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ONE












Sienna






The city lights
 of London blur into a constellation as I pace along the Thames, phone pressed to my ear. The chill of the evening bites at my cheeks, but Zara's voice on the other end is a warmth that chases it away.

“I’m sorry I can’t make it. I was looking forward to taking on the corporate world with you.” Zara coughs. “I can’t believe I came down with the fever a few days before our long-awaited corporate debut.”

“It’s not your fault you’re sick,” I say. “Just take care of yourself. I’m fine. I wish I could be there to nurse you back to health.”

Zara is my best friend. We met at Columbia. She was a Mayfair princess and I was a scholarship student but somehow, we found a spark in each other. After graduation, she insisted that I come work with her at her Dad’s company in London. Damian Wolfe, Zara’s dad, is a billionaire business tycoon. Working at Wolfe & Hawthorne, one of the premier advertising agencies in the world, is the dream of any new graduate.

I was hesitant about using connections to land my first job, but I didn’t hesitate long. With student debt piling up and my tense family situation, moving to London was a no-brainer. I’m glad I took the leap and accepted the job offer from Wolfe & Hawthorne. I flew out to London yesterday and thanks to Zara, I’m able to stay at her dad’s massive Mayfair mansion until I find my own place.

However, Zara is still in New York, recovering from a nasty bout of flu. She had to cancel her flight due to her health but she told me to go ahead.

“I hope you’re settling well in London,” Zara says. “I know my dad can be cold and the house is always empty. But I’ll be there soon and it’ll all be okay.”

I still haven’t met Zara’s dad Damian yet. He’s always busy and out of the house. I tried searching for him online but he’s notoriously private. I couldn’t even find a picture.

In my head, he’s a kind, gentle, overworked dad with balding hair. Zara loves him so he must be kind underneath his stony façade. He has made sure to give her everything in life. He spoils her with vacations, calls her thrice a week despite his busy schedule, and even visits her on her birthday. Unlike my own dad, who forgot about my existence the moment he divorced my mom. Even when I tried to connect with him in high school, he wasn’t interested. His rejection stung. I’ve always craved a strong, stable masculine presence in my life, especially since my mom is a mess.

“I don’t mind the empty house. Your cook feeds me well.” I chuckle. “I’m already gaining weight.”

“Aren’t you bored, though? There’s nothing to do at my house.”

I sigh. I am bored. That’s why I’m walking along the Thames aimlessly, toying with the idea of going to a place I shouldn’t even be considering. It’s Zara’s fault for putting the idea in my head. Why did she have to tell me about the most exclusive, ultra-luxury BDSM club in London?

The glass towers of the Wolfe & Hawthorne HQ in Canary Wharf tower in the distance, gleaming. I start at Wolfe & Hawthorne tomorrow. I already did research about my role and read up on some stuff. I want to make a good impression at work. I want to do well in my first job.

“I guess I’m a little bored. But it’s only one day. I start working tomorrow. I can’t believe it. My first official job. It feels like I’m an adult now.” I press my hand on my lips. My heart races. It feels glamorous being in a city like London as a new graduate, dreaming of a future filled with success, wealth, and a glittering social life. I never imagined I’d get to be this woman, not after the poverty I grew up in.

Zara coughs. “So why don’t you take your first step into adulthood tonight? You’re in one of the kinkiest cities in the world. Know what that calls for?”

I groan. “Don’t tell me⁠—”

"Yep," Zara continues, her voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper, "you should totally use my membership card to get into The Velvet Dungeon. It's the perfect way to unwind before our big debut at Dad's firm."

The mention of the exclusive club stirs a cocktail of excitement and trepidation within me. "Are you sure you're okay with this?" I ask, twirling a loose strand of hair around my finger, a nervous habit I can't seem to shake.

"Sienna, you're practically vibrating with the need to get laid. You need to loosen up. You’ve been doing nothing but work and study," she teases. "Go. Have fun. Be the fierce, independent woman I know you are. And who knows? Maybe you'll meet a dashing stranger who can make those gorgeous hazel eyes of yours go wide."

I laugh, the sound laced with a longing I hope she can't detect. "You're impossible, Zara."

"And you love me for it," she retorts, her voice filled with affection. "Just promise me you'll be careful and that you won't do anything I wouldn't do."

"That leaves my options wide open, doesn't it?" I quip, a smirk playing on my lips.

"Cheeky," she chides, but I can hear the smile in her voice. "Seriously, Sienna, enjoy yourself. You've earned it. And remember, it's all about what feels right for you. No pressure, no expectations."

Zara doesn’t know about my sexual preferences. I have a major daddy kink. I’m into men who are way older with an air of authority and enough dominance to make me feel powerless. I long to be pampered and spoiled by them, emotionally and sexually. I want someone with everything to need me, to want me.

My lack of fatherly affection must be the reason why I’m twisted. I’m so turned on by men who are paternal, protective, loving, and dependable. I’ve spun so many fantasies in my head, images of an older, dominant men calling me their ‘babygirl’ and taking care of me. Doing things my own father never did, like stroking my hair and giving me hugs. I want to feel wanted. Desired. Even if I can only have that experience sexually, I’ll take it.

"I promise," I say softly, my thoughts already wandering to the night ahead, to the thrilling unknown that awaits me behind the heavy doors of The Velvet Dungeon.

We say our goodbyes, and as I end the call, I find myself standing before an imposing building in a part of London I’ve never been to. It marries old-world elegance with inconspicuous charm. It’d be easy to assume it was a house and pass by. But it’s London’s most exclusive BDSM club.

I hope I’ll find the Daddy of my dreams here. Compared to BDSM, Ddlg, or Daddy Dom-Little Girl is a less popular dynamic. But I long for gentle dominance, the kind that makes me feel safe while also making my pussy shiver.

The bouncer at the entrance asks for an ID and I give him mine. I also show him Zara’s membership card. The club has a system where members can invite friends so I get to enjoy one night completely free at Zara’s expense.

As I step inside, the heavy door clicks shut behind me, sealing me off from the world outside. The air is thick with a heady mix of expensive perfume and the tang of anticipation. I take a moment to let my eyes adjust to the dim lighting, my heart pounding in my chest like a ceremonial drum. This is it, the threshold of my deepest desires.

I walk into a space called The Obsidian Room.

The Obsidian Room is a symphony of shadows and silk, a sanctuary for the forbidden. The walls are draped in velvet the color of midnight, absorbing the soft glow of strategically placed sconces. The floor, polished obsidian, reflects the flickering flames of candles, creating a dance of light and dark that seems to mirror the duality within me. The room hums with whispered conversations and the occasional soft moan, a chorus of temptation that sends a shiver down my spine.

I spot the bar, a long expanse of polished mahogany, and make my way towards it, conscious of the eyes that follow me. I'm a stranger here, fresh meat, and the curiosity is palpable. I slide onto a barstool, the cool leather against my thighs a stark contrast to the heat that's building inside me. The bartender, a tall, slender woman with a shock of white hair and a collar of black leather around her neck, approaches me. Her eyes, lined with kohl, meet mine with a knowing gaze.

"First time, isn't it, love?" she asks, her voice a husky purr.

I nod, trying to appear more confident than I feel. "That obvious?"

She smiles, a slow, sensual curve of her lips. "Fresh faces are rare here. What's your poison?"

I order a vodka martini, more for something to do with my hands than anything else. As she mixes my drink, I let my gaze wander around the room. In one corner, a woman is on her knees, her head bowed as a man in a crisp suit whispers something in her ear. Her shoulders shake slightly, as if she's crying, but the curve of her lips tells a different story. In another corner, a man is bent over a bench, his shirt off, his back crisscrossed with red welts. A woman stands over him, a riding crop in her hand, her eyes alight with a fierce intensity.

The bartender slides my drink towards me, pulling my attention back to her. "Careful, love," she says, her voice low. "Some things are better left in the shadows."

I take a sip of my drink, the cold liquid burning a path down my throat. "And what if I want to step into the light?" I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

She leans in, her eyes searching mine. "Then you'd better be sure you can handle the heat."

"Is this seat taken?" The voice comes from behind me, a harsh interruption to the quiet intimacy I've found at the bar. I turn to see a man, his eyes beady and too close together, a smirk on his lips that sets off alarm bells in my head. He's wearing a poorly tailored suit, the fabric straining against his belly.

My gut pulls tight. I know he’s bad news.

"Yes, it is," I lie, turning back to my drink.

He chuckles, a grating sound, and slides into the seat next to me anyway. "Come on, don't be like that. I just want to talk." His hand lands on my arm, thick fingers squeezing.

I shrug him off, my skin crawling. "I'm not interested."

"Not interested?" He scoffs. "Or just playing hard to get? I know your type. You're one of those daddy seekers, aren't you? Looking for a strong man to take care of you?" His words are laced with derision, and I feel a chill run down my spine.

"That's none of your business," I snap, anger rising in me.

He leans in, his breath hot and foul on my face. "I could be your daddy, you know. Teach you a thing or two." His hand reaches up, fingers brushing against my cheek.

I recoil, pushing his hand away. "Don't touch me."

He grabs my wrist, his grip tight. "Don't be a tease. You know you want it."

Panic surges through me. I try to pull away, but his grip is like a vice. "Let go of me," I say, my voice shaking.

He sneers, leaning in closer. "Make me."

Suddenly, a deep, commanding voice cuts through the music and the chatter. "She said no."

The man holding my wrist freezes, his eyes widening. I turn to see a tall, broad-shouldered figure stepping out from the shadows, his eyes locked onto the man who had been holding me captive. There's an air of authority about him that commands attention.

The man is dressed in a black tailored shirt that clings to his athletic physique, the sleeves rolled up to reveal tanned, muscular forearms. His hair is a mix of salt and pepper, adding a distinguished air to his already striking appearance. But it's his eyes that hold me captive - they're a stormy gray, cold and piercing, like the distant promise of a thunderstorm.

He’s my type to the T. A hot AF, respectful Daddy. My lips tremble, wanting to call him Daddy. Wanting to hear his deep voice calling me babygirl in that perfect British accent.

"Who the hell are you?" the man holding my wrist spits out, but his voice wavers, the confidence he had moments ago draining away.

The stranger steps closer, his voice a low growl. "Someone who knows the meaning of consent. Now, let her go."

The man's grip on my wrist drops immediately, and he stumbles back, muttering apologies. The stranger watches him go, his eyes never leaving the retreating figure until he's disappeared into the crowd.

Then, he turns to me, his expression softening. "Are you alright, little girl?"

My breath hitches at the nickname, a rush of heat flooding through me. I nod, trembling slightly, but it's not from fear. It's from something else entirely, something primal and urgent. My pussy clenches, aching with a sudden, intense need.

He's the daddy dom of my dreams, his presence commanding yet gentle, his voice a soothing rumble that makes me want to curl up against him. I don't know his name, but I know one thing for sure - I want him. I want him more than I've ever wanted anyone before.

"Thank you," I manage to say, my voice barely above a whisper.

He smiles, a small, comforting curve of his lips. "My pleasure, little one. Now, how about I get you another drink, and we can talk about what brought you to a place like this?"

I nod, my heart pounding in my chest. I don't know who this man is, but I feel safe with him. I feel seen. And for the first time in a long time, I feel like I might just belong.

I watch as he flags down the bartender, ordering a whiskey for himself and another vodka martini for me. His hand finds my knee, a warm, reassuring weight that sends a shiver of anticipation coursing through me. "Are you comfortable, little one?" he asks, his eyes searching mine with genuine concern. “If you want me to stop touching⁠—”

I emit a needy sound, cutting off his sentence. Instantly, I heat creeps up my cheeks. It must be obvious how much I sexually desire him. My nipples are hard under my dress, trying to get his attention. Begging to be stroked by his thick, rough fingers.

"Don’t stop," I murmur. “Your touch makes me feel safe.”

He arches an eyebrow. His eyebrow hairs are not gray like his actual hair, but deep brown. The same shade as my hair. He has gray eyes the color of steel, which contrasts with my warm hazel ones. I admire the deep lines on his forehead and the finer ones around his mouth. I find his maturity sexy. He makes me feel grounded.

He continues to rub circles on my thigh. Every touch sparks a rebellion in my pussy. Moisture flows easily between my legs, soaking my panties. He has a powerful effect on my body. And an even more intense effect on my emotions.

Sparks prickle against my belly, intensifying into a spiral of wild desire as his hand slides further up and he massages my upper thigh, never making the touch sexual by venturing near my pussy. If he did, he’d know how much I crave him.

My chest swells, warmth filling my ribcage when his fingers gently slide across my leg.

“It’s okay, I’ve got you. You’re safe now, babygirl.” His voice is sure and steady. The rhythm of his British accent, deep vowels and muddy consonants brings a sense of relaxation to my hammering heart. The anxiety from almost being molested fizzles.

“What’s your name?” he asks, showing me care by keeping his voice low and soothing. I’m sure a man like him commands boardrooms, that he can really shout if he wanted to. But he’s being gentle for me. To reassure me that he won’t hurt me.

“Samantha.” The lie trips over my tongue effortlessly. No matter how good his touch feels and how safe I feel with him, he’s still a stranger.

He smiles, and it transforms his face, softening the harsh lines and making him even more devastatingly handsome. "So, what brings a young American woman to a place like this in London?"

I laugh, nervously twirling a strand of hair around my finger. "Is my accent that obvious?"

"It's charming," he says, his hand squeezing my knee gently. "And yes, it's quite obvious."

I take a sip of my drink, the cool liquid emboldening me. "I just moved here for work. My best friend's dad owns an advertising company, and he offered me a job."

He raises an eyebrow, a playful glint in his eyes. "You've got that ambitious, eager glow about you."

I chuckle, feeling a warmth spread through me that has nothing to do with the alcohol.

"I don't know about ambitious and eager. I just want to make a good impression."

He leans in, his voice dropping to a low rumble. "I have no doubt you will. You've certainly made an impression on me."

I feel my heart flutter at his words, and I can't help but be drawn to his confidence, his dominance. My heart squeezes, longing for closeness with this man. I was hoping to run into someone exactly like him when I stepped into The Velvet Dungeon.

"You have a certain... vibe about you too," I say, my voice barely above a whisper. "Like you're in control. Like you're a dom."

He smiles, a slow, sensual curve of his lips. "Is that what you're looking for, little one? Someone to take control?"

I bite my lip, feeling a rush of heat between my legs. "I want to be spoiled," I confess. "In bed and out of it. I want someone to take care of me, to pamper me, to..." I trail off, feeling suddenly vulnerable.

He reaches up, tucking a strand of hair behind my ear. His fingers linger, tracing the shell of my ear, sending shivers down my spine. "You want a daddy," he says softly. "Someone who reminds you how precious you are, even when you’re being difficult."

My chest balloons. Explaining my kink usually takes a lot of effort. He’s the first person who has understood what I need better than I do.

He’s right. I don’t just want a safe space, I want to be made to feel precious, even when I’m not doing everything to be loved. I want unconditional love, the kind a Daddy feels toward his babygirl. I’m sick of trying and exhausting myself in an attempt to be noticed and loved. I got into Columbia, graduated with a degree, even landed a good job, but my dad doesn’t care. He doesn’t want to see me. To him, even if I am successful, I’m still unlovable. I’m the daughter he doesn’t want.

“I wish someone would be proud of me. I wish someone would celebrate my achievements and tell me that I matter,” I mutter. “It felt lonely to graduate from college. I worked my ass off for four years. I’m the first person in my family with a college degree. But neither of my parents came to my graduation. It made me feel like my achievement was somehow…less. That it didn’t matter at all.”

The hot older man’s hands still on my leg. “I’m sorry.”

I nod, my eyes meeting his. "Men often get scared when I tell them I want to be taken care of," I whisper. "That's what I want. Someone who cares, who celebrates me, even if it’s just in bed."

He leans in, his voice a low growl. The woody notes of his perfume press into my nostrils, climbing all the way to my brain. I feel like I’m high, like I’m floating in a fantasy. Can a guy as handsome, respectful, and understanding as the man before me really want me?

He drops his hand on mine. His palm is so big it engulfs my hand easily. His skin is rough yet warm. I shiver as his masculine warmth seeps into me, triggering a rush of adrenaline in my bloodstream. "I can be that for you, little one. I crave it, just as much as you do. I want to be needed by a woman, to take care of her, to spoil her rotten, make her feel precious and needed." His hand slides up my waist, his thumb brushing against the underside of my breast. I gasp, feeling a rush of desire course through me.

"But I'm not into the rough stuff," he continues, his voice a soft murmur. "I'm not into whips and chains and pain. I'm into pleasure. I'm into making you feel good, making you feel cherished."

I melt into his touch, my body aching for more. "That sounds perfect," I say, my voice barely a whisper.

He leans in, his lips brushing against my ear. "I want to be your daddy, little one. I want to take care of you, to spoil you, to make you feel like the most precious thing in the world."

I turn to face him, my eyes meeting his. I see sincerity in his gaze, a promise of safety and comfort and pleasure. I let my hand rest on his chest, feeling the steady beat of his heart beneath my fingertips. "I want that too," I say softly. "I want you to be my daddy."

He smiles, a gentle, loving smile that makes my heart ache with longing. "Then it's settled, little one. You're mine, and I'm yours for the night. I promise, I'm going to make you feel so good, you'll never want to leave my side."

I believe him. I believe every word he says. And as his hand slides up my waist, his thumb brushing against the underside of my breast, I know that I'm his, completely and utterly. I want him, more than I've ever wanted anyone before. I want him to be my daddy, my protector, my lover. And I know, deep down in my soul, that he wants the same thing.

The sexual tension between us is palpable, every stolen touch sending shivers of desire coursing through my veins. But it's more than just desire, more than just lust. It's a deep, emotional intimacy, a connection that feels like it's been there all along, just waiting to be discovered. And as I sit there, swept up in the warmth of his gaze, the gentleness of his touch, I know that I've found something special, something precious. I've found my daddy, and I never want to let him go.

“Then be a good girl and come to my room.” His rises from his seat. Panic fills my system. As his hand deserts me, coldness clutches at my skin. I feel the loss of his aura, his presence.

He turns and moves through the crowd, letting me decide if I want sex, giving me the option in case I’ve changed my mind.

I follow him without hesitation, leaving my drink half-finished on the counter, my heart pounding in my chest like a drumbeat, echoing the throbbing desire that pulses through my veins.

He leads me through the crowded club, his hand firmly gripping mine, a lifeline in this sea of strangers. I can feel the eyes on us, curious and envious, but I don't care. I'm with him, my daddy, and nothing else matters.

We enter a private suite, the heavy door clicking shut behind us, sealing us off from the world outside. The room is dimly lit, the air thick with anticipation. I can feel his presence behind me, his breath hot on my neck as he gently guides me towards the bed.

"Are you ready to be a good girl for daddy?" he murmurs, his voice a low rumble that sends shivers down my spine.

I nod, my breath hitching in my throat. "Yes, Daddy," I whisper.

He spins me around, his hands cupping my face, his thumbs brushing against my cheeks. His eyes, stormy gray and filled with desire, search mine.

"You're so beautiful," he says softly, caressing the column of my neck with his fingers. Soon, his fingers are replaced by his lips that trail down my throat. He presses soft kisses into my skin, drugging me with his dominant touches. I melt into him, allowing him to hold me, to cage my femininity within his muscled arms. "So precious. I'm going to worship every inch of you."

His hand moves behind my head. He grabs my hair gently and angles my head. My eyes flutter closed, tension thrumming low in my belly as I surrender to him.

His lips capture mine in a searing kiss, his tongue sweeping in to claim my mouth. I melt into him, my body pressing against his, my hands reaching up to tangle in his hair. He groans, deepening the kiss, his hands sliding down to cup my ass, pulling me against him. I can feel his hardness, pressing against me, promising pleasure and pain and everything in between.

He breaks the kiss, his breath ragged. "On the bed, babygirl," he commands, his voice firm yet gentle. "I want to see you."

I obey, climbing onto the bed, my heart pounding in my chest. He settles next to me, stroking my tight buds through my dress. I writhe as my nipples grow into hard points, desperate to be touched skin-to-skin.

“Please…Daddy…touch me. I want to feel you,” I beg.

“Is it okay if Daddy takes off your clothes?” I love that he’s still asking for my consent. He sounds like a real Daddy trying to make me feel comfortable, not wanting to cross any personal boundaries.

“Yes,” I answer. “I’d love for you to undress me.”

He turns me gently, enough to unzip my dress. My nerves tingle when he drags the fabric down my body, skimming the flare of my hips. He unclasps my bra next, dragging it away to expose my heavy breasts. Cold air brushes my nipples.

He pushes my breasts together before bending to press his lips against my swollen buds. A sharp bolt of ecstasy jolts me. I press my thighs together, fighting the storm building in my pussy.

“Your nipples look so ripe and juicy like candies. I want to taste them.”

“They’re yours,” my response comes before my brain has fully processed his words.

The next minute, his mouth comes down on my aching bud, trapping it in his hot, wet mouth. His tongue surges against my boob, teasing my hard peak, eliciting cries from me.

I moan. It feels so good to be pleasured leisurely, savored. Even though he said he wouldn’t be rough, he bites my thick nipple, sending flurries of rapture coiling through my blood. Tension grows taut in my belly, pulling tight. Heat explodes in my wet channel.

“Oh my god, that was so good.” I groan when his tongue soothes the places where his teeth grazed. I feel my bones liquefying, my body turning into a puddle for him. His insanely good at pleasuring my body, at drawing intense feelings from me.

He shifts his attention to my other breast, working his tongue against my juicy bud, teasing it until my pussy leaks like a faucet, more than ready to be filled with cock. Sparks prick my boobs, zapping my groin with pleasure.

When he removes his mouth, I already want him inside me.

“You taste so sweet.” He leaves a trail of kisses between my breasts, venturing all the way down my stomach to the apex of my thighs.

He sucks my pubic mound, licking the needy nub of my clit through my lace panties. I arch my back, giving in to his masterful mouth, grinding my pussy against his face like a whore.

My clit throbs, swollen and heavy with desire. The slide of my panties against my slick folds produces friction that spears into my core, igniting a fire.

When he sucks on my clit, I scream, “Daddy!”

He teases my folds, my clit, with his mouth, licking, pinching, sucking, and driving me to the brink of shattering. Pressure gathers low in my belly, heavy and tense, ready to snap.

He removes his mouth from me. His eyes are hazed with lust, pupils dilated. “I can’t stop tasting you. You taste like honey everywhere, babygirl.”

“Please take off my panties. I want to feel your mouth on my bare skin,” I say.

The way he studies my body, like it’s the most gorgeous treasure in the world, makes my pussy clench. Then he obliges me, tearing my panties off in a smooth motion.

I gasp at his impatience, when has been savoring me slowly all this time.

I lie back, my body on display for him, my breath coming in short, sharp gasps. He stands at the foot of the bed, his eyes roaming over me, his expression one of pure, unadulterated desire.

"Spread your legs for daddy," he says, his voice a low growl. "Let me see that pretty pussy."

I do as he says, spreading my legs wide, exposing myself to him. I can feel the cool air on my heated flesh, the wetness that already coats my thighs. He groans, his eyes locked on my pussy, his hands reaching for his belt.

"You're so wet, little one," he says, his voice filled with awe. "So ready for daddy."

He climbs onto the bed, his body covering mine, his lips capturing mine in another searing kiss. His hands roam over my body, worshipping every inch, every curve. He cups my breasts, his thumbs brushing against my nipples, sending sparks of pleasure coursing through me. I arch into his touch, moaning into his mouth, my body aching for more.

He breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down my neck, his teeth nipping at my flesh. He moves lower, his tongue circling my nipples, his mouth sucking and biting, driving me wild. I can feel the pleasure building inside me, a tight knot of desire that threatens to consume me.

He moves lower still, his lips and tongue tracing a path down my stomach, his hands gripping my hips. He settles between my legs, his breath hot on my pussy. I can feel his gaze on me, intense and hungry.

"You want to be filled, don’t you, little one?" he murmurs, his voice a low rumble. "Made mine?"

I nod, my breath hitching in my throat. "Yes, daddy," I whisper. "Please."

He smiles, a slow, sensual curve of his lips. "Good girl," he says softly. And then his mouth is on me. He drags his tongue up and down my wet folds while I drench his face with my pussy juices. I can’t stop my cunt from leaking. He arouses me unlike anyone else.

“So wet for Daddy. You’re dripping for my cock like a good girl.” His tongue caresses between my folds. Exhilarating sensations crowd my belly, spreading into my pussy, making me crave the release only he can provide. I push my hips upward, seeking more of his tongue, moaning when his stubble prickles against my sensitive flesh.

I cry out, my body arching off the bed, my hands fisting the sheets. The pleasure is intense, overwhelming, like nothing I've ever felt before. He feasts on me, his tongue delving deep into my pussy hole, exploring parts of me that have never been explored. His hands grip my hips, holding me in place when I start rolling my hips, seeking the painful friction of his stubble against my slick folds.

His fingers dig into me, imprinting me with the depth of his hunger for my body. I’ve never been needed or devoured like this. Ecstasy lashes at me from every angle. My nipples are throbbing from his caresses while my pussy is on fire. I can feel the orgasm building, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatens to consume me.

"Come for daddy," he murmurs against my flesh. "Let me taste your sweet release."

And I do. I come undone, my body shaking, my cry echoing through the room. His tongue plunges in and out of my pussy, drawing every last shudder, every last gasp. And when I finally come down, he's there, his body covering mine, his lips capturing mine in a tender kiss.

"Good girl," he murmurs against my mouth. "My good girl. Daddy is so proud of you."

My heart skips a beat, my pulse jumping like a racehorse. Tears sting behind my eyes. I’m embarrassed by how much his words affect me. His tone was so loving it made my entire body clench. Fear coils through me whispering ugly realities in my ear, ‘He’s lying’, ‘He didn’t mean it’, ‘He pities you because you never had a father.’

He just praised me a little and I’m already on the verge of crying.

“Why?” I choke out. My voice is sharp and loud, startling him.

Puzzlement knits his brows together. The lines between them deepen. “Why what?”

“Why are you proud of me?”

“Because you came for me like a good girl. Because you trusted me and opened yourself up to me.” He takes my hand, guiding it between his legs. He fits my palm over his erection. It’s massive, so big I can’t contain it within my tiny palm. I run my fingers over his thick cock, feeling the veins bulging through the surface. My pussy walls shiver in anticipation of feeling that inside me. “This is what you do to me, babygirl.”

I can feel his hardness, pressing against me, promising more pleasure. I reach for him, my hands wrapping around his length, stroking him, guiding him to my entrance.

He groans, his forehead resting against mine. "Are you sure?" he asks, his voice gentle yet firm. "Once I take you, you're mine. No going back."

I nod, my eyes meeting his. "I want to be yours."

He smiles, a soft, loving smile that makes my heart ache with longing. And then he's pushing inside me, filling me, stretching my pussy more than it has been stretched before.

I cry out, the pleasure intense, overwhelming. My pussy is being filled to the brim. His massive cock parts my wet, unprotected walls. Delicious friction tickles my insides as his dick surges deeper inside my snug channel, pushing past my resistance to reach that forbidden spot in my cunt.

My eyelids curl closed when his head stimulates my G-spot. Waves of rapture waterfall down my spine, radiating to every cell in my body. I cry.

He stills, his body trembling, his breath ragged. "You feel so good, little one," he groans. "So tight. So perfect."

“Oh my god, you’re so big, Daddy,” I say. “But I love taking you.”

“I’m going to mold your pussy in the shape of my cock. I’ll ruin you for every other man. That way, you’ll crave me forever.”

He starts to move, his hips thrusting, his cock sliding in and out of me. He grinds his rough length against my soft walls, surging deeper with every stroke. Fire trails up my spine. My brain feels numb when he hastens his pace, plowing into my cunt in hard, fast strokes.

The pleasure builds, a slow, steady burn that consumes me. He worships my body, his hands and mouth everywhere, his words a steady stream of soft, dirty talk that drives me wild.

"You're mine, little one," he groans, his voice a low rumble. "All mine. Only mine."

I can feel the pleasure building, a tight knot of desire that threatens to consume me. He thrusts deeper, harder, his body claiming mine, his words a constant reminder of who I belong to.

"Come for daddy, little one," he commands, his voice firm yet gentle. "Let me feel you come all over my cock."

And I do. I come undone, my body shaking, my cry echoing through the room. He follows me over the edge, his cock pulsing, his release filling me, marking me, making me his.

He pumps me full of cum, shooting load after load of semen into my raw pussy. I don’t even care that I’m not on any birth control. I’ll worry about that later. For now, I want to be filled by my Daddy. I want to feel his seed swimming inside my cunt, a proof of our union.

He collapses on top of me, his body trembling, his breath ragged. I can feel his heart pounding against mine, his cock still inside me, his release leaking out, a constant reminder of who I belong to.

He rolls off me, pulling me into his arms, his lips pressing a tender kiss to my forehead. "You're mine now, little one," he murmurs. "All mine."

I melt into his embrace, my body sated, my heart full. I've never felt like this before, never felt so cherished, so treasured, so loved. He holds me until I fall asleep, his words a soft, gentle lullaby that sends me into the sweetest dreams.

"Daddy's here, little one," he whispers, his voice the last thing I hear before sleep takes me. "Daddy's always here."
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Sienna






Morning light filters
 through the heavy curtains, casting a golden glow over the opulent bedroom. I stretch lazily, my body aching in all the right places—a delicious reminder of the night before. My heart skips a beat as I remember the man who possessed me, who made me feel wanted and cherished beyond measure.

I slide out of bed, the plush carpet soft against my bare feet. The house feels sprawling and foreign without Zara here, but there’s a comforting familiarity in the air, like I’ve been here before in a dream. I take a quick shower, the water easing the soreness from my muscles, and then dress in a pencil skirt and a crisp white shirt. It’s my first day at work and I want to show my best self.

Descending the grand staircase, the house seems even more palatial in the daylight. The scent of breakfast—fresh pastries and coffee—fills the air, and I follow it to the dining room. The cook, a warm and matronly woman, greets me with a smile and a steaming cup of coffee.

"Good morning, Miss Sienna. Help yourself to breakfast," she says kindly, gesturing to the spread on the table.

I’m about to thank her when my eyes are drawn to the man sitting at the head of the table. My heart stops. It’s him. The man from the club. The man who called me "good girl" and held me in his arms all night. I still smell like his perfume even though I showered.

His eyes widen in shock, his fork clattering onto his plate. His jaw clenches, the muscles in his neck tensing. "What the hell are you doing here?" he growls, his voice a low, dangerous rumble.

I stand rooted to the spot, my mind racing. "I—I live here," I stammer, feeling my cheeks flush with embarrassment and confusion.

The cook steps in, her voice firm but gentle. "Sir, this is Sienna Blake. Zara's friend. She moved in yesterday."

Damian’s eyes flick from me to the cook, a look of realization dawning on his face. His shoulders slump slightly, and he runs a hand through his salt and pepper hair. "I apologize," he says, his voice sounding strained. "I didn’t realize."

The cook nods, satisfied, and retreats to the kitchen, leaving us alone. The air between us is thick with tension, the warmth from the night before replaced by a palpable coldness.

I take a seat at the table, my hands shaking as I reach for the coffee. The room feels too small, the air too thin. My internal monologue is screaming, "Of all the people, why did it have to be him?" The man who made me feel so safe, so treasured, is now staring at me like I’m a ghost.

Damian clears his throat, his voice steady but distant. "Sienna, last night was...a mistake. It can’t happen again."

“It wasn’t a mistake for me,” I say, balling my fingers into fists. “I don’t know about you, but I enjoyed it. I liked the way you treated me. I’m still feeling sore.”

Damian’s eyes widen, something like regret passing in them. The lines on his face deepen when he tightens his jaw muscles. “I didn’t plan to hurt you.”

“I’m not hurt. My body is just…not used to taking a cock your size.”

Damian rubs his temples but it’s clear he’s fighting with himself. He drops his eyelids as if he’s exasperated by dealing with me. The fears nesting at the back of my brain return in full force, telling me that I’m being a nuisance, that everything he said last night was a lie, part of his seduction.

I’m an idiot for thinking he even meant a single word.

Damian pushes to his feet, striding away from the dining table, his breakfast plate untouched. My heart shrinks. Does he hate me so much he’d sacrifice is breakfast to avoid me?

But he surprises me by returning a few moments later. He’s so tall, impeccably dressed in a three-piece slate gray suit that I couldn’t see when he was sitting down. His maroon tie pops against his tan skin. The stubble that left bruises on my inner thighs is nowhere to be seen this morning. He must have shaved. I wonder what time he got home.

His salt and pepper hair is gelled back into a neat hairstyle. The memory of my fingers tangling through his soft hair, teasing his scalp return in full-force. Heat coils in my core. It’s only 8 am and I’m wet for my best friend’s dad.

He puts something down beside my breakfast plate.

“Painkillers,” he informs me in a droll tone. “Take them. I don’t want you sore and aching on your first day at work.”

Despite the coldness in his expression, the icy exterior, his kind gesture tells me that he’s still the Daddy I met last night. He can’t stop taking care of me. It’s part of his nature. And that makes me want to cry. I met the perfect guy, the most caring, dominant man. And he had to turn out to be my best friend’s dad.

I know what we did was wrong. Zara would be so angry if she found out I’d banged her dad at a sex club.

I already know Mr. Wolfe going to say something bad because he averts his gaze.

“Sienna. I want you to forget about what happened last night. It should never have happened. If I’d know who you were, I swear I wouldn’t have touched you. You’re Zara’s friend. Any sexual entanglement between us would be highly inappropriate.” He sounds like he’s reciting a HR handbook. Gone is the warm tone and easy banter. “It was just another night for me. I’m sorry if I made you believe otherwise.”

My heart sinks. I wanted the man from last night—the gentle, caring daddy who made me feel like I was the center of his world. But now, all I see is a cold, guarded stranger.

"I understand," I say softly, my voice barely audible. But inside, I’m crumbling. I loved the way he touched me, the way he held me, the way he whispered "good girl" in my ear. I’d hoped for more, hoped he’d be the same man outside of the club.

He sits back down, digging into his breakfast. Silence permeates the air. It’s so quiet, it could be a funeral.

Our hands brush as we reach for the same dish, and the contact sends a jolt of electricity through me. Damian pulls back quickly, his eyes avoiding mine. The sexual tension is still there, crackling between us like an invisible force, but he’s shutting it down, shutting me out.

"We have to work together," he says, his voice firm. "We need to keep things professional."

I nod, my heart heavy. "Yes, of course."

He rises from his seat, his chair scraping loudly against the polished floor. "Good. I’ll see you at the office. Don’t be late."

With that, he leaves the room, his footsteps echoing down the hall. I’m left alone, my heart aching, my mind a whirlwind. The coincidence of finding my "daddy" in Damian Wolfe, Zara’s father, is almost too much to bear. We’ll be living under the same roof, working together, and yet, he’s made it clear that last night was a one-time thing.

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself. I have to be strong, have to put on a brave face. But inside, I feel shattered. I wanted so much more from him—the kindness, the gentleness, the protectiveness. But now, it feels like a distant dream, one that I can never have again.

As I finish my breakfast, my heart aches for the man I met last night, the daddy who made me feel so cherished. But now, I have to face the reality—he’s gone, and in his place is a cold, distant stranger who wants nothing to do with me.

I take one last sip of my coffee, the bitter taste lingering on my tongue as I brace myself for the day ahead. It won’t be easy, but I have to try. I have to be strong, for myself and for the new life I’m trying to build in London. And maybe, just maybe, I can find a way to heal the wounds that Damian Wolfe unknowingly left in my heart.



























* * *




The towering
 glass and steel structure of Wolfe & Hawthorne HQ looms before me, a modern monolith that seems to touch the very sky. Canary Wharf bustles with an energy that's both exhilarating and intimidating, a hub of corporate titans and power players. The building, sleek and imposing, reflects the sun in a dazzling array of light, casting intricate patterns on the ground below.

As I step through the revolving doors, the air inside is cool and charged with a palpable sense of urgency. The lobby is vast, adorned with abstract art and high-tech installations that scream innovation and success. The reception desk, a gleaming marble edifice, is manned by a young woman with a professional smile and a Bluetooth headset.

"Good morning, welcome to Wolfe & Hawthorne," she greets me, her voice polished and efficient. "How may I assist you?"

"I'm Sienna Blake, here for my first day in the Marketing Department," I say, trying to keep my voice steady and confident.

She nods, tapping away at her keyboard. "One moment, Miss Blake. I'll have someone escort you up."

I take a seat, my heart pounding in my chest. The nervous energy coursing through me is a mix of excitement and trepidation. This is it—the first step into my new career, my new life. But the specter of last night hangs over me, the memory of Damian's touch, his voice, his eyes. I shake my head, trying to clear my thoughts. I need to focus.

A few moments later, a young woman dressed in a sharp suit approaches me. "Sienna? I'm Emily, one of the interns. I'll show you to the Marketing Department."

I follow her to the elevators, the hum of activity around us a constant reminder of the importance of this place. As we ascend, she turns to me, her expression serious. "I should warn you, Leona Voss, the Marketing Director, can be a bit...intimidating. She's tough, and she doesn't suffer fools gladly."

I nod, taking in her words. "Thanks for the heads-up."

The elevator doors open to reveal a sprawling open-concept office space. The walls are adorned with award plaques and campaign posters, a testament to the company's achievements. Glass-walled conference rooms and private offices line the perimeter, offering a sense of transparency and modernity.

Emily leads me to a large office with a frosted glass door. She knocks gently before opening it. "Leona, this is Sienna Blake, the new intern."

Leona Voss looks up from her desk, her eyes appraising me critically. She's in her early forties, her hair pulled back into a severe bun, her suit tailored to perfection. Her gaze is sharp, her expression unreadable.

"Sienna Blake," she says, her voice clipped. "Welcome to Wolfe & Hawthorne. I assume you're aware of our reputation and the high standards we maintain here."

I nod, feeling a flush of nervousness creep up my neck. "Yes, ma'am. I'm eager to learn and contribute."

She raises an eyebrow, her lips pursing slightly. "Eager, are you? We'll see about that. Follow me."

She leads me out of her office and into a conference room. A presentation is already set up, detailing the company's achievements and current projects. She nods towards a chair, and I sit, my back straight, my hands folded in my lap.

"Wolfe & Hawthorne is one of the premier advertising agencies in the world," she begins, her voice lecturing. "We've worked with some of the biggest brands, and our campaigns have won numerous awards. We expect nothing but the best from our employees, and that includes interns."

She clicks through the presentation, highlighting key achievements and expectations. The company's success is staggering, and the bar is set high. I nod, taking mental notes, determined to prove myself.

"You'll be working closely with my team," she continues. "I expect punctuality, efficiency, and a willingness to learn. Any mistakes, and you're out. Do you understand?"

I swallow, feeling the weight of her words. "Yes, ma'am. I understand."

She nods, her expression softening slightly. "Good. Now, let's get you started."

As we leave the conference room, Emily pulls me aside. "Keep your head down," she whispers. "Leona is known for being tough, and she fires people easily. Just do your best and try to stay out of her line of fire."

I nod, grateful for her advice. Between avoiding Damian and impressing Leona, I have my work cut out for me. The road ahead is fraught with challenges, but I'm determined to succeed. I've come too far to let anything stand in my way.

As I settle into my desk, the hum of the office around me is a constant reminder of the opportunities and pitfalls that lie ahead. I take a deep breath, steeling myself for the challenges to come. This is my chance to prove myself, to make a name in this industry.

And despite the turmoil of last night and the looming presence of Damian Wolfe, I'm ready to rise to the occasion. I'm ready to make my mark at Wolfe & Hawthorne, no matter what it takes.

The day flies by in a whirlwind of meetings, briefings, and countless introductions. By the time lunch rolls around, I'm already feeling the strain of Leona's high expectations. I find a quiet corner in the break room, pull out my phone, and see Zara's cheerful face smiling at me through the screen.

"Hey, Sienna!" Zara chirps, her voice filled with its usual warmth. "How's your first day going? Show me around the office!"

I smile, trying to mask the tumult of emotions inside me. "It's going...well," I say, panning the phone around to give her a quick tour. "The office is amazing, and everyone is really professional."

Zara grins, propping herself up on her pillows. "I wish I could be there with you. I'm still stuck here, feeling like crap. The doctor said it'll be at least two weeks until I'm fully recovered."

I frown sympathetically. "Take your time, Zara. You need to get better."

She nods, then her expression brightens. "But hey, at least Dad's there to take care of you, right? He's cold as hell, but he'll take care of you."

My stomach twists at the mention of Damian. "Yeah," I say, forcing a smile. "He's...professional." The lie tastes bitter on my tongue, but I can't bring myself to tell Zara the truth.

Zara giggles. "That's Dad for you. But don't worry, he's got a good heart underneath all that ice. Just give him time."

I nod, feeling a pang of guilt. Zara has no idea about the electric chemistry between her father and me, or the forbidden desires that still linger in my mind. My body is still humming with the memories of last night, the touch of his hands, the sound of his voice.

We chat for a while longer, but the conversation feels strained on my end. I'm torn between the loyalty I feel for my best friend and the undeniable attraction I have for her father. It's wrong, I know it is, but I can't stop wanting him.

As the workday ends, I make my way back to the Mayfair mansion, my heart heavy with conflicting emotions. The house is quiet, the cook informs me that Damian won't be home for dinner. I eat alone, the silence oppressive and the food tasteless despite its gourmet preparation.

I retire to my room early, trying to lose myself in a book, but my mind is elsewhere. I can't focus, can't shake the feeling of anticipation that grips me. As the night deepens, I hear it—the slow, heavy footsteps outside my door. They pause, as if hesitating, before continuing down the hall.

My heart pounds in my chest. I know it's Damian. I can feel his presence, his worry, even through the closed door. He's probably wondering if I'm okay, if last night meant more to me than it should have. But I can't face him, not now, not with the memories of our encounter still fresh in my mind.

I hug my knees to my chest, the book forgotten on the bed beside me. The house is quiet, but my thoughts are a storm of emotions. I'm torn between what I want and what I know is right. I'm falling for a man I can't have, a man who is off-limits in every way.

But despite the turmoil, there's a part of me that craves his touch, his voice, his protective presence. I long for the daddy who made me feel safe and cherished, the man who brought my deepest desires to life.

As I drift off to sleep, the image of Damian's stormy gray eyes lingers in my mind, a haunting reminder of the forbidden love that I can't shake off. Tomorrow is a new day, a new chance to prove myself at Wolfe & Hawthorne. But tonight, all I can think about is him—the man who has captured my heart and set my soul on fire.
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Damian






The numbers
 on the screen blur.

Not because I don’t know them—hell, I’ve memorized every percentage point, every slide, every forecast before the team ever saw them—but because I can feel her. The moment she stepped into the room, it was like gravity shifted. The air pulled taut. My pulse kicked.

Sienna.

I don’t look at her. I can’t. Not with ten department heads, two VPs, and a handful of wide-eyed interns hanging on my every word. Not with the memory of her still etched into my hands—soft skin, whispered gasps, eyes full of trust and something deeper I dare not name.

I keep my eyes on the screen. I pace slowly as I speak. I use business jargon like a shield. Metrics. Conversion rates. Client retention. Anything to stay grounded.

Anything to keep from unraveling.

Because the girl sitting three chairs down from me—the one taking notes with a too-steady hand and her lip caught between her teeth—is the same girl who curled into my chest last night. Who let me hold her after. Who called me something I hadn’t realized I missed hearing.

Daddy.

My throat tightens.

It shouldn’t have happened. If I had known—if there had been the slightest hint that she was connected to Zara, I would’ve walked away. I tell myself that. I try to believe it. But the truth is, even now, a part of me still doesn’t want to walk away.

That’s the part that scares me most.

I grip the edge of the conference table as I turn toward the next slide. The motion puts her in my peripheral vision. Just for a heartbeat. She’s sitting so still, but her fingers are curled tightly in her lap. Her shoulders tense. She’s trying not to look at me. I wish I could say the same.

Her hair is swept back today. Professional. Neat. But I remember how it felt against my palm. How easily she melted under my touch.

Focus.

I clear my throat. “Miss Blake,” I say, forcing my tone into something impersonal, something cold. “You’ll lead the post-meeting follow-up. Deliverables should be on my desk by eight sharp.”

She doesn’t falter. “Of course,” she replies, calm and composed.

Good. She’s playing her part. It’s what I asked for.

But something in me aches at how polite she sounds.

The meeting wraps. Chairs scrape. Conversations pick up in clusters. I gather my folder, nod at Leona, and turn to leave.

And then I do something reckless.

I hesitate.

Just one second. One breath.

I don’t even look at her. But I feel her look at me.

And for that brief moment, the whole room falls away. It’s just us again—quiet, tense, unfinished.

But this time, I don’t go to her. I don’t reach for her hand. I walk out.

Because whatever connection I felt—whatever tenderness she unlocked in me—can’t come before my daughter.

It can’t come before Zara.

And if that means staying silent... if it means pretending last night never happened...

Then so be it.

Even if it’s the first real thing I’ve felt in years.

Everybody shuffles out of the meeting room one by one. Sienna is one of the last to leave. I wait for her silhouette to disappear before following her out. I can control my actions, my body, but I can’t control my heart. I can’t control the taboo emotions that surface when she’s around me. The lust that pumps through my veins, demanding to be sated. Even if I buried my cock inside her a hundred more times, it wouldn’t be enough to satiate her. Her pussy was unforgettable, tight and wet and so ready for my cock.

I’ve never fit inside anyone so well. I pumped her full of cum and god, it felt like the first real release in years. I know I shouldn’t have done it. I should have been careful, but Sienna shattered my carefully-constructed walls and razed my common sense within minutes of meeting her.

She’s dangerous, like a drug I can’t help but consume even knowing it’ll destroy me in the end.

I sigh, a heavy, angsty sigh, as I exit the meeting room, having wasted too long ruminating about a girl I have no business thinking about.

I shouldn’t have paused.

That single moment back in the conference room—one step slower than I should’ve taken, one breath longer than necessary—was enough to loosen something I’ve been holding too tightly.

It doesn’t matter that I walked away.

It doesn’t matter that I didn’t look at her.

Because my body remembers. My mind remembers. And when the elevator doors slide open and I find her standing there, alone with a stack of folders clutched to her chest, I know I’m not ready for this.

Not for the silence.

Not for the proximity.

Not for her.

She startles slightly when I step inside. “Mr. Wolfe,” she says, her voice soft but steady.

“Miss Blake,” I reply, keeping my tone clipped. Distant. Safe.

I press the button for the top floor. The doors close, sealing us in a capsule of polished chrome and tension.

The silence grows. Expands.

I should say something—ask about her workload, remind her about the deadline, offer feedback. Something professional. Something impersonal.

But all I can think about is the way her breath hitched when I touched her hand earlier. How the scent of her perfume still lingers faintly in the air—warm and sweet, like vanilla and temptation.

She shifts slightly beside me, the folders slipping in her grip.

The elevator jolts.

It’s nothing—barely a tremor—but she loses her balance. Reflex, instinct, muscle memory—call it what you will—I catch her. One hand at her waist. The other at her back.

She gasps softly, her eyes flying up to meet mine.

And just like that, we’re back in that other place.

The club. The bedroom. The night neither of us will forget.

Her body is so close I can feel the heat radiating off her skin. Her lips part slightly. My hands are still on her waist, and my fingers flex of their own accord—because they remember how she felt.

Delicate.

Trusting.

Mine.

“Careful,” I murmur. My voice is low, rough. Too rough.

Her eyes are wide, lips trembling. “Thank you.”

I step back quickly, letting go like I’ve been burned.

“I’ll… see you on the floor,” I say, hating how hollow it sounds.

She nods. “Of course, Mr. Wolfe.”

The elevator dings. The doors slide open. She steps out first.

I wait a beat before following.

Because if I move too fast, I might do something I’ll regret.

And if I wait too long, I might regret not doing it more.






* * *




I fail
 to focus on work all afternoon.

All I can hear is the sound of her voice, calling me daddy in a hoarse, breathy whisper as I unloaded every drop of cum inside her unprotected pussy.

All I can see is the way she looked at me in the elevator. The way her body softened in my hands—like it remembered me too.

I rub a hand over my face and stand, crossing to the glass wall of my office that overlooks the floor below. My eyes scan the open-concept workspace, searching for her before I even realize what I’m doing.

And then I see her.

Sienna.

She’s standing by the copy machine, a coffee mug in one hand, a folder in the other. Her posture is relaxed. Her smile is real. And she’s laughing—soft, light, effortless—with someone.

A man.

One of the junior analysts. Young. Polished. Too handsome for his own good.

He’s leaning in slightly as he talks to her, and something in me ignites—low and mean and burning.

I clench my jaw.

She touches his arm—just for a second, just a light tap—but it might as well be a punch to my chest.

I can’t hear what they’re saying, but it doesn’t matter. I hear the laughter. See the way she tilts her head, the way her hair spills over her shoulder, the way she lights up.

I know that look. I made her laugh like that. Last night. The night before everything got complicated. The night before I reminded her—and myself—that this can’t happen again.

But I also remember what she said at the breakfast table.


I’m still feeling sore.


The words echo, unbidden.

My fists curl at my sides.

I watch the guy smile at her again. He says something that makes her laugh harder, her head tilting back, her eyes closing for a second.

She looks beautiful when she laughs.

Unburdened. Warm. Alive.

And it shouldn’t matter. She’s not mine. Not anymore. Not ever, not really.

But it does matter.

Because I want her to look like that for me. Only me.

The knock on my door startles me.

I turn away from the glass too fast. “What?”

My assistant blinks. “Mr. Wolfe? Your meeting with the Board has been moved to three.”

I nod curtly. “Fine. Close the door.”

As the door shuts behind her, I exhale through my nose, hard and fast, then move to my desk, palms flat against the wood. My reflection stares up from the glossy surface—hard eyes, tense jaw, the faintest flush at my collar.

Jealousy is a foreign thing. It’s not something I let myself feel. Not in boardrooms. Not in bed.

But Sienna Blake brings out every buried instinct I thought I’d killed long ago.

Possessiveness. Obsession. Hunger.

And right now, I want nothing more than to remind her that she’s mine.

Even if I’ve already told her she can’t be.
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Damian






The house is too quiet.


It’s nearly midnight by the time I push open the front door, the familiar weight of Mayfair silence pressing in around me. The driver offered to wait. I waved him off. I needed the solitude. Needed to breathe something that didn’t smell like strategy meetings and overpriced cologne.

My briefcase feels heavier than usual. My suit is stiff with the weight of a fourteen-hour day. A migraine pulses behind my right eye, sharp and unrelenting.

I don’t bother turning on the lights.

I know every step of this place. Every shadow. Every empty hallway.

But lately… the house isn’t always empty.

I find her in the den. Sienna. Curled on the couch with a book in her lap, wearing one of Zara’s oversized sweatshirts and thick socks that slide halfway off her feet. A mug steams on the table beside her. Herbal tea, probably. She looks up as I enter, her expression shifting immediately.

Concern. Not fear. Not nervousness.

Just genuine concern.

“You look tired,” she says softly, closing her book.

“I am,” I reply. My voice is hoarse. I don’t bother clearing it.

She watches me for a beat. “Headache?”

I nod, loosening my tie. The knot has been suffocating me since noon.

She stands, tentative but graceful. “I could… give you a massage. If you want.”

I freeze mid-motion.

My brow arches. “That’s not a good idea.”

Her hands rise in surrender, palms open. “It’s not like that. I mean it. Nothing sexual. I promise. I’ve already forgotten what happened between us.”

She says it lightly.

Like it didn’t keep me awake three nights in a row.

I should say no.

I should walk upstairs, shut my door, and remind myself why I built walls in the first place.

But my headache throbs again. And her voice—her softness, her steadiness—it gets under my skin.

“Fine,” I murmur. “Just a few minutes.”

She smiles gently and gestures to the armchair across from the fireplace.

I sit. I brace myself.

Her hands—small, warm—press against my temples first, moving with featherlight pressure. I exhale slowly, the tension in my jaw releasing slightly.

Then her thumbs sweep along my forehead, easing the furrows I didn’t know were there. When she moves behind me to knead the base of my neck, I groan before I can stop myself. My cock jerks when her soft tits press against the back of my head, reminding me of the hard peaks I kissed that night at the club. I wish I could press my head against her soft breasts and hear her heartbeat as I fall asleep.

It has been ages since I shared intimacy with anyone except my pillow. But the truth is, I slept better with my head against my late wife’s chest. I need human warmth, human touch, human closeness. I need to know there’s someone for me to love at the end of the day and that she’ll love me back the same. That’s why I go to the club every now and then. I don’t indulge too much, because that would make the weeks I have to go without touching anybody unbearable.

“Better?” she asks, her breath brushing my ear.

“Don’t get cocky.”

But I relax into her touch anyway.

Her hands work my shoulders next, slow and methodical. I feel the day peeling away. One knot at a time. One breath at a time. Blissful relaxation eases my muscles, dissolving the tension of the day.

“You’re really tense,” she murmurs.

“I run an empire,” I say dryly. “Tension comes with the territory.”

Silence stretches between us for a few seconds—comfortable, heavy. Her breasts push harder against my neck. My cock is swelling in my pants. I’m lucky she doesn’t notice, too absorbed in what she’s doing. When I fucked her that night at the club, I envisioned this: cozy, quiet cosmetic moments spent at my house.

But I pushed the vision away. Because it was dangerous to cling to something I couldn’t have. I knew she was too young and though she was willing, I wasn’t willing to take the risk of making a woman a part of my life again.

“You ever talk to anyone about it?” she asks.

“About what?”

“Everything you carry.”

I huff a laugh, low and tired. “Used to. My wife.”

Her hands still. I don't know why I say it. But the words spill before I can stop them.

“She died seventeen years ago. Car accident. A month before she was due.”

Sienna is silent. But her breath shakes, letting me know that my words affected her. Her hands resume their rhythm—gentle, present, unwavering. Digging into the sore muscles in my neck, relieving the tension stored in my body.

“She was the only one who ever saw all of me,” I continue. “I didn’t have to pretend with her. Didn’t have to be this.”

I gesture vaguely—at the house, the suit, the man I wear like armor.

“Who do you talk to now?” Sienna asks, her hands gliding effortlessly even though there’s no oil on my skin.

I don’t look at her. “Myself.”

There’s a pause. Then her voice, soft but certain: “That’s not enough.”

I turn slightly, just enough to see her face. She’s watching me with an expression that steals my breath—kind, open, fierce in a quiet way. Her hazel eyes catch the light from the chandelier on the ceiling. Golden flecks are sprinkled in her irises. Her pupils and big, giving her an innocent look. The urge to sweep her up in my arms, kiss her and call her my babygirl is overwhelming.

She’s being such a good girl, taking care of her overworked Daddy. I forgot that this relationship goes both ways. That it’s better when I’m with a nurturing woman who relishes taking care of me during my vulnerable moments. Sienna is so young yet she’s nothing like girls her age. I mean, I know Zara is kind, too, but she has never notice my tiredness. She usually has her nose buried in her phone.

I quickly erase the thought. No matter how much of a wonderful caretaker Sienna is, she’s entirely inappropriate for me. Even if I don’t care about our age gap, I care about the fact that she’s Zara’s friend. I can’t take advantage of her.

“No matter how dominant or powerful you are,” she says, “you still need someone. A safe space. Everyone does.”

I say nothing. But something inside me clenches.

I want to tell her she’s wrong. That solitude is strength. That vulnerability is weakness. That I don’t need softness—I only need control.

But I don’t believe it.

Not anymore.

Sienna clears her throat, realizing she overstepped. “I’m sorry. But I’m curious. What was your wife like?”

The sentence I was about to voice sticks in my throat like gum: she was a lot like you.


“She could sense when I needed her and she’s always be by my side, soothing away my worries. She was so generous with her warmth, so giving and kind.”

“So she was emotionally intelligent.” Sienna snorts. “Wonder why she married a cold, emotionally reserved guy like you.”

“Opposites attract,” I retort. “I knew she was too good for me, but I couldn’t stop wanting her.”

Just like I can’t stop wanting Sienna. She might be more forthright and determined than my late wife, but she feeds the same part of my soul. Makes me feel whole when I’m drained and depleted.

I can’t deny the emotional need she stirs in me. This is beyond the lust and physical desire I always feel for her.

This is dangerous territory. I’ve never been in my feelings, not since my wife passes away. And I refuse to be dreaming about meeting my emotional needs with a twenty-three-year old employee whom I should be protecting, not fantasizing about .

But I can’t remember to hate her, not with her hands on me, undoing years of tension with every careful press of her fingers. Her skin is soft against mine, giving me something I can never give myself—forgiveness. My wife was good at that, too, good at seeing the parts of me that made me lovable, good at framing my vices as strengths. She made me feel supported. With her, I had a soft place to land.

I haven’t allowed myself to dwell on her death too much. I could barely grieve because Zara was still young and she needed the one parent she had to be present. I couldn’t disappear into an abyss of depression and wallow in my grief. So I buried it all, promising to carry that burden alone for the rest of my life.

Sienna’s hands shift against my sore muscles, erasing the burdens of the day as she makes easy conversation with me.

I close my eyes, feeling drowsy. Letting myself be swept up by the sweetness of the moment, allowing someone else to take care of me.

“That’s all done.” Sienna pulls her hands away, leaving me with a cold hollowness in my stomach.

I come to my feet and stretch my shoulder. I’m so sleepy after that massage, I could fall into bed and fall asleep straight away. My headache is better.

But I don’t even look back at Sienna.

I don’t say thank you.

I don’t call her my babygirl or tell her what a good girl she has been, helping Daddy.

For the first time in years, I let someone touch me… without bracing for impact.

And that says more than I’m ready to admit.






* * *




A week.
 That’s all it’s been. But I’m already coming undone.

Every morning, Sienna is there—in my kitchen, sipping coffee like she owns the sunlight. Every afternoon, she’s across the office floor, surrounded by polished professionals who have no idea how close I am to losing control.

Sienna Blake.

Zara’s best friend. A Columbia graduate. One of the sharpest minds in the marketing department. Not someone I can brush off with a memo.

She’s a full-time employee. Talented. Articulate. Driven.

And utterly off-limits.

And yet—I can’t stop watching her.

At the office, she wears high-waisted trousers and tucked-in blouses, like she’s trying to be invisible. Like she wants to blend in. But there’s nothing invisible about her. Not to me. The way she pushes a loose strand of hair behind her ear. The way she frowns when reading numbers. The way she lights up in meetings when she’s passionate about a pitch.

I watch her through the glass walls of my office. I watch her from the second floor balcony during lunch. I catch myself waiting for her laugh. For the flicker of her smile.

And then I punish myself for it.

At home, it’s worse.

She pads around my house barefoot after dinner. She asks if she can borrow Zara’s books. She offers to make tea even when my housekeeper already has. She’s polite. Thoughtful. Kind.

And she doesn’t understand what she’s doing to me.

She doesn’t understand how badly I want to take care of her.

Not just in the ways I shouldn’t. Not just in bed.

I want to protect her. Provide for her. Be the man who makes her feel safe—every second of every day. I want her to come home to me, not my daughter’s guest room. I want her to curl up in my bed with her soft sighs and warm skin and trust me with every fear she’s ever buried.

But I can’t.

Because I’m supposed to be better than this.

Because I’m supposed to be her boss. Her friend’s father. The man who doesn’t cross the line.

Instead, I’m the man losing sleep, pacing my study at night, reliving every breathless sound she made beneath me. I’m the man watching her too closely in the break room. I’m the man hating every smile she gives to someone who isn’t me.

Like Ethan Marlowe.

He’s the reason I shouldn’t have come to this gala.

But I had no choice.

The Wolfe & Hawthorne Spring Benefit is one of our biggest nights of the year. The top-tier staff are always invited—key account managers, creative leads, senior team members. This year, her name came up on the approved guest list.

Sienna.

I told myself it was fine. She earned her spot. The client account she handled last week gave her glowing feedback. I even signed the damn invitation myself.

And now here I am, clutching a glass of scotch in a room filled with high ceilings, golden chandeliers, and violins playing Vivaldi. Everyone’s draped in glitter and wealth and expensive intentions.

And she’s across the ballroom, laughing softly in a dress that makes my knees weak.

Her gown is navy silk. Fitted at the waist. Slit high on one thigh. She’s elegance and innocence wrapped in temptation, and every man in this room sees it. Especially Ethan.

He’s leaning close to her ear. Talking too casually. He’s wearing cologne he didn’t wear at work today. And she’s smiling at him.

Not the smile she gives me. But enough of one to make my chest tighten.

I stand beside them, close enough to catch the tail end of Ethan's joke, close enough to see the way Sienna's eyes crinkle when she laughs. The sound is like a punch to my gut, a brutal reminder of the way she laughed with me, for me, beneath me.

Ethan notices me first, his smile faltering slightly as he steps back, putting a respectful distance between himself and Sienna. "Mr. Wolfe," he greets, his voice filled with a false casualness that sets my teeth on edge. "Quite the event you've put together here."

I nod, my jaw clenched. "It's a team effort," I reply, my voice tight. I can feel Sienna's eyes on me, her gaze burning into my skin, but I can't look at her. Not yet. Not with the storm of emotions raging within me.

Ethan clears his throat, his eyes darting between Sienna and me. "I was just about to ask Sienna for a dance," he says, his voice filled with an unwarranted familiarity that makes my blood boil.

I clench my fists at my sides, my nails biting into my palms. The thought of Ethan's hands on her, of him holding her close, is enough to make me see red. But I can't stop him. I can't claim her, not here, not now. Not ever.

I force a nod, my voice gruff. "Of course," I say, the words like acid on my tongue.

Ethan smiles, his eyes flicking to Sienna. "May I?" he asks, holding out his hand.

Sienna hesitates, her eyes meeting mine for a fleeting moment before she places her hand in Ethan's.

"Of course," she replies, her voice soft.

I watch, defeated, as Ethan leads her to the dance floor. His hand is on the small of her back, his touch possessive, intimate. I want to rip his hand away, to claim her as mine, to tell him that she's off-limits. But I can't. I'm frozen, rooted to the spot, my heart pounding in my chest.

As they begin to dance, I can't tear my eyes away. The way she moves, the way her body sways, the way her dress clings to her curves—it's all too much. I'm burning with jealousy, with desire, with a primal need to mark her as mine.

But I deny myself the right to feel this way. I deny myself the connection I crave, the connection I need. Because I've been here before. I've felt this consuming love, this all-encompassing need. And I've lost it all.

I turn away from the dance floor, my eyes finding solace in the dark corners of the room. The past rushes back, a tidal wave of memories that threaten to drown me. Zara's mother, my late wife, her laughter echoing through the halls of our home. Her warmth, her love, her unwavering support. She was my rock, my heart, my everything. And she was taken from me in the blink of an eye.

We were expecting our second child. A sibling for Zara. A new addition to our family. But fate had other plans. A car accident, a tragic twist of fate, and she was gone. Our unborn child, gone with her. The hole in my chest, the void in my heart, has never been filled.

I tell myself that I'm being prudent, that I'm protecting myself, protecting Zara. I can't go through that heartbreak again. I can't risk losing someone I love, someone who means the world to me. I can't risk leaving Zara alone, not after she's already lost her mother.

But as I stand here, watching Sienna dance with Ethan, I know that I'm lying to myself. I'm not protecting myself. I'm not protecting Zara. I'm denying myself the connection I need, the love I crave. I'm denying myself the chance to heal, to move on, to find happiness again.

Because I’m scared to try again. Scared to dream of a bigger family, to dream of putting a baby in Sienna’s belly and making her my wife.

The jealousy burns like a wildfire within me, consuming me, threatening to destroy me. But I tell myself that it will pass. That this feeling, this need, this desire, will fade with time. That I can resist the pull, the magnetism, the undeniable attraction that draws me to Sienna.

I turn away from the dance floor, my heart heavy, my soul in turmoil. I walk away, denying myself the one thing I want more than anything else in the world. I walk away, leaving Sienna in Ethan's arms, leaving my heart in pieces on the ballroom floor.
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Sienna






The sterile glow
 of fluorescent lights hums overhead as I sit at my desk, the steady click-clack of keyboards around me a symphony of productivity. It's been just shy of two weeks since I started at Wolfe & Hawthorne, and I've tried to throw myself into the work to distract from the constant ache of wanting someone I can't have. Someone who's becoming an obsession I can't shake.

I felt my heart break when Damian told me about his wife. When he let his walls down around me that night, let me hold him and care for him, I felt special. I know it wasn’t easy for him to trust me but he did. And now he’s more than a sexy Daddy to me, more than a dominant who can satisfy me in bed. More than a man my pussy craves.

He’s a complex, wounded, intriguing human being, one I’m falling for. Hard. I can easily picture myself being with him, being there for him at the end of a rough day. My parents didn’t need me but I know Damian does. If only he’d let me in, I could be the solace he needs, the person he can feel safe with. I desperately want the deep connection we share to mean something. Because I’ve never felt anything like that with anyone else.

Leona Voss, my supervisor, strides into the open-plan office, her heels clicking against the polished floor. She stands in the middle of the room, her gaze sharp and cold as she scans the faces of her team. Her eyes land on me, and my stomach drops. This can't be good.

"Sienna Blake," she calls out, her voice clipped and devoid of warmth. "My desk. Now."

I rise from my chair, feeling the eyes of my colleagues and the other interns on me. The walk to Leona's office feels like a walk of shame, each step echoing loudly in my ears. Her desk is placed away from mine and the interns’ but everything she says echoes through the open-plan office.

I know I’m in trouble the moment she taps her glasses, furrowing her eyebrows.

Leona gestures to the chair in front of her desk, and I sit, trying to keep my posture straight and my expression neutral. She takes her seat behind the desk, her eyes narrowing as she steeples her fingers.

"Sienna," she begins, her voice steeped in displeasure. "Do you know why I called you in here?"

I shake my head, my heart pounding in my chest. "No, ma'am."

“I’d love to know,” Leona continues, her nostrils flaring with the quiet, terrifying confidence of a woman who’s about to publicly eviscerate someone, “what made you think it was acceptable to send an incomplete, inaccurate, and frankly embarrassing draft to a client as high-profile as the Fortier Group?”

My mouth opens. Nothing comes out. I can feel twenty pairs of eyes on me, and not a single one is kind.

“I—I thought it was the final version,” I manage. “It was labeled⁠—”

She leans back, her expression unreadable. "You sent the wrong pitch deck to one of our most important clients. A client who, I might add, is now questioning our professionalism and threatening to take their business elsewhere."

I sink lower in my chair. My stomach churns, and I feel the blood drain from my face. "I—I didn't mean to," I stammer, feeling a flush of embarrassment crawl up my neck. I know why I made the mistake. It's because every waking thought is consumed by Damian Wolfe. His touch, his voice, his eyes—they're all I can think about. Even last night, I couldn't resist the temptation. I gave in, touching myself while thoughts of him filled my mind, his name a whispered secret on my lips.

Leona's eyes narrow further, and she leans forward, her voice a low growl. "Intentions don't matter, Sienna. Results do. And your results are below par."

I swallow hard, trying to keep my composure. "I understand, ma'am. It won't happen again."

She scoffs, her lips curling into a sneer. "I should hope not. I don’t care how you got this job, Miss Blake. If you’re going to benefit from certain connections
 , you should at least have the decency to perform well."

Leona’s voice drops into something colder. Sharper. “Is that understood?”

The implication lands hard.

A few more heads turn. Everyone looks up.

The interns. The execs. The guy from IT who always pretends not to care.

I want the ground to open beneath me. My cheeks go hot. I interviewed for this job, but she’s right. I wouldn’t have gotten my resume past the door without Zara’s help.

As my colleagues’ expressions morph into distrust, I feel shame wash over me like acid. I can’t come back from this. I messed up big time. And now everyone knows I don’t deserve to be here. That I’m not one of them. They probably thing I slept with the boss to get my position. Oh my god, what if someone finds out about Damian and me at the club that night? It’d make this nightmarish situation worse.

I feel a wave of humiliation wash over me. I know the other interns and colleagues heard her, and I can already feel their respect for me dwindling. They'll treat me differently now, viewing me as someone who has never worked hard for anything I have.

"I'll do better. I promise," I say, my voice steady despite the turmoil inside me.

Leona's expression softens slightly, but her words are still filled with warning. "See that you do. I won't give second chances, Sienna. This is your one and only warning."

I nod, feeling a lump form in my throat. "Yes, ma'am. I understand."

My growing feelings for Damian are clouding my judgment, distracting me from what's truly important.

The silence that follows is unbearable.

I stare at my screen, hands shaking, chest burning with shame. My inbox refreshes—ping after ping of forwarded messages, CCs, follow-ups. I start rewriting the email, correcting the file. Trying to fix it.

But the damage is done.

No one will forget this. Not the interns I’m supposed to mentor. Not the analysts I eat lunch with. Definitely not Leona.

And the worst part?

She’s right. The whispers will grow louder now. That I got the job because of Zara. That Damian Wolfe pulled strings. That I didn’t earn my place here.

I grip the edge of my desk, knuckles white.

Work was the one thing I was proud of. The one place where I could stand on my own and say, I did this
 .

Now?

Now I’m the girl who sent the wrong file and probably slept her way into the position.

My life at Wolfe & Hawthorne just got a lot harder.

And I’m not sure I’ll survive it.






* * *




My fingers tremble
 as I type, the words on the screen blurring through the tears that refuse to stop falling. The day's events have left me shattered, and the weight of humiliation and failure presses down on me like a physical burden.

I wipe away the tears with the back of my hand, sniffling as I try to compose myself. The resignation letter stares back at me, a stark reminder of just how far I've fallen. I've let everyone down—Leona, my colleagues, but most of all, myself. And now, I'm giving up.

I stayed late to fix my mistake, determined to make things right. But even as I complete the task, the ache in my chest doesn't ease. I can't ignore the turmoil within me, the whirlwind of emotions that consumes me. It's not just the job or the humiliation; it's the unbearable longing for a man I can't have, a man who haunts my waking thoughts and my dreams.

I start typing up the resignation letter, my fingers moving as if they have a mind of their own. Each word is a knife to my heart, a testament to my failure and my broken dreams. I've never felt so lost, so hopeless. And amidst it all, the thought of Damian looms like a shadow, a constant reminder of what I can never have.

Suddenly, I sense a presence behind me, a subtle shift in the air that makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand up. I don't need to turn around to know who it is. The scent of his cologne, the weight of his gaze—it's unmistakable.

"No, I'm not letting you go," he says, his voice a low rumble that resonates through my very soul. I freeze, my heart pounding in my chest as I realize he's seen the words on the screen. “Stop writing that resignation letter.”

I sniffle. He’s the reason for half of my misery but when he talks to me in that dominant yet gentle voice, a deep longing blooms in my chest. How I wish I could nestle my head against his chest, seek his solid comfort and reassurance when I’m at my weakest, most pathetic point.

I need a Daddy right now. I need someone to hold me as I sob, as I break.

And I wish it could be Damian.

I turn to face him, my eyes meeting his stormy gray gaze. There's a mix of concern and frustration in his expression, a conflict that mirrors my own turmoil. "You should have gone home, Sienna," he says, his voice firm but gentle. "You shouldn't be working this late. I'm not paying you overtime for this."

I bristle at his words, the tears welling up in my eyes once again. I don't need him around when I'm falling apart. I don't need him finding fault with me, rubbing salt into my wounds. "Get lost if you're just going to find fault with me," I say, my voice trembling with emotion. "I’m already feeling like shit. I don’t need you right now, Mr. Wolfe."

Damian recoils as if I slapped him. I know it’s his weakness. His needs to be needed. He thrives on being a rock for his woman, on being there for his babygirl. I’m aware that he can’t turn off his paternal instinct at will. But I hate him even more for caring.

“What do you need, Sienna?” His voice is patient, quiet. Despite my outburst, he is doing what he always does—trying to fulfill my needs.

“I…” I can’t bring myself to confess my deepest desires. “I need a shoulder to cry on. But since you’re my boss, it’s better if you to leave.”

A note of irritation laces his voice. “I’m not leaving.”

“Why would you stay?”

“I need to take you home,” he replies. “You don’t look like you’ll get home in one piece if I leave you alone.”

I scoff. “So? What is it to you?”

“You’re my responsibility, Sienna.” His eyes flash with anger. I’ve seen him cold, seen him disinterested, even sensed his jealousy. But he has never been angry. “And I take my responsibilities seriously.”

“I’m an adult, Mr. Wolfe. I can manage. I’m nobody’s responsibility. Even my dad wouldn’t bother taking me home.”

“Then he’s a poor father,” Damian snaps. He has been towering over me, his height as intimidating as the man himself. He swivels my chair, forcing me to meet his gaze. “I know you’re not used to being taken care of but I’m used to taking care of people, Sienna.”

My pulse flickers. My throat feels tight as Damian’s passionate, yearning gaze bears down on me. His gray eyes are filled with warmth. I always thought I was the only one who was hurting, that he was alright pushing me away.

But now I know I was lying to myself. He looks like he hasn’t slept in days. There are dark shadows under his eyes. His skin has lost its luster. And his eyes are bloodshot. Repressing his natural need to dominate and treasure someone is taking its toll on him, too. He’s crumbling from the inside. He’s just better at hiding it.

His knuckles are white as he grips the armrest of my chair. “Come home with me, Sienna.” He’s begging me, pleading with me to let him be a daddy for one night.

I shake my head. “Not tonight. If I do, I’ll…I’ll want more. I’ll want you to be my Daddy. I’ll want you to hold me as I cry and tell me everything will be okay. But you can’t. So just go.”

His eyes flare with a mix of passion and torment. His breathing grows shallow, and I can see the battle raging within him. He curses under his breath, a low, frustrated sound that echoes through the empty office. He's fighting the need to be my daddy, to take care of me, and it's tearing him apart just as much as it's tearing me apart.

His mask is melting away slowly, revealing everything underneath.

The haughty, proud, reserved man who was my boss is no longer here.

The man before me is so raw. He’s like an open wound, a twisted mass of sadness and regret. He can’t deny who he is yet he can’t be himself, either. All the wealth and power in the world can’t change a thing for him. He’s a prisoner of the past, powerless against the circumstances that define our relationship.

I hear a sharp inhale. I close my eyes, expecting him to walk away. To leave. That’s what he always does.

He denies himself his deepest needs, torments himself for the sake of others. He sacrifices more than he should, leaving himself with nothing.

But this time, he doesn’t.

He takes two steps, closing the distance between us. He kneels on the floor. My moist eyelashes flutter as he cups my face. Reverently. Gently. Like I’m the most precious thing in the world. His fingers stroke my jaw, eliciting a deep throbbing feeling at the base of my skull.

My heart kicks, threatening to fall out of my ribcage. He can’t do this to me. He can’t give me everything I’ve dreamed of and leave me high and dry again. I can't bear to have him here if he's only going to add to my pain, to make me feel even worse about myself.

His thumb brushes away my tear. I open my mouth, sucking in cold air-conditioned air that burns the back of my throat.

“Just this once,” he murmurs. “I’ll be your Daddy. Then we forget it ever happened.”

He pulls me against his chest, encasing me in his solid arms. A sob leaves my lips, growing into a series of cries.

I bury my face in the crisp fabric of his shirt. He smells like cedar and wind and something faintly medicinal—like he’s been surviving on caffeine and painkillers for days. His hand smooths over my back in slow circles, steady and comforting.

“It’s okay, babygirl. Daddy is here for you. Everything will be okay.” I grab fistfuls of his shirt. Every word out of his mouth, every syllable he utters in that soothing, deep voice, is a balm for my soul.

He hugs me tighter, like this means something. Anchors me.

Like he’s done it before. Like he was made to do it again.

“Good girl,” he whispers, patting my back as I drench his expensive suit in tears. “Let it out.”

He kisses the crown of my head. A shiver courses down my spine. My pussy tingles, but it’s not arousal. It’s a feeling that’s so deep, it has gripped my entire body. My soul reverberates with gratitude.

Damian’s hand cradles the back of my neck. He rubs soothing circles at the base of my spine, drawing me into his loving embrace. He peppers my neck with kisses, wiping away every streak of tear that mars my face. His kisses burn into my skin, leaving a memory that will always be a part of my fiber.

“I’m sorry,” I cry. “I’m breaking down even though it’s my fault.”

His voice lowers. “Shhh. You don’t have to be strong right now. Daddy’s got you.”

The judgments and the pain at the back of my skull fade as I let him pacify me. He rubs his palm down my back, kissing between my eyebrows. He showers me with undivided attention and physical affection. He’s my sanctuary as I expose my most vulnerable self. As I cry my heart out.

I’m not sure how long we stay like that. Five minutes. Ten. Long enough for my tears to slow, my breath to even out. Long enough for my heart to steady from its freefall.

And when I finally pull back, blinking up at him, his eyes are already waiting for mine.

Stormy. Steady. So full of restrained emotion it makes my throat tighten.

“You feeling better, little one?” he asks, barely audible.

I nod, even though I’m not.

But I will be.

Because tonight, he’ll make sure I am taken care of.
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Damian






I stand there,
 my heart pounding in my chest, looking at the woman who has turned my world upside down. Sienna's face is streaked with tears, her eyes full of despair. She’s breaking apart right before me, and I can't stand it. I can't stand to see her like this, so vulnerable and so hurt.

The moment she whispered the word—Daddy
 —something inside me broke.

The walls, the rules, the guilt—it all crumbles under the weight of her pain.

I can’t walk away.

I won’t.

I step closer, my breathing shallow, my heart hammering in my chest. "Sienna," I murmur, my voice filled with both tenderness and torment. "You're not alone in this. I won’t leave you."

She looks up at me, her eyes so full of pain and longing. I can't resist reaching out and tucking a loose strand of hair behind her ear. The touch is gentle, but it sends a shockwave of electric connection through me.

“Thank you. You don’t have to stay. I know you’re busy.” Her voice is so small and scared, like she’s afraid of being abandoned. I’m glad I never laid eyes on her father because he wouldn’t have a normal jawline if I did. I’d have rearranged his face for giving Selina so much trauma that she accepts scraps of love and affection from any man who offers it to her. Even someone like me, who is too old, too wrong, too unavailable for her.

"I’m never too busy for by babygirl. Come on," I say softly, extending my hand to her. "I'm not leaving you here like this. Let's get you home."

I pull Sienna’s small, vulnerable form into my arms, cradling her against my chest, feeling the way she shudders, fragile and trembling. She buries her face in my shirt and clings like she’s drowning, and I hold her tighter, hand cupping the back of her head, my other arm banded around her waist.

She’s mine to protect. Mine to cherish. At least for tonight. My fingers automatically find their way to the shell of her ear, stroking her smooth skin. I hush her, whispering against her forehead that she’s safe.

It shouldn’t feel this natural.

It shouldn’t feel like coming home.

But it does.

Her tears soak through my shirt. Her sobs shake against my ribs. And all I can think—through the raw ache burning behind my ribs—is She needs me. She needs me like no one has in years.


And I need her even more.

I scoop her up without a word, ignoring her faint gasp of surprise. She’s light in my arms. Vulnerable. Precious.

“My car’s downstairs,” I murmur into her hair. “I’m taking you home.”

She doesn’t argue.

She just curls closer.

I start the engine and pull out of the parking lot, the city lights blurring past us. Sienna leans her head against my shoulder, her tears slowing as she finds solace in my presence. I stroke her hair gently, my fingers tracing the silken strands as if they were the most precious thing in the world.

Her breathing evens out, and her eyelids flutter closed. She falls into a restless sleep, her moans of distress tugging at my heartstrings

The ride through London blurs past in a haze of rain-speckled windows and soft music humming from the speakers. Sienna falls asleep within minutes, her head sliding onto my shoulder, her breath warm against my throat.

I stroke her hair, slow and rhythmic, keeping her calm even in sleep. Using every red light as an opportunity to run my fingers across her beautiful face.

When she whimpers—a small, broken sound—my heart twists painfully. I lean close, whispering low and steady against her ear.

“Daddy’s here, little one. I’ll take care of you until you’re better. No one’s going to hurt you. Not while you’re mine.”

She sighs, tension leaving her body.

I kiss her temple, featherlight, barely brushing her skin.

And in that moment, I know:

It’s already too late to save myself.




When we reach the mansion,
 I carry her inside without waking her. Her body feels perfect cradled against my chest. So much so that I don’t want to put her down. Ever. I want to keep my precious girl tucked against me, feel her softness rubbing against my solid abs. She ignites a volcano of emotions and no matter what I do, I can’t suppress the overwhelming desire to have her.

I’ve never been attracted to the forbidden. Until her. Sienna has changed my life in more ways than one. I’ve never come inside a woman unprotected before her, either. Well, not except my late wife anyway.

The house is dim and quiet, the scent of rain still clinging to the heavy air. I move through the rooms by instinct, heading straight for the guest wing.

Only when I lay her gently on the bed does she stir, blinking up at me, confused and heartbreakingly sweet.

“Damian?” she mumbles.

“I’m here,” I say, brushing her hair off her forehead. With her heart-shaped face and pink cheeks, she looks like a doll, too pretty for the likes of me.

“Can you…” Her voice cracks. Her cheeks flush. There’s a needy look in her eyes, one I read immediately. It pulls at the deepest part of my soul. She’s asking me to baby her tonight. And I have no resistance left. No reason to deny her. “Can you help me shower? I feel gross.”

The vulnerability in her voice guts me.

I nod. “Of course, babygirl.”

She stands up and raises her arms like a good girl, looking at me expectantly. I peel off her blouse, undoing the buttons one by one to reveal her luscious tits. They’re spilling out of her lacy bra.

My cock punches a hole through my pants. But I resist the urge to push her on the bed and bury myself inside her. My body has been craving her tight heat since I first had her. I dream of her at night, more than I should. I dream of breeding her pussy, of putting my baby in her belly and starting the family of my dreams with her. It’s a taboo fantasy, one I shouldn’t even entertain. But it whispers to me, triggers something primal in my core. I want to knock up my daughter’s best friend. Why does that thought arouse me both emotionally and sexually?

Sparks rake my groin with every piece of clothing I take off, turning into a fire in my stomach by the time I’ve finished undressing her. Sienna’s naked body is beyond words. She looks like a lush goddess, her curves dramatic and sensual. Her breasts are huge for her slender frame, capped by rosy, hard nipples.

Her hazel eyes darken as I lead her to the bathroom.

I turn on the warm water. Steam fills the space quickly. She stands there, blinking sleepily, waiting for me.

“Damian…” her voice falters as her jaw trembles with a sob. “Please. Hold me.”

She stands before me, bare and trusting.

I clench my jaw against the need pounding in my blood.

Not tonight.

Not like this.

She steps into the shower and reaches for me, extending her hands like she wants a hug for me. It’s such a small request. But she has been taught not to expect anything. So she lowers her arms immediately when I don’t join her. Seeing the disappointment etched over her delicate features breaks my heart. There’s a flush high on her cheeks and a line between her arched eyebrows.

I sigh—and follow her into the shower, fully clothed.

The hot water beats over my shoulder, drenches my expensive shirt, turning it transparent within seconds. Sienna’s eyes widen as she takes in the dark outline of my nipples and the way the wet fabric clings to my abs.

She presses her palms into my chest, rubbing my nipples, dragging the heel of her hand up and down my body. The air vibrates with sexual charge, but that’s swallowed by an undercurrent of intimacy and need. Sienna needs my body tonight but not in a sexual way.

“You’re so handsome, Daddy.” She sighs. “My pussy hurts every time you’re near. I want you so bad.”

“You’re a filthy little girl, aren’t you?” I tense my jaw, reaching for the shower gel. “Daddy is going to wash you first.”

She turns her back to me, tilting her head under the spray, letting the water cascade down her body. I grab the soap, working a lather between my hands.

When I start to wash her, she lets out a soft, broken sound.

I massage the suds into her back, her arms, her legs, every touch careful and reverent. I shampoo her hair, my fingers threading through the silky strands, rubbing gentle circles into her scalp.

She leans into me.

Clingy. Needy. Mine.

“Feels so good,” she whispers, her voice thick with emotion. “No one’s ever… taken care of me like this.”

Tears mix with the water on her cheeks.

I rinse her hair and pull her against my chest, pressing a kiss to her damp forehead.

“You deserve this,” I murmur. “Every bit of it.”

She clutches my waist, trembling with the effort not to cry again.

The sexual tension coils between us, sharp and hot and undeniable. Her body slick against mine. Her nipples tight. Her thighs squeezing.

She looks up at me with eyes full of heat and helplessness.

“Please, Daddy,” she whispers. “I need you.”

I grit my teeth. My cock aches, hard and heavy against her hip. She feels it—God, she feels
 it—and presses closer, her hands sliding up my chest.

“Take me,” she begs. “Please. I need to feel you.”

I cup her cheeks, forcing her to look at me.

“No, babygirl,” I say, voice hoarse. “Your heart needs me more than your body right now.”

She shakes her head stubbornly. “I’m not broken.”

“I know that,” I murmur. “But you’re hurting. And my job as your Daddy is to protect you. Not use you. Not even if it kills me.”

Her lower lip trembles. “Then look me in the eye and tell me you’re not turned on right now.”

I smirk, shaking my head.

She knows the answer already. My erection is pressed against her belly, impossible to hide.

Her hands skate down my torso, her touch teasing.

But I capture her wrists gently and kiss her knuckles.

“Even if I’m dying inside,” I rasp, “even if it hurts, I’d rather suffer than take advantage of my babygirl when she’s vulnerable. Taking care of you comes first. Always.”

Her eyes fill with tears again—this time softer, brighter.

“Even if it means denying yourself pleasure?” she asks, her voice breaking.

I smile—a real one, small and rare.

“It comes with the responsibility. And I’m happy to do it.”

She shudders in my arms, and I pull her close, wrapping her up in a protective cocoon.

I turn off the water, grab a thick, warm towel, and begin to dry her off, my hands tender but firm, like she’s something precious.

Because she is.

She’s everything.

And she doesn’t even know it yet.

I wrap her in the towel, swaddling her like something breakable. My cock sighs with relief, softening when her tempting curves are finally out of sight, covered in fluffy white cotton. I’ve never felt so much for one person at the same time.

Love. Nurturing. Lust. Passion. Fear. A cocktail of emotions mixes in my blood, leaving me with a heaviness in my body that I’ll carry beyond tonight. Sharing this intimate moment with her, nurturing for her and seeing be receptive to me has awakened the desire that I stuffed down with great difficulty.

I swore to never let anyone break down my walls again, never let anyone get close to my heart. I swore to never be a Daddy. That’s why I joined The Velvet Dungeon. I wanted to lose myself in kinks that would make me feel like a different man, one with less emotions and more hardness. Most women I’ve met over the years see an older man like me and immediately think of dominance, of whips and chains and pain. While I’m not into extreme stuff, I was happy to give them what they wanted. The blindfolds. The punishments. The ass slaps. With every encounter, I lost more and more of my real self and pushed away the past.

But hurting women, even with their consent, left me feeling sick. My mind is wired to heal and protect, not tame. I don’t judge people who get off on sadism. In fact, I did it for so long because I wanted to keep on a mask during my sexual encounters, keep them dissatisfying so that I would never seek the same woman’s company again.

But Sienna brought my deepest instincts out of me the first night we met. She gave me the space, the trust, and the adoration to be the Daddy I’ve longed to be. And now I can’t stop.

My babygirl’s eyes are glassy and vulnerable, wide and trusting as she clutches the thick cotton against her chest. She follows me wordlessly into her bedroom, her bare feet padding against the polished floors.

Her hair is still damp. Her cheeks are flushed from the heat. She looks so young, so open, so mine
 that I have to take a slow, measured breath before I can speak.

"Bed," I say softly, guiding her to sit.

She obeys instantly. The mattress sinks as she plops herself down over the duvet.

I dig through her closet, find one of her oversized T-shirts—a faded Columbia University shirt—and pull it gently over her head. She lets me dress her like she’s my doll, pliant and warm, watching me with a kind of reverence that shreds my heart.

I could wreck her if I wanted to.

One word, one wrong move, and she would give herself to me completely. She would spread her legs and let me breed her, no questions asked. Selina is a true submissive, someone who longs to be guided, someone who longs to please.

But I won't.

Not tonight.

Not when her heart needs me more than her body.

“Stay,” she whispers, reaching out, her fingers brushing my wrist. “Please.”

I curl my hand around hers. "I'm not going anywhere."

She leans her forehead against my chest with a broken little sigh.

I stroke her hair, smoothing the damp strands away from her face. Her body relaxes against mine. Her breathing evens out.

But she’s still trembling faintly.

“You need something warm,” I murmur. “Wait here, little one.”

I move to the kitchen, my footsteps silent on the marble, and put together a cup of tea—chamomile, extra honey. She doesn’t need more adrenaline tonight. She needs softness. Warmth.

I make a brief stop at my own room, shrugging off my wet clothes and changing into a dry pair of silk pajamas.

When I return, Sienna is still sitting where I left her, her hands resting limply in her lap, her eyes closed.

I kneel beside the bed, tilting the cup toward her.

"Drink for me, babygirl."

She blinks up at me, dazed, then obediently sips. Her hands, so small and dainty, sandwich the big mug of tea.

The sight nearly brings me to my knees.

Trust.

Pure and total.

When she finishes, I set the cup aside and brush my knuckles down her cheek.

"Good girl," I whisper. "You’re safe now."

She grabs my hand and presses it to her heart, her chest heaving under my palm. Her breasts straining to push against my muscles, needy for my touch.

"You make me feel so good," she says, her voice cracking. "I didn’t know I could have this in life. It always seemed like a fantasy, like a daydream, to be with someone like you. To be seen."

Her words tear through me. She doesn’t just value me and our special connection, she has been longing for it, fearing she’d never find something like this in her life. In many ways, we’re similar.

I cup her face, my thumb stroking the hollow of her cheek. I relish the breathy moan that leaves her throat. So pure and so needy.

"You deserve to be seen, little one," I rasp. "You deserve to be cherished."

A tear slips down her cheek. I catch it with my thumb before it can fall. “I’m sorry for making you do this when you’re trying to forget about me. But, Damian, I can’t erase you from my memory. You fulfill my deepest needs and you do it with so much love and care. You give me something no one else can. I want to cling to you, love you, smother you with my affection, and surrender my life to you. I hate the distance. I hate having to push you away and be professional.” She sniffles, stopping herself. “I know I’m being a nuisance.”

"You’re not a burden," I say, voice rough with the truth. "You're a blessing. Despite everything, I’m happy I met you, Sienna. I’m glad we shared that night together. It meant something to me, but you mean more. Since I’ve gotten to know you, I’m amazed at your kindness, your ability to sense what others want and put them before you. You’re a selfless woman. A rarity."

Her body melts against mine, pliant and needy. She wraps her arms around my waist, pulling me close, hiding her face against my stomach like she’s trying to crawl inside me.

“Damian, do you care for me?” I can see the dreams in her eyes, the visions of a happily ever after that I can’t give her.

The air between us crackles with foreboding. I press my finger against her lips.

"More than I want to," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper.

"Then don’t let go," she whispers, settling her head on my lap, putting her arms over my thighs.

"I won’t."

I lift her into the bed, tucking the blankets around her body, securing her like a secret.

I sit on the edge, stroking her hair, murmuring soft, nonsense comforts under my breath until her eyelids start to flutter closed.

“Sleep, little girl,” I say.

“Will you sleep with me tonight?” she asks.

“No,” I reply, softly but firmly. “Because if I do, I won’t stop.”

Her eyelids fall. She is bad at concealing her disappointment. But I know she is heartbroken. Just as I am.

“Will it be different tomorrow?” she asks, her smile tremulous.

I pause. “Yes. It has to be.”

“Thank you for being my Daddy tonight.” She kisses my hand. “You have given me more than you could ever imagine. Now I know men like you exist. I know love like this is possible.”

“Thank you for being my babygirl,” I say, holding my tears back. I hate to be cruel, but that’s what I have to do for Zara. And Sienna, too. Because otherwise, she’d be left with nothing. “Tomorrow, I’ll be your boss again.”

She snorts.

Even when she falls asleep, she doesn’t let go of my wrist.

And I don’t pull away.

I stay there, watching her chest rise and fall, my heart beating painfully in my chest.

Because tonight wasn’t about control.

Tonight wasn’t about seduction.

Tonight was about being her Daddy in the way that mattered most.

Keeping her safe.

Reminding her that nothing matters more than her happiness.

I leave her when the urge to lie beside her becomes overwhelming. I stare at her sleeping form, fists clenched, body tense—already craving the next time she’ll need me.
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SEVEN












Sienna






The morning light
 filters through the curtains, casting a gentle glow over the room. I stir, my body aching with the remnants of last night's emotional turmoil. The memory of Damian's hands on me, his tender words, his protective presence—it all rushes back, filling me with a warmth that borders on unbearable.

I take a deep breath and sit up, the duvet rustling softly beneath me. The house is quiet, but there's a faint clatter of pots and pans from the kitchen, a sign that the cook is already at work. I slip out of bed and make my way downstairs, my heart heavy with anticipation and dread.

The cook looks up as I enter the kitchen, her eyes filled with concern. "Morning, Miss Sienna. You look a bit under the weather. Are you feeling alright?"

I force a smile, pushing down the turmoil inside me. "I'm fine, thanks. Just a long day yesterday."

She nods, her gaze lingering on me for a moment before she turns back to her work. "Breakfast is ready in the dining room. Help yourself."

I make my way to the dining room, the sound of my footsteps echoing in the silence. As I step through the door, I see him—Damian, sitting at the head of the table, the Financial Times spread out before him. His posture is stiff, his eyes unreadable. There's no trace of the man who held me last night, who whispered comforting words and dried my tears.

He doesn't look up as I enter, his gaze fixed on the newspaper. "Your car leaves at eight," he says, his voice cold and distant. "Don’t be late."

I swallow the hurt that rises in my throat, nodding as I take my seat. The silence between us is palpable, a heavy weight that presses down on my chest. I reach for the coffee, my hands shaking slightly as I pour myself a cup.

He looks prim and proper, not one hair out of place. He’s wearing a navy three-piece suit and looks every inch the dominant CEO. But all I see in my mind when I look at him now is the man with a drenched shirt, dragging his hand between my pussy lips as he washed me last night. I juxtapose the softened eyes and tender touches over the business titan but it doesn’t fit. It’s like last night was a dream.

As I take my seat opposite his, I notice the subtle giveaways: dark circles ring his eyes, his skin looks dry and lifeless. He probably spent all night putting me to sleep, sacrificing the eight hours of rest he needs.

A twinge of pain registers in my chest. I don’t want him to suffer like this. I wish I could take care of him, be the babygirl who lifts his mood and spirits with her joy instead of bringing him down with my sadness.

"You look like you didn’t sleep well," I comment.

His eyes finally flicking up to meet mine. There’s a hint of concern in his gaze, but it’s buried beneath layers of professionalism and detachment. “Don’t concern yourself with me.”

The newspaper rustles as he folds it into a neat rectangle and places it on the dining table. He rises and strides away, closing the door that opened between us last night.

I’m left out in the freezing cold again.






* * *




At work,
 the atmosphere is tense. Leona barely talks to me. Even though I fixed my mistake from yesterday, nothing has changed. I notice the guarded way in which my colleagues deal with me now. The interns are still friendly. So at least, there’s that.

By lunchtime, I feel like I’m going to self-destruct. So I call Zara. She’s supposed to fly in soon. I can’t wait to have her here. At least then I’ll have someone to talk to, someone to share my problems with. Her dad hasn’t been helpful on that front.

Damian has slipped back into his cold, controlled CEO persona, leaving me longing for the gentle man underneath.

I press Facetime and Zara’s face immediately fills the screen. I don’t know why she looks worse than she did before. Her face is red and her voice scratchy as she says, “Hey, Sienna.”

I swipe to answer, plastering a smile onto my face.

“Hey, you! How are you feeling?”

Zara groans dramatically. “Still coughing like a Victorian orphan, but I’m alive. Bored out of my mind, though. What about you? How’s London? How’s my grumpy old man?”

I let out a shaky laugh, hoping she doesn’t hear the tremor in it. “Your dad’s been… nice. Distant, but he’s been kind.”

It’s not a lie.

Not really.

It’s just… not the whole truth.

Zara snorts. “Yeah, that sounds about right. He’s allergic to human connection. He once threatened to fire his entire PR team because they made him do a company Christmas card.”

I laugh because I’m supposed to.

But the words sting more than they should.

Because I know better now.

I’ve seen
 him—when no one else was looking.

I know how warm he can be when he lets himself.

How fiercely protective.

How achingly good.

And how desperately he’s trying to hide it from everyone—including me.

“I miss you.” My words are sincere. I wish I could discuss what I was going through with Zara. Not just at work, but with her dad, too. But that would probably destroy our friendship. “When are you coming to London?”

“Since I’ve spent half the month in New York already, I think I’ll start working next month. Enjoy my last days of freedom, you know. And make sure this bug is out of my system once and for all.” Zara sighs. “Sienna is everything okay? You look...anxious.”

I hesitate, unsure of how much to reveal. "Not great, to be honest," I admit, my voice barely above a whisper. "I messed up at work. Sent the wrong file to a client. Leona chewed me out in front of everyone."

There's a pause on the other end, and then Zara's voice, filled with concern. "Oh, Sienna, I'm so sorry. That sounds awful. But don't worry, you're new, and everyone makes mistakes. You'll bounce back."

I nod, even though she can't see me. "Yeah, I guess. It's just... people have been treating me differently. Like I only got the job because of you."

Zara sighs heavily. "I figured that might happen. But you know what? Screw them. You're brilliant and capable, and you'll prove them all wrong. I believe in you."

Her words give me a small sliver of hope, a reminder that I'm not alone. "Thanks, Zara. I needed to hear that."

“I’ll join you by the end of month.” Zara pauses. “I hope.”

“I’ll pray for your recovery,” I say. “But honestly, if you’re not well by the end of the month, I’m going to quit my job and fly to New York. I just can’t live without you.”

Zara laughs. “You sound like the best boyfriend I never had. If only the guys I dated loved me as much as you do.”

Her words strike a raw nerve in me. I wish Damian loved me, too. I wish he couldn’t live without me. I feel so hopeless when I think o giving up our connection, throwing away the only fulfilling thing I’ve found in my life. I know I’ll never meet someone like him again. Will never feel so safe and cherished in a man’s arms.

“I love you, Zara,” I say, hanging up. I know so much is at stake here. I need my friendship with Zara. Just a single call with her has lifted my mood. She always knows the right thing to say to make me feel better. In that sense, she’s a lot like her dad.






* * *




The office is deserted
 by the time the clock ticks past nine.

The only sounds are the hum of the overhead lights and the quiet tap of my keyboard as I furiously work to fix a deck that got flagged by Strategy. I stayed behind willingly—partly to redeem myself after last week, partly because going home feels too complicated now.

I’m hunched over my desk, surrounded by printouts and notes, my head pounding from concentration, when the soft click of leather shoes breaks the silence.

I freeze.

I don’t have to look up to know it’s him.

Still, I pretend to stay focused.

“Working late,” Damian says, his voice casual—but there’s something brittle underneath it. A tension he’s trying and failing to mask.

I finally glance up. He stands a few feet away, his tie loosened, his jacket gone. His sleeves are rolled up, exposing his forearms, the faint veins running beneath tanned skin.

Every cell in my body goes tight with awareness.

“Trying to earn my place,” I answer flatly, flipping through my pages like I’m not shaking inside.

He doesn’t move for a second. Just watches me with an unreadable expression. Then, slowly, he approaches my desk.

He picks up one of my printouts, his fingers brushing the edge.

“You overcomplicated the timeline,” he murmurs. “Strip it down. Focus on deliverables, not buzzwords.”

His voice is lower than usual. Rougher.

I nod, unable to find words. I know he’s trying to help me in whatever way he can. His kindness isn’t lost on me. Not all bosses are so nice to new employees. I know he’s going the extra mile, trying to take care of me, make sure I feel comfortable with my work, even when he can’t comfort me as my Daddy.

He leans down slightly, setting the papers back on the desk. His shoulder nearly brushes mine. The heat from his body seeps into my skin, setting every nerve ending on high alert.

We sit like that for a minute—side by side, almost touching, almost breathing together.

The tension simmers so thick it’s hard to think. I watch his throat muscles flex his nerves bulge through tan skin.

My own nipples are hard beads abrading against my bra, threatening to poke a hole through the fabric. My body feels heated in his presence, like a slow fire is burning in my pussy, ready to explode into fireworks.

I’m so distracted by the vision my licking his throat that I drop my pen.

It rolls off the desk and clatters to the floor.

We both reach for it at the same time.

His hand covers mine.

The contact jolts through me like an electric shock. I gasp softly, and his fingers tighten around mine instinctively before he snatches his hand back like he’s been burned.

I stare at him.

He stares at the floor.

I can’t take it anymore.

“Why are you pretending that night didn’t happen?” I whisper.

The words hang heavy in the air.

He says nothing for a beat. Two. Three.

I don’t move. I barely breathe.

Finally, he straightens, voice low and hollow.

“Because it shouldn’t have.”

The air between us crackles.

I turn toward him, forcing him to meet my gaze. My voice is low. Steady.

“But it did. And you didn’t stop me. You don’t want to stop.”

Something raw flashes across his face. Hunger. Anguish.

His hands ball into fists at his sides. Without a word, he rises to his full height, breathing hard, his chest heaving slightly under his crisp shirt. I can feel the restraint vibrating off him like a storm about to break.

I stay seated, looking up at him, daring him.

Wanting him.

Needing him to admit what we both already know.

But he doesn’t.

Not yet.

He just stands there—torn between running from me and claiming me right here on this desk.

Just as he pulls away, something in my chest contracts. I can’t let him leave. I can’t let him shut down his needs and emotions again. We’re past the point of denying that we need each other. We’re both on the verge of collapse.

But I know Damian is too stubborn to see that. He’s too stubborn to accept that he cannot fight what’s between us.

I see the battle raging within him, the push and pull of desire and restraint. I know words won't be enough to break through his defenses. He needs more. He needs me to show him that we can have this—that we can have each other.

I take a deep breath, steeling myself for what I'm about to do. Then, I slowly slide off my chair and lower myself to my knees in front of him. His eyes widen in shock, his breath hitching as he looks down at me.

"Sienna, what are you—" he starts, but I cut him off, rubbing his erect length through his pants, licking my lips and wetting them with saliva. He can deny it all he wants, but he needs me, too. His body desires mine.

I open my mouth wide, looking up at him, acting like the perfect submissive.

"Shh, Daddy," I murmur, reaching up to stroke his erection through his pants. He's hard, so hard for me already. "Let me repay you for last night. Let me take care of you."

He groans, a deep, guttural sound that sends shivers down my spine. "Babygirl, we can't. Not here."

But I can see the hunger in his eyes, the raw need that mirrors my own. I know he wants this as much as I do. I unbuckle his belt, my fingers trembling slightly with anticipation. "Yes, we can," I whisper. "There's no one here but us. And even if there were... wouldn't that make it even hotter?"

He growls, a sound of pure lust, as I unzip his pants and pull out his cock. It's thick and heavy in my hand, the tip already glistening with pre-cum. I lean forward, licking the head softly, tasting him.

"Fuck," he hisses, his hands coming to rest on my head. He doesn't push me away. Instead, he grips my hair tightly, holding me in place as I take him deeper into my mouth.

I moan around his cock, the vibrations making him groan again. I lick and suck, my head bobbing up and down, taking him as deep as I can. It's messy and dirty, just the way I want it. Just the way he needs it.

"That's it, babygirl," he rasps, his voice rough with desire. "Suck Daddy's cock like a good little girl."

I feel a surge of power as I take him deeper, my lips stretching to accommodate his size. He's losing control, and it's because of me. I'm doing this to him. My pussy throbs with need, my nipples aching as they graze against his thighs. I want him to see what he does to me, how much I want him.

I reach up, unbuttoning my blouse with shaky fingers. His eyes darken as he watches me, his cock twitching in my mouth. I unclasp my bra, letting it fall to the floor, and press my bare breasts against his legs. The friction sends a jolt of pleasure straight to my core.

"Fuck, babygirl," he growls, his hand tightening in my hair. He starts to move my head, guiding me up and down his cock, setting the pace he wants. I relax my throat, taking him deeper, gagging slightly but loving every second of it. "You look so fucking hot with your lips around my cock, your tits out like a little slut."

His words send a rush of heat through me. I moan, my hands gripping his thighs for support. I can feel the wetness between my legs, my panties soaked with my arousal. The sound of my mouth on him is obscene, wet and sloppy, and the thrill of someone possibly hearing us, possibly catching us, only adds to the intensity.

I wrap my tongue around the veins on his cock, teasing them. Every time I do, Damian release the most perfect growl that makes my pussy shiver from the inside. Heat ravages my belly, setting my core on fire.

I bottle my muffled cry every time Damian’s fat dick hits the back of my mouth, sinking into the narrow channel of my throat. My toes curl when his dick pushes deeper, leaving my mouth numb and my eyes watering. Darkness blurs the edges of my vision.

Saliva drips from my mouth, running down my chin and onto the floor. I must look a mess, but I don't care. I want to be his mess. I want him to use me, to take his pleasure from me. I want to be his good little girl.

"That's it, baby," he rasps, his hips moving in tandem with my mouth. "You're going to make Daddy come. You want that, don't you? You want to taste my cum?"

I moan again, my eyes looking up at him, begging him for it. His face is a mask of pleasure and lust, his lips parted, his breath coming in short pants. He's close, I can feel it.

"Fuck, Sienna," he groans, his cock swelling in my mouth. I suck him hard, using all the suction I can muster. “You little whore. You were born to suck Daddy’s cock, weren’t you?”

My breasts surge against his leg, grinding against the expensive fabric of his tailored pants. A tingle walks up my spine. I’m fucking the hottest Daddy Dom in London, a man so out of my league, it’s a miracle I even get to be so close to him.

My pussy convulses around emptiness as his cock plunges into my mouth again. He fucks my mouth hard. Rough. Almost brutally. His cock scrapes against my upper palate, shaking me to the bone. He drags his fingers along my scalp.

“Just a little more. Open wide for daddy and take my cum down your pretty throat.”

Anybody could walk in on us. We’re doing it at the office, where anyone can see. The thought sends a thrill down my spine. Arousal pools in my belly.

I want someone to discover us. To see me on my knees, tits out, sucking off the CEO. Because then, Damian cannot deny our relationship anymore.

I close my eyes, surrendering to Damian’s control as he moves my head up and down his rigid length. His balls slap my chin.

And then, he is shooting cum down my throat, filling my belly with his essence. I drink every drop gratefully, savoring the salty taste of his release.

“Babygirl…” His voice is hoarse. It fades away quickly, replaced by heavy breaths as he shoots load after load of semen into my mouth. He continues to thrust, pushing his cum deep into my throat, fucking his dominance into me.

I’ve made him close control. I’ve made him do something he swore he’d never do. I pushed his boundaries and made him break his rules.

As his seed fills my belly, a sense of calm blooms over me. I touch my stomach, feeling the rounded swell of it and imagine myself filled with Damian’s baby instead of his cum. I imagine nurturing a new life inside me, giving Damian the family he wanted before he lost everything.

I can picture it—picture him sweeping his big hands over my pregnant stomach and kissing me day and night.

The thought makes my pussy weep. I immediately erase it, knowing it’ll take years to achieve that kind of happy ending with this man.

I ease his dick out of my mouth when his cock softens over my tongue.

I lick my lips, gathering every drop of semen and drinking it. “Daddy, I’m a slut for your cock. I want to suck on it every night.”

His eyes harden. He drops a sigh. He doesn’t say anything.

He walks out, leaving me panting, naked, and needy.
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Damian






The storm rages outside,
 thunder rolling through the mansion like a growling beast. I'm nursing a glass of scotch, the amber liquid burning a path down my throat, but it does nothing to quell the fire within me. Every flash of lightning reflects in my eyes, illuminating the dark, tormented desire that's been consuming me since last night.

I can't forget the sight of her—Sienna, on her knees, her lips wrapped around my cock, her eyes filled with a hunger that matched my own. She looked like a fucking goddess, a sinful temptation sent to break me. And she did. She broke something inside me, unleashed a beast that's been clawing at my insides ever since.

I shift in my chair, trying to ease the ache in my balls. They've been blue since she sucked me off in the office. Every time I look at her, all I can think about is bending her over the nearest surface and ramming my cock into her tight little pussy. Those pencil skirts she wears are enough to drive a man to madness.

And when I saw her stomach, bloated with my seed, it triggered something primitive within me. The intense need to breed her fertile pussy and get her heavy with a child. I want to watch her belly grow with my baby, become round and swollen with the product of our forbidden lust. It’d feel so good to cradle her bump, knowing we created a new life together, knowing I’d stuffed her womb with my seed. I want to create the big family I never had, the one I lost when my wife died pregnant all those years ago.

I even considered going to her room tonight, fucking her while she slept like an angel. But my conscience wouldn't let me. She's making me think dark, depraved thoughts. Thoughts that scare me. Thoughts that excite me.

I'm on the verge of breaking down, of giving in to this consuming lust, when I hear the door creak open. Sienna stands there, barefoot in a long sleep shirt, her eyes wide and vulnerable.

A tight, tortured sound slips out of my lips when the light from the hallway weaves through her shirt. The thing is fucking thin. I can see the eager outlines of her areolae and her taut nipples. She’s not wearing a bra.

Or panties. The silhouette of her fat pussy lips drives me to near-insanity as she moves, the light seeping through her shirt and revealing the curve of her waist. The last thing I needed tonight was her walking into my study. I’m half-drunk on whiskey and half-drunk on my own ferocious need for a girl I shouldn’t even think about.

"Can’t sleep," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the thunder.

I don't speak. I just watch her as she sashays over to me, her hips swaying gently. She lands on my lap, her arms wrapping around my neck, her breath warm on my skin.

"Hold me, Daddy," she begs me. Her eyes are moist, filled with tenderness and an ache that mirrors my own.

I lose the fight with my rationality. I slide my hands under the hem of her shirt, gripping her hips. Her fleshy love handles drive a spear of lust through my groin. All I can think of is her wide hips swollen with pregnancy, becoming even wider to carry my child. I knead her flesh, raking the back of my knuckles against her creamy thighs.

Sienna moves on top of me. She bites down on her lips, lust filling her hazel eyes, making her pupils two black moons inside her irises. Her ass rubs against my cock, the friction driving me to the brink of insanity. A fire strokes up my spine, melting my brain, melting everything except the throbbing need in my balls. I can feel the heat of her through the thin fabric of her sleep shirt, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to tear it off her right here, right now.

"Sienna," I growl, my voice a low warning. "If you don't want to find yourself pushed onto the floor and fucked roughly, you should leave. Now."

Her eyes widen, but she doesn't move. She just stares at me, her breath hitching in her throat.

I let out a bitter laugh. "Weren't you prepared for this when you took my cock down your throat, babygirl?"

She leans in, her lips brushing against mine. The spark between our mouths strokes the fire building in my belly. My muscles cramp. My cock jumps when she suck on my bottom lip. It's a soft kiss, tentative at first, but it quickly deepens. Her tongue slips into my mouth, dancing with mine, and I can't help but respond. My cock grows even harder, pressing painfully against my pants, pushing me to the point of extreme sexual frustration.

"I don’t want to pretend anymore. I can’t," she whispers against my lips. There’s a silent plea in her words, a plea I’m too weak to deny.

"You don’t know what you’re asking for," I warn, my grip on her tightening.

"I think I do," she says, her voice barely a whisper. "And I want it."

I grab her wrists, gently but firmly, and my mouth moves to her ear. "You want me to break every promise I’ve made to myself? Every rule I’ve held onto just to keep you safe?"

She looks up at me, her heart pounding so hard I can feel it against my chest. "Yes."

Her consent reverberates in my ear like a holy prayer. It’s all my body needs to throw off the shackles that have held my cock in place. I grab her ass and push her up. I get to my feet and back her into the wall, my breath ragged. She wraps her legs around me, locking her ankles at the small of my back. I can feel her heat, her wetness. Her bare pussy is gushing for me, leaking like a broken faucet. I didn’t even know a woman could get so wet for me.

It's too much. It's not enough.

"I need to fuck you raw, Sienna," I rasps, my voice hoarse with desire. "I need to come inside you. I need to fill you—own you—mark you."

Her lips part, trembling slightly. "You want to breed me?”

“Yes,” I growl. “It’s all I’ve thought about since the moment I took you the first time. I need you full of me. I need you to be mine in every way.”

She moans, arching into him. “Then take me. I want it, Daddy. I want all of you.”

I should ask her if she’s on birth control. I should probably make her go on birth control if I plan to keep fucking her without a condom. But I’m not a good man. Right now, I’m not even a rational man. I’m a man who needs to knock up a woman I have no business knocking up. I want Sienna’s ripe body bred, see her walking around my house barefoot and pregnant, stroking the big bump I gave her.

I lift her into my arms, her body light and soft against mine. The storm rages outside, thunder echoing through the house, but inside, it's all heat and need. Our mouths crash together, a desperate tangle of teeth, tongues, and lips. I can taste her desperation, her hunger, and it matches my own.

I carry her to my bed, laying her down gently, but my touch is anything but gentle as I grab her sleep shirt and rip it off her in one swift motion. She gasps, her eyes wide with shock and desire.

"Tell me you’re mine," I demand, my voice hoarse with need.

"I’ve always been yours," she whispers, her voice barely audible over the storm.

A growl escapes my throat as I kiss down her body, my lips lingering on her stomach. "I’m going to breed this pretty little cunt," I murmur against her skin. "I’m going to stuff a baby into you, whether you're ready or not. You'll be dripping cum all over these pretty thighs when I'm done."

I spread her legs wide, positioning myself at her entrance. I can feel her heat, her wetness, and it's too much. I thrust into her, raw and unprotected, our combined moans echoing through the room. Skin to skin, nothing between us, it's pure fucking bliss.

Her nails dig into my back, a sharp pain that only intensifies the pleasure. I start to move, my hips pistoning against hers, our bodies slapping together in a primal rhythm. I can feel her tightening around me, her body responding to mine like it was made for me.

"You feel that, babygirl?" I growl, my voice dark and thick with desire. "That's Daddy's cock deep inside you. You're going to take every inch, every drop. You're going to come with me while I fill you, understand?"

"Yes, Daddy," she cries out, her body arching against mine.

I pin her wrists above her head, holding her in place as I fuck her harder, deeper. The storm outside is nothing compared to the storm raging between us.

I watch my cock as it pistons in and out of her cunt, glistening with her pussy juices. My babygirl is so wet, she has me drenched in her arousal. My balls slap against her perky ass, making a dirty, squelching sound that sends electric currents through my body.

A shockwave of ecstasy floods my bloodstream when her velvet walls cage my dick, gripping me so hard it’s hard to pull out.

“Fuck. Look at how your tightly your pussy grabs onto my cock. Like it’s begging to be bred.”I bend, nibbling the sensitive flesh over Sienna’s collarbones. I want her to carry my bite marks and my cum when I see her tomorrow. I want to know I claimed every part of her. “I’m going to turn you into my little breeder and make you pop out one baby after another. You’ll always be pregnant from taking Daddy’s cock.”

“You’re so deep inside me,” Sienna moans. “I can feel my womb begging for your seed, Daddy.”

“Such a good girl. You want to be Daddy’s little cum slut, don’t you?” I rub my palm possessively over her belly.

She nods, the closes her eyes as a sharp wave of pleasure assaults her cunt. I grind into her pussy hard and fast. My strokes are uncontrolled. I’m an animal, pouring all my strength and energy into ravaging Sienna’s tight, unprotected cunt.

“Does it feel good, Daddy?” There’s a shred of doubt in Sienna’s eyes, a worry that I want to erase completely.

I crush her breast between my fingers, pushing her toward her orgasm as I whisper, “You massage my cock so well inside that tight, fertile pussy. I’m barely holding on, babygirl.”

It’s true. I’m on the precipice of shattering. Every wave of rapture that radiates from my groin and flows to my brain numbs it. The sharp tingle of pleasure from her pussy squeezing my cock puts my nerves under anesthesia.

Her pussy walls hug my dick, convulsing around, the sheer pleasure of it driving me to the edge of madness. Every thrust is pure ecstasy, her slick heat enveloping me, pulling me deeper. I can feel every ridge, every pulse of her around me, and it's intoxicating.

"Fuck, babygirl," I groan, my hips moving faster, chasing that primal need to claim, to breed. "I think I’m addicted to your pussy. You feel like heaven when I take you raw."

Her moans grow louder, her body tensing beneath me. I can feel her getting close, her inner muscles clenching around me. I angle my hips, driving deeper, hitting that spot that makes her cry out.

"Come for me, Sienna," I demand. "Come all over Daddy's cock."

She shatters with a cry, her body surrendering to my domination, her pussy clamping down on me so hard I see stars. The sensation is overwhelming, her pleasure milking my own orgasm from me. I follow her over the edge, my hips jerking as I spill inside her, filling her with hot, thick ropes of cum. I groan like it's killing me, the intensity of it ripping through me like a force of nature.

“Good girl.” I kiss her forehead. “You took all of Daddy’s cum.”

She grins. “I’ll do it as many times as you want. Just don’t leave me, Damian.”

Her voice trembles at the end. A sharp pang hits my chest. The heat between us turns to pain, like there are shards of glass digging into my body. Sienna wants me so bad, she’s ready to throw away everything to become pregnant for me.

That’s real devotion. I feel wholly unworthy of it.

“Don’t worry. I don’t plan to,” I answer. “Zara is in New York. Until she gets back, I plan to fuck you in every room of this house. Multiple times.”

I’m giving us an expiry date, but she must know that it wouldn’t be easy to carry on when Zara is living under the same roof as us. My daughter is not stupid. She’ll catch onto what’s happening in no time.

Sienna narrows her eyes, disappointment woven through her expression. But she is too nice to betray her friend. “You’re right,” she admits. “Let’s end this when Zara gets here. I’d feel bad if she found out about us.”

I nod, hoping all my breeding doesn’t leave us with consequences we can’t handle.

I stay inside Sienna, panting, my forehead pressed to hers. I can't bring myself to pull out, not yet. I want to keep her filled with me, plugged up with my cock so my seed doesn't leak out. I want to keep her marked, claimed.

I pull her into my arms, stroking her hair, kissing her temple. She's trembling, her breath coming in soft gasps. I hold her like a lifeline, like she's the only thing keeping me anchored to this world. In a way, she is.

"You said you wouldn’t fuck me again," she whispers, her voice soft, vulnerable. "You lied."

My voice is rough, raw with emotion. "I know. I’ll lie again." I'll lie a thousand times if it means keeping her, having her like this.

She doesn't respond, just snuggles closer, her body fitting perfectly against mine. I embrace her, allowing myself the kind of contentment that I’ve denied myself for years. It feels fucking fantastic, having a woman I love in my arms, having my cock lodged inside her, anticipating the new life we’ll create together.

Outside, the storm fades.

Inside, something far more dangerous has begun.

Sienna is no longer my daughter’s best friend.

She’s my obsession.

And if my seed takes root, she’ll be the mother of my child, too.
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Sienna






I wake
 up to the dull ache between my thighs. A slow, pulsing soreness that radiates from deep inside me—proof of what we did last night. Of what I let him do to me.

Of what I begged him for.

I shift under the sheets, wincing as my thighs rub together, my core throbbing. I’m still wet. Still leaking. My panties—if I were wearing any—would be ruined.

Instead, I’m naked beneath his sheets. Damian’s scent is everywhere, in the linens, in the pillow under my cheek, on my skin.

And I’m still full of him.

I close my eyes, trying to hold onto the memory—the weight of his body over mine, the sound of his voice, the way he looked at me when I told him I wanted to be bred.

I’ve never felt anything like it.

He made me feel worshipped and ruined at the same time.

I don’t know what we are now. Or what I’m supposed to do when the sun comes up and I have to walk into his kitchen like I didn’t let him fuck me raw and tell me I’d be his little breeder.

My body aches.

My heart… aches more.

I drag myself into the shower, moving slow, letting the hot water ease the tension from my muscles. But the ache between my legs doesn’t go away.

And I don’t want it to.

By the time I get downstairs, the house smells like coffee and toast and sunlight.

Damian is already at the table, suit pants and a white dress shirt—no tie. Sleeves rolled up. Newspaper open. He looks up, then away just as fast.

Like I’m too much to look at in the morning.

Like I’m something dangerous.

I wear Zara’s old Columbia tee and a pair of shorts that barely cover the tops of my thighs. My hair’s still damp. My skin still pink from the hot shower. I know what I look like.

I know what I feel
 like.

Used.

Claimed.

And somehow, more beautiful than I’ve ever felt.

I sit across from him and pour myself a cup of tea. He doesn’t speak. Just sips his coffee and pretends to read.

I tear into a croissant to keep from asking the million questions in my head.

Delilah walks in. She stops mid-step, her eyes darting between me and Damian. Something sharp and curious flickers behind them.

"You’re glowing," she says, setting down a bowl of berries. "London suits you."

I choke a little on my tea.

Damian doesn’t look up from his paper. Not even a flicker of acknowledgment. But I know he heard it.

I force a smile. “Must be the weather.”

Delilah gives me one of those sly, older-woman smiles. The kind that says I’ve been around long enough to know when someone’s been properly fucked.
 Then she disappears into the kitchen.

Silence stretches between us.

Damian flips a page.

I take another sip of tea and shift in my chair—and wince.

A cramp shoots through my lower belly, low and tight. Not painful, but deep. Persistent.

I press my palm over the spot and rub lightly, trying to ease the discomfort.

“Cramping?” His voice is low. Controlled. But I can feel the weight of his attention.

I glance at him. He’s still staring at the paper, but he’s not reading.

“Just sore,” I say softly. “From you.”

That gets him.

He shifts slightly in his chair, but doesn’t reply.

I steal a bite of his toast without asking.

He reaches over a moment later—casual, like it means nothing—and brushes a crumb from the corner of my mouth with his thumb. His touch lingers longer than it needs to. My breath hitches.

His eyes finally meet mine.

“You should be resting,” he murmurs. “Not walking around glowing and stealing my breakfast.”

My stomach flips.

“You didn’t seem very interested in rest last night,” I whisper.

His jaw tightens. His eyes darken.

And I know—without a doubt—he wants me again.

Right here. Right now.

But he won’t.

Because we’ve crossed a line that has no end.

He leans back in his chair and lifts his coffee to his lips.

"Finish your tea. Then you're going back to bed."

“What about work? I can’t take the day off. I’m a new employee.”

He can’t argue with that.

He drops a weary sigh. “Get dressed quickly. You’re coming with me to the office.”

The corner of my mouth lifts. “Yes, Daddy.”

He doesn’t flinch.

But his knuckles go white around the mug.

And I smile to myself, hiding it behind my cup.

Because he might not say it—but I can feel it in every glance, every silence, every subtle shift of his hands:

He’s mine now.

Even if he doesn’t want to be.






* * *




I should’ve stayed home.


Every step sends a fresh reminder through my lower body of just how thoroughly I was claimed last night. The soreness isn't painful exactly—but it's insistent. A low, lingering hum in my muscles and between my thighs. I walk a little slower today. Sit down a little more carefully.

Still, I come in.

Because I’m a new hire. Because I already messed up once. Because I need to prove I’m not just Damian Wolfe’s charity case.

Most of the day is quiet. Mercifully.

But right after a late strategy meeting, I turn down a quiet corridor and spot him.

Damian.

Alone.

He’s walking toward me, phone in hand, brow furrowed in thought. He doesn’t see me until we’re almost shoulder to shoulder.

I don’t think. I just do it.

As we pass, I let my fingers brush his.

It’s nothing.

And everything.

He stops walking.

So do I.

We don’t say anything in the moment—but his eyes flash with something dangerous and hot before he blinks it away.

A few minutes later, I get a message from his assistant.


“Mr. Wolfe would like to see you for lunch.”


Anticipation burns through my system. I’m jittery all day, barely able to focus on my tasks. When the clock strikes twelve, I bolt out of my chair.

His office is sleek and quiet when I step in—floor-to-ceiling windows, soft lighting, a table already set with covered silver trays and sparkling water. I gasp at the sight. He’s so thoughtful. It’s not even a date but he planned all this. Arranged a meal for me, complete with the perfect table arrangements.

"You didn’t have to do all this," I say softly as I step in.

Damian looks up from where he’s pouring tea into delicate china cups.

"I know," he says. "Sit."

I do. The moment I sit, he lifts the silver lids—veal medallions in truffle cream, fresh greens with shaved parmesan, mini éclairs arranged like art.

“This is a tasting menu from Chez Argent. It’s Zara’s favorite,” he says. “She mentioned how she wanted to go there with you once. I made a note. I’m going to beat her and eat this with you first.”

I giggle at his cute competitiveness. “Did you call her recently? She was sick the last time I spoke to her.”

“I call her everyday,” he replies, matter-of-factly. He isn’t showing off. He’s just stating it as if it’s something every parent does for their child. “I have a nurse taking care of her round the clock in New York. I don’t know what quack doctor she has been seeing. How could a flu last this long?”

My heart does something painful and stupid in my chest.

“You are an amazing dad.” The words leave my mouth before I can gather my thoughts. I know Zara was born with more than me but I haven’t envied her even once. She’s an amazing, generous, and positive person who deserves every blessing she has. But I wish I could have someone like Damian caring for me, even after our two weeks are up.

“I do what I can,” he says. “Now, why don’t we eat? I want the beautiful woman in front of me to taste the best London has to offer.”

He picks up my fork, scoops up some food and presses it against my lips, feeding me. I open my mouth instinctively, accepting his gesture.

He treats me like I matter. Like I’m fragile and precious and worth remembering. He does small things for me that I’ve always had to do for myself. He doesn’t know how much this means to me.

As we eat, he barely touches his food. He watches me instead—eyes tracking every wince, every shift of my hips.

"You’re still sore," he murmurs.

I nod slowly. “It’s okay. I like the ache.”

His jaw tenses.

My hair falls into my face as I lean over my plate. He reaches forward, brushing it back behind my ear. The touch is instinctive. Intimate.

My breath catches.

"You always do that," I whisper.

He stills. “Do what?”

“Try to protect me. Even when you’re pushing me away.”

He’s quiet for a beat.

Then he exhales. “I’m done pushing you away.”

Hope sparks—bright and fast and almost terrifying. His acceptance of the bond between us makes me feel secure. And afraid. Because despite everything, this ends is two weeks.

“But you need to think carefully,” he adds. “This isn’t something we can take back. If we keep doing this… we risk everything. Your career. My relationship with Zara. Your friendship with her.”

I nod, my throat tightening.

“I know.”

"And stop touching me in the office," he says gently, but firmly. "Our affair stays between us. If anyone finds out—especially before Zara’s back—she will hear about it. You know how this world works."

I nod again, slower this time. If rumors spread in the office, Zara will know of our affair sooner or later. She’ll hear it from the interns or someone else. We need to do everything to minimize the fallout from our relationship.

“I hate hiding,” I whisper, twirling a stand of hair around my finger, staring at my half-empty plate of food.

“I hate it, too.”

"But I hate the idea of ending it more."

He looks away, visibly shaken.

“I feel powerless,” I admit.

His eyes flick back to mine. There’s a storm in them.

He reaches for the bottle of scotch beside his desk. Starts to pour himself a glass, then pauses.

“Want one?”

I shake my head. “Tell me something about you instead. Something no one knows. I want to get to know you as a person, Damian. You’re so complex. I want to understand what drives a man like you.”

He stills. Then sets the bottle down without drinking.

There’s a long pause before he speaks.

“I was married once,” he says. “You know this.”

I nod.

“Her name was Isla,” he continues, his voice quieter now. “We were married for six years. She was pregnant when she died.”

I feel my stomach twist. “In the car crash?”

He nods. “She was on her way to a prenatal appointment. I was supposed to drive her. But I stayed late at the office.”

Silence drops like a curtain between us.

“I called her, told her I’d be twenty minutes late,” he says. “She left anyway. Said she didn’t want to miss her time slot. It started raining hard. Someone ran a red light.”

He drags a hand over his mouth. Sadness blooms over his face like a mask that’s permanently fixed on his visage. Like something that can’t be torn away. He has faced such deep grief, and to know that he was even partially responsible for the way his wife died is a heavy cross to bear. It’s not his fault, but I doubt he sees it that way.

“That’s the last time I let anyone love me like that,” Damian continues, his voice dropping to a low register. “Even Zara doesn’t know that her mother’s death was my fault. I kept it from her. She was all I had left. I didn’t want her to resent me.”

I blink fast, fighting the sudden sting behind my eyes. I had no idea what he was going through all this time. No idea that his demons were much bigger and scarier than I’d imagined. Is he afraid of losing someone again? Is that why he’s so attentive to Zara? To me?

“I haven’t touched anyone since Isla,” he says. “Until you. You brought it all back. The ache. The need. The guilt.”

The air feels thick between us. Heavy with things neither of us are quite ready to say.

I swallow hard, suddenly desperate to close the space between us. To offer something in return.

“My parents divorced when I was four,” I whisper, balling my fingers into fists in my lap. I don’t like talking about my past but Damian deserves to know everything about me after he laid his heart bare for me. “My dad walked out and never looked back.”

His eyes darken, but he doesn’t interrupt.

“My mom had anxiety. Panic attacks. She couldn’t hold down a job. Some days, she didn’t even get out of bed.”

I laugh softly, bitterly. “I used to make us cereal for dinner. I was ten.”

He clenches his jaw.

“I had to be strong so she wouldn’t fall apart,” I say. “I never got to be soft.”

I glance up at him, my throat tight. “Until… you.”

Something shifts in his expression. That guarded look falters. For a moment, he looks like he might say nothing at all.

Then he moves—stands slowly and walks around the desk.

He stops in front of me. Reaches out. Cups my cheek. Traces the shape of my jawline, rubbing his thumb in soothing circles beneath my ear. His thumb moves to my cheek, soft and reverent.

"You deserve softness every day," he murmurs. “I’ll be the strong one so you can be soft.”

His hand lingers.

“You’re the Daddy I always wanted, Damian,” I confess. “Sometimes, all of this feels unreal. Like it’s something I dreamed up.”

“I’m real, babygirl.” He draws my hand to his lips and gives me a kiss on my knuckles. “Whatever is between us is real, too.”

He’s right. We’re getting closer and closer to each other. He has seen parts of me I haven’t showed anyone else. My kinks. My fantasies. My past. My wounds.

And I know details about him even Zara doesn’t. Like the burdens he carries. How he looks after a rough day at work. And most of all, how his face relaxes as he comes inside me.

Our forbidden encounter is supposed to be nothing more than a short-lived, torrid affair. But this isn’t just about lust or escape anymore. We’re giving more to each other than we’ve given to anyone else. We’re drowning, being pulled deeper.

And maybe when it’s over I’ll never be able to come up for air.
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TEN












Damian






The kitchen is bathed
 in the soft glow of the under-cabinet lighting as I enter, the remnants of the day clinging to me like a second skin. My shirt sleeves are rolled up, my tie discarded, and the exhaustion of the day is etched into every line of my face. I open the refrigerator, pulling out the plate of food our cook left for me, and set it in the microwave to warm.

As I lean against the counter, waiting, I hear the soft pad of bare feet on the staircase. I turn to see Sienna, her eyes soft with sleep, her hair a tousled halo around her face. She's wearing a silk robe that clings to her curves, hinting at the nakedness beneath.

"What are you doing up?" I ask, my voice rough with fatigue. "You should be asleep."

She smiles softly, her eyes never leaving mine. "I wanted to welcome you home. I heard the car pull up."

Something in my chest tightens at her words. It's been so long since I had someone to come home to, someone who cared enough to wait up for me. I swallow hard, trying to dislodge the lump forming in my throat.

She steps closer, her arms wrapping around me in a gentle embrace. I find myself melting into her touch, my arms encircling her waist, pulling her closer. She feels so warm, so soft, so... right.

"How was your day?" she asks, her voice muffled against my chest.

I sigh, my hand tracing lazy circles on her back. "Long. Difficult. But having you here makes it better."

She pulls back slightly, her eyes searching mine. "Do you want to talk about it?"

I hesitate, then nod. We sit down at the kitchen island, and as I eat, I find myself opening up to her about the stresses of my day, the board meetings, the difficult clients. She listens, her eyes never leaving mine, her hand reaching out to squeeze mine in silent support.

She stands, moving to the kettle to make tea. As she places a second mug down in front of me, our fingers brush. The touch is electric, too much, too charged. I look up at her, my breath catching in my throat. The simple touch of her fingers sends a shockwave through me, igniting a fire that burns away the exhaustion of the day. Her eyes meet mine, and the world narrows down to this moment, this connection.

"Do you dream about it?" she whispers, her voice barely audible. "What you did to me?"

My voice is hoarse, rough with desire and emotion. "Every damn night."

She steps closer, her body pressing against mine. I can feel her warmth, her softness, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to crush her to me.

"I want you in my bed every night, Sienna," I confess, the words torn from somewhere deep inside me. "Even if we're not fucking. I just... I need you there."

Her eyes widen slightly, but she doesn't pull away. Instead, she leans into me, her hand cupping my cheek. "If you want me more than sexually…” Her words disappear as she bites down on her lower lip.

I nod, turning my face into her touch. "I know what means to want more than sex from someone, Sienna. I know it's becoming... everything. But I can't help it. I can't fight it anymore."

She smiles softly, her thumb tracing the line of my jaw. "Then don't fight it, Damian. Let's just... be. Together."

I pull her into my arms, holding her tightly. The feeling of her body against mine is more than just physical pleasure—it's comfort, it's home. It's something I've been missing for so long, something I never thought I'd find again.

"At night," I murmur into her hair, "I want to hold you. I want to hear your breaths, feel your heartbeat. I want to go to sleep with you in my arms and wake up the same way."

She pulls back slightly, her eyes shiny with unshed tears. "I want that too, Damian. I want to be there for you, always."

I stand, taking her hand, and lead her upstairs to my bedroom. We climb into bed together, her body fitting perfectly against mine. I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close, and she nuzzles into my chest with eagerness. Her head slots under my shoulder, in the crook of my arm.

That spot has been empty for more than a decade now. But now, with Sienna filling it, I’m at ease.

I wished for this kind of easy intimacy, meaningful closeness in my darkest, wildest dreams. But I never thought I’d find it again. Not with my daughter’s best friend.

Sienna’s breaths feather my neck. Her soft sound cuts through the deafening silence of my room, the silence that wraps around me like a shroud every night. The reason I stay so late at the office is because I don’t exactly relish this oppressive silence.

But it’s no longer quiet.

Because I have the woman I love next to me.





OceanofPDF.com








ELEVEN












Sienna






I slip
 out of Damian’s bed before the sun crests the London skyline. The sheets are still warm from our bodies. The air heavy with the scent of sex and sweat and something sweeter—something dangerously close to love.

My thighs ache. A deep, bruising ache from being taken so hard, so completely. My skin hums with it. Every step I take is a reminder of how thoroughly he owned me.

And I love it.

I tiptoe down the hall to my room, barefoot, clutching my discarded T-shirt to my chest. If Delilah sees me wandering around the house like this—hair a mess, lips swollen from his kisses—there’ll be no hiding what’s happening.

But the house is quiet. Still. And I make it back to my room without getting caught.

At breakfast, Damian sits across from me like nothing happened.

He’s in his crisp suit, his tie knotted perfectly. His face is composed, unreadable.

I don’t know how he does it.

I can still feel him inside me.

Still taste him on my tongue.

Still ache for more.

I nibble at my toast, trying not to squirm in my seat. Across the table, he sips his coffee, flipping through the Financial Times like he isn’t the reason I can barely sit without blushing.

Delilah watches us from the kitchen doorway, her eyes sharp and narrowed. She knows something’s off. I can feel it.

When I glance up, she’s still looking.

“Is something going on between you two?” she says slyly, setting down a fresh pot of coffee. She looks between me and Damian. “First she was glowing. Now you’re glowing, too, Mr. Wolfe.”

I almost choke on my tea. Damian doesn’t look up. Doesn’t flinch.

“Maybe I like having company for breakfast.” A teasing smile lifts one corner of Damian’s lips. He raises his eyebrows, watching me meaningfully. “They say being around people does good things to one’s mood.”

Delilah guffaws. “I’ve never seen you in a mood like this and I’ve been here a long, long time.”

Damian chuckles. It’s a low, masculine sound. It zips up my spine, leaving a trail of goosebumps on my arms and back. I’ve scarcely heard him laugh. It’s the most beautiful sound in the world. Like honey and heaven mixed together.

Delilah is probably having the same thought because she’s frozen in place, staring at her employer like he is an alien. Pride swells in my chest. I’m the one who made Damian smile. Who made him put down his burdens and enjoy his life.

Under the table, his hand finds my knee.

Casual.

Possessive.

A silent warning.


You’re mine.


Delilah probably can’t see us but I’m shocked he’s taking such risks.

I clear my throat and force a shaky smile. “Yeah, I have that effect on people.”

Delilah hums, unconvinced. She leaves us alone a few minutes later, and Damian’s hand starts to slide higher. Up my bare thigh, under the hem of my dress.

My breath catches.

“Damian,” I hiss under my breath.

He doesn’t stop. He doesn’t even look at me. He flips another page of the newspaper, his hand inching higher, fingers trailing slow, deliberate circles into the sensitive skin between my thighs.

I bite down on my lip hard enough to hurt.

That’s when his phone rings.

It’s on speaker.

And the caller ID says, Zara.

I freeze. My heart tries to beat its way out of my chest. Damian lifts the phone casually, pressing the green button without moving his other hand.

“Morning, sweetheart,” he says smoothly, in a voice that could melt butter.

“Morning, Dad!” Zara’s cheerful voice floods the room. “You’re up early.”

“I had breakfast with Sienna,” he says, completely calm. Sienna. Not Miss Blake. Not her.


My name
 .

Damian’s fingers skate up to the edge of my panties—deliberate, teasing. I can barely breathe.

“Oh!” Zara sounds surprised. “She’s already there? Tell her I say hi!”

Damian’s fingers slip under the waistband. Stroke lightly over my damp folds. I clench my thighs around his hand instinctively, but he just smirks into his coffee cup.

“Sienna,” he says, voice perfectly bland, “Zara says hello.”

I clear my throat, struggling for words as his finger brushes over my clit in a slow, devastating glide.

“H-hi, Zara,” I manage. My voice comes out embarrassingly breathless.

Damian’s thumb circles harder. I nearly whimper. Eddies of pleasure swirl through my lower belly, gripping my pussy with a force that I can barely withstand.

“Everything okay?” Zara asks suspiciously.

“Perfect,” Damian says smoothly, his thumb pressing harder against me. “Your voice sounds better. I take it that the nurse I sent was useful?”

“Yeah, she’s pretty good. My throat’s all cleared up. I think I can fly next week. I want to stay for a few days, just to be sure it’s all gone.”

“Good idea. Tell me if you need anything else. How about a nice weekend trip to upstate New York? I can arrange that for you. You deserve to have some fun after being in bed for weeks.”

I can see that Damian is trying to delay Zara’s return, trying to keep her in New York for as long as possible. But the thought of her returning so soon—in just a week, leaves an ache in my chest. I don’t want. To say goodbye to Damian so soon. We just started having fun.

But I can’t dwell on my thoughts because my body is burning with heat. His thumb presses into my ripe clit, teasing my nub, drawing out moans and sharp pangs of rapture. I grab the edge of the table for dear life, trying not to pant audibly.

“We miss you here,” I squeak out. “Hope you’re feeling better!”

There’s a beat of silence on the other end.

Then Zara laughs, easy and bright. “I’ll be back soon. Don’t let Dad work you too hard, okay?”

“Sure,” I breathe, blinking rapidly as Damian’s fingers slide lower, teasing my entrance.

The second Zara hangs up, I shove back my chair and glare at him.

“You’re evil,” I hiss.

Damian finally lifts his gaze from the paper, his eyes burning with amusement and heat.

“I told you not to touch me at work,” he says, voice low and dangerous. “I never said anything about home.”

His hand disappears under the table, but the damage is done.

I’m soaked.

Shaking.

And so desperately, hopelessly gone for this man that it terrifies me.

Because every day we live like this—hiding, sneaking, burning—I fall deeper.

And I know, deep down, that there’s no coming back.






* * *




The next few
 days at Wolfe & Hawthorne are torture.

Damian keeps his distance like he’s under orders from some invisible firing squad. He barely glances at me. He addresses me by my last name—Miss Blake
 —with a clipped formality that makes my chest ache every time I hear it.

In meetings, he doesn’t even look at me.

Not once.

He calls on me the way a teacher might call on a student they barely tolerate, cold and detached.

And the worst part is—I understand why.

We’re living on borrowed time. Every day, Zara’s return looms closer. Every slip, every glance, every mistake could expose what we’ve done.

Still.

It hurts.

I sit through endless presentations, feeling the sting of his rejection like a burn on my skin.

It doesn't help that my body keeps betraying me.

I shift uncomfortably in my seat, pressing my thighs together beneath the table.

The lingering soreness from our nights together has finally faded. But there’s something else now—a new, low tightness in my belly.

A tiny, nagging thought creeps in at the edges of my mind: Shouldn’t I have gotten my period by now?


I brush it off quickly.

I’m irregular. I always have been. Stress, travel, change—any of it can throw me off by a week or more.

Besides, I don’t feel different.

No nausea.

No weird cravings.

Nothing like the symptoms you read about.

It’s nothing.

It has to be nothing.

I force the thought down and focus on the meeting. Or try to.

Across the conference room, a male executive—Jameson, from Finance—leans over to show me a slide on his laptop. He smiles too much. Laughs too easily. His hand brushes my wrist casually, and a chill runs down my spine.

It’s harmless. Probably.

But I feel it before I see it.

A shift in the room’s atmosphere.

A sudden, razor-sharp tension.

I glance sideways—and find Damian staring.

Not at Jameson’s laptop.

At me
 .

His gray eyes are cold enough to freeze blood.

When Jameson jokes about my dress—something about how I "brighten up the department"—Damian cuts him down without even raising his voice.

"I didn’t know interns were encouraged to flirt during meetings," he says icily, the words slicing through the room.

The silence that follows is brutal.

Jameson chuckles awkwardly, muttering something about it being "harmless," before shrinking back into his chair.

Damian says nothing more. He doesn’t have to.

The damage is done.

And everyone knows it.

I lower my gaze to my notes, pretending to focus, but my stomach flutters wildly.

Because I know exactly what that glare meant.

It wasn’t professionalism.

It wasn’t about decorum.

It was about me
 .

About the way Damian Wolfe—cold, ruthless, untouchable—still burns for me.

Even when he’s trying to pretend he doesn’t.
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TWELVE












Sienna






It’s almost
 8 p.m. when I wander into the breakroom.

The office is mostly empty now, reduced to the low hum of computers and the occasional echo of a cleaning cart down the corridor. My heels are silent against the tile as I step into the darkened kitchen space.

I just want tea. Warmth. Something to hold. But the moment I enter, I feel it—that static tension in the air. And then I see him.

Damian.

Leaning against the counter, half in shadow, a paper cup in his hand. He doesn’t turn. Doesn’t speak. But I stop breathing. Because I know. I know what’s coming before it even happens.

I step forward.

He straightens.

Then—without a word—he stalks toward me.

My back hits the countertop before I can even blink. His mouth crashes onto mine, claiming me with a fury I’ve only seen in his eyes before. His kiss is wild, desperate, punishing. His hands are everywhere—tugging, gripping, anchoring me to him like he’s afraid I’ll disappear.

I gasp against his lips. He doesn’t stop. He devours
 me.

He pulls back just enough to breathe—and then spins me around, bending me over the small metal table in the center of the room.

The world tilts.

My palms slap the surface, my breath catching as I feel his hands sliding up my thighs, under my skirt.

"Damian—" I start.

“Don’t talk,” he growls. “Just listen.”

His hand finds my panties. Soaked.

He pushes them aside, and I whimper when his fingers press against my slit—rough, possessive, perfect.

"You’re mine at work," he snarls, his mouth close to my ear. "Mine at home. Say it."

I press my forehead against the cold metal of the table, my whole body trembling.

“I’m yours, Daddy,” I whisper.

“Louder.”

“I’m yours!” I gasp. “I’m yours, Daddy.”

His breath shudders. I feel it ghost over my neck, hot and sharp and hungry.

"No man gets to look at you like that. Not Jameson. Not anyone." His voice darkens. "You’re my precious babygirl. No one puts their dirty fucking hands on what’s mine."

He pushes two fingers inside me, rough and deep. My knees nearly give out. I moan, biting down on my lip to stay quiet, but it’s impossible to hide the slick sound of him sliding in and out of me.

It’s so wrong.

The breakroom. The risk. The open glass walls with blinds that don’t fully shut.

But I don’t care.

Because he’s touching me like he owns me. Like he needs
 me.

And I know what this is.

This isn’t just lust.

It’s possessiveness.

It's jealousy.

It's the cracks forming in the walls he built between us—and I’m watching them fall. He’s breaking his own rules, forgetting who he is because all he wants is to merge with me. His eager erection pokes into my ass cheek. He’s so damn hard so quickly. It’s heady to think I have such an effect on a man who has billions of dollars at his fingertips.

“You’re shaking,” he murmurs, his voice suddenly softer, but no less intense.

“I like it,” I breathe. “I like being yours.”

His erection teases the back of my thigh. The sound his him undoing his belt punctuates my hard, desperate breaths. My breasts are sore, pressed against hard metal. I don’t why they feel sore. Probably because of how much Damian sucked on them last night. He left hickeys, too.

Goosebumps dot my legs when his bare cock skims my ass cheeks. He pushes my cheeks apart, pressing his thick head against my asshole. He teases me, enough to wind me up tight, enough to make the flame in my stomach grow into an inferno that pumps fire through my veins.

“Your asshole is so tight and pretty. I want to watch my cock slide in and out of it someday.” My thighs shake, trembling with ecstasy when he kisses my ass cheek. His mouth is close to my ass, so close that my pussy clenches. “But tonight, I need to breed you. I need to claim your pussy and remind you who you belong to.”

Her parts my pussy lips with rough fingers, pushing them enough to allow his crown to slot into my pussy hole. His finger strokes my plump clit. My knees buckle. He pushes me over the table, leaving my legs dangling off the edge.

He grinds into me from behind, letting me feel the thick ridge of his cock as it pushes through my raw pussy walls. His bare skin against my inner walls is something I cannot resist. As his massive cock stretches me, barely fitting inside my snug channel, my body temperature shoots up. Sweat trickles at the back of my neck. My skin is flushed like it’s the middle of summer.

“Please give me more, Daddy,” I plead, fighting the pull of the tight knot in my belly, the pressure threatening to detonate whenever the rough texture of Damian’s fingertips assaults my sensitive clit.

“Then don’t ever let another man near you again. You hear me?”

I nod quickly, breathless. “Yes, Daddy.”

His lips brush the shell of my ear. “Good girl.”

And in that moment—bent over a cold table, my body aching and my heart full—I feel more treasured than I ever have.

Because he’s unraveling.

And he’s unraveling for me. He’s giving into his base urges. Only I can sate his hunger for intimacy and he doesn’t care where I do it or how. I’m his babygirl, the one he needs, the one he cannot live without.

The cold metal of the table is a stark contrast to the heat of Damian's body pressed against mine. My heart pounds in my chest as he pushes deeper into me, his thick cock stretching me, filling me completely. I can feel every ridge, every vein, as he slides in and out, his pace increasing with each thrust.

"Fuck, you're so tight, babygirl," he groans, his fingers digging into my hips. "Your little pussy is gripping me so good."

I can't respond, can't even think straight. All I can do is feel—the pleasure, the pain, the intense sensation of him owning me, claiming me. My body is on fire, every nerve ending alight with desire.

His hand reaches around, finding my clit, and he starts to rub in tight, relentless circles. I gasp, my back arching as waves of pleasure crash over me. I'm so close, so ready to come undone.

"You like that, don't you, my little slut?" he growls, his voice dark and dominant. "You like being fucked at the office, where anyone could walk in and see you taking Daddy's cock like a good girl."

His words send a shiver down my spine, pushing me closer to the edge. I can feel the pressure building, the tightness in my core spiraling out of control.

"Daddy's going to breed you right here, Sienna," he rasps, his breath hot on my neck. "I'm going to fill this pretty little cunt with my cum, make you mine in every way."

His hips slam against mine, the sound of our skin slapping together echoing through the breakroom. It's raw, it's primal, and it's everything I need. I can feel his cock swelling inside me, his body tensing as he chases his own release.

"Come for me, babygirl," he commands, his fingers pinching my clit. "Come all over Daddy's cock."

And I do. I shatter, my body convulsing as waves of pleasure wash over me. I cry out, my voice echoing through the room, not caring who might hear. All that matters is this—him, me, the connection between us.






* * *




By the time
 we get home, my legs are trembling. Not from exhaustion but from everything he makes me feel.

Damian doesn’t say a word as he leads me upstairs, his large hand cradling the small of my back, guiding me with a care that makes my throat tighten.

No harshness. No demands. Just quiet, purposeful tenderness.

The moment we step into his bedroom, he turns and lifts me easily into his arms, carrying me toward the bed like I weigh nothing. He lays me down gently, then disappears into the adjoining bathroom.

I hear the water run. The faint pop of a cap being opened. Soft sounds of preparation.

When he returns, his sleeves are rolled up and he’s carrying a bottle of thick, rich lotion.

He sits at the foot of the bed, tugs me toward him so my calves rest across his thighs, and starts massaging my legs with strong, steady hands. The first touch of his thumbs pressing into the sore muscles of my calves makes me sigh—a long, shaky exhale.

"Good girl," he murmurs.

My chest aches at the sound of it.

He works his way slowly upward, careful with every knot, every tender spot. His touch is firm but loving, kneading the tension from my body like he’s unwrapping something fragile.

When he reaches my thighs, he’s even gentler.

He rubs the lotion into my skin in slow, deliberate circles, praising me under his breath.

"You take me so well," he says softly. "Always so good for me. So perfect."

I melt under his touch, a pool of warmth and adoration.

No one has ever treated me like this.

No one has ever seen
 me like this.

No one has bothered with aftercare, with praise, after they’ve already fucked me. But Damian is different. He’s a Daddy who understands his responsibilities. Who takes them seriously, who wants to make me feel cherished every single moment I’m with him.

My entire being melts as he lavishes attention and affection on me, kissing my toes, my leg, licking a wicked trail up my neck, telling me how he can’t sleep without me.

Once he finishes, he caps the lotion and tosses it aside, then pulls me into his lap.

I go willingly, curling up against his chest, my head tucked under his chin.

He strokes my hair with slow, rhythmic movements, pressing soft kisses to my temple, my forehead, the crown of my head.

"You have no idea how lucky I am," he whispers against my hair. "To have you."

I close my eyes, breathing him in.

His scent. His heat. His steady heartbeat under my cheek. Safe. Loved. Adored.

I wrap my arms around his waist and cling tighter, wishing I could bottle this feeling and keep it forever.

"I want to take you out," he says after a while, his voice rumbling low in his chest. "On a real date. Somewhere special."

I tilt my head back to look up at him, my heart leaping.

"You do?"

His mouth curves into a small, rare smile.

"I do." He brushes my hair behind my ear, his thumb trailing down my jawline. "You deserve to be spoiled, babygirl. Properly. Is there anything you’ve always wanted to do?"

I bite my lip, excitement and anxiety tangling together in my chest.

The idea of going out with him—of being seen—makes my heart race in all the wrong ways. Zara is still in New York, but London isn’t small. Someone could recognize him. Someone could recognize me
 .

I don’t want to risk it. I don't want to lose him before I've even truly had him.

"I…" I swallow, forcing a smile. "I’m happy just being here with you. Doing boring things. Drinking tea. Watching movies. Anything."

His eyes soften, full of something fierce and tender.

"You sure?"

I nod, tucking myself closer into his chest. "I don't need fancy places. I just want you."

He hugs me tighter, resting his cheek against the top of my head.

And for a little while, we stay like that—wrapped around each other, the outside world forgotten.

I’ve never felt safer.

Never felt more loved.

Even if this can’t last forever, even if we’re playing with fire, this
 —this moment—is real.

And it’s ours
 .
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THIRTEEN












Damian






She’s still asleep
 when I wake.

Sienna lies tangled in the sheets, one arm curled above her head, the faintest hint of a pout on her lips. Her hair spills across my pillow, a messy halo. She looks soft, delicate. Breakable.


Mine.


The word slips into my mind before I can stop it.

I drag a hand through my hair and force myself out of bed, pulling on loose sweats and a T-shirt. Distance. I need distance this morning. Space to think. To remember why this can’t last.

I settle into the armchair by the window, a book in my hand, but I’m not really reading. I just sit there, watching the light shift across her body as the sun rises, trying to pretend I’m stronger than the pull she has on me.

When she stirs, blinking sleepily at me, my chest tightens.

She’s wearing one of my shirts. It’s too big for her. Swallowing her up. She looks impossibly sweet, padding barefoot toward me, her cheeks still flushed from sleep.

Without a word, I put the book down and open my arms. She comes to me without hesitation, curling into my lap like she belongs there. I press a kiss to the crown of her head, breathing her in. Vanilla and skin and something else—something that’s just Sienna
 .

I wrap both arms around her and just hold
 . No hunger. No heat. Just the slow, quiet kind of need that sits deep in the marrow of your bones.

She rests her head against my chest.

I lift my coffee cup and offer it to her without speaking. She smiles drowsily and takes a sip, then hands it back. We pass the cup between us like some sacred ritual, a silent conversation flowing between sips.

I don’t need anything else.

This is enough.

More than enough.

And it terrifies me.

Because I know—I know
 —that I won’t survive losing her.

Not again. Not after Isla.

Not after what it did to me the first time. Only this time, I already know I’ll be losing her and that hurts even more.

As the morning drags on, I take a shower while she goes down. Delilah has the day off today. I gave her one because I wanted to spend the entire day with Sienna and not having any eyes on us. Of late, even the cook’s presence seems like an intrusion. Our lovely, taboo bubble is so comforting, I don’t want to lose even one second of time with her before Zara returns. I already booked Zara’s tickets. She’s returning in exactly three days.

A knot forms in my throat at the thought. I love my daughter. Of course I do. She’ll always be the number one most important person in my life. She has no one except me to rely on. But then again, isn’t that the same for Sienna? Her mom is unreliable. Her dad is absent. I’m her daddy, the only source of support she has.

The conflict is still playing in my mind when I pad down the stairs. I’m greeted to a sight I never expected to see. Sienna is cooking in the kitchen. Well, trying.

She looks like a wife, an apron tried around her, her concentration intense as she tries to make breakfast for me. Something heavy settles in my chest. I wish I could be her husband, be the one who deserved all this devotion.

But I’m just a man who is fucking her until I can’t, a man who can’t make promises, a man who can’t give her anything but stolen moments.

I lean in the doorway, arms crossed, and watch her fumble through the kitchen like an adorable, disastrous storm.

There are eggshells everywhere. A piece of toast already burning in the toaster. The frying pan smoking like she’s summoning demons.

I bite down a laugh. Her hair is flopping around her head, catching the sunlight coming in through the windows, shining like gold even though it’s brown. God help me, but she’s the most precious thing I’ve ever seen.

When she burns the second batch of eggs, I push off the doorway and move in behind her.

"Move," I say roughly, tugging the spatula from her hands.

She huffs but lets me. I flip off the burner, toss the ruined eggs, and when she pouts up at me, all wide hazel eyes and stubborn chin, something inside me breaks.

I scoop her up easily and set her on the kitchen counter. She squeals, laughing, her legs swinging, her hands clumsy as they grab my shoulders.


God, that laugh.


I step between her thighs, bracing my hands on the counter on either side of her.

“I don’t think your talents lie in the kitchen,” I say sternly.

“How do you know? You didn’t even eat what I made.”

I scan the half-burned pieces of toast and the mangled mess in the pan. “I value my life, so I’m not going to.”

We both break out into laughter at the same time. I can’t hold it back. She’s like a cartoon character, so bad at cooking it turns into a recurring joke. I can see this becoming a pattern in our life, if she was my wife, if we were married, if we lived together. I can picture myself telling my kids how their mom burns food all the time.

“You never laugh at work," Sienna says teasingly. Her legs tighten around my hips. She traps me in her presence, pulling me into her feminine aura that I can’t resist.

I study her face—the pure, open joy there—and something tugs painfully at my chest.

"I don’t have reasons to," I answer truthfully.

Her smile falters, turning softer. More real.

Her arms slide around my neck, tugging me closer.

I let her.

I let myself lean in until our foreheads brush, her breath sweet and shaky against my mouth.

For a moment, I forget about Zara. About Wolfe & Hawthorne. About everything except the girl in my arms, warm and real and mine
 .

Because no matter what lies we tell ourselves, she’s the most precious thing to me right now.






* * *




The sitting room is warm,
 lit only by the low crackle of the fire and the muted lamps near the windows.

I sit in the armchair, sipping whiskey, the glass cold against my palm, the burn trailing down my throat.

Across from me, Sienna folds laundry on the couch.

She hums quietly under her breath, some tuneless little melody. The sound wraps around the room, softening all the edges, filling the silence in a way that feels too easy. Too dangerous.

I watch her over the rim of my glass.

She's wearing one of my old T-shirts again, and leggings, her hair twisted up in a messy knot on her head. She looks so young. So heartbreakingly sweet.

And tired.

I can see it now—the droop of her shoulders, the way she moves slower, blinking longer between folding each piece of clothing.

Something twists in my chest.

I set the glass down and rise from my chair, crossing the room to her.

She startles when I take the T-shirt she’s holding out of her hands.

“Damian—?”

"Enough," I say gruffly. "Let me."

She tries to protest, but I pin her with a look. “Listen to Daddy. Be a good girl now. Go sit down on the couch.”

“Yes, Daddy.” She sinks back into the couch with a tiny, guilty smile.

I fold the laundry efficiently, stacking shirts and towels in neat piles, while she watches me with wide, wondering eyes. For a few minutes, the only sounds are the fire and the quiet shuffle of fabric. Then, she breaks the silence.

"I never did this before," she says softly. "With anyone. The domestic stuff. Feels... strange. Good, but strange."

I glance at her out of the corner of my eye.

"It doesn’t feel strange with you," I murmur.

She goes still. I can feel her heartbeat in the air between us.

"You said it was just sex between us," she whispers after a beat, her voice trembling slightly. "But you don’t treat me like it is."

I straighten the stack of shirts, my throat tightening. I should lie. Should laugh it off. Should say something cold and clean to save us both.

But when I look at her, something unguarded flickers across my face before I can stop it.

"Because it stopped being just sex a long time ago," I say quietly.

The truth drops between us like a weight.

Neither of us moves for a long moment.

Then I scoop the laundry basket under my arm and turn toward the stairs.

"Come to bed," I say over my shoulder.

That night, there’s no seduction.

No games.

No desperate, clawing hunger.

She doesn’t wear anything revealing. No lace. No silk. Just soft, flannel pajamas and a messy braid. She slides into bed beside me like she’s done it a thousand times, curling into my chest without a word.

And I pull her close, stroking slow circles into her back, burying my nose in her hair.

I hold her like she’s something fragile. Something irreplaceable.

Because she is. The firelight flickers across the walls, and in the dark, I let myself say things I could never say in the daylight.

"You make it quiet," I whisper against her hair. "The grief. The guilt."

She presses her hand to my chest, right over my heart.

"You make me feel safe," she breathes.

I close my eyes, tightening my hold around her.

Safe.

It's not a word I ever thought would belong to me again.

But lying here, with Sienna pressed to my chest, her breath warm against my skin, I almost believe it.

That I can keep her safe forever.
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FOURTEEN












Sienna






I wake to an empty bed.


Again.

The cool sheets on his side are already cold, and for a moment, a hollow ache spreads through my chest.

But then I see it.

A folded piece of thick white stationery, placed neatly on Damian’s pillow. Like he knew I would wake up reaching for him.

I sit up slowly, my heart thudding, and pick it up.

The writing is unmistakably his—heavy, slanted, a little messy like he pressed the pen too hard:

“Come back to bed tonight.

I miss you when you’re not there.”

The words blur as tears fill my eyes.

God.

I press the note against my chest, squeezing my eyes shut as a few hot tears slip down my cheeks.

I don’t know why it hits me so hard. Maybe it’s because today feels heavier than the days before. Zara lands in London tomorrow. Which means the clock on this
 —this beautiful, stolen thing we’ve built—is almost up.

We’re running out of time.

And the truth is, I'm not ready to let him go.

I never will be.

I wipe my cheeks quickly and force myself out of bed. But the second I stand, a wave of dizziness washes over me.

I stagger a little, grabbing the bedpost.

My stomach churns low and sharp. Not violently. Just a deep, uncomfortable twist that makes my skin go clammy.

I press my hand to my belly.


Probably just emotions.



Stress.



Grief.


That's what I tell myself as I slowly make my way to the bathroom to splash water on my face.

But somewhere, deep in my gut, a quieter, more dangerous thought stirs.


What if it’s something else?


I shove the thought down hard.

No.

No, it’s too soon.

And besides, it’s probably just the fear of losing him that's making me feel like my body is betraying me.

I stare at myself in the mirror.

My eyes are swollen.

My cheeks are flushed.

My body aches—not just in the lingering, sweet way it usually does after being with Damian, but in a heavier, deeper way.

But it doesn't matter.

Not today.

Today, all I can think about is him.

His hands. His voice. His arms around me in the dark, holding me together.

And the terrifying, unbearable truth that no matter what happens, no matter how this ends⁠—

I'll never find something like this again.

Because it wasn’t just sex.

It wasn’t just rebellion.

It was him.


And there will never be another Damian Wolfe.






* * *




The dining room
 feels colder than usual tonight.

Even though the fire is lit, even though the plates are set, even though the house is buzzing with the excitement of Zara finally being home.

It wasn’t supposed to be like this.

We were supposed to have one more night.

One more stolen moment.

One more chance to say goodbye.

But Zara’s flight changed. She landed this afternoon, hours ahead of schedule, and everything after that has been a blur—rushed greetings, frantic unpacking, a whirlwind of hugs and stories.

Now, we sit around the long mahogany table, pretending everything is fine.

Damian at the head.

Zara chattering away animatedly on his right.

Me on his left, struggling to smile while my chest feels like it’s caving in.

He hasn’t looked at me once.

Not since Zara walked through the door.

And I can’t blame him.

"I can't believe I'm finally here," Zara says, bouncing slightly in her seat, her fork stabbing at her salad. "It feels like forever since graduation. I missed London. I missed home."

Damian hums in acknowledgment, his voice even. "It's good to have you back."

I echo him automatically, pasting a bright smile onto my face. "Yeah, it’s so good to see you, Zara. We missed you."

Zara beams at me, and guilt stabs deep into my ribs.

She deserves better than this—than the lies thickening the air, than the way her best friend and her father are barely holding it together in front of her.

"Tell me everything," she says, pointing her fork between us. "How’s work been? How’s the house without me? Did you two kill each other yet?"

I let out a thin laugh. "No murders. Yet."

Damian clears his throat and takes a long drink of his wine.

"Work's been busy," he says flatly. "Sienna's fitting in well."

Zara grins. "That's my girl."

My stomach twists.

I force a bite of food down, but it tastes like sawdust.

Zara launches into plans for the next few weeks—how she won’t start at Wolfe & Hawthorne officially until next month, how she wants to get her bearings first, maybe travel a little more before being tied to a desk.

Part of me feels genuine relief. It’ll be nice to have a friend at the office, someone to break the cold professionalism that’s settled between Damian and me.

But mostly...

Mostly, it just sharpens the ache inside me.

Because nothing is the same anymore.

Not with Damian sitting so stiffly across from me, his hands clenching around his wine glass like he’s physically stopping himself from reaching for me.

Not with the thick, humming tension that Zara is too oblivious to sense.

Not with the knowledge that whatever we were building—whatever fragile, tender thing we had⁠—

It's over.

And neither of us even got to say goodbye.






* * *




I curl
 into a ball under the covers, biting my fist to muffle the sounds of my crying. My emotions have been all over the place today. The fatigue and exhaustion has gotten worse, too, but that’s probably because it’s late at night and I should be asleep, not crying my eyes out at midnight.

I can’t bear the heartache of losing Damian. Just yesterday, we were so happy, so in love, giggling like lovers, laughing at the silliest things. Today, he went back to being his cold self and I have to go back to being just another girl he doesn’t care about.

The door creaks open so quietly I almost don't hear it.

But I feel
 him.

A shadow in the dark. Damian slips inside and shuts the door behind him, the soft click
 sounding final, like a vow.

I sit up quickly, swiping at my tears, but it’s useless. He sees all of it.

The swollen eyes.

The trembling hands.

The broken pieces of me, scattered everywhere.

Without a word, he crosses the room and sits on the edge of my bed.

He cups my face roughly in his hands, his thumbs brushing my wet cheeks.

“Damian.” I hiss. “You can’t be here. Zara’s only two rooms down the hallway. She might wake up at any time because of her jetlag.”

Even as I say the words, I don’t care about being discovered. I know Zara is probably knocked out and the chances are low. Still, the agony in my bones corrodes every bit of hope in my chest. I’m worried Damian is going to tell me that it ends now, that we’re over. And I’m not ready to hear it. Not ready to stop being his babygirl, stop being treasured, loved, and cherished.

“I’m not letting it end like this,” he growls. His voice is hoarse, wrecked. “I left a note and promised that I’ll have you in my bed tonight. I keep my promises, Sienna. I don't give a damn that she's here. She's asleep. It’s just us right now."

I choke out a shaky breath.

"I hate this," I whisper. "I hate that we have to pretend like we’re strangers."

He presses his forehead to mine, his hands trembling against my skin.

"I hate it too," he rasps. "I hate that I can't claim you the way I want to."

"I’ll find an apartment," I say, my voice breaking. "I'll move out. It’ll make it easier. Less awkward⁠—"

"No," he snaps before I can finish. "I'm not ready to let you go yet."

The words hit me like a punch to the chest.

Because we both know sneaking around isn't a long-term solution. We’re living on borrowed time. Borrowed moments.

But for tonight⁠—

Tonight, we choose
 to be selfish.

He kisses me then. Not soft. Not careful. A brutal, punishing kiss that steals the air from my lungs, that brands me from the inside out.

He lifts me effortlessly, carrying me to the wall of floor-to-ceiling windows overlooking the London skyline, the city lights flickering around us like a thousand silent witnesses.

My back hits the glass with a muffled thud, and then he's tearing at my clothes, stripping me bare with a desperation that mirrors my own.

His hands are rough, greedy, sliding up my thighs, gripping my hips, lifting me.

I wrap my legs around his waist, clutching at his shoulders like I’m drowning and he’s the only thing keeping me afloat.

He doesn’t ease into me. He takes me with the same brutal need that’s been simmering between us for weeks—hard, deep, raw.

I cry out into his shoulder, my nails digging into his skin as he drives into me again and again.

The glass behind me shudders with the force of it.

The city sprawls out below us, glittering and oblivious.

"Mine," he growls into my ear, pounding into me harder. "You're mine, Sienna. No one else gets to have you."

"Yours," I sob, my body shattering around him. "Always yours."

The pleasure hits me like a freight train—hot and wild and terrifying.

He curses, his thrusts growing erratic, and then he’s spilling into me, holding me so tightly it feels like he’s trying to fuse our bodies together.

We collapse against the glass, tangled and trembling, our breath fogging up the window.

Slowly, he lowers me to the floor, cradling me against his chest like I’m something precious.

Neither of us says anything.

Later, after we crawl back into bed, I lie sprawled across his chest, my fingers tracing lazy circles over his heart.

I think he’s asleep.

I think it’s safe.

So I whisper the truth into the darkness:

"I love you, Damian. I can't live without you."

The words hang between us, soft and aching.

He doesn’t answer.

His breathing stays steady and deep.

But I don’t see the way his eyes open, staring up at the ceiling.

I don’t see the silent war raging inside him.

And I don’t hear the broken whisper he releases once he’s sure I’ve drifted off⁠—


"I love you too, babygirl."
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FIFTEEN












Damian






The breakfast table
 is laid out perfectly—fresh fruit, coffee, toast, eggs.

A picture of normalcy.

I sit at the head of the table in my usual tailored suit, every inch of me composed. Controlled.

But across from me⁠—

Sienna is an utter, beautiful mess.

Her lips are still swollen from my kisses last night, soft and pink and almost bruised. Her hair is tangled, falling out of whatever loose braid she tried to tame it with this morning. She’s wearing one of her pretty dresses, but she looks…undone.

Marked.

Mine.

And it’s a miracle I haven’t betrayed everything just by the way I’m looking at her.

Zara, oblivious as ever, forks a piece of melon into her mouth and chatters brightly across the table.

"So, where were you last night, Sienna?" she teases. "I came in late, didn’t hear you at all. You must’ve been out cold."

Sienna freezes, mid-bite.

Her cheeks bloom with a deep, guilty blush.

She fumbles with her fork. "Uh—yeah. I was tired. Long day."

Zara just laughs and turns back to her plate, thankfully not noticing the way Sienna won’t meet my eyes.

I sip my coffee slowly, keeping my expression blank, even though inside, something sharp and panicked scrapes along my ribs.

She’s so delicate this morning.

Too delicate.

I watch her out of the corner of my eye as she tries to take a bite of scrambled eggs. Her hand trembles slightly.

And then⁠—

She pales.

Her fork clatters onto her plate.

Before I can even react, she pushes her chair back, bolts from the table, and disappears down the hallway toward the bathroom.

A rush of protectiveness surges through me.

I stand instinctively, moving to follow her.

But Zara’s faster.

"Is she okay?" Zara asks, already halfway to the bathroom.

I follow a few paces behind, helpless, heart pounding.

By the time I reach the doorway, Zara is already kneeling beside her, pulling Sienna’s hair back as she leans over the toilet, retching violently.

I can’t breathe.

I can't move.

I want—no, I need
 —to go to her, to kneel beside her, to hold her, soothe her, whisper that she’s going to be okay.

But I can’t.

Not without giving everything away.

So I stand there, fists clenching and unclenching at my sides, every muscle screaming at me to break the silence.

Zara rubs small, comforting circles on Sienna’s back, murmuring soft reassurances. My chest aches watching them.


God,
 I think. My daughter is a better man than I am.


I force myself to turn away, swallowing the bile rising in my own throat.

When Sienna finally emerges, pale and trembling, she doesn’t look at Zara first.

She looks at me.

Our eyes lock across the hallway.

And I know.

I know she’s thinking exactly what I’m thinking.

She might be pregnant.

With my child.

The world tilts on its axis.

But I keep my voice calm, my face carefully blank as I say, "Take the day off, Sienna. Get some rest."

She nods mutely, her fingers tightening around the edge of the wall like she needs it to stay upright.

Zara pats her shoulder brightly. "I’ll make you some tea! You’re probably just jet-lagged. Or maybe you caught that stomach bug everyone’s talking about."

Sienna offers a weak smile, but her eyes are haunted.

And mine⁠—

Mine are already full of the terrible, beautiful certainty that we’ve crossed a line we can never uncross.

Because if she’s carrying my child⁠—

Nothing will ever be the same again.

Not for her.

Not for me.

Not for any of us.






* * *




The office is
 a blur of noise and motion, but I can't focus on any of it. My mind is a thousand miles away, back in that bathroom, back to the look in Sienna's eyes. The thought that my baby could be growing inside her right now consumes me. I should be terrified, but all I feel is an odd sense of excitement and happiness. A warmth spreads through my chest, a longing for something I never thought I'd have again—a family.

I realize with a jolt that I love her. I love her, and I want to create a life with her. I want to come home to her every day, call her my wife, and make sure she never feels insecure again. I want to be her rock, her comfort, her everything.

I pick up the phone and dial my secretary. "Arrange for an engagement ring. Something tasteful but expensive. Diamonds. I want it ready by tonight."

Next, I dial Sienna. She answers on the second ring, her voice small and frightened. "Damian?"

"Hey, babygirl," I say softly, my heart aching for her. "How are you feeling?"

She sniffles, and I can picture her curled up on her bed, her eyes wide with worry. "I'm scared, Damian. What if—what if I am?"

"Shh, it's okay," I murmur, my voice gentle but firm. "I'm here with you. You're not alone in this. We'll face it together."

"But what about Zara?" she asks, her voice trembling. "What will she think? What will she say?"

I take a deep breath. "Zara deserves to know the truth. I won't lie to her, not about this. She might be upset, she might be angry, but she deserves to know that we love each other, that we're starting a family."

"A family," Sienna whispers, and I can hear the longing in her voice.

"Yes, a family," I affirm. "You, me, and our baby. And Zara too, if she can find it in her heart to forgive us."

She's silent for a moment, then asks, "What if she can't? What if she hates us?"

"Then we'll deal with that too," I say. "Together. But I won't betray you, Sienna. I won't betray our child. Not again."

She lets out a shaky sigh. "Okay. Okay, I trust you."

"Good girl," I praise, feeling a surge of love and protectiveness. "Now, I'm going to buy a pregnancy test. You can take it tonight, once Zara is asleep. And no matter what the result is, I promise you, everything will be okay."

"You'll be there with me?" she asks, her voice small and vulnerable.

"Every step of the way," I vow. "I love you, Sienna. And I'll take care of you, no matter what."

There's a soft intake of breath on the other end of the line. "You love me?"

"More than anything," I confess. "And I'm going to make you my wife, and we're going to raise our child together. And it's all going to be okay."

She's crying now, soft, happy tears. "I love you too, Damian. So much."

"That's all that matters, babygirl," I murmur. "Just you and me, and the family we're going to build together. Everything else, we'll figure out. I promise."

And with that promise, I feel a sense of peace wash over me. No matter what happens, no matter what obstacles we face, I know that as long as we have each other, we can face anything. Together.
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SIXTEEN












Sienna






The clock ticks louder
 than it should.

Every second seems to stretch into eternity as I sit cross-legged on my bed, staring at the small white box in my hands.

Damian’s heavy footsteps echo down the hall before he knocks once—soft, almost tentative—and slips inside.

He looks so calm. So sure.

A brown paper bag is clutched in his hand—the pharmacy logo stamped across the side.

For a moment, we just look at each other.

I feel raw.

Exposed.

Like if he touches me, I might dissolve.

Without a word, he crosses the room, sits beside me on the bed, and presses the bag into my trembling hands.

"I've got you, babygirl," he murmurs.

Tears sting the backs of my eyes, but I blink them away and nod.

I rise slowly, moving toward the bathroom with the box clutched against my chest like a lifeline.

Damian stays behind.

He doesn’t crowd me.

Doesn’t pressure me.

He just waits. Silent. Steady.

I close the door behind me, my fingers fumbling with the packaging. My heart feels like it's beating everywhere—my chest, my throat, my palms.

It takes two minutes, the instructions say.

Two minutes to find out if my life is about to change forever.

I set the stick down on the counter, cover it with a tissue like that will somehow protect me from the truth, and bury my face in my hands.


I’m not ready. I’m ready. I’m terrified. I’m happy. I’m… everything all at once.


When I finally gather the courage to walk back into the bedroom, Damian is still sitting exactly where I left him—leaning forward slightly, his elbows on his knees, his hands clasped tightly together like he’s holding himself in place.

Our eyes meet.

I don’t have to say anything.

He stands immediately.

Crosses the room in three long strides.

Wraps me up in his arms.

And I break.

The tears come fast and hot, soaking into his dress shirt as he strokes my hair, whispering into the crown of my head.

"We’ll figure it out. We’ll figure it out together. You're not alone, Sienna. You’ll never be alone again."

Minutes pass like that, just breathing each other in.

Finally, he pulls back slightly, his hands cupping my face.

"Ready?" he asks softly.

I nod, even though I'm not sure I am.

He threads our fingers together and leads me back toward the bathroom, the warmth of his hand grounding me.

Together, we lift the tissue.

Together, we read the test.

Two pink lines.

Positive.

Pregnant.

A soft, broken sound escapes my lips—part sob, part laugh—as I turn into his chest and cling to him like my life depends on it.

Damian's arms lock around me, strong and sure.

He presses a kiss to my temple, then my forehead, then the top of my hair.

"You're carrying my child," he whispers, wonder lacing every syllable.

I nod into his chest, a shaky, overwhelmed nod.

"You’re going to be a daddy again," I whisper, my voice wobbling.

He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, something fierce and infinite shining there.

"I’m already your Daddy," he says gruffly. "Now you’re giving me the greatest gift anyone could."

I can't speak.

I can't speak. The emotions swirling inside me are too overwhelming, too powerful. I'm carrying Damian's child. I'm pregnant. The reality of it hits me like a tidal wave, leaving me breathless and clinging to him as if he's my lifeline.

Damian's arms are strong and sure around me, holding me up when I feel like I might crumble. He pulls back just enough to look into my eyes, and what I see there takes my breath away. There's a fierce, infinite love shining in his gaze, a love that wraps around me like a cocoon.

"You did well, babygirl. Daddy’s very proud of you," he whispers, wonder lacing every syllable.

I nod, a shaky, overwhelmed nod. "I feel fulfilled carrying a child in my belly. It’s like…something deep inside me wanted this all along," I whisper, my voice wobbling with emotion. “That’s why I trusted you, Daddy. I knew you’d give me what I want.”

He presses a kiss to my temple, then my forehead, then the top of my hair, each touch filled with reverence. "You’re a dream come true," he says gruffly. "I thought I couldn’t love again. I thought I couldn’t be a father again. But you’ve opened my heart to joy and happiness. You’ve shown me that everything is possible. I’m so glad I fucked you that night, Sienna. I’m so glad we met. I can’t imagine my life without you anymore."

Tears well up in my eyes, but they're tears of joy, of love, of overwhelming happiness. Damian's hands move to the hem of my dress, slowly pulling it up and over my head. I lift my arms, letting him undress me, feeling incredibly vulnerable yet incredibly cherished.

As the dress falls to the floor, Damian's eyes roam over my body, taking in every curve, every line. He leans down, pressing a tender kiss to my naked belly. The touch is so intimate, so profound, that I can't help but gasp.

"I’m grateful to you, babygirl," he murmurs, his voice rough with emotion. "You’re the perfect babygirl, who got knocked up for her Daddy. You spread your legs and let me take you raw without any hesitation. You let me take control, and I loved every moment of breeding you."

A soft sob escapes my lips, a mix of joy and fear. "I loved being bred, too, Daddy," I confess, my voice barely a whisper. "I’d do it again. But I’m worried about the consequences."

Damian's grip on my hips tightens, grounding me. "We’ll talk to Zara together, my love. She deserves to know the truth. But right now, tell me—are you happy to be pregnant?"

I take a deep breath, letting the truth of my feelings settle over me. "I’m more overjoyed than I thought I could be," I say, my hand moving to my belly, rubbing it gently. "I can’t believe you impregnated me in a month. It probably happened the first time you had sex with me at the club."

A soft smile tugs at the corners of Damian's mouth. "Maybe that’s fate’s way of telling us that you were always meant to be mine."

He scoops me up into his arms, carrying me to the bed and laying me down gently. His eyes never leave mine as he trails kisses over my naked body, worshipping every inch of me as if I'm a sacred ground.

"You’re a beautiful pregnant goddess," he murmurs, his lips moving down to my belly, kissing it with a tenderness that brings tears to my eyes. "And I’m going to fuck your pregnant body every night. I’m going to worship you, take care of you, and love you with every fiber of my being."

His words send shivers down my spine, a mix of desire and overwhelming love. I reach up, cupping his face in my hands, and bring his lips to mine. The kiss is soft, tender, filled with a promise of forever.

"I love you, Daddy," I whisper against his lips.

"I love you too, babygirl," he replies, his voice filled with a fierce, unyielding love. "You and our child are my world. And I’ll do everything in my power to make you both happy."

I'm still processing the overwhelming happiness and love I feel when Damian reaches into his pocket and pulls out a small velvet box. My heart skips a beat as he opens it, revealing a stunning diamond ring. The stone is large and brilliant, set in a delicate band that sparkles under the soft glow of the bedroom light. I gasp, my hand flying to my mouth in surprise.

"Damian, what is this?" I whisper, my eyes wide with shock and awe.

He takes my hand, his thumb tracing gentle circles on my skin. "I want to marry you, Sienna. I want you to be my wife, to have my last name, to be by my side forever."

I hesitate, the enormity of the situation washing over me. Damian's eyes are steady, filled with a love that's fierce and unwavering.

“But I’m only twenty-three.” My voice wobbles. Despite my outward reluctance, my fingers are itching to feel the weight of Damian’s rock against them, to be bound to him for life.

“I know.” Damian whispers against my ear. “But I also know that you tend to get insecure, to worry about whether I’ll leave you, to fret about the future. You need reassurance and I don’t want you thinking a single negative thought while you’re growing my child in your womb. That’s why, I’m going to marry you and make sure you know how much you’re loved, needed, and desired.”

“Damian…” Ugly tears drip down my cheeks. I can’t believe how well this man knows me, know my psyche. He’s right. I would feel anxious if we weren’t engaged, wondering whether he’d give up on our child and me for Zara. But Damian is the best, most loving Daddy in the world. He already got me a ring and proposed to me, letting me know that I’d always have a place in his life, no matter what.

That’s the kind of man I want. The kind of man whose babies I want to bear and whose name I want to have.

"Trust your Daddy, Sienna," he says softly, patting my wet cheeks. "I won't let you down. I promise to take care of you and our child, to love and protect you both with every breath I take. Listen to Daddy and take that ring, Sienna."

He slips the ring onto my finger, and it fits perfectly, as if it were always meant to be there. Damian smiles, his eyes shining with unshed tears. "It looks perfect on you, babygirl. Like it was made for you."

"But Damian, this is a big step," I say, my voice trembling with emotion. “Are you sure you want this? Are you sure you’re not doing this because you feel responsible?”

"It's not a big step for me, Sienna," he replies, his voice firm and sure. "The moment I realized I loved you, I knew this was the natural next step. I want you in every way, legally, emotionally, physically. I want you to be mine completely."

Tears spill over, trailing down my cheeks as I look into Damian's eyes. "I never imagined I could have a love like this," I confess, my voice choked with emotion. "A loving, dominant Daddy who wants to give me his last name and his child. I feel so lucky to have found you, Damian. I promise to never let you go."

He leans in, kissing my tears away, his lips gentle and tender. "And I promise the same, babygirl. I will never let you go. You're mine, and I'm yours, forever."

The air between us shifts, the emotion giving way to a raw, intense desire. Damian's eyes darken with lust as he pins my hands above my head, his body pressing against mine. I can feel his erection, hard and insistent, and it sends a shiver of anticipation through me.

"Now, let me fuck my pregnant goddess," he growls, his voice rough with desire. "Let me hear you scream my name."

He enters me in one swift, powerful thrust, filling me completely. I cry out, my back arching as waves of pleasure crash over me. Damian's hips move with a primal, relentless rhythm, each thrust driving me higher, pushing me closer to the edge.

The headboard slams against the wall, the sound echoing through the room, but we don't care. We're lost in each other, consumed by our passion and love. I scream his name, over and over, my voice hoarse with desire and emotion.

Damian's grip on my wrists tightens, his body tense and trembling as he chases his own release. With a final, powerful thrust, he comes, his hot seed spilling into me, filling me, claiming me completely.

We collapse onto the bed, our bodies still entwined, our breaths coming in ragged gasps. Damian pulls me into his arms, his hand stroking my hair gently.

"I love you, Sienna," he murmurs, his voice filled with a tenderness that brings fresh tears to my eyes. "I can't wait to call you my wife."

I nuzzle into his chest, a contented sigh escaping my lips. "I love you too, Damian. Forever."
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SEVENTEEN












Damian






The morning sunlight
 pours into the breakfast room, soft and golden.

I sit at the table, coffee cooling in front of me, my hand absentmindedly cradling Sienna’s small belly under the table.

I can’t help it. The possessiveness is instinctual now. As natural as breathing. She’s mine—ours
 —and soon, there will be physical proof growing inside her.

Sienna leans slightly into me, her body warm against mine, her engagement ring glinting on her finger.

Across the table, Zara watches us.

Her gaze sharp.

Too sharp.

Her eyes narrow at the sparkle on Sienna’s hand… then drop to where my hand rests so protectively on Sienna’s stomach.

The silence stretches, thick and heavy.

Finally, Zara sets her fork down with a soft clink. She folds her arms and cocks her head.

"Is there something you two want to tell me?" she asks, her voice deceptively casual. "Also," she adds after a beat, "the headboard was banging
 all night. And I distinctly heard someone screaming 'Daddy'."

My heart stops.

Sienna goes rigid beside me.

Shit.

For a second, no one speaks. The world holds its breath.

Zara’s eyes dart between us, waiting, daring us to lie.

I let out a slow exhale. My hand tightens on Sienna's belly, grounding both of us.

I turn toward my daughter—the girl I raised, loved, and protected all my life—and find the words I need.

"Zara," I begin, my voice steady but soft. "You are—will always be—the most irreplaceable person in my life. Nothing will ever change that."

Her eyes glisten, but she doesn't look away.

I continue, gentling my tone. "But sometimes… life brings someone else into your heart too. Someone you can't turn away from. Someone who changes everything."

Sienna’s fingers twist nervously in her lap. She looks like she’s about to burst into tears.

Before I can say more, she speaks, her voice shaking but strong.

"It’s my fault," she blurts out. "You always told me to chase my fantasies. To go out and live. That night, at the club... you pushed me to do it. I didn’t know it was your dad. I swear, Zara. I didn’t know."

She looks at Zara, her hazel eyes wide, pleading.

"And even when we found out, it was already too late," Sienna says quietly. "We were already falling for each other."

The room is so silent I can hear the ticking of the grandfather clock in the hallway.

Zara stares at us for a long, long moment.

And then⁠—

She sighs.

A slow, almost relieved exhale.

"You know," she says, tossing her napkin onto her plate, "I'm not actually mad you’re together."

Sienna gasps. I stiffen.

Zara smirks a little. "I'm mad you didn’t trust me enough to tell me sooner."

Sienna’s hand flies to her mouth, a choked sob escaping.

"I’m sorry," she whispers. "We were scared. I didn’t want to hurt you. I love you so much, Zara. You're like a sister to me."

Zara’s expression softens. She leans forward, reaching across the table to take Sienna’s trembling hand.

"You are
 my sister," she says simply. "You’ve always been more family than anyone else."

Tears spill down Sienna’s cheeks.

"And if it’s you…" Zara glances between us, her gaze warm. "If it’s really you… then I’m not even mad. Honestly, I always begged Dad for a sibling. I didn’t think he’d deliver it like this, though."

A strangled laugh escapes me. Relief and love pour through my chest so fiercely that for a moment, I can’t breathe.

"You realize," I say dryly, "this technically makes Sienna your stepmother."

Zara bursts out laughing.

Sienna groans, hiding her face in her hands. "No! I’m still your friend first. Always."

"You’re my sister," Zara insists, squeezing her hand. "Nothing will change that. Not even Dad knocking you up."

We all laugh then, a little hysterical, a little teary.

Sienna gets up from her chair and wraps her arms around Zara, sobbing openly now, burying her face in Zara’s shoulder.

"Thank you," she whispers over and over. "Thank you for accepting us. Thank you for not hating me."

Zara strokes her hair, murmuring, "It’s okay, it’s okay. I’m happy for you. Both of you."

I watch them—my daughter and the woman carrying my child—wrapped up in each other’s arms, and something inside me cracks wide open.

I don’t deserve this kind of grace.

But I’m going to spend the rest of my life being worthy of it.

I clear my throat, fighting the emotion thickening in it. "You’re a good person, Zara," I manage. "I must have done something right, raising you."

Zara beams at me through misty eyes. "Maybe you’re not as cold as you pretend to be, Dad."

Sienna lifts her head from Zara’s shoulder, tear-streaked but smiling.

"I’m lucky I befriended her," she says, voice thick with gratitude. "She changed my life."

Zara snorts. "Yeah, well, don't expect me to babysit every
 weekend when the kid comes, okay?"

We all laugh again, a beautiful, fragile, hopeful sound.

And in that moment⁠—

With my daughter’s forgiveness, my babygirl’s love, and the tiny spark of life growing inside the woman I adore⁠—

I know I have everything I could ever need.

Everything I almost lost.

And everything I'm never letting go of again.
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EIGHTEEN












Sienna






The days slip into a golden,
 dreamlike rhythm.

A rhythm I never want to end.

Damian and I don’t have to hide anymore—not from Zara, not from ourselves. We’re still cautious at work, still careful around outsiders. But at home, we live freely.

We live ours
 .

Every morning, I wake up wrapped in Damian’s arms, his hand protectively splayed over my still-flat belly.

Every night, I fall asleep to his whispered promises against my ear.

You’re safe. You’re loved. You’re mine.




The first real
 change comes with the little things.

Like the vitamins that appear neatly lined up on my nightstand.

Or the way Damian won’t let me carry anything heavier than a mug.

Or how he glares at Delilah the housekeeper if she even looks
 like she’s about to ask me to lift a box.

One afternoon, I try to move a stack of books from the sitting room. I barely get my hands around them before a shadow falls over me.

"What do you think you're doing, babygirl?" Damian’s voice is low, warning.

"I’m fine," I insist stubbornly. "I’m barely lifting⁠—"

He cuts me off with a look.

The books vanish from my hands a second later as he sweeps them into his own arms effortlessly.

"You don’t lift. You don’t strain. You don't stress."

Each word is a decree, sharp and firm.

"You grow our baby. That’s your only job."

My cheeks heat, but not with embarrassment.

With love.

With a fierce, overwhelming rightness
 .

No one has ever fussed over me before.

No one has ever protected
 me like this.




Evenings are the sweetest.


We cook together—or rather, I attempt
 to, and Damian steps in before I can set anything on fire.

He wears an apron that says "World’s Best Daddy"—a gag gift from Zara—and he looks so smugly proud in it I almost cry.

(Okay, maybe I do cry. Blame the hormones.)

Zara joins us sometimes, sitting at the kitchen island and teasing us relentlessly.

"Should I start calling you Mom now, Sienna?" she jokes one night, winking at me.

I groan and throw a dish towel at her.

Damian chuckles, catching it midair, his eyes crinkling at the corners.

A real smile.

A happy
 smile.

God, he’s devastating when he smiles.




One Sunday morning,
 something shifts again.

I’m sitting on the garden patio, curled into a chair with a book, the London sun gentle on my skin. Damian joins me, setting down a tray—fresh fruit, tea, and little biscuits.

He sits beside me, reaching for my foot.

Without a word, he starts massaging it, his thumb stroking slow, careful circles into my arch.

"You don’t have to do that," I say, blushing.

"I know," he replies simply, focusing on his task. "I want to."

Warmth blooms in my chest.

No one has ever wanted to take care of me like this. No one has ever
 made me feel so safe, so loved.

After a long silence, I whisper, "I didn’t know love could feel like this."

Damian’s hand tightens around my ankle. His thumb strokes over my skin, slower now, almost reverent.

He lifts my foot and presses a kiss to my instep.

"You deserve this kind of love every day, babygirl," he murmurs. "Soft. Safe. Worshipful."

Tears prick my eyes.

Before I can embarrass myself further, Zara barrels out onto the patio, waving her phone.

"Guess what?" she says, grinning. "I just booked us a spa day next weekend. Full pampering. Massages. Facials. Baby shopping after."

Damian’s brows furrow. "Who authorized the baby shopping?"

"I did," Zara says cheerfully. "You’re lucky I’m only buying cute onesies and not a pony."

Sienna giggles, leaning into Damian’s side.

He wraps an arm around her instinctively, possessively, as if shielding her from the world even when the world loves her.

"I can't believe how lucky I am," I whisper into his shirt later that night, after Zara’s gone to bed and it's just us curled up in the study, the fire crackling low.

Damian kisses the top of my head.

"No, babygirl," he murmurs.

"I'm the lucky one."
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NINETEEN












Damian







Four months later…






The stars stretch overhead,
 endless and brilliant, like a scattered handful of diamonds tossed across the black velvet sky.

The ocean murmurs quietly against the shore, the waves kissing the sand a few feet from where we sit — just me and my wife.

My wife
 .

Sienna Wolfe.

God, even months later, the thought still hits me like a sledgehammer to the chest.

She’s mine.

Not just for tonight.

Not just for this moment.

Forever.

I stroke a hand over her belly, feeling the gentle swell under the thin silk of her sundress.

Five months along now.

Visible.

Undeniable.

Glorious.

My heir growing inside her, changing her body, softening her in ways that make my chest ache with a savage kind of pride.

We married in a small private ceremony last month, just Zara, a few close friends, and the London sky as our witness.

And now, here we are, honeymooning in Maui
 , far from the chaos of our old lives, wrapped in a dream I never thought I deserved.

The beach is deserted.

The staff at the resort has set up a private candlelit dinner just for us, nestled under a white canopy with gauzy curtains billowing in the warm breeze.

Soft island music plays from a discreet speaker somewhere.

Lanterns swing from the canopy poles, casting a soft, golden glow over Sienna’s skin.

She looks like a goddess.

Hair loose around her shoulders, cheeks flushed from the heat, her belly rounding sweetly beneath her dress.

I swear, I’ve never wanted anything more than I want her.

To take care of her.

To spoil her.

To keep her safe forever.

She gazes out at the ocean, eyes dreamy, one hand absently rubbing her stomach.

God help me, I have to touch her.

I stand from my seat and scoop her effortlessly into my lap, ignoring her startled laugh.

"Damian," she scolds lightly, even as she snuggles into me like she belongs there.

"Shh," I murmur, pressing a kiss to her temple. "Let Daddy take care of you."

She hums, resting her head on my shoulder.

I feed her small bites from my plate — seared scallops, buttery steak, sweet tropical fruits — coaxing her into eating more than she normally would.

"You need to eat for two now," I remind her, brushing a crumb from her lips with my thumb.

"You’re insatiable," she teases, her eyes sparkling.

"Only for you," I say simply, meaning every word.

She giggles, the sound soft and golden in the humid night air.

God, how I love making her laugh.

After a few minutes of comfortable silence, she lifts her head and looks at me seriously.

"I never thought life could feel like this," she whispers. "Safe. Happy. Full."

I cup her face gently in my palm, stroking my thumb along her soft cheek.

"You deserve it all, babygirl," I murmur. "You deserve everything good in this world."

Her eyes shine, the candlelight turning her irises to molten gold.

She places her hand over mine on her belly, squeezing gently.

"This little one changed my life," she says softly. "You changed my life."

I tighten my arms around her, feeling a fierce swell of emotion rise in my chest.

"I didn’t know it could feel like this, either," I admit, voice rough with honesty. "You brought me back to life, Sienna. Loving you... it healed things inside me I thought were broken forever."

Tears pool in her eyes.

"I used to be so lonely," she whispers. "Even when I had friends, even when I smiled. I always felt like something was missing. But now..."

She trails off, pressing my hand harder against her belly.

"Now I feel whole."

I close my eyes, overcome.

"You're my home," I say hoarsely. "You. Our baby. Us. That's all I ever needed."

She leans up and kisses me — soft, slow, full of gratitude and love.

I kiss her back, pouring every unspoken vow into that touch.

I’ll protect you.

I’ll cherish you.

I’ll be your Daddy, your husband, your everything.

When we finally pull apart, she rests her head back against my chest, sighing contentedly.

"I’m so glad I married you," she murmurs sleepily.

"Even if it means I’ll be teased forever about having a hot, bossy Daddy for a husband."

I chuckle low in my throat, my hand stroking slow circles over her belly.

"You were made to be mine," I whisper against her hair. "Every part of you. You were made to carry my babies. To wear my ring. To be spoiled and loved."

She makes a small, happy noise, snuggling closer.

The candles flicker, the ocean murmurs, and I hold my wife in my arms, feeling more whole than I ever thought possible.






* * *




I scoop
 Sienna into my arms, cradling her against my chest as I carry her towards our private beachfront villa. She nuzzles into me, her breath warm against my neck, her body soft and pliant in my embrace.

"I've missed this," she murmurs, her voice a soft whisper against my skin. "I've missed us."

I know what she means. Between her morning sickness, Zara's presence at home, and the sheer exhaustion that comes with pregnancy, our intimacy has taken a backseat. But tonight, under the starlit sky of Maui, I intend to make up for every stolen moment.

"You've been doing such a good job, babygirl," I praise, pressing a kiss to her forehead. "Carrying our baby, keeping yourself healthy. You're incredible."

She smiles up at me, her eyes shining with love and gratitude. I kiss her again, my lips lingering on hers, tasting the sweetness of her mouth. I don't stop kissing her, not even as I carry her up the steps to our room, not even as I lay her down gently on the king-sized bed.

Her wrap dress falls open easily under my fingers, revealing her naked body beneath. I step back, taking a moment to appreciate the sight of her. Her belly is beautifully rounded, the swell of our child growing inside her the most breathtaking sight I've ever seen. Her breasts are fuller, her areolae darker and larger, her nipples hard and round, begging for my touch.

"God, you're beautiful," I murmur, my voice rough with desire. "Look at you, babygirl. Look at what you're doing for us."

She blushes under my gaze, her hands instinctively moving to cover her belly. I catch her wrists gently, pinning them above her head as I straddle her.

"Don't hide from me, Sienna," I say softly. "Let me worship you."

I lean down, capturing one hard nipple in my mouth. She moans, her back arching as I suck and lick, drawing out a gasp from deep within her. I move to the other breast, lavishing it with the same attention, my fingers trailing down her body to find her clit.

She's already wet for me, her folds slick and hot. I circle her clit with my thumb, feeling her shudder beneath me. Her moans grow louder, her breath coming in short, desperate pants.

"Damian," she gasps, her hips bucking against my hand. "I'm so close. I love it when you touch me like this."

"Good girl," I praise, my voice thick with desire. "I want to see you come undone, babygirl. I want to see that beautiful belly bounce as I take you from behind."

I slip two fingers inside her, feeling her tight channel clench around me. She's so close, I can feel her orgasm building, her inner muscles fluttering around my fingers. I curl them upward, hitting that sweet spot that makes her cry out.

"Come for me, Sienna," I command, my voice firm. "Come all over my fingers, babygirl."

She shatters with a cry, her body convulsing as waves of pleasure crash over her. I watch her come undone, her belly quivering, her breasts heaving, her face flushed with ecstasy. It's the most beautiful sight I've ever seen.

As she comes down from her high, I withdraw my fingers, bringing them to my lips to taste her sweetness. Her eyes widen, her pupils dilating with renewed desire as she watches me lick her essence from my fingers.

"Now, turn over for me, babygirl," I say, my voice dark with need. "Let me see that gorgeous ass."

She complies eagerly, turning onto her hands and knees, presenting her perfect, round ass to me. I run my hands over her smooth skin, my cock throbbing with anticipation.

"Spread your legs for me, Sienna," I command, my voice rough. "Let me see that pretty pussy."

She does as she's told, spreading her legs wide, opening herself up to me completely. I can see her glistening folds, swollen and ready, and it takes every ounce of self-control not to plunge into her right then and there.

But I want to savor this. I want to make her beg for it.

I run my fingers through her slick heat, coating them in her wetness before bringing them to her tight, puckered hole. She gasps, her body tensing for a moment before relaxing into my touch.

"have you ever been taken here, babygirl?" I murmur, circling her tight entrance with my finger.

She shakes her head, her voice a whispered moan. "No, never."

"Do you want to feel me here?" I ask, pressing gently against her virgin hole. "Do you want me to claim every part of you?"

She nods, her breath coming in short, desperate gasps. "Yes, Daddy. I want you to take all of me."

Her words send a surge of primal desire coursing through me. I can't wait any longer. I need to be inside her, to claim her, to make her mine in every way.

I position myself behind her, my cock poised at her slick entrance. With one swift thrust, I slide into her, filling her completely. She cries out, her back arching as she pushes back against me, matching my rhythm.

The sight of her pregnant belly bouncing with each thrust, her round ass pressing against me, her tight pussy gripping my cock—it's too much. I can feel my own orgasm building, my balls tightening, my cock throbbing with the need for release.

But I want her to come with me. I want to feel her shatter around me one more time.

I reach around, finding her clit with my fingers. I rub tight, relentless circles, feeling her body tense, her breath hitch.

"Come with me, babygirl," I growl, my voice rough with desire. "Come all over my cock."

With a final, pounding thrust, we both shatter, our cries of ecstasy echoing through the room. I can feel her inner muscles milking me, drawing out every last drop of my release as I fill her completely.

As we collapse onto the bed, our bodies still entwined, our breaths coming in ragged gasps, I know that this is just the beginning. This is the start of our forever—a lifetime of love, of passion, of family.

And I can't wait to see where this journey takes us.
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EPILOGUE












Damian






Four years later…





The morning sun
 pours through the wide windows of the breakfast room, gilding everything in a soft, golden light.

The smell of fresh coffee and pancakes drifts through the air, mingling with the sound of little feet pattering across the polished floors.

I sip my coffee slowly, savoring the rare moment of peace, when the door swings open and my heart damn near stops in my chest.

Sienna shuffles in, barefoot and glowing, one hand absentmindedly stroking the heavy swell of her pregnant belly.

Her long, loose sundress clings to her curves, and I can’t help but let my gaze linger. She’s breathtaking — every inch of her — but when she’s pregnant, carrying another one of my babies, she’s beyond anything words could describe.

She's everything
 .

Trailing behind her is our two-year-old son, Elijah, dragging his favorite stuffed dog by one ear.

And cradled in Sienna's free arm, our daughter, Lila, who just turned one, babbles softly, pressing her drool-slick fingers against her mother’s cheek.

I push back my chair immediately and stand, ready to take Lila from her arms, but Sienna just shakes her head with a soft laugh, making her way slowly toward the table.

"Careful, babygirl," I murmur, sliding my arm around her waist as she lowers herself into a chair. "You're carrying precious cargo."

She smiles at me, and the sight makes my chest ache. She's eight months pregnant now, round and ripe and beautiful. Our third child — a surprise, but one neither of us would ever take back.

Zara saunters into the room next, dressed sharply for work. She bends and kisses Elijah's curls, then ruffles Lila’s soft hair with a grin.

"You guys are gonna have a whole football team soon," she teases, grabbing a croissant and balancing her coffee cup precariously. "Better start drafting baby names alphabetically."

Sienna laughs breathlessly, patting her belly. "Don’t tempt him."

Zara winks at me. "I’m heading out. Try not to breed her again
 before lunch, Dad."

I chuckle low in my chest as she breezes out the door, leaving a trail of perfume and affection behind her.

"She’s too smug," I mutter, reaching for Lila as she squirms, trying to grab my tie.

"You love it," Sienna says, smiling at me over the rim of her tea mug.

She’s right.

I love Zara.

I love all my children.

And I especially love the woman who gave them to me.

I set Lila down in her high chair and turn back to my wife. She’s trying to butter a piece of toast one-handed while balancing her mug, and it’s too much.

I scoop her up into my lap, toast and all, ignoring her little yelp of surprise.

"Damian!" she huffs, laughing.

"Shh. Let Daddy hold his pretty wife," I murmur against her ear.

I settle her carefully against me, one hand stroking her belly, feeling the solid, strong kicks of the new life growing inside her.

Sienna melts into me immediately, her body trusting mine to support her completely.

We sit there for a moment, just breathing, watching Elijah try to feed the dog his pancake and Lila bang her little fists on the tray in protest.

Our life is loud, chaotic, beautiful.


Perfect.


"I’m worried Zara’s going to spoil them," Sienna says, pretending to scold, but there's too much love in her voice.

"She's not the problem," I mutter, flicking a crumb from her dress. "It’s me."

"You spoil them rotten," she agrees, laughing softly.

"And you," I add, nuzzling her neck. "Especially you."

She shifts slightly, brushing her hand over her belly, and looks up at me with shining eyes.

"I love you," she whispers.

I kiss her slowly, thoroughly, savoring the sweetness of her mouth.

"I love you more, babygirl," I murmur against her lips. "And I’m never going to stop putting babies in you, so you’d better get used to it."

She giggles, blushing prettily.

"I'll carry as many as you give me," she says, her voice so soft it shatters something inside my chest. "Nothing makes me happier than being bred by you, Damian. Than growing our family."

My throat tightens.

I press a hand firmly against her belly, feeling our son — or daughter — wriggle inside her.

"You’re everything to me," I say roughly. "You and these little miracles."

She lays her head against my shoulder, and we sit there like that — husband and wife, father and mother, Daddy and babygirl — wrapped up in the beautiful, messy, perfect life we built together.

Outside, the sun rises higher, spilling light into the room.

And inside, in this house filled with love and laughter and the patter of tiny feet, I finally feel complete.

Finally home.

Finally whole.

Forever.






* * *





Seven years later…






The backyard is
 a riot of sound — children shrieking, laughter bubbling, the smell of grilled food drifting lazily in the warm summer air.

I nurse a beer, standing under the shade of the old oak tree, my eyes scanning the chaos: Elijah, now nine, chasing Lila, seven, and little Oliver, five, while Sienna sits on the porch steps, her belly round with our fourth child — another daughter, due in two months.

I can’t take my eyes off her.

Even now, after all these years, she still looks like a dream I never woke up from — flushed and glowing, her hair tangled from the breeze, her hand absently stroking her heavy belly the same way she did the first time.

I turn away before I embarrass myself in front of the kids, grunting into my drink.

And that’s when I spot them.

Zara. And him. Her boyfriend of three years, Theo.

Theo, the golden boy — good looks, good family, good manners, good job
 — and yet, every time he touches Zara's hand or makes her laugh, it sets my teeth on edge.

I cross my arms, my protective instincts roaring to life.

Sienna appears at my side, bumping her shoulder against mine, her soft laugh warm in the fading afternoon light.

"Stop glaring," she chides gently. "You’re going to scare the poor boy away."

"Good," I grunt.

Sienna rolls her eyes, patting my chest.

"Damian, he's a good man. He adores Zara. He treats her like a princess. He’s practically perfect."

"Nobody’s perfect enough for my daughter," I mutter under my breath.

Sienna laughs again, the sound low and sweet.

"You said the same thing about Elijah’s soccer coach. And about the ice cream man. And the neighbor's teenage son who looked at Lila for two seconds."

I don't bother denying it.

They’re mine.


All of them.

And I’ll be damned if anyone — even a so-called perfect boyfriend — gets to take any of them from me without a fight.

Sienna bumps me again, her smile softening.

"You know," she says thoughtfully, "Zara’s not leaving us. She’s just...growing. She’ll still come visit. She’ll still be a part of this family. But she deserves to have her own happiness too. Just like you and I found ours."

I glance over at Zara and Theo.

She's laughing, radiant, happier than I’ve ever seen her.

And damn it, even I have to admit — he looks at her like she hung the moon. The same way I look at Sienna.

A lump forms in my throat, thick and hard.

"I just don't want to lose her," I mutter gruffly.

"You won’t," Sienna says, slipping her fingers through mine. "You never lost me, even when I changed everything about my life to be with you."

I look down at her — my wife, my lover, the mother of my (soon-to-be) four children — and feel the ache in my chest ease a little.

Sienna always knows how to anchor me.

Always.

"We owe her," Sienna continues softly. "She accepted us. She believed in us before anyone else did. We have to do the same for her. We have to believe she'll be happy."

I sigh heavily, dragging a hand over my face.

"I hate it when you're right."

She grins.

"You love it."

I grunt again, but I squeeze her hand tighter, pressing a kiss to her temple.

The kids shriek with laughter as Elijah tackles Oliver into a pile of leaves. Lila screams in mock outrage and chases after them.

Zara glances over and meets my eyes.

She smiles — that same smile she had when she was a little girl — and my heart squeezes painfully. No matter how old she gets, no matter who she marries or where life takes her, she’ll always be my girl.

Always.

Sienna leans into my side, her round belly pressing against me.

"Besides," she murmurs, her voice teasing, "even when Zara moves out, you’ll still have a house full of kids to boss around."

I snort.

"And a wife," she adds sweetly, "who’s pregnant and barefoot in the kitchen — just the way you like."

I growl low in my throat, pulling her closer, burying my face in her hair.

"My perfect babygirl," I murmur. "Always giving me more babies. Always filling this house with love."

She tilts her head back, her smile soft and radiant.

"As many babies as you want, Daddy," she whispers.

My heart feels like it might burst.

I tighten my arms around her and close my eyes, breathing her in, listening to the sounds of my family — my loud, beautiful, chaotic, perfect family — and knowing deep in my bones:

This is everything I ever wanted.

And more.
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