cotton, as if the weight of his eyes on me is almost like a physical touch.

Oh god. I’m in trouble.

“Good morning, Sadie,” he finally says, and the way he says my name makes my stomach flip.

He reaches out to take the tote bag from me, and our fingers brush. It’s a small, brief contact, but it’s enough to send electricity crackling along my skin.

Beckett carries the bag, and I follow him into the house.

“Where is Poppy?” I ask, trying to distract myself from how well his slacks hug his backside.

“She’s taking a nap. She should be down for about another hour. Let me show you to your room and then we can discuss the rules.”

“Okay,” I say, trying to sound normal. I fail miserably.

He stops just outside a room that I assume is to be mine - a soft lovely space with pale walls, a plush bed, and huge windows. But again, I barely see it.

Because when I turn back to him, he’s standing way too close. And there is an undeniable heat in his eyes.

His gaze drops to my lips, and for one crazy second, I think he’s about to kiss me. My heart stutters, and my breath catches in my throat. I don’t know what’s happening here, but I’m almost certain that I wouldn’t stop him if he did lean in.

But then he’s walking past me into the room, placing my bag down on the bed.

I let out a breath, unsure whether I’m relieved or disappointed.

Maybe both.

Making out with my boss within my first five minutes on the job probably wouldn’t be a good look.

“So, ummm, you said something about rules?” I ask, desperately trying to keep a hold of my sanity.

He nods, watching me as I step into the room.

“I leave for work at eight every morning, and I’m usually home by six. During those hours, you are responsible for Poppy’s care. There is a schedule in the nursery of meal times and when she likes to take a nap. The rest of the time, you may entertain her in any way you see fit.”

I nod, trying to take in the information when my brain just wants to fixate on how soft his lips look.

“I do not mind you going out to meet up with friends after I am home from work, but I do not want you bringing friends into this house when you are working. It’s important to me that Poppy has a stable home life where she feels safe.”

“Oh, of course, Mr. Wolfe,” I answer immediately.

“And I especially don’t want you bringing any boys home, Sadie,” he says, his voice suddenly dropping to a tone that sends another shiver down my spine.

I blink up at him, my smile faltering a little. I’m not sure why he feels the need to specify about not being allowed to bring guys home, when he’s already told me friends aren’t allowed.

It feels a little... possessive. And there is a part of me that likes it.

“I just want you to be focused on my daughter whenever you are in the house,” he continues. “Do you have a boyfriend, Sadie?”

“No,” I answer quickly. “No, I don’t.”

“Good,” he says, the word rolling slowly off his tongue. “And there is one more rule, Sadie. When you go out in the evening, I want you home by ten. Am I understood?”

“Seriously?” I ask, the word tumbling out before I can stop it. “But I’m twenty-one, Mr. Wolfe. Far too old to have a curfew.”

The frown lines on his forehead deepen, and he takes a step closer, towering over me with his impressive height.

“If you are living under my roof, that means you are under my protection, Sadie. This city isn’t safe for a beautiful young woman like you late at night, and so you will be home by ten. Am I understood?”

His voice is firm. Unyielding. Something about it creates an excited flutter low in my belly. Or maybe it’s the way he called me beautiful. Or even the fact he wants to protect me. Whichever one it is, I have to clench my thighs together to try and quell the ache that’s blossoming between them.

“Yes, Mr. Wolfe,” I answer in a breathless whisper. “I understand.”

He stares into my eyes for a moment before speaking. “Good girl.”

My whole body stutters.

Heat explodes in my belly. My breath catches. I swear I actually sway on the spot.

Something about the way he called me a good girl - low and dark and so intentional - makes me feel like my knees are about to give out.

He notices.

His lips twitch. Barely. Like he enjoys how flustered I am.

He takes another step closer, until our bodies are almost touching, and I suddenly forget how to breathe.

“I like it when you are a good girl for me, Sadie,” he says, reaching out to caress my cheek with a single fingertip. “I’d hate to have to discipline you if you disobeyed one of my rules.”

I stare up at him, mouth slightly parted, wondering if this is real or if I’m dreaming.

The air between us is thick. Heavy.

Electric.

Beckett holds my gaze for a long, torturous moment. And then he takes a step back, giving me space to breathe.

“Unfortunately, I need to head into the office now. I have a very important meeting this afternoon that I can’t miss. But my phone number is on the schedule. Call me if you need anything.”

He turns and walks out, and the sudden space and silence feel deafening.

What the hell was that?

Did he really just caress my cheek? Tell me he likes it when I am a good girl?

What does that even mean? And why did it affect me so deeply?

I shake my head, trying to clear it.

And then I take a deep, shaky breath while I listen to his footsteps moving away and the front door closing as he leaves.

I throw myself down onto my bed, letting out a groan. This is not how my first day was supposed to go.

I close my eyes, and all I see is his face

His piercing blue eyes.

The scruff on his jaw.

The fullness of his bottom lip.

Unable to resist, I slide a hand down between my thighs, pulling the front of my dress up before sliding my fingers inside my panties. I’m soaked. And as soon as my fingertips graze against the sensitive bundle of nerves, a soft moan falls from my lips.

I imagine what would happen if he had kissed me. What would happen if he had taken it further, pushing me back against the bed. Climbing on top of me. Pressing his mouth to mine.

My hips arch upwards, and my fingers move faster.

What would he do to me? How would he take me? Would he be rough, or would he be gentle?

I imagine him sliding into me, inch by thick, throbbing inch.

“Oh god,” I whimper, circling my clit.

I imagine him telling me to be a good girl. To take him all.

I imagine him filling me. Moving inside of me. Fucking me hard and fast and deep.

My orgasm comes swiftly, making me shudder and tremble. Making my toes curl and my breath hitch in my throat.

I’m panting, flushed, and more than a little shocked at myself.

That has never happened before.

Not so quickly.

And not without a toy.

It’s like being around Beckett has flipped a switch inside of me, unleashing a desire I didn’t even know existed.

I take a deep, calming breath.

It doesn’t matter.

I’m not going to do anything about this, whatever this is.

My job is to care for his daughter. Nothing more.

No matter how hot my new boss is.














Chapter Three




Beckett








Another
 minute
 alone
 in
 this office, and I might lose my damn mind.

I should be reviewing the contract on my desk. I should be prepping for the next meeting. But my mind’s not on mergers or bottom lines.

It’s on her.

My jaw tightens as I lean back in my chair, the leather creaking beneath me, and I slide my phone from my pocket to check my schedule.

But I forget to look at my calendar the second I unlock my phone. And the moment I open the nanny cam feed, the tension in my chest loosens. Just a little.

There she is.

Sadie.

In the backyard, the sun catching in her hair, laughing with Poppy like they’ve known each other forever. She’s wearing another one of those little sundresses—sky blue today, straps slipping down one shoulder, hem dancing just above her knees while she runs barefoot across the lawn.

My girl looks like summer and softness and sin all rolled into one.

But she’s not mine.

Yet.

I tell myself that this is normal. That it’s Sadie’s first day and I’m just making sure she’s settling in. Checking that Poppy is okay with her new nanny. That I’m doing what any responsible father would do.

But that’s bullshit.

I’m not watching to check on my daughter. Not really.

I’m watching because I can’t stop.

I’ve never been like this. I don’t get distracted. I don’t get attached. I definitely don’t spend every second of the workday trying to catch a glimpse of the young, sweet, beautiful girl I hired less than twenty-four hours ago.

But then she scoops Poppy up in her arms, twirls her, and they both laugh. The sight of their happiness hits me like a fucking punch to the gut.

Sadie belongs in my house. With me and my daughter.

As I watch, Sadie sits Poppy on her hip, one arm wrapped around her while she brushes the curls off my daughter’s forehead with her other hand.

I don’t think I’ve ever wanted anything the way I want this.

Not just Sadie. But Sadie by my side. A part of my family. With my daughter. With my ring on her finger. With my baby in her belly.

My cock thickens in my slacks, a heavy ache I ignore with practiced control.

Barely.

She’d be such a good mother. Gentle, patient, and soft where I’m hard. Sweet where I’m… not. And the image forms so vividly in my mind I can see it: her belly round and swollen, those sweet little breasts filled with milk, her eyes glowing while she waddles barefoot around our kitchen.

My baby inside her.

My girl full of me.

Fuck.

I shift in my seat and scrub a hand over my face.

“You’ve got five minutes before Balfour’s conference call,” comes a voice from the doorway. “You might want to look less like you’re about to maul someone.”

I lock my phone and slide it into my jacket as Lorna strolls into the room.

I don’t answer. She’s been with me too long for polite lies.

She lifts a brow, takes one look at me, and sighs.

“You were watching her again, weren’t you?”

I say nothing.

She drops a thick folder on the desk and crosses her arms. “She’s not going anywhere, you know. You don’t have to stalk her like a lovesick teenage boy.”

“She’s new,” I say flatly. “It’s her first day.”

“She’s new. She’s not incompetent,” Lorna counters, one brow arched like I’m the idiot. “I did the background checks for you. Plus, she’s sweet, she’s kind, and I have no doubt Poppy will grow to adore her.”

My jaw flexes. “I’m just keeping an eye on the situation. That’s all.”

“You’re obsessed,” she says, giving it to me straight, like always. I swear nobody talks to me the way she does. Maybe that’s why I’ve kept her as my assistant for so long. I actually appreciate her honesty… most of the time. “And before you snap, that’s not a judgment. She’s adorable. I can understand why you would be obsessed.”

I glare at her. She ignores it.

“You’ve been a ghost for three years, Beckett. Since your wife died...”

“I don’t want to talk about that,” I bite out.

“Of course you don’t,” she says gently, “but I will. Because someone has to. You’ve been existing, not living. And now suddenly there’s a pretty little nanny in your house and you’re already acting like a damn cave man over her.”

“I’m not...”

“You are,” she says, cutting me off with the kind of firmness I’ve only ever heard from my mother before. “You’ve already got rules in place like she’s your live-in girlfriend. You’ve called to check on her three times and it’s not even lunchtime. You’re walking around like you’ve just discovered what it means to live again. Which, honestly? Good. You deserve that.”

I’m silent. I don’t like where this is going.

“But,” she continues, “she’s young. Soft. Probably not used to intense men like you. You might want to dial it back a little if you don’t want to scare her off.”

I raise a brow. “You think I should pretend not to want her?”

“I think you should pretend to be human for five minutes and not devour her whole with your eyes.”

I snort. I hadn’t realized I was being so obvious. Because there is nothing I would like to be doing more now than to have my head between her thighs, devouring her until she’s begging me to stop.

Lorna smiles, her expression a combination of affection and resignation. “Beckett. You want her? Fine. But if you go full alpha psycho on her from day one, you’re going to lose her.”

I lean back in my chair and fold my hands together. “I’m not going to lose her.”

“Because you’ll play it cool?”

“No,” I say simply. “Because I won’t let her go.”

Lorna stares at me for a beat, then exhales through her nose.

“God help the girl,” she mutters, turning on her heel. “I hope she’s got a thing for cave men.”

I chuckle, despite myself, and pull my phone out of my jacket as soon as Lorna is gone. By now, Sadie and Poppy are setting up a picnic blanket out in the yard, arranging some of Poppy’s favorite teddies and dolls around the edge of it. My daughter is smiling so widely that I can tell she’s beaming brighter than the sun, even through the camera.

Sadie’s not going anywhere.

Not if I have anything to say about it.

The image of her, round and soft and glowing, flashes through my mind again.

She’s perfect.

I will do everything I can to make her mine.

Forever.














Chapter Four




Sadie








Poppy
 is
 finally
 asleep. Her breathing even, her little fist curled around the arm of her stuffed bear.

I close the nursery door gently behind me and pad downstairs on bare feet, exhaustion tugging at my limbs in an oddly satisfying way. My first day as a nanny was a good day. Sweet and filled with tiny moments that made my chest ache. But I’m so ready to crash.

Still, I move through the quiet kitchen, clearing up the little bits of chaos left behind. Crumbs from dinner time, a juice cup, Poppy’s tiny sneakers that had been discarded haphazardly by the back door. The house feels warm and safe around me, and I already know I’m going to be quite comfortable living here.

And then I feel him.

That presence behind me. Like a shadow made of heat and power.

I don’t have to turn around to know Beckett is standing there, even though I didn’t hear him arrive home after the emergency meeting that had kept him at work far later than he was supposed to be.

His gaze is heavy, sweeping over me like a slow caress.

I glance over my shoulder and find him leaning in the doorway, arms crossed over his chest, his dress shirt rolled up to the elbows and the top button undone. His tie is gone. His hair is a little messy. He looks like something out of a sinful dream I’m not supposed to be having.

But I am having it. Over and over.

“Long day?” he asks, his voice deep and gravelly in a way that makes my stomach flip.

I manage a small smile. “Yeah. But a good one.”

He doesn’t move. Just watches me, eyes dark and unreadable. “You must be tired. I know Poppy can be a handful some days.”

“A little tired,” I say, growing more flustered the longer he looks at me with that intense gaze. “Poppy was an angel, but kids that age have a lot of energy, you know?”

He uncrosses his arms and steps towards me. Slowly. Deliberately.

“Turn around.”

I hesitate. “I’m okay, really...”

“I didn’t ask if you were okay,” he says, voice low and commanding. “I said, turn around.”

God help me.

My heart stutters. My legs move before my brain catches up, and I find myself turning away from him, placing my hands on the kitchen counter in front of me as he steps in behind me.

Then his hands touch me. Big, warm, confident hands. And I swear I nearly moan.

He kneads the muscles at the base of my neck, his thumbs rubbing slow circles into my skin. The tension in my body starts to melt almost instantly, but something else rises in its place. A heat that is sweet and heavy between my thighs.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and my breath catches so hard I almost choke on it.

Oh no.

He doesn’t even know what those words do to me. Or maybe he does. Maybe he’s watching the way I squirm under his touch, the way my pulse flutters in my throat like a trapped bird.

“I was watching you on the nanny cam today between meetings, sunshine, and you did such an amazing job,” he murmurs, his voice low and sinful at my ear. “Poppy looked so happy with you. I spent the whole day wishing I could be at home with you both.”

I close my eyes, feeling the warmth from his praise rushing through me like wildfire.

“Thank you,” I whisper, barely able to get the words out.

His hands glide a little lower, his thumbs grazing the top of my shoulder blades, and I just want to melt under his attention. His thumbs press against a knotted muscle in my back, and the pressure is so deliciously perfect that I can’t help the soft moan that falls from my lips.

The moment it does, the air changes.

There’s a stillness. An electric silence.

I hold my breath. Waiting.

I don’t dare move.

Even his hands have stopped moving, and I start to wonder if I’ve done something wrong. But then he moves closer, his body heat pressing against me, and the hard length of his erection pushes against my ass.

I can’t breathe.

I’m frozen.

“Sadie,” he growls, and it’s so low and guttural that I shudder. “I am trying to be a gentleman, sunshine. I really am. But you are making it so fucking difficult.”

The next thing I feel is his lips grazing ever so gently against the side of my neck.

Just a ghost of a touch.

A tease.

But it’s enough.

Heat explodes in my belly, spreading between my thighs, and a small, broken sound slips from my throat.

I turn. Slowly. My eyes find his, and I swear he’s looking at me like he wants to consume me.

My lips part, but I don’t get a single word out before he pulls me in—one big hand cupping the back of my neck, the other still at my waist—and his mouth crashes into mine.

Heat explodes in my chest. My whole body leans into it, soft and trembling, as he kisses me like he’s been starving for it.

But he doesn’t stop there.

He devours me.

His mouth is hot and demanding, his grip firm and possessive as he backs me up, slow and steady, until my spine bumps the edge of the kitchen counter. I gasp, and he swallows the sound greedily, tilting his head and deepening the kiss like he’s trying to breathe me in.

I clutch at his shirt, completely overwhelmed. He’s everywhere. Tall and broad and solid, pressing into me, caging me in with his body like he couldn’t bear the thought of me slipping away. His chest brushes mine, and I feel how much taller he is, how much bigger. His body dwarfs mine, and I feel his presence in every part of my body. Every inch of him wrapped around me, heat and hunger and want.

His hand slides up from my waist to the curve of my hip, then higher, until his palm spans the small of my back. I feel so small cradled between his massive frame and the unyielding counter.

And I love it.

I love the way he holds me like he owns me. Like I’m breakable. Like I belong here.

His tongue licks into my mouth and I moan, a helpless little sound that only makes him groan in return. The sound vibrates through his chest and into mine, and I swear it shoots straight between my legs.

I’m dizzy. Floating. My knees buckle slightly and he catches me, gripping tighter, pulling me flush against his body until I feel the hard, unmistakable length of him pressing into my belly.

He’s huge everywhere. Towering over me, holding me in place like it costs him something to let go.

When he finally breaks the kiss—just barely, just enough to drag in some air—his lips hover above mine, breath ragged and hot against my cheek.

“Do you need me to stop, sunshine?”

His voice is wrecked and low and full of hunger.

I stare up into his eyes, breathless from the ferocity of his kisses, and I shake my head.

God, I don’t think I ever want him to stop.

Beckett groans and wraps an arm around my waist, lifting my feet easily off the floor and forcing me to wrap my legs around him. He’s already striding towards the stairs, his lips pressed against the side of my neck, and he whispers to me as we move through the house.

“Such a good girl, Sadie. I knew you would be. So perfect. But I never dreamed you would taste this sweet. I’m going to devour you, sunshine. Every last inch. You’re all mine now.”

I whimper softly at his words. At the praise. I already know this man is going to absolutely ruin me.

And I can’t wait.














Chapter Five




Beckett








Her
 legs
 are
 wrapped
 tight around my waist, her breath hot against my throat, and all I can think about is getting her upstairs and getting inside her.

Sadie.

My sweet sunshine girl.

So fucking soft and innocent. Mine to protect. To keep.

Mine to breed.

I carry her through the house like she weighs nothing, her body clinging to me, her fingers gripping at the back of my shirt like she’s afraid I’ll disappear if she lets go.

Not that I would ever do that.

I’m not going anywhere.

Not now that I’ve tasted her sweet lips.

When we reach the bedroom, I kick the door shut behind me and take her straight to the bed. I lower her gently onto the mattress, and she gasps when I follow her down, my body covering hers completely.

God, she feels so small beneath me. So warm and flushed. So fucking needy.

“Look at you,” I murmur, brushing the backs of my fingers down her cheek, then tracing the curve of her throat. “You’re shaking.

“I...” She swallows. “I’ve never...”

I go still.

“Never?”

Her cheeks flush an even deeper shade of red, and she gives me the tiniest nod. “I want you to be my first, Beckett.”

Fuck.

The possessive, primal part of me nearly roars. I was already feral for her. But now? Now I’m gone.

“Christ, Sadie.” My voice is raw as I drag my mouth across her jaw. “You have no idea what that does to me. Knowing I’m going to be your first... your only.”

Her breath hitches. I feel her tremble beneath me as I drag my hand slowly down her body, my touch gentle.

“I’m going to take such good care of you, Sadie,” I promise her, my mouth at her ear, my fingers trailing along the hem of her sundress. “I’ll be so gentle at first... but once you’re mine, sunshine, once you’re ready for me...” I groan, pressing my forehead to hers. “Then I’m going to fuck you so deep you’ll forget your own name.”

She whimpers quietly.

“There’s my good girl,” I whisper. “So sweet and soft... letting me have you. You don’t know what you’ve just done, letting a man like me in. I’m going to make sure you never want anyone but me ever again.”

She writhes beneath me. I haven’t even taken her clothes off yet, and she’s already falling apart.

I push her dress up slowly, revealing inch after inch of creamy, untouched skin. Once the material is bunched up around her waist, I see she’s wearing lacy, barely-there panties that have my cock throbbing with the need to be inside her.

My mouth waters at the sight of her.

“Goddamn,” I rasp. “You can’t be real.”

“I’m real,” she whispers. “And I’m yours.”

Mine. All mine.

“Yes, you are, sunshine,” I growl as I rise up and pull her up to stand beside the bed with me. “And I’m just about to prove it to you.”

I grab the hem of her dress and pull it up over her head in one swift motion, tossing it aside and leaving her standing there in only those sexy little panties.

And Christ. She’s more perfect than I could’ve dreamed.

So fucking beautiful.

“You’re gonna look so beautiful carrying my babies, Sadie. Your belly all round and perfect.”

Her eyes widen and she lets out a little gasp as she looks up at me. “Babies?”

“I’ve seen the way you look at Poppy, Sadie. You’ll make a perfect mother.”

I step forward and run a finger gently across her flat tummy, then hook it into the waistband of her panties. “I want that with you. A family.”

She nods slowly, her eyes glassy with desire, and I grin as I tug her panties down.

“You want it, too.”

It’s not a question.

I can see it in her eyes, and the way her nipples pebble, and the slickness of her thighs as I pull the scrap of lace away and toss them aside.

I drop to my knees, and the scent of her arousal hits me hard.

“Jesus,” I growl, sliding my palms up her thighs. “You smell so fucking good, sunshine. All wet and needy for me. So sweet.”

“Beckett, please...” she whimpers, her voice breaking as she threads her fingers into my hair.

“Shh. Don’t worry, sunshine,” I murmur. “I’m gonna take good care of you. Promise.”

With that, I lift her right leg, throwing it over my shoulder, and lean forward to press a kiss to her pussy.

She lets out a gasp and sinks her hands further into my hair.

I lick her slowly, savoring her sweetness on my tongue, and her whole body trembles.

She’s so responsive. So needy. So perfect.

I take my time. Dragging my tongue over her again and again. Pressing kisses to her pussy lips, and the soft skin of her inner thighs. Sucking and nipping and savoring every single inch of her.

Until her breaths turn ragged.

Until her whimpers turn to moans.

Until her body is shaking so hard, she can’t hold herself upright.

I pull away and stand, turning her so her back is pressed against the nearest wall, giving her something to lean against while I kneel again and continue feasting on her perfect cunt.

She moans and arches against the wall. Her hands claw at the back of my head, pulling me closer.

She’s close. I can feel it.

Her clit swells under my tongue, and I suck on it gently as I slide two fingers inside her tight, virgin pussy.

Fuck.

She’s so fucking tight. And she’s dripping wet for me.

Her walls flutter around my fingers, and I start to pump them slowly, stretching her and filling her as I continue licking her clit.

She’s close.

I can feel her racing towards the edge, and I’m desperate to push her over.

I thrust my fingers faster, crooking them inside her and feeling for the spot that will make her explode.

There.

I hear her cry out.

Then her pussy clenches around my fingers. She’s pulsing and throbbing and so fucking tight.

She comes apart, her whole body shaking as the pleasure takes her over, and I’m lost in her. In her scent and her taste.

I work her through the orgasm, slowing my thrusts and gentling my tongue as she comes down, then slowly withdrawing.

“Good girl,” I murmur as I stand again, pressing gentle kisses to the corner of her mouth. “You taste so good. And you make the most perfect little noises when you come for me.”

She stares at me, wide eyed and dazed, and a slow smile spreads across her face.

“That was...” She sighs, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment. “That was amazing.”

“It’s not over yet,” I growl, sliding a hand around the back of her neck.

She smiles, a sweet, shy smile, and it makes my chest ache.

“Can I...?” she asks, her gaze dropping to the very obvious erection straining the front of my pants.

I groan. “You want my cock, sunshine?”

She bites her lip and nods.

“Tell me,” I say, my voice low and husky. “Be a good girl and tell me what you want.”

“I want to taste you.”

Fuck.

She’s so innocent, and yet she’s got the mouth of a fucking temptress.

“Christ, Sadie. You’re gonna kill me,” I groan, already tearing at the front of my belt and pants. “Such a good girl. So eager.”

She doesn’t even wait until my cock is free from my pants before she’s lowering to her knees, and I almost lose it.

My sweet sunshine girl, kneeling at my feet. Her soft, pink lips parted.

A few seconds later, she wraps her small hand around my cock and licks a slow, torturous stripe up the underside of it, and I almost come right there.

I fist a hand in her hair and guide her mouth towards the head, watching with lust-hooded eyes as she sucks me into her mouth.

“Jesus, Sadie,” I choke out, my free hand pressed against the wall behind her for support.

She’s perfect.

Her mouth is soft and warm, her tongue eager. She works me slowly at first, getting used to the size and the weight of me.

She looks up at me from beneath those long lashes, and my stomach clenches.

“Fuck, look at you,” I moan. “So damn pretty with your lips wrapped around me.”

She hums, and the vibration nearly sends me over the edge.

I start to thrust my hips, slowly, and she takes it so well. She lets me fuck her mouth, her nails digging into my thighs.

“You take me so well, sunshine. So eager. So sweet. You love making me feel good, don’t you?”

She hums again, and the sound is almost enough to end me.

I grit my teeth and tighten my grip on her hair, slowing down and pulling her off of me.

She looks up at me, dazed, and I swear my cock is about to explode.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I groan. “Everything’s perfect. But you’re making it so hard not to finish in your pretty little mouth. And right now, there is only one place I plan to spill my seed, Sadie. I want it so deep inside you that there’s no way you won’t be knocked up by the time I’m finished with you.”

I can’t wait another moment longer.

So I finish pulling my clothes off before tugging her up into my arms and slamming her back against the wall. I pull her legs around my waist so that my hard dick is pressed against her core.

“Hold on to me,” I grunt, lining myself up with her entrance.

She wraps her arms around my neck and clings to me, and I thrust my hips forward, spearing into her.

The sound she makes is somewhere between a moan and a sob, and I groan as I bury myself in her to the hilt.

“You’re mine now,” I say, leaning down to press a kiss against her jaw. “No one else will ever have you. No one else will ever get to see you like this, all flushed and needy. Only I get to see you looking so damn sexy.

“Yes,” she gasps, her eyes squeezed shut as she adjusts to the intrusion.

“I’m going to claim you now, sunshine. Mark you. Breed you.”

I start moving. Slow, deep thrusts. Pulling out until the head of my cock is almost all the way out, then plunging back in again, making her moan and shudder.

She’s so tight, I almost can’t bear it.

But she’s so wet and ready, and the more I thrust, the easier it gets.

Until finally, I’m pounding into her. Hard. Fast. Possessive.

I fuck her so hard, she cries out, her fingers clawing at the back of my shoulders, but I know she’s loving it. She’s so wet that the room is filled with the sounds her slick little cunt makes as I thrust into her.

She’s a natural. A perfect little angel, and she was made to be fucked.

“You hear that, Sadie?” I growl. “That slick little sound? That’s your body begging me to knock you up.”

“Oh god, Beckett. It feels... so... good,” she cries, her voice breaking with every thrust.

“Yes, Sadie. Be a good girl and let me breed you,” I pant, fucking her harder. “Come on my cock, sunshine. Come all over it. Milk it dry so I can fill your body with my seed.”

She cries out, her fingernails digging into the back of my neck, her legs wrapped tight around my waist.

And she explodes.

Her whole body stiffens, and then she’s shuddering in my arms, her pussy fluttering around my cock, milking me.

It’s so much. Too much.

And I follow her over the edge, spilling myself inside her.

My heart is pounding. My body is hot and covered in sweat, and I can barely catch my breath.

I feel her soft, sweet kisses against the side of my neck and groan.

“You are so perfect,” I rasp. “So perfect. Goddamn.”

I carry her back to the bed and lower us both gently onto the mattress, keeping her cradled against me, wrapped in my arms.

“How do you feel?” I ask.

She looks up at me and smiles softly.

“So good,” she whispers. “So... full.”

“Good,” I murmur, stroking a lock of hair behind her ear, enjoying the way her soft body tucks in against my side, our limbs tangling together so naturally. I stroke my hand slowly up and down her spine, trying to settle my own racing heart.

It just feels so right to have her here in my arms. In my bed.

“I meant what I said,” I whisper, brushing my lips against her temple. “About taking care of you.”

She looks up at me with sleepy eyes, a small, shy smile tugging at her lips. “You took very good care of me tonight.”

I smile, but it’s tight. There’s a pressure in my chest I can’t shake.

“I don’t feel like I’m very good at this,” I admit. “After my wife passed, I… I didn’t know how to let anybody else in. I felt too broken.”

Sadie’s fingers thread through mine. “You’re not broken.”

I exhale hard. “Maybe not now. But I was. Poppy saved me. She’s the only reason I kept going. And now…” I tilt her chin up, making sure she sees the truth in my eyes. “Now you’re saving me, too.”

Her breath catches. A rush of emotions flicker across her face. Awe and tenderness and a kind of sadness that makes me ache.

“I know I can be intense,” I say, and the words coax a soft giggle from her that makes me smile. “But I want you to know this, sunshine. It’s only because I can’t bear the thought of anything happening to you. Or to Poppy. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you both safe. To protect you.”

“I believe you,” she says, and her voice is soft and sweet and full of trust.

It breaks me open, and all the broken, jagged pieces inside me start to realign.

“I need you, Sadie,” I whisper, brushing my thumb along the curve of her jaw. “I didn’t know it until you came here, but I do.”

“I need you too, Beckett.”

“Good.” I wrap my arms around her and roll us so she’s tucked against my chest, her head resting on the crook of my shoulder. “Now rest, sunshine. Because, soon enough, I’m going to be ready to claim you all over again.”














Chapter Six




Sadie








“Vroom!”


Poppy races her little blue car across the floor, making the cutest engine noises with her mouth, her curls bouncing with every wiggle of excitement.

I smile from where I’m sitting cross-legged across from her, holding a red car of my own. “You better watch out! My car’s super fast. It’s gonna catch yours!

She gasps with mock horror, eyes sparkling. “Nooooo!” She jerks the blue car into a wild turn, giggling like mad as I give chase with mine, bumping it gently into hers.

“You crashed!” I tease. “I win!”

Poppy lets out a dramatic sigh and flops onto her back on the carpet, spreading her arms like she’s just been defeated in battle. An adorable pout tugs at her lips, and I can’t help but laugh.

“Maybe you’ll win next time,” I say, reaching over to tickle her belly until she shrieks with laughter and rolls away.

It’s a sweet, perfect little moment. One of a hundred already tucked away in my heart from the last few days since I took the job as her nanny. Between Poppy and Beckett, my heart is feeling very full right now, and I can’t remember ever being this happy before.

Poppy really is the sweetest kid. So full of joy despite everything she’s been through. So bright. Working with her really has been a dream.

I rise up onto my feet, brushing my hands down my thighs. “Okay, sweetie, it’s time for a snack. What do you....”

But Poppy’s already up, hurrying towards me with her arms open like she’s going to tackle me in a hug. “Snack! Snack!”

And then it happens.

Her little foot lands on one of the toy cars we’d forgotten between us. The plastic wheels roll right out from under her on the slippery floor, and the next few seconds feel like they happen in slow motion.

“Poppy!”

I lunge for her. I really do. But I’m not fast enough.

She slips backwards and twists as she goes down hard, smacking her forehead against the corner of the coffee table before landing in a heap on the floor.

The sound of the impact makes my stomach drop.

There’s a beat of silence, just one, and then she starts to cry.

“Oh my God,” I whisper, already on my knees and scrambling towards her, my heart thumping wildly. “Poppy, baby, come here...”

I scoop her up and cradle her against my chest, rocking her back and forth while she sobs into my neck. My eyes are stinging too, as I try to fight back my own tears.

“I’m so sorry, sweetie. I’ve got you. You’re okay. You’re okay.”

Her little hands cling to my shirt, and I pull back just enough to look at her. That’s when I see it. The red mark already rising on her forehead. It’s going to bruise. Maybe swell. I think it might be already.

Shit.

I press a kiss to her temple and try to keep my voice calm, even though I feel anything but. “Okay, baby. We’re going to go to see the doctor, alright? Just to make sure you’re really okay. I’m going to take care of you, Poppy. I promise.”

She whimpers but nods, sniffling into my shirt.

I grab my phone with one hand and hit Beckett’s number with trembling fingers. It rings several times, and for a moment, I think he’s not going to pick up.

Just when I’m about to leave a voicemail, he answers.

“Hey, sunshine,” he says. “Is everything okay?”

I wonder if he saw it happen on the nanny cam, but he couldn’t have done. I doubt he would be sounding this calm if he had.

“Hey. So, ummm, everything is fine, but... Poppy tripped. She hit her head on the coffee table. She’s awake and alert, but there’s a bump, so I think I’m going to take her to the hospital. Just to be safe.”

“I’ll meet you at the ER.”

The line goes dead.

I stare at the phone in my hand, heart thumping. He didn’t even ask what happened.

Didn’t let me finish.

He just hung up.

My gut twists. I hug Poppy tighter to me, brushing her hair back from her damp little cheeks. “I’s going to be okay,” I whisper again, more for myself than for her.

I just hope I’m right.














Chapter Seven




Beckett








I
 tear
 into
 the
 hospital parking lot faster than I should, my tires screeching as I shove the car into park and practically launch myself out the door.

My heart is hammering so hard it feels like it’s going to rip right through my chest.

Poppy.

Jesus Christ, my baby.

I know. Rationally, I know Sadie said she was okay. Awake. Talking. But all I can see are images I can’t control. Images of cold hospital rooms and monitors that scream. Of holding a hand that slowly goes still.

I shove the memories back and sprint towards the entrance.

Inside, everything feels too bright. Too sterile. The smell of antiseptic hits me like a punch. I march straight up to the front desk, barely keeping the shake out of my voice.

“My daughter,” I rasp. “Poppy Wolfe. The nanny brought her in with a head injury. Where is she?”

The nurse gives me a quick, sympathetic smile and points down the hallway. “Room nine. Right down there, Mr. Wolfe.”

I don’t have time to thank her. I just move.

Every step feels like it takes too long. Every second is another moment that something could be going wrong.

When I finally shove open the door, my whole world narrows to the little girl sitting up in the hospital bed, a teddy in her arms and a brightly colored picture book in her lap.

“Daddy!” she squeals, her whole face lighting up like sunshine breaking through a storm.

Relief crashes into me so hard I have to grab the door frame for a second to steady myself.

She’s awake. Smiling. Talking. She’s okay.

Thank God, she’s okay.

“Hey, baby,” I say, my voice hoarse. “Are you feeling okay?”

Poppy gives a nod of her head, but her attention has already drifted back to the pictures in her book.

Sadie is sitting next to the bed, and when she looks up and meets my eyes, there’s this flash of guilt and sorrow on her face.

And just like that, the fear twists into something darker.

Anger.

How could this have happened?

I step around to her side of the bed, keeping my voice low and tight so I don’t scare Poppy. “What the hell happened?”

Sadie rises to meet me, worry etched deep into her features. “She tripped. We were playing with her cars and she stepped on one. It was an accident, Beckett. I was right there but...”

“You were right there?” I hiss under my breath, jaw clenching as I glance over at Poppy to make sure she’s not paying any attention to us. “And she still got injured anyway?”

Sadie flinches like I hit her.

I know it’s not fair. Some part of me knows it. But the sight of that bump on my baby’s forehead sends me spiraling again.

“You were supposed to be watching her, Sadie,” I say, the words sharper than I mean them to be. “Not letting my daughter get hurt.”

Sadie’s mouth opens, like she’s about to explain, but then she just closes it again and swallows hard.

The hurt on her face guts me, but I can’t focus on that right now.

I can’t think straight about anything.

“I’m here now,” I say roughly. “You can go home.”

Sadie’s hands tremble as she grabs her bag off the chair. She looks back at Poppy one last time, her lip wobbling like she’s trying not to cry, and then she slips out the door without another word.

I sit down heavily in the chair she vacated, scrubbing a hand down my face.

Goddamn it.

“Daddy, look!” Poppy says brightly, flipping a page to show me a cartoon dog in a firetruck.

I force a smile for her, even though everything inside me feels wrecked. “Wow, baby, that’s a good one.”

She beams at me, content to flip through her book, and for a few minutes, I just sit there and breathe her in. Safe. Alive. My little girl.

When I can finally peel my attention off her long enough, I pull out my phone. Guilt is gnawing at me now, sharp and vicious.

I hadn’t even let Sadie explain.

I open the nanny cam app with shaking fingers and scroll back to earlier today. Find the moment. Hit play.

The footage is crystal clear. Poppy playing with Sadie on the living room floor. Laughing. Happy. Safe.

And then Poppy is walking towards Sadie with her arms wide for a hug. Her foot lands on a toy car. It spins out. Her arms flail. Sadie lunges for her—God, she almost catches her—but Poppy’s momentum is too much. She bumps her head and starts crying immediately.

Sadie scoops her up like her life depends on it. Cradles her. Rocks her. I can see her lips moving as she comforts and soothes Poppy, even though her own panic is evident on her face.

I lower the phone slowly, shame burning a hole in my chest.

It wasn’t her fault. She did everything right.

I rub my hand over my mouth, dragging in a shaky breath.

I was just so scared.

So goddamn scared.

The same fear that tore me apart when I lost Claire came roaring back tonight, and I lashed out at the wrong person.

At the woman who has only ever been good to my little girl.

I clench my fist against my knee, jaw tight.

When we get home, I’m going to make this right. I have to.

Because Sadie deserves better than the mess of a man that I am.

And I don’t think I can stand to lose her, too.














Chapter Eight




Sadie








I’ve
 been
 pacing
 the
 living room for what feels like hours, my arms wrapped tight around my waist like I can somehow hold myself together.

Every time I close my eyes, I see the accident again. Poppy’s little feet slipping out from under her, the sharp crack of her forehead against the coffee table, the way she cried and clung to me.

I keep replaying it, searching for some way I could have stopped it. Some way I could have been better. Some way I could have protected her.

I feel sick. Heavy with guilt. Like I’ve failed the only two people who ever made me feel like I belong somewhere.

I should never have let myself get so comfortable. So caught up in how much I loved being here and loved being part of this little family.

Because I can’t stay after this.

Even if Beckett doesn’t fire me, I’ll hand in my notice. It’s the right thing to do.

The click of the front door pulls me out of my spiraling thoughts, and I whirl around just as Beckett steps inside, the door swinging shut behind him with a soft thud.

He’s carrying Poppy in his arms, her head resting against his broad shoulder while she sleeps peacefully, one little hand fisted in the fabric of his shirt.

She looks so small in his hold, so precious, that it makes my chest ache.

“She’s fine,” Beckett says softly, voice rough with exhaustion. His gaze finds mine instantly, but his expression is unreadable. “The doctors checked everything. No concussion, no serious injury. Just a nasty bump. She’s going to be okay, Sadie.”

Relief floods me so fast it nearly brings me to my knees. I nod, blinking back the sudden sting of tears.

“I’m going to get her settled in bed,” he says. “Don’t go anywhere. We need to talk.”

I swallow hard. The words sound like a sentence being handed down. I hug myself tighter and nod again, unable to find my voice.

He disappears upstairs with Poppy, his footsteps heavy on the stairs. The house falls quiet except for the frantic beat of my own heart.

I stand frozen, staring at the empty doorway, bracing myself for whatever is about to come. Probably a final scolding followed by my dismissal. I deserve it, after all.

It doesn’t take long, barely a few minutes, before he’s back, moving into the living room with a kind of nervous energy I’ve never seen from him before.

He looks... wrecked. His hair is tousled like he’s been running his hands through it all day, his jaw tight with tension, his eyes dark with something raw and aching.

Beckett stops a few feet away from me, his chest heaving like he’s just run a marathon, and for a moment, neither of us says anything.

Then Beckett scrubs a hand down his face and lets out a rough breath. “I was wrong, Sadie.”

The words surprise me, and all I can do is look up at him, my heart pounding wildly in my chest.

“I was scared out of my goddamn mind, Sadie,” he says hoarsely, stepping closer. “When you called me... when you said you were taking her to the hospital... all I could see was...”

He cuts himself off, jaw clenching. His eyes shine with unshed tears, and my heart shatters a little at the sight.

“I lost my wife,” he forces out after a moment, his voice breaking around the words. “One minute she was here, and the next she was gone. And for a while today, I thought...”

Beckett breaks off again, breathing hard through his nose.

“I thought I was going to lose my daughter, too. And then I got there, and I saw her sitting up, smiling, perfectly okay, and I should have been grateful. I should have hugged you and told you what a good girl you were for taking care of her. For being there.”

He steps closer again, and I tilt my head back to look up at him, my heart hammering painfully in my chest.

“But instead, I let my fear get the better of me. I said things I didn’t mean.” His voice drops to a broken whisper. “I hurt you. I know I did. And it’s killing me, Sadie. It’s killing me because the thought of losing you too...” He exhales shakily. “I can’t do it. I can’t lose you.”

My breath catches in my throat.

“I don’t deserve it after the way I treated you,” Beckett says, his voice low and urgent, “but I’m begging you. Please give me another chance. Please stay. I need you, sunshine. I need you more than I even know how to explain.”

Tears blur my vision, hot and fast.

I blink them away, heart swelling so full it’s a wonder it doesn’t crack open right here in the middle of the living room.

He’s not scolding me. He’s not angry. He’s standing here, looking at me like I’m the only thing holding him together.

For a second, all I can do is stand there, staring at him through the shimmer of tears clouding my eyes.

And then I’m moving, throwing myself into his arms so hard he grunts and stumbles back a step before holding me against his chest like he never plans to let me go.

My hands clutch at the front of his shirt, holding on tight as a sob breaks loose from somewhere deep inside me.

“I’m so sorry,” I whisper against him. “I should have stopped it. I should have been quicker...”

“No,” he says quickly, his voice almost fierce. He tips my chin up with trembling fingers, forcing me to meet his eyes. “You didn’t do anything wrong, sunshine. You hear me? Nothing. After you left the hospital, I watched the accident on the nanny cam. You did everything you could have done. It was an accident and nothing more. It was not your fault.”

I let out a broken little noise, my throat too thick with emotion to form words.

“I love you,” I whisper when I finally pull myself together enough to speak.

The second the words leave my mouth, I freeze, my whole body going rigid. Oh god. I just said it. I didn’t even think about it. I just felt it so deep in my bones that it spilled out without permission.

But then Beckett’s face changes. Softens.

“I love you too, Sadie.” His voice is raw with it, like the words have been trying to claw their way out of him ever since we met.

Before I can even breath, his mouth is crashing down onto mine.

The kiss is brutal. Desperate. A clash of teeth and tongues and frantic, gasping breaths. It’s all the fear, all the pain, all the relief pouring out of both of us like a dam finally cracking wide open.

His hands are everywhere, gripping my waist, my hips, my hair, like he’s terrified I’ll disappear if he lets go. And I’m just as bad, clawing at his shirt, pressing myself closer, needing to feel him solid and real against me.

A low growl rumbles from deep in his chest as he drags me down to the floor and covers my body with his, not even bothering to be careful anymore.

He needs me, and I need him.

There’s no patience left between us. Only relief and hunger and love.

Beckett kisses me like he’s starving. Like he’s reclaiming something that almost slipped through his fingers. Like I’m the only thing that matters in the whole damn world right now.

And I believe every bruising, desperate brush of his mouth. Every shuddering breath. Every frantic, whispered promise against my lips.

Because when he looks at me, it’s with so much heat and devotion and longing that it makes my head spin.

He wants me.

He loves me.

And, if I’m lucky, he’s never letting go.














Chapter Nine




Sadie








With
 impatient
 movements,
 we
 manage to peel off my dress, and Beckett makes quick work of peeling off my panties while I struggle with the buttons of his shirt.

Once the fabric parts, he lets me push it over his shoulders and toss it aside. My hands roam hungrily over the broad expanse of his chest, my breath catching at the feel of all that hot, firm muscle and skin under my fingertips.

I can’t get enough.

His mouth is devouring mine, his tongue sliding between my lips and claiming me as his. His cock grinds against me, hard and straining against his slacks, and I spread my legs wider in invitation.

I need him. I need him right now.

But Beckett doesn’t give it to me.

He tears his mouth from mine, both of us panting as he pushes back to his knees. His eyes are wild with need as he takes me in, his gaze trailing down my body like he’s committing every inch to memory.

“So goddamn beautiful, Sadie,” he growls, hands skimming along my sides, down over my thighs, up again to palm my breasts.

I whimper at the rough feel of his big, calloused hands.

“Mine,” he grits out, squeezing my breasts harder, pinching my nipples, his voice ragged. “All mine. Say it, sunshine. Tell me.”

“I’m yours, Beckett. All yours.”

A deep, animalistic noise rips from his throat, and his grip tightens almost to the point of pain.

But the combination of pleasure and pain feels so good, and when he leans down and wraps his lips around one tight peak, the sensation has me arching off the floor, a cry spilling from my lips.

He doesn’t waste time with gentle kisses or teasing licks.

He’s ravenous.

Biting and sucking and licking at my nipple until my skin is hot and flushed and I’m squirming beneath him.

“That’s right, sunshine,” he whispers, dragging his mouth over to my other breast. “Let me hear you.”

And then his mouth is closing over my other nipple, teeth nipping and tongue lashing. I whimper, writhing beneath him.

When I can’t wait any longer, I reach down between us, working the button and zip open on his pants before reaching inside and wrapping my hand around him. His flesh is burning hot and so, so hard in my palm.

Beckett hisses and jerks at the contact, his whole body shuddering above me.

I start to stroke him, loving the feel of him swelling and pulsing against my palm. But I only get a few pulls in before he’s grabbing my wrist and pinning it above my head, his eyes blazing as they find mine.

“Keep that up and this is going to be over way too soon,” he says, his voice a deep, husky rumble. “And I plan to spend the whole night making it up to you. Making you scream with pleasure over and over.”

He takes my other arm and pins that one too, holding them both in place with one big hand wrapped around my wrists.

“I want to see you,” he rasps, his free hand coming down to stroke across my cheek. “Want to see those gorgeous eyes when I slide inside you. Want to see every expression on your beautiful face. Want to make sure you feel every goddamn inch of me filling you up.”

He slides his thumb over my lips, and I capture it between my teeth, swirling my tongue around the pad and loving the way his eyes darken and his nostrils flare and his whole body goes tense.

“You want that too, don’t you, sunshine?” he says, voice a rough rasp. “Want to feel every inch of my cock buried inside you?”

I can only nod and lick his thumb, moaning as he presses it deeper, letting me suck on it.

He holds me like that, his thumb between my lips, my arms pinned above me, as he slides the thick length of his erection between my folds. He’s teasing me, torturing me, rubbing the throbbing length of him against my clit again and again.

It’s so good, and not nearly enough, and my body writhes and twists, begging him for more.

“Please,” I gasp, the word muffled around his thumb. “Beckett, please. Need you.”

“Good girl,” he murmurs, pulling his thumb free. He shifts above me, lining up the thick head of his cock while keeping my wrists pinned against the floor, seemingly unwilling to let go of me.

Then he thrusts forward, and we both groan.

“Yes,” I hiss, throwing my head back. “Yes, yes, yes.”

He’s thick and heavy and fills me perfectly. Fills the empty spaces in me I didn’t even know were there.

His thrusts are slow and deep, the thick ridge of his cock dragging along my sensitive inner walls and driving me out of my mind.

His grip on my wrists tightens, the pace of his hips quickening. I wrap my legs around his waist, urging him deeper, loving the feel of him losing control.

Loving the feel of him, period.

The sight of him. The scent of him.

And when he brings his free hand to my neck, cradling the slender column of my throat with his fingers without actually squeezing, I almost unravel completely. The touch is so possessive, and it’s exactly what I need right now.

“Yes, Beckett,” I gasp. “God, yes.”

He growls and leans down, capturing my lips and kissing me with so much passion and intensity it makes my toes curl.

“You are so fucking perfect,” he whispers against my lips. “So perfect. Everything I’ve ever wanted. And I’m going to spend the rest of my life proving it to you, Sadie. I promise.”

And then his cock is plunging deeper, his thrusts faster and harder. I’m pinned beneath him, his weight crushing me to the floor, and I love it. Love being trapped under him, surrounded by him, filled with him.

He fucks me like he can’t get deep enough. Like he’s desperate to crawl inside me. To consume me. To take all of me and leave his mark on every part.

And I want him to. God, I do.

“Love you, Sadie,” he whispers, the words so rough and broken that it makes my heart clench. “Love you so much.”

I squeeze my eyes shut and kiss him again, trying to pour everything I’m feeling into the press of our lips.

His thrusts grow more frantic. I can tell he’s close. So am I, but I need...

“Touch me,” I beg, arching into him. “Please, Beckett. Touch me.”

He moves his hand from my throat and slides it between us, his fingertips finding my clit and rubbing in rough circles.

It’s all I need to tip me over the edge.

I explode around him, my whole body shaking and convulsing as waves of pleasure crash over me. My fingernails dig into his back, my legs locking around his waist.

“Yes,” he hisses. “God, that’s perfect. Come all over my cock, sunshine. Milk my cock so I can fill you up with my baby. Fuck.”

His thrusts grow wild, the rhythm dissolving. And then his own climax is tearing through him, and I can feel him spilling into me, his hot seed filling me up, claiming me. Possessing me.

And it’s exactly what I want.

For him to mark me. To own me.

To be mine, and to make me his.

“Sadie,” he groans, collapsing on top of me, his face buried in the crook of my neck. “God, Sadie. I love you so fucking much.”

We stay there, collapsed on the living room floor, breathing hard and trembling, until the last vestiges of our orgasms fade away.

Beckett pushes himself up after a few minutes, his gaze locked on mine as he eases out of me.

I miss him immediately, feeling the loss of his heat and the emptiness where he filled me.

But when he tugs me up to sit in his lap, wrapping his arms around me and holding me close, the empty feeling goes away.

Because here, wrapped up in him, is the only place I ever want to be.

For the rest of my life.














Epilogue




Beckett









One
 month
 later:



Sadie’s laugh floats across the table, light and musical, and I swear it wraps around my heart like a damn lasso.

God, she’s beautiful tonight.

She’s always beautiful, but something about tonight has her glowing. I surprised her earlier in the day by telling her I’d booked a babysitter so I could take her out to dinner to celebrate our one-month anniversary, and she went all out while getting ready. Hair softly curled, lips slick and pink, wearing a little black dress that hugs every curve that I can never get enough of touching.

And still, somehow, I’m distracted tonight.

My hand slips into my pocket, pulling out my phone.

I catch her eyes narrowing playfully across the table. “Beckett...” she says, her voice low and teasing. “Are you seriously checking the nanny cam again?”

I give a sheepish shrug, already tapping the screen to pull up the feed. “She’s with a new sitter,” I mutter, watching as Poppy toddles around the living room, stacking blocks while the sitter keeps a cautious eye on her. “I just need to make sure she’s okay.”

Sadie leans forward, resting her chin in her hand, smiling at me like she thinks I’m the sweetest fool on earth.

“You know she’s fine,” she says, warmth dripping from every word. “You said you hired her from the most expensive agency in town. I expect she’s got more qualifications than I have.”

I grunt, pocketing my phone again. “Nobody’s as good with her as you are.”

Sadie’s smile softens, and a faint pink dusts her cheeks. God, I love putting that look on her face.

“You’re the only one I really trust with her, sunshine. Always will be,” I murmur, reaching across the table to brush my thumb over the back of her hand. “You’ve been so good with her over the last month, and it’s obvious she adores you. Not as much as I do, though.”

Her breath catches slightly, so quick that most people wouldn’t notice, but I do. I know every little tell she has.

And right now, she’s practically buzzing.

“What’s got you smiling like that?” I ask, narrowing my eyes at her. “You’ve been glowing all night.”

Sadie bites her bottom lip, like she’s trying to contain herself, but the excitement is bubbling over. She leans in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

“I wasn’t going to tell you until after desert, but...” She lets out a tiny giddy laugh. “I took a test this morning. Two actually. And they were both positive.”

For a second, my brain short-circuits. Positive? Test?

And then it hits me like a freight train.

Pregnant.

Sadie’s pregnant. With my baby. I got my sweet sunshine girl pregnant.

Something primal snaps inside me.

I surge out of my chair so fast it clatters back against the floor. Sadie’s eyes go wide in surprise as I stalk around the table, haul her up out of her seat, and start pulling her in the direction of the restroom.

“Beckett!” she hisses, glancing around. “People are staring...”

I pause, turning to look at the woman I love with every fiber of my being while ignoring a waiter, who has to turn swiftly to avoid us.

“I don’t care.” My voice is already rough, almost feral. “You’re carrying my baby, and I need to show you how happy that makes me. Now.”

Her cheeks flush bright red, but there’s no mistaking the soft whimper that escapes from her pretty lips.

“I need you,” I growl, low and filthy, against her ear. “Right now. It seems like the perfect way to celebrate to me.”

Her breath hitches. “We’re in a restaurant, Beckett!”

“It’s either the bathroom,” I murmur as I start moving again, “or I take you right here on the nearest table.”

Sadie lets out a soft moan and follows me, her hand tight in mine.

I shove open the door to the single-stall restroom, drag her inside, and lock it behind us.

Her back hits the door with a soft thud, and I brace my hands on either side of her head, caging her in.

She’s panting, wide-eyed, and absolutely perfect.

“Tell me you’re happy, sunshine,” I growl, leaning in to nip at her bottom lip. “Tell me this is what you want. To carry my baby.”

“Of course it’s what I want.”

Her voice is breathless, her hands already reaching up to grab at the collar of my shirt.

“It’s the best gift you could give me,” I whisper, pressing a gentle kiss against her forehead. “I love you so fucking much.”

“I love you too,” she whispers, tugging at my shirt.

And then our lips collide in a bruising kiss.

It’s rough and hungry, full of need and desperation. Her hands are everywhere, running up and down my back, clutching my shirt, tangling in my hair.

Mine aren’t much better, slipping under her dress and sliding over her thighs. When I find no panty line, I let out a guttural groan and squeeze her ass.

“No panties, Sadie?” I ask, pulling away to look her in the eyes. “Dirty girl.”

She smiles up at me, her pupils dilated and her chest heaving. “I was hoping you’d get me home and fuck me senseless. You know how much I love it when you go all caveman on me,” she says, voice throaty and needy.

“Fuck,” I growl, gripping her ass tighter. “Well, I can’t wait that long, sunshine. Need you right now. And I need you bent over the sink. Right. Fucking. Now.”

Her eyes light up with excitement, and I spin her around and bend her over, hitching up her dress and exposing her gorgeous, heart-shaped ass to my gaze.

“Fuck,” I rasp, smoothing my hand over the rounded globes.

My fingers trail lower, brushing over her bare, swollen pussy, and she whimpers, pushing back into my touch.

“Please,” she begs, her gaze meeting mine in our reflection in the mirror over the sink, her eyes heavy lidded and her cheeks flushed.

I’m already undoing my belt and unzipping my pants, my cock springing free and rock hard.

I don’t waste time. I push into her in one quick, hard thrust, and we both moan.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she gasps, arching her back.

“My good girl,” I groan as I hold still, savoring the feel of her slick inner walls squeezing my dick. “My sweet girl. Always so eager. Always so ready to let me ruin you.”

“Please,” she whines, wriggling her hips. “Move.”

I slide one hand up the front of her dress, gripping her breast and pinching her nipple while the other tangles in her hair. I pull her head back, and she hisses, her pussy clenching around me.

“Beckett,” she moans. “Oh my god.”

And then I pull my hips back and slam home again.

My pace is brutal. Hard and fast and unforgiving. “Fuck, Sadie. I know I should be gentle with you. I’m trying, but you make me crazy. You make me fucking desperate.”

“Don’t be gentle,” she gasps. “I need you, Beckett. I need everything you have. Don’t hold back. Not ever.”

Her words set a fire blazing inside me, and my hips snap harder and faster.

We’re both panting, a light sheen of sweat forming on our skin as the temperature ratchets up.

My hand slides down from her breast to her stomach, to the flat plane that’s now the home of our baby. “You carry me now,” I growl against her ear as I keep thrusting into her with frantic, wild strokes. “Not just my baby. You carry my fucking heart inside you, Sadie.”

A ragged sound rips from her throat, and she reaches behind her, tangling her fingers in the fabric of my shirt.

“Yours,” she cries out. “Yours, Beckett.”

“All fucking mine.” And I mean it. Every damn word. “You’re so fucking good for me, sunshine. Taking me so deep while you’re carrying my baby like the good girl you are.”

“Oh god,” she chokes out, her whole body trembling. “Yes. Yes.”

I watch her face in the mirror, seeing the way her eyes roll back as an orgasm threatens to consume her. Her lips part and her jaw goes slack, and I can’t help but lean in and nip at her ear.

“Feel that, sunshine? That’s how deep you belong to me now. My baby inside you. My cock inside you. Every part of you belongs to me now, Sadie. And I can’t get enough of you.”

Her head drops forward, a high-pitched wail spilling from her lips, and she’s gone.

Pleasure explodes through her, her body shaking and convulsing as she comes. Her pussy spasms and milks my cock, and the feel of her losing it completely is all it takes for me to follow her over the edge.

I let out a strangled, animalistic groan as my own climax slams into me. My balls tighten and release, spurting hot jets of cum deep into her welcoming womb, where our baby is growing.

Our baby.

The thought is enough to drag another wave of pleasure from me, and I hold myself buried inside her, loving the feel of her body still trembling.

Eventually, the world comes back into focus.

Sadie’s still braced over the sink, and I’m still buried inside her. I wrap my arms around her, bringing her back against my chest and holding her.

“You’re everything,” I whisper against her hair. “You, Poppy, our baby... You’re my whole world now.”

Sadie tilts her head to blink up at me with those soft, sleepy eyes that own me completely.

“I hope you know you’re never getting rid of me,” I say, half a laugh, half a promise. “Not in this life. Not in any other.”

She smiles, that sweet shy smile that undoes me every time, and I lean down to kiss her slow, deep, tender.

“Mine,” I breathe against her lips. “Forever, sunshine. You hear me? Forever.”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way,” she whispers back.

And neither would I.

***


Don’t miss the heart-melting bonus epilogue. Sign up for my newsletter to download it now and see how Beckett, Sadie, and Poppy take their happy ending to the next level!



***


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