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  Chapter One












Sebastian



I’m already irritated, and I haven’t even stepped inside yet. 
The sidewalk’s too crowded, the sun too bright, and the smell of burned espresso wafting from the café ahead turns my stomach. If I had my way, I wouldn’t be doing this at all. I’d be in my office, ignoring the damn gala and my grandmother’s latest attempt at micromanaging my love life. 
But I opened my mouth, didn’t I? 
All it took was one offhand lie: I already have a girlfriend, Gran. Now I’m headed into a lunchtime meeting with a stranger I’ve agreed to parade around like she’s mine. 
The coffee shop is small, tucked between a boutique wine store and a florist with peeling gold lettering. It’s charming in that curated, slightly pretentious way this part of the city loves. I check my watch. One-oh-seven. I’m late, but not so late that it matters. 
I pause outside, scanning the windows. She’s already inside. 
I see her through the glass before I even reach for the door. 
She’s sitting at a small table in the corner, opposite Zoe, my assistant. Lila James, if I remember correctly. She’s Zoe’s best friend and roommate, and my assistant swears she is perfect for the role of my fake girlfriend. 
Not that I had much of a choice. 
It’s too risky to involve anyone at work, especially when any one of my family’s spies could be lurking around the next corner. So I paid Zoe. Handsomely. Told her I needed someone discreet, someone sweet, someone who could fake affection in front of my grandmother without making it obvious this whole thing is a charade. In return, Zoe gets a bonus and my assurance I’ll forget about the time she accidentally forwarded a confidential email to a journalist. 
I step inside. The door jingles. The space is warm, loud with chatter and clinking cups. 
Her head lifts, eyes meeting mine. 
And then everything stops. 
This isn’t attraction. It’s not curiosity. It’s something darker. Deeper. And it hits me like a fucking freight train. 
Suddenly, I’m not irritated. I’m obsessed. 
Long blonde hair spills over her shoulders, glossy and soft, the kind of hair you want to thread through your fingers while she’s gasping your name. Her eyes are blue. Not cold or icy, but wide and curious, like they don’t yet know how dangerous the world can be. Like they don’t yet know how dangerous I can be. 
Slender frame. Soft pink dress that hits just below the knee. And her breasts... Jesus. Full, round, pushing against the fabric like they’re aching to be touched. To be worshipped. 
I’ve never been a religious man, but I’d willingly spend hours worshipping every beautiful inch of her body. 
My cock twitches beneath my slacks. In public. In broad daylight. All because of one innocent glance and a body that was made to be spoiled with pleasure. 
She fidgets with a napkin between her fingers, twisting it slowly. Her cheeks are flushed. Nervous. She bites her lip when I don’t look away. 
Zoe stands up when I reach the table, bright and efficient. “Mr. Merrick. Finally.” 
But I barely glance at her. My eyes don’t leave Lila. 
“Hi,” she says softly, rising to her feet. Her voice is a whisper, but it hits me like a shout. 
I take her hand, and it’s small in mine. Delicate. Warm. My fingers close around hers too tightly. I force myself to loosen my grip before I scare her. 
“Lila,” I say, voice low. Rough. “Nice to meet you.” 
Pink blooms on her cheeks. “It’s nice to meet you, too, Mr. Merrick.” 
“Please call me Sebastian.” 
Zoe’s watching us like a hawk. I can feel her amusement radiating. She clears her throat. “Well, now that the introductions have been made...” 
I cut her off. “Actually, Zoe. I need you to take care of something for me.” 
She blinks. “Now?” 
“I forgot to sign off on the final press layout for the gala collateral. Can you run back and handle it?” 
Zoe raises an eyebrow. She knows damn well it could wait until after lunch. 
Still, she smirks. “Sure thing, boss.” 
She leans toward Lila on her way past and murmurs something that makes the girl’s blush deepen. Then she’s gone, her heels clicking toward the door. 
Finally, it’s just us. 
I sit, leaning forward slightly. She mirrors me without realizing it. Nervous. Open. So fucking sweet it’s unbearable. 
“You’re much more beautiful than I expected,” I say bluntly. 
Her eyes widen. “Oh.” She laughs softly. “Thank you. That’s… kind of you to say.” 
“I don’t do kind, Lila.” I drag my gaze down her neck, over her chest, then back to her eyes. “I do honest.” 
She swallows. Her throat bobs. 
Fuck. I already want to taste her there. Hell, I want to taste her everywhere. 
“Tell me about yourself.” 
She blinks. “Me?” 
“Yes, that’s why we’re here, right? So we don’t look like strangers at the gala when you show up on my arm tonight. I want to know everything.” 
And I do. God help me, I want to know every last thing about this woman. 
She straightens in her seat as if she’s bracing herself for an interview. Her hands fold neatly in her lap, and her lashes lower as she tries to avoid looking right at me for too long. 
I lean back, pretending I’m unaffected, when in reality, my pulse is pounding at my throat like a war drum. 
“So… what do you want to know?” she asks quietly. 
Everything. 
But I start simple. Keep it clean. 
“What do you do?” I ask. 
“I, um...” She swallows. “I work at a daycare.” 
Of course she does. 
She fidgets again, twisting the napkin, but then she smiles, soft and earnest. “It’s just a small place, but I love it. The kids are sweet. Messy and loud sometimes, but… they make everything feel lighter.” 
Her voice warms as she talks, and I feel my control unraveling by the second. 
She keeps going, growing more animated. “I’ve always loved kids. Even when I was a kid, I was the one carrying around dolls and pretending to be their mom. I used to beg my parents to let me babysit all the neighbors’ kids. I guess I just… never grew out of it.” 
Jesus. 
She blushes immediately. “Sorry, I probably sound like a weirdo.” 
“No.” My voice is rougher than it should be. “You sound like someone who knows what she wants.” 
Her lips part, surprised. 
She’s expecting judgment. What she gets is my brain short-circuiting with images I can’t push away; her belly round, her breasts heavy and leaking for me, her arms full of the baby I put inside her. 
I shift in my seat and adjust myself as discreetly as I can. Thank fuck the table hides how damn hard I am for her. 
“What’s your favorite color?” I ask. 
She blinks. “What?” 
“I want to know.” 
She tilts her head a little, surprised. “Um… probably pink? Blush pink, I guess. Soft colors.” 
Of course. 
“Favorite flower?” 
“Peonies.” 
I want her favorite everything. I want to know her drink order, what shows she watches before bed, what kind of pajamas she wears... if any. I already know that once I’ve got her in my bed, she won’t be wearing anything other than me on top of her or wrapped around her. 
“What about you?” she asks, clearly trying to steer the attention off herself. “What do you do?”
I can’t help but smile as I see the exact moment she realizes her error. She already knows what I do. Her best friend works for me. But she’s so flustered that the question came out anyway.
And it’s the cutest damn thing I’ve ever seen.
“I’m the CEO of a family-owned PR company,” I say, ignoring the slight blunder.
“Yeah,” she says, laughing softly. “I knew that. Sorry.”
She’s even more nervous now. I see the way her fingers tremble when she reaches for her cup. 
And I like it. She obviously isn’t used to men like me, and that reassures me that she’s not the gold-digging kind of woman I seem to have attracted all my life. It’s always been hard to trust that a woman wants me and not the money that comes from growing up in a wealthy family. 
But I have a feeling that Lila is just as innocent as she looks. 
“I, um…” She licks her lips. “So… Zoe said you needed me for an event?” 
I nod slowly, the shift in topic yanking me back to the reason I’m even here. 
“The gala,” I say. “My grandmother is expecting me to bring someone. I told her I had a girlfriend just to get her off my back.” 
Lila’s brows lift. “But you don’t?” 
“No.” 
Her cheeks flush again, and I’m almost certain I see relief flash across her pretty features. 
“So now you need someone to... pretend?” 
I lean forward, letting her feel the weight of my attention. “We met six weeks ago,” I say instead of answering her directly. Because as far as I’m concerned, the only thing that’s pretend is our history together. The future I plan to build with her is very real. 
She nods, her blush spreading. “Right. Six weeks ago.” 
“We met at a party.” 
She nods again. “Okay.” 
“A charity ball. It was a small event, and I saw you across the room and knew I had to meet you.” 
“You did?” she asks softly. 
“Yes. And the rest was inevitable.” 
She swallows, eyes searching mine. 
“So we’ll attend the gala, and I’ll introduce you as my girlfriend. You’ll be on my arm the entire time.” 
“I can do that,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper. 
I could end the conversation there. Wrap it up. Check the boxes and send her on her way. 
But I don’t. I can’t. 
Not when she’s sitting in front of me, looking like a porcelain doll; fragile and sweet, and mine without even knowing it. 
I ask more questions. About her favorite season. Her first pet. Her dream vacation. 
She stammers sometimes. Smiles shyly. Keeps glancing at her phone, clearly worried about the time. 
And all I can think is: I’ll give her everything. Every last part of me. And she won’t ever have to ask for a thing. 
When she next glances down at her phone, her delicate features shift. “I should get back,” she says softly. “My lunch break is almost over.” 
I nod, but inside, a war ignites. 
No. 
The word burns behind my teeth, loud and violent and unreasonable. I want to stop her. Want to keep her here. With me. 
Better yet, I want to tell her that she doesn’t have to work ever again because I’ll always give her everything she needs. 
But I don’t. 
Because she wants that job. I saw it in her eyes when she talked about it. Saw how she lights up when she mentions the kids. It makes her happy. And if it makes her happy, I’ll protect it with my life. 
Even if every cell in my body is screaming to keep her. 
I rise to my feet as she gathers her things, slipping her purse strap over her shoulder with a soft smile. She’s probably expecting a quick goodbye. Maybe a nod, a simple thanks, something casual and clean. 
But that’s not what I give her. 
I step in close. Too close. 
She stills. Her lashes flutter. 
I bend slightly, letting my hand brush the small of her back and lowering my head to hers. My lips press against her cheek, lingering for just a second too long. 
Long enough for her breath to hitch. Long enough for her scent to settle in my lungs like oxygen I’ve been starved of. 
She makes a soft noise, almost like a whimper, then she freezes beneath my touch. Her skin is hot against my lips as her blush deepens. 
“Th-thank you. It was... nice to meet you, Mr. Merrick. I mean, umm, Sebastian.” She turns, flustered, and walks toward the door. 
I watch her go. 
Her hair sways against her back. Her hips move with soft, unconscious grace. She doesn’t know what she’s done to me. 
Not yet. 
The door jingles, and she steps outside. She disappears down the sidewalk. 
And inside my chest, the beast sharpens its claws. She thinks this is fake, but it won’t be. 
She’s mine, and I’m going to make sure she never has any reason to doubt that.






  
  Chapter Two












Lila



The dress fits perfectly. Almost. 
I smooth my hands over the midnight blue fabric, watching how it catches the light. It hugs my waist like it was made for me, the silk whispering against my thighs as I shift my weight. But across my chest, it’s snug. A bit too snug. I tug gently at the neckline and breathe out a soft laugh.
It’s a good thing I pumped before getting ready, or I’d be falling out of this dress so much that it would be indecent.
The thought makes my cheeks warm, so I quickly push it down before Zoe notices.
She’s sprawled across my bed, one leg tucked under her, the other bouncing restlessly as she watches me in the mirror like she’s studying a rare exhibit. She’s got that smug little grin on her face. The one that says she knows that whatever she’s about to say is going to make me squirm.
“That dress,” she drawls, “is not off-the-rack. And it sure as hell isn’t cheap.”
I glance at her reflection, then quickly back to my own, fussing with the neckline again. “I’m sure he just hired it for the night,” I mutter. “He wouldn’t spend this much on a fake date.”
Zoe snorts. “You’re delusional.”
I turn slightly, checking the back of the dress in the mirror. It’s stunning, elegant, the kind of thing you see in movies. It makes my eyes look bluer somehow. Deeper. Making me feel like he was thinking of my eyes when he picked it for me.
The thought sends a flutter through my stomach that I try very hard to ignore.
“He sent you peonies, too,” Zoe says, pointing to the dresser behind me. “They’re your favorite flower. I bet that’s not a coincidence.”
I look over at the bouquet and feel another little kick behind my ribs. She’s not wrong. He did ask about my favorite flowers at lunchtime, and I didn’t think anything of it. It seems he was paying attention, though. The arrangement is almost too beautiful to be real, with blush peonies nestled in with pale lilacs, creamy roses, and ranunculus. They’d come wrapped in ivory tissue and a satin bow. It’s like something out of a bridal shoot.
A small card is tucked inside: For my girl - S.
I didn’t let Zoe see the card. Or the lingerie box that came wrapped separately, with soft white lace folded into crisp tissue. There’s no way that could be rented. And if she finds out that Sebastian had spent time picking out even the lingerie that he wants me to wear tonight, I’ll never hear the end of it.
She’s like a dog with a bone as it is.
“Lila, I’ve worked for him for two years. He’s polite, but cold. Some of his biggest clients are the most beautiful models I’ve ever seen, and every single one of them tries to get his attention. But he always brushes them off. Always. The way he was looking at you though, it was like he wanted to eat you alive.”
My whole body goes hot.
I pretend to adjust my earring just to avoid looking at her, but the image flashes uninvited through my mind of him sitting across from me at the café, those piercing gray eyes locked on me like he was already halfway undressing me. The air between us had been thick. Charged. And when he’d kissed my cheek as I was leaving, I’d almost melted right then and there.
I’d liked it. All of it.
God help me, I’d really liked it.
I bite the inside of my cheek and shake my head. “It’s just pretend,” I say, mostly to myself. “He probably treats every woman like this when he needs to look good in front of his grandmother.”
Tall models. Sharp cheekbones. Women who know how to walk in heels and can afford to buy expensive dresses like this one on a daily basis. That’s his world.
Whatever this is, it’s not real.
And it doesn’t matter how my skin still tingles from the way he looked at me like I was something he wanted to ruin. Because tonight, I’m just playing a part.
That’s all.
I run my fingers over the silk at my waist, smoothing invisible wrinkles, then glance again at the bouquet on my dresser. The card still peeks out from between two peony petals.
My stomach does that little flip again.
“I still don’t know how he knew where to send all this stuff,” I murmur. “He didn’t even ask for my address.”
“Well, I might have mentioned to him that we are roommates as well as best friends. I guess all he had to do was look up my address on the files at work, and then he had your address too.”
“Oh...” is all I can think to say.
“See, I told you he was obsessed,” she says, and when I glance at her through the mirror, she’s wearing that smug grin again.
I can’t help being surprised. And something else too. There’s a fluttering sensation that curls low in my belly, and it’s spreading slowly like warmth through my limbs.
He didn’t ask because he already had a plan. He was thinking ahead. Thinking of me.
Zoe checks her phone. “It’s almost time. Are you ready?”
I stare at myself in the mirror.
Hair curled softly over my shoulders. Eyes lined, lips glossed. The dress like water, clinging in all the right places. My cheeks are still flushed, and I know it’s not from the makeup.
I exhale slowly. “As ready as I’ll ever be.”
And that’s the truth. But not for the reasons I thought it would be.
Not because I’m worried it’ll be hard to act like I adore him.
But because I’m starting to think it might be scarily easy.
A knock sounds at the front door, and Zoe and I freeze, looking at each other.
“Are you expecting anybody?” she asks.
I shake my head.
We hurry downstairs, her bouncing ahead of me with all the excitement of a girl sending her best friend to prom with a billionaire.
When she pulls the door open, I feel the air leave my lungs.
A man in a crisp black suit stands beneath the porch light, posture perfect, expression blank in that professional way that still manages to radiate importance.
“Miss Lila?” His voice is smooth, low. “Mr. Merrick sent me to escort you to the event.”
Behind him, parked at the curb, is the sleekest, most beautiful car I’ve ever seen. Jet black. Impossibly glossy. Silver detailing so polished it gleams under the streetlight.
I don’t know much about cars, but I know that thing must cost more than a year’s rent.
Zoe lets out a whistle. “Someone wants to make a good impression tonight.”
My stomach swoops. My palms go clammy against the silk at my sides.
Zoe pulls me into a quick hug, her grin huge against my shoulder. “Text me if you elope, okay?”
I laugh nervously but hug her back tightly. “Shut up.”
“You look incredible,” she murmurs. “Seriously. He’s going to lose his mind.”
I don’t say anything. Because I’m not sure I can.
The chauffeur steps aside, and I walk slowly toward the car, the hem of my dress whispering against the concrete. The back door opens with a soft click, and he holds it for me like I’m royalty.
Inside, everything glows softly with warm ambient lighting. It smells like luxury, like something expensive and just slightly masculine.
I lower myself into the back seat, and the door shuts with a gentle thump, sealing me in.
The car glides away from the curb, the city sliding past in a blur of streetlights and window reflections.
I sit back, sinking into the seat as if it was made to hold me. For a second, I close my eyes, a small smile tugging at the corners of my lips.
He did all this for me. The dress. The flowers. The lingerie. The car.
It’s pretend. I know that.
But right now, it doesn’t feel that way.






  
  Chapter Three












Lila



The car slows to a stop in front of a towering glass-and-steel building, all clean lines and glittering reflections. The skyscraper stretches high into the night sky, lit from within like a beacon. Sleek, modern, intimidating. Of course this is where he works. Of course this is where tonight’s gala is being held. It looks like it belongs to someone powerful. Untouchable. 
It looks like it belongs to someone like Sebastian.
My stomach tightens as I glance through the tinted window and see him standing just outside the gleaming entrance, hands in his pockets, his posture completely effortless. His suit is dark and razor-sharp, the fit almost indecent in the way it hugs his broad chest, his long legs. He looks like every dangerous fantasy I’ve ever tried to ignore.
And then he sees the car, and he straightens up instantly, striding towards me like the bustling crowd on the sidewalk doesn’t exist.
Sebastian opens the door himself, not even waiting for the chauffeur to make it around to my side of the car.
He leans in slightly, offering his hand. “Lila.”
It’s just my name, but it sounds different in his voice. Lower. Rougher.
I slide my fingers into his, and the second our skin touches, I feel it. A jolt. Like something alive is leaping through me. My breath catches. His hand is warm, strong, and I have to work hard not to melt into the seat.
He helps me out of the car, and when I look up, he’s staring at me like it’s the first time he’s ever really seen a woman.
His eyes roam. Unapologetic. Slow. Down my throat, to the curve of my chest, the dip of my waist and the way the silk clings to my hips. His gaze doesn’t just travel; it devours. Like he’s starving and I’m the only thing on the menu.
A flush creeps up my neck, heat pooling low in my belly.
He leans closer, his voice quiet but full of something that sounds too real. “You’re stunning.”
I blink. “I... I, ummm...”
I don’t finish, because what do you say to that? Thank you? Please say it again?
Instead, I lift my gaze to him, my heart hammering against my ribs. “Thank you. For the dress. And the flowers. And the car. You really didn’t have to do all that.”
He looks at me as if I’ve said something ridiculous.
“Of course I did,” he says softly. “I wanted to make sure you felt special tonight. Needed to know my girl was going to get here safely.”
My girl.
It’s what he called me on the note that came with the flowers, and now he’s calling me that again. It’s only two words, but that’s all it takes for my breath to snag and my insides to twist in that sweet, terrifying way I haven’t quite figured out how to deal with yet.
He doesn’t let go of my hand.
Instead, he tucks it into the crook of his arm, drawing me against his side. Like I belong there. Like he wants me there. And I have to remind myself, yet again, that none of this is real.
And then we’re walking towards the building. Together.
The glass doors slide open ahead of us, spilling light across the marble floors inside. My heels click softly as we move, and every step feels like I’m being pulled deeper into something I’m not sure I’ll come back from.
He glances down at me out of the corner of his eye. Again. And again. Like he can’t stop himself.
Inside, the room opens up like a scene from a dream. Crystal chandeliers shimmer above our heads, dripping light over gold-rimmed glasses and sequined gowns. The air hums with music, something slow and elegant played by a string quartet in the corner, and a soft buzz of conversation swirls all around us.
And then...
“Oh no,” Sebastian mutters under his breath. “Brace yourself.”
Before I can ask what he means, I see her.
She’s making her way towards us in a smooth, commanding glide, dressed in a structured white jacket trimmed with pearls, a silver cane tapping rhythmically at her side though she doesn’t seem to need it. Her chin is high, her white hair immaculately coiled into a bun. Her eyes are like polished glass, sharp and assessing, and they cut straight through me in a single glance.
“Lila,” Sebastian says, standing a little taller beside me. “This is my grandmother. Genevieve Merrick.”
Her name doesn’t surprise me. She looks exactly how I would imagine a Genevieve to look. Regal. Composed. Probably capable of winning a war with a single raised eyebrow.
“It’s lovely to meet you, Mrs. Merrick,” I say with what I hope is the right amount of warmth and poise.
She hums, and it’s a soft, unimpressed sound. Her eyes continue their visual dissection of me. “Hmmm.”
Sebastian slides a hand to my lower back. It’s gentle, steadying, and just the right amount of possessive. My spine straightens on instinct.
“She is the matriarch of my family,” he says under his breath, his lips close to my ear. “Don’t take it personally if she tries to stare you into an early grave.”
“I heard that,” Genevieve replies coolly, without missing a beat.
He grins. “I meant you to.”
There’s a flicker of something behind her eyes. Amusement, maybe? It’s gone too fast to be sure.
She turns back to me. “So, Lila, what is it you do when you’re not... dressed up pretty and hanging off my grandson’s arm?”
My cheeks heat, but I keep my smile steady. “I work in early childhood education. At a daycare center in Brooklyn.”
Genevieve’s eyes narrow slightly. “So you... watch children.”
There’s no obvious malice in the phrasing, but no warmth either.
“I help care for them, yes,” I say. “But I also plan activities, support their learning, and work with families. It’s a lot more than just snacks and naps.”
Something flickers in her expression. Curiosity, maybe. Or skepticism softened by interest.
“And you enjoy that?” she asks.
I nod, a little smile tugging at my lips despite the tension in my spine. “I love it. They’re so full of wonder at that age. You can see them discovering the world for the first time, and it’s... humbling, honestly. Their joy is pure. And when they trust you?” I shrug, feeling myself get a little carried away. “There’s nothing like it.”
There’s a beat of silence before she speaks again.
“Hmmm.” Genevieve’s gaze sharpens, but this time, it doesn’t feel like a weapon. More like a microscope. “Maybe I will live long enough to meet a great-grandchild after all.”
Sebastian chokes. I blink.
“Not that I’m rushing you,” she adds smoothly, turning to her grandson. “But it’s not as if you’re getting any younger.”
He coughs into a smile, tightening his arm around me. “Thanks for the reminder, Gran.”
Her eyes land back on me. “Keep him in line, dear.”
“I’ll try,” I say softly, not sure if I should laugh or pass out.
Sebastian’s hand finds the small of my back again. Steady. Protective.
And then he kisses my temple. Right in front of his grandmother. Soft and slow, like it’s the most natural thing in the world. Like he does it all the time.
I feel the flutter of it in my knees, in my chest, in my throat. My brain lags behind my body, trying to sort out the why of it. The how.
But before I can think too hard, Sebastian pulls back and says smoothly, “If you’ll excuse us, I need to dance with my girlfriend before someone else decides to whisk her away from me.”
His voice is low, teasing, like we’ve done this a thousand times. And Genevieve actually... smiles. Just barely. But it’s there. A small one. Tight, but real.
Sebastian leads me away with his hand firm at the small of my back. His stride is confident, and his smile is borderline smug.
“Did I do okay?” I whisper once we’re out of earshot.
He glances down at me with a twinkle in his eyes. “You did better than okay. You impressed her. Which, frankly, is usually an impossible task.”
And somehow, that means everything to me.
I follow him onto the dance floor, hyper-aware of how many eyes are on us. It’s not paranoia. I can feel it. There are a few hushed murmurs and curious glances, some skeptical, and probably more than one asking what I’m doing on his arm.
Sebastian Merrick, in a black tux that hugs his broad shoulders like it was sewn there. Hair sleek and perfect. Jaw carved like something ancient and powerful.
And then there’s me. Ordinary in every way that matters.
But when he turns and pulls me gently into his arms, all that noise in my head just... disappears.
One of his hands rests low on my waist, the other cradling my fingers in his. The pressure is firm. Assured. Like he knows exactly how to hold me, exactly how to lead.
He draws me in, and I go willingly.
And I swear, I feel it in every inch of my body.
My chest presses lightly against his. My cheek could easily rest against his collarbone if I let it. His body is all heat and muscle, and I feel so small in his arms. In a way that makes me feel safe. Held.
His hand shifts slightly, fingers grazing bare skin where my dress dips at the back, and I swear my knees almost give out.
“You’re trembling,” he murmurs.
I don’t deny it. “You’re not.”
He smiles. “Because I’m exactly where I want to be.”
God help me.
We sway in slow, perfect rhythm, him leading while I melt. I barely even hear the music. All I know is the solid weight of his hand, the heat of his body, and the steady, anchoring feel of his touch guiding mine.
When I glance up at him, he’s already looking down at me, and something flickers in his eyes. Warmth. Hunger. Something protective, almost reverent.
My breath catches.
This doesn’t feel fake. Not one bit.
If I’m pretending, I must be better at this than I thought. Because right now, every part of me is aching like this is real. Like he’s mine, and I’m his.
And somewhere, far in the back of my mind, a terrible thought curls in and whispers: How am I supposed to go back to normal after tonight?
“Sebastian.”
The voice is syrupy and sharp, like honey over broken glass.
We both turn at the same time.
A woman is walking towards us through the crowd, tall and willowy, with flawless skin and a crimson dress that highlights her slender curves. Her long brown hair falls in sleek, perfect waves over one shoulder, her full lips painted a shade of red that’s just this side of sinful.
When she reaches us, she looks at me like I’m something she found stuck to the bottom of her expensive designer shoes.
“Aren’t you going to introduce us, Sebastian?” she asks, all teeth and angles.
I feel him stiffen beside me, and his arm tightens around my waist. “Lila, this is Annika.”
It’s all too obvious there is history between the two of them, and if the look she’s giving me is any indication, she’s not over him yet.
“Well, she’s... sweet,” she says, dragging the word out like it’s offensive. “If that’s what you’re into now.”
I feel my smile wobble. My face flushes hot and humiliated, and I immediately hate myself for it. She’s beautiful. Perfect. She looks like she belongs in a fashion magazine, and the worst part is that she’s probably already been plastered over several of them.
I want to disappear and forget this ever happened. I must have been crazy to think I could blend in with Sebastian in his world.
But then he speaks, and his voice is like ice. “Watch your mouth, Annika.”
My head snaps up.
He shifts closer, and suddenly I’m not just standing next to him. I’m wrapped up in him. His strong arm is around my waist, his chest pressed against mine like he’s shielding me from anything that might try to hurt me.
“Lila is mine,” he says, his voice low and sharp. “And I won’t let anyone talk about her like that.”
“Oh, please...” she begins, but goes quiet when she sees what Sebastian is doing.
His hand moves to my jaw, gentle but firm, and before I can process what’s happening, his mouth is on mine.
The kiss is fire and silk, devastating and perfect. His lips are sure and commanding, like he doesn’t care that we’re in the middle of a crowd. Like he wants everyone to see.
And I want it too.
My hands slide up his chest, gripping his lapels, and I melt into him, parting my lips with a soft gasp that he takes full advantage of. The world disappears. There’s only this. Only him. The scent of his cologne, the way he tilts his head, the way his fingers tighten ever so slightly when I press closer.
And then, too soon, he pulls away.
It feels like a dream, and I have to force my eyes open. When I do, a part of my brain registers that Annika is gone. I didn’t even hear her leave.
But all I’m really aware of right now is Sebastian.
He’s looking at me like he can’t decide whether to push me away or drag me closer. His hand is still on my cheek, thumb tracing along my jaw. His chest rises and falls with his breath, and I can feel his heartbeat against mine.
“Come with me,” he says. “I need to get you somewhere quiet. Right now.”
He takes my hand, and I don’t hesitate.
We slip off the dance floor. Past the glittering chandeliers. Past the hum of conversation and the low, elegant music. Towards the elevators.
My heart is still pounding from the kiss. From the way he touched me like he meant it. Like he wasn’t acting at all.
The elevator doors slide open, and we step inside alone. His hand doesn’t leave mine.
As the doors close and the lift begins to rise, the space seems to shrink around us. The tension is heavy, hot, electric. I can’t take my eyes off him.
And then, he turns and pushes me up against the wall.
It’s not violent, but it’s not soft either. He presses his hands on either side of my head, caging me in. His eyes are dark, his jaw clenched, and for a moment, I can’t read him at all.
And then he kisses me. Again.
I can’t stop the noise I make. It’s a soft, startled sound, but when it escapes my lips, his fingers curl against the wall, and his mouth is harder, hungrier.
I’ve never been kissed like this.
Like it’s a challenge and a demand. Like he wants to know every secret hiding under my skin, and he’ll do whatever it takes to find them.
Maybe this is just for tonight. Maybe it doesn’t mean anything, and it is all just pretend. But right now, I can’t stop.
If all I get is one night with him, I’m going to make it count.






  
  Chapter Four












Sebastian



Her lips taste sweet, like strawberries, and it just makes me hunger for her even more. 
I’ve got Lila pinned against the elevator wall, her breath catching every time I caress her tongue with my own. And the way she arches into me like she can’t seem to get close enough... fuck, it’s going to be my undoing.
I didn’t plan to kiss her downstairs. Not in front of everyone. Not like that.
But when I saw the way she looked at the floor after Annika opened her mouth, like she wanted to disappear, I lost it. The hollowed-out look in her eyes? That little flicker of shame on her face?
No. Absolutely fucking not.
So I kissed her, and now I can’t stop.
She makes a soft little noise into my mouth as I tilt her chin and kiss her deeper. Her fingers are buried in my hair. I don’t even know if the elevator is still moving, but I don’t care.
When the doors open behind me with a chime, I pull away just long enough to look at her.
Her lips are swollen. Her pupils blown wide. She looks dazed and radiant and completely, devastatingly mine.
I lift her into my arms without a word. She gasps, but her arms loop around my neck without hesitation.
“I need you,” I growl. “Now.”
I carry her through the hallway outside my office, the world going silent behind us. Everyone’s at the gala. This floor is dark, quiet, and completely empty.
Exactly how I want it.
The door to my office swings open under my hand. I stride inside, cross the room, and place her on the edge of my desk like she’s something precious. Fragile. Sacred.
Her breath catches as I kiss her again; hot, deep, desperate.
My hands roam down her back, then up along her ribs, my fingers gliding over the soft silk of her dress. Her body shivers under my palms. She tastes of surrender. She feels like fate.
I press a kiss to the soft underside of her jaw, then down her neck. She tips her head back, baring her throat to me like it’s instinct. Like her body already knows who it belongs to.
“Sebastian...” she whispers, and the sound of my name on her lips like that makes my dick throb painfully in my pants.
“Tell me to stop if you need me to, babydoll,” I murmur against her skin, even as I kiss lower, my lips brushing against the swell of one breast.
She doesn’t say a word. Her fingers curl into the lapels of my jacket, tugging me closer instead, and that’s all the answer I need.
I push the straps of her dress down gently, revealing her inch by inch. The fabric slips lower, baring the curves I’ve been imagining since the moment I first saw her.
And then... I freeze.
A creamy droplet glistens on one of her nipples, catching the low office light like it’s been placed there on purpose to tempt me.
Jesus.
Something primal slams into me. A possessive, bone-deep need that tightens every muscle in my body.
I want to taste her. I want to suckle at those tight little buds until I’ve claimed every sweet drop of her milk for myself. And I can already tell just by looking at her that she’s going to be the sweetest, most addictive thing I’ve ever tasted.
Just as I begin to dip my head, Lila gasps and folds her arms across herself.
“Oh my God,” she breathes, mortified. “I... I got carried away. I’m sorry. I shouldn’t have done this. I shouldn’t have let you see me like this.”
I take her face in my hands. “Lila, look at me.”
She hesitates. Then, those wide, wounded eyes meet mine.
“You don’t ever have to apologize. Not to me. Ever.” I press a kiss to her forehead. Then her cheek. Then the corner of her lips. “You’re beautiful, babydoll. Every inch of you.”
Her arms begin to loosen across her chest as I continue to offer her gentle kisses and words of reassurance. I stroke them gently, letting her feel how calm I am. How anchored I’m trying to be, even while every cell in my body is screaming at me to devour her whole and make her mine already.
“Tell me, Lila.” I kiss the tip of her nose, then her cheek again. “Why are you lactating?”
She swallows hard. Her gaze flickers away again.
“You don’t have to tell me,” I say quickly, brushing my thumb along her jaw. “But I’d love to know. I want to understand.”
She’s quiet for a moment, then she nods and slowly begins to speak.
“I’ve been... kind of obsessed with the idea of getting pregnant.”
Her voice is soft. Honest. Vulnerable.
“My doctor diagnosed me with PCOS a couple of years ago, when I was eighteen. She said I might have difficulty conceiving. And ever since then... the obsession has just grown. I know it’s weird, but the idea of lactating, of preparing my body to... to nurture... well, I started taking herbs. Started pumping. I wanted to feel closer to the woman I want to be. Even if I’m not there yet.”
Her eyes fill with a sheen of emotion. “It probably sounds insane.”
“No,” I say fiercely. “It doesn’t.”
I slide the top half of her dress down a little lower, revealing the flat plane of her stomach. My fingers glide over her bare skin, and her body is warm beneath my touch. She breathes in, shaky and surprised.
“You want babies?” I say softly. “I’ll give you babies. A whole damn football team if that’s what you want.”
Her eyes fill again, this time with something like wonder. And when my hand moves higher, cupping the underside of one breast, her lips part.
“Tell me no, and I’ll stop.” I brush my thumb gently over the stiff peak, and she gasps. “But tell me yes, and I’ll drink every drop of you.”
Her gaze flies up to meet mine, her eyes wide and her chest heaving. Her nipples are pink and puckered, and the way her areolas are puffy and taut, ready to spill that sweet nectar straight into my mouth, is doing something dangerous to me.
I’d never once thought about feeding from a lactating woman before I met Lila. She’s awakening so many things inside me that I never even knew existed. And I know I’m never going to be the same now that she’s come into my life.
“Yes,” she whispers, her voice raw and aching. “Yes, please.”
With a groan, I cup both her breasts in my palms and press a kiss to each hardened bud. The droplet of milk on her left nipple catches my lower lip, and I can’t help it. I dart out my tongue, eagerly searching for more.
Lila moans, and the sound goes straight to my dick.
Fuck, I’ve never heard a more perfect sound in my life.
I suck the stiff peak of her nipple and begin to suckle. After a few seconds, the creamy, warm milk fills my mouth, and a jolt of something powerful goes through me.
It’s pure, it’s sweet, and it’s hers.
This is her. Lila. Everything that she is. Soft. Loving. Nurturing.
Perfect.
A sound comes from the back of my throat as the flavor coats my tongue, and the pressure in my groin becomes almost unbearable. I can’t even remember the last time I was this hard.
I start sucking harder, drawing more of her soft flesh into my greedy mouth. At the same time, I cup her other breast, giving it a gentle squeeze. When Lila gasps, I pause and lift my gaze to her face, scared that I’ve done something to hurt her.
But she nibbles shyly at her lower lip, her cheeks turning pink as she points to my chest. “I’m sorry. But if you don’t want to make a mess of your suit, you probably shouldn’t squeeze me like that.”
I pull my mouth away from her breast, already missing the taste of her as I glance down, spotting the white trickle running down my black lapel.
Fuck. My cock gives a desperate twitch.
I’d fucking bathe in her sweet cream if I could.
Unable to help myself, I give her tit another squeeze, sliding my fingers from the base of her breast towards her nipple. More milk squirts out onto my shirt, and we both moan in unison.
“Does it feel good when I do that, babydoll?” I ask, even though I already know the answer.
“Yes,” she moans. “So good, Sebastian. But...”
“No buts,” I growl, cutting her words off with a kiss. “If it makes you feel good, I want to do it. Fuck the suit. I’ll buy a new one.”
“Oh...” she whimpers.
But if she was going to say anything else, her words are lost the moment my lips return to her breast. I wrap my arms around her waist and tug her closer, holding her right where I want her as I suckle at her nipple.
“Sebastian,” she murmurs.
I give her other breast a gentle squeeze, and she shudders against me, her nails digging into my shoulders through my suit.
“You taste incredible, Lila.”
I can feel her heartbeat thundering against her ribs, her body trembling with every caress of my tongue, her breath coming faster. I keep up the suction, coaxing her milk to flow freely, and the noises she’s making are driving me out of my mind.
Even as I feed from her, I shrug out of my suit jacket and tug blindly at my tie. My shirt follows, and then my hands are back on her full, luscious tits, squeezing them both firmly. Milk flows faster into my mouth, while another stream of warm milk splashes against my bare shoulder, trickling down my chest.
It’s messy. It’s fucking hot. And I want more.
I’m drunk on her, and I never want it to end.
Lila’s body is shaking, her legs tightening around me, her head falling back as I continue to drink from her. Her hands are in my hair, gripping it hard, and it’s the sexiest fucking thing I’ve ever felt.
She’s completely uninhibited. Open. Free. Just how I always want her to be with me.
“Sebastian,” she gasps, the word catching in her throat.
“You like that, babydoll?” I say, kissing a trail up the soft, smooth curve of her breast. “You like feeding me? You like filling my belly with your milk?”
“Yes,” she whimpers. “Is that... is it weird?”
“Fuck no,” I groan. “Or if it is, we can be weird together, because I can’t get enough.”
I kiss her lips, and she moans, tasting her milk on my tongue.
“But now,” I say when I pull back slightly, enjoying the sound of her ragged panting, “it’s time for me to take care of you. It’s time for me to fill you with my cum and turn you into the mama you long to be.”






  
  Chapter Five












Lila



My body is on fire. 
I’ve never been so aroused.
Sebastian’s words, his hands, his mouth. His tongue. All of it is making me dizzy with desire. I can barely believe that he still wants me after finding out my secret. And now he’s talking about giving me the family I’ve always dreamed of.
There is a distant voice in the back of my head telling me not to believe it. It’s not real. Tomorrow I’m going to wake up and be alone again.
But I can’t stop now. Not when his every touch is lighting me up. Not when his eyes are hungry, his voice a low growl.
Not when he’s kissing me like he needs me to breathe.
His hands grip my hips, and he pulls me off his desk, wrapping one arm around me as I wobble slightly for a second. Then he’s pushing my dress all the way down, leaving a puddle of silk around my ankles.
I’m standing in front of him in just a pair of sheer, lacy panties, lace-top stockings, and heels. My hair is a tangled mess around my face, and his lips are red and swollen from feeding on me.
He doesn’t say a word. He just stares at me like I’m something he’s never seen before. Like he’s not sure he can trust his eyes.
“You’re wearing the underwear I sent you,” he growls, and my face heats in response.
“Of course,” is all I can think to say.
He crouches down in front of me and reaches around to grab my ass cheeks in his powerful grasp, pulling my hips slightly forward. I gasp and grip his shoulders to keep myself steady as he presses his face against the thin fabric between my legs.
“Mine,” he groans, his breath hot against me. “You smell so fucking good. So wet and sweet and ripe. I’m going to bury my cock inside you, and when I come, it’s going to put a baby right here.”
He brushes his nose and lips against my lower belly, and the motion is so sweet and tender that tears sting my eyes.
“That’s what you want, isn’t it?” He nips at the skin right below my navel, sending a shockwave of pleasure through me. “That’s what you need, and I’m going to give it to you.”
I’m too lost for words. So I nod instead, biting my lower lip, and try to keep my knees from buckling under me.
With a growl, Sebastian grabs the panties and tugs those down too before standing and pushing me back against the desk once more. He lifts me easily for a second before placing me back down on the edge of the wooden surface.
He steps between my spread thighs, and when his fingers brush the inside of one leg, slowly trailing upwards, I’m already dripping for him.
“So wet,” he says again.
His thumb glides up, grazing the slick folds, and when he finds the swollen bud of my clit, I have to bite my tongue to stop from crying out.
“So fucking responsive,” he continues, his voice low. “And I can’t wait to see you pregnant. Your body full and round, glowing with life.”
“Sebastian...” My voice cracks, but it doesn’t stop me from moaning again when his thumb swirls and strokes.
“That’s right, babydoll,” he murmurs. “I want you to say my name. Let the whole damn city hear you. Because you’re mine. And no one else gets to have you.”
I’m still reeling from his words when his fingers dip inside me, two of them thrusting deep, curling upwards, stroking and teasing.
“Oh God!” I arch into him, clutching at his shoulders.
“Fuck, babydoll. You’re so damn tight and wet. Tight as a virgin.”
My cheeks flush with heat, and he looks at me. Really looks at me. “No. There’s no way.”
I can’t speak. Can’t explain. I’ve never wanted anyone to touch me the way I want him to, and now, his fingers are buried inside me, making me feel so damn good that I want more than just his fingers inside me.
“You’re not a virgin,” he says, his eyes burning with disbelief. “You can’t be.”
My face burns hotter, and shame fills me. Surely he’s not going to want me when he finds out I’m a twenty-year-old virgin. But I swallow, forcing the words past my lips anyway.
“I am. I’ve never...”
He doesn’t give me a chance to finish. With a guttural sound, his mouth crashes down onto mine, and his fingers plunge deeper, thrusting in and out.
“I can’t fucking believe this. I can’t believe that you’re untouched. That no man has ever been inside this sweet little cunt. But once I’ve filled you with my seed, you’re going to belong to me. Every part of you. No other man will ever lay a finger on you.”
“Oh...” I gasp.
His fingers slide in and out of me, and my head falls back, my eyelids fluttering closed. The pleasure is so intense, so overwhelming, that I don’t know how much more of it I can take.
But he doesn’t stop. He doesn’t slow down. His hand keeps pumping, and the wet, obscene sounds it’s making just seem to spur him on.
I lay back on the desk, the wooden surface cool against my back as I writhe with the pleasure of his touch. And then his hot, wet mouth latches onto my nipple again, and he begins sucking while his fingers thrust faster.
My vision is going blurry, my skin is hot and sensitive, and a pressure is building inside me. A delicious tension that’s coiling tighter and tighter with each passing second.
“Come for me,” Sebastian says, lifting his head from my breast for a moment. “Come on, babydoll. I need to feel you.”
His fingers curl upwards, stroking a sensitive spot inside me, and then his lips find my nipple again, sucking even harder than before.
I can’t hold back.
“Sebastian! Oh God, Sebastian!”
The orgasm tears through me, a wave of ecstasy that has my toes curling, my spine arching, and my mouth falling open in a silent cry.
He doesn’t stop. He just keeps stroking and sucking, dragging the pleasure out until my entire body is limp and quivering.
When he finally does stop, I’m still panting, my heart thundering. I’m boneless and spent, and all I want to do is sink into his arms and never leave.
He doesn’t say a word as he pulls away from me, his hands on his belt, unfastening it. His cock springs free, hard and huge and thick, and I stare at it, suddenly realizing how big it really is.
“It’s going to hurt,” he says, as if reading my thoughts. “But only for a second. And then it’s going to feel so fucking good, Lila. Better than anything you’ve ever felt before. Because we’re meant to be together.”
I should be scared. Terrified. But I’m not. I want this. Need this.
I don’t just want Sebastian to fuck me.
I want him to claim me.
Even if it is just going to be for one night.
He steps closer between my thighs, his hand curling around the base of his cock, and guides the swollen tip to my opening.
“Are you ready, babydoll?” he asks, his voice rough.
“Yes,” I whisper.
Slowly, carefully, he begins to push inside. The feeling is intense, stretching me wider than his fingers did, and I moan.
“Shhh, I’ve got you.” His lips brush my forehead as he eases himself in another inch. “Fuck, you’re so damn tight.”
“Oh God.”
He groans and pushes forward again. And again. The sensation is almost too much, but his hands are holding me steady, and when his fingers move down between my legs and find my clit, he begins to rub gently, coaxing pleasure to bloom once more.
“That’s a good girl,” he whispers. “Just relax, babydoll. You’re doing so well.”
My body softens beneath his touch, and the tension that was building within me eases.
“That’s it,” he says softly. He kisses my cheek, my jaw, my throat. Each press of his lips sends a shiver down my spine.
And then, without warning, his hips surge forward, and his cock thrusts deep, sheathing itself fully in one stroke.
The pain is sharp and sudden, but it’s gone in an instant, replaced by an aching, full sensation. It feels incredible, and the only thing I can do is hold on to him tightly, my fingers digging into his back.
“So tight,” he growls. “Fuck, Lila, you’re perfect. Just perfect.”
He kisses me again, and the kiss is urgent and deep. I can feel him shaking slightly, his body held in rigid control.
I love the way he tastes, the way he smells, the way he feels. Everything about him is turning me on.
“Now,” he whispers. “We make a baby.”
“Yes.”
The word is barely a whisper, but he hears it anyway. And when he begins to move, I can’t hold back the moans that spill from my lips.
He feels amazing. Big and thick and powerful, his hips rolling smoothly as he thrusts. The friction of his shaft against my inner walls is incredible, and my entire body trembles with the pleasure of it.
“Oh yes,” he groans. “That’s it, babydoll. Take me. Take all of me.”
He pulls out until only the tip of his cock is still inside me, then he drives back in, his hips slapping against mine.
“Fuck, Lila. Your sweet little pussy is going to make me come. I can’t stop myself. It’s too fucking good.”
“Yes,” I gasp. “Yes, please, Sebastian.”
He picks up the pace, his thrusts growing deeper and faster. His breathing is ragged, his chest heaving. His body is slick with sweat, and his skin is burning hot.
“I can feel you,” he groans. “I can feel your sweet pussy getting tighter, and I can’t wait to fill you with my cum. To watch it drip down your thighs and know that you’re mine.”
I cling to him, unable to speak, unable to do anything but let the sensations wash over me. It’s so much. Too much. My body is wound tight, like a spring about to snap.
“Yes,” I whimper. “Please, yes.”
“That’s right, babydoll,” he says, his voice hoarse. “That’s right. Let go. Come for me. Come all over my cock.”
And with those words, his hips piston faster, harder, the pleasure building inside me until I can’t take anymore.
“Sebastian! Oh!”
I explode around him, the orgasm wracking my body, the waves of ecstasy crashing through me. I hear him grunt, feel him drive deep, and then his cock jerks inside me.
Warmth floods my core, his seed spilling into me. I can feel him coming, the pulse of his release, and I grip his shoulders tighter, riding the pleasure.
“Fuck,” he gasps. “Fuck, babydoll.”
We stay locked together for a long time, our bodies entwined, neither of us wanting to break the connection. He keeps himself buried inside me as he takes my nipple back into his mouth, suckling and drawing out more of my milk. I can’t resist lifting my head from the desk to watch as his throat bobs with each swallow, and his eyes are half-closed as if he’s savoring every drop.
When he finally does lift his head, there’s a small trickle of my cream at the corner of his mouth, and I lean up to kiss him, tasting myself on his lips.
He takes a step back, and I whimper when he finally slips free of my body. A rush of warmth follows, a reminder that we didn’t use protection and that, no matter how small the chance is given my condition, his baby might be growing inside me.
“As much as I want to stay here and keep doing this all night, we should probably head back to the gala. I have to give a speech soon, and we don’t want anyone coming up to search for me. Because if anyone else were to see you like this, I might have to tear his goddamn eyes out.”
His voice is a low growl that has my body humming with need again despite the fact he’s just given me two intense orgasms.
I’m not ready to return to reality. But when he holds his hand out to help me up from the desk, I know that I don’t have a choice.
This was always just a one-night fantasy.
Tomorrow, he’ll forget all about me.
And I’ll be left with nothing but the memory of his touch and the hope that his seed took root in my womb.
Because that’s the only part of him I can keep with me forever.






  
  Chapter Six












Sebastian



The morning after claiming the woman I want to build my life with should feel triumphant. Glorious. Complete. 
But all I feel is restless.
I’ve been sitting at my desk for the last two hours, doing nothing but pretending to work. In reality, I’ve just been staring at my laptop screen while my brain loops a slow-motion reel of her laid out on this desk. Moaning my name and letting me take her like she’s mine.
Because she is.
Fuck, she is.
The problem is, I haven’t heard from her since last night.
The gala had felt like something out of a dream. After I’d claimed her in my office; fed from her, tasted her, taken her; she’d pulled herself back together with that shy but radiant grace of hers. Let me zip up her dress, helped me straighten my tie, and kissed me with soft, swollen lips before slipping her hand into mine and letting me escort her back down to the party.
I didn’t let go of her the entire night.
We danced. We talked. I introduced her to everyone who mattered, watched their eyes light up when she charmed them all without even trying. My grandmother kissed her cheek and told me I was finally making wise decisions, and all I’d felt was pride. Yes, I’d wanted to say. She’s the one.
When the night ended, I wanted nothing more than to take her home. My car was waiting. My bed was waiting. I was waiting.
But she’d kissed me, slow, sweet and lingering, and told me she’d needed to go home. That she had to be at work early this morning, so she needed some rest. I had reluctantly put her in the car she’d arrived in and told her to text me as soon as she got home safe.
And she did. At 1.13 a.m.
Now it’s past noon, and I haven’t heard from her again.
I glance at my phone for the hundredth time. No new messages. I flick to our conversation. Still nothing. So I lock the screen again and stare at my reflection in the black glass.
“She’s working,” I remind myself under my breath, like it’ll keep me sane. Like it makes any damn difference.
But a flicker of panic is working its way through me, irrational and ugly. What if she regrets it? What if I moved too fast, pushed her too hard, and now she’s quietly backing away? What if it didn’t mean the same to her?
The thought guts me. I don’t do panic. I don’t do doubt. But this woman...
She unmade me.
And now she’s silent.
I try to snap out of it, turning my attention to the email blinking on my screen. Something about a contract revision. I don’t even see it. I just see her. Her wide eyes, flushed skin, mouth parted on a moan.
Goddammit. I need air. Or caffeine.
Or her.
I grab my car keys and stalk out of my office. It’s lunchtime already, so Zoe isn’t sitting at her desk, and I’m grateful for that. The last thing I need is her seeing me lose control over her friend.
Somehow, my car seems intent on heading towards the coffee shop where I met Lila yesterday. Where my carefully built world got turned upside down in an instant.
She’s not here.
The disappointment punches harder than it should. Like I’d expected the universe to reward me with her just for walking in.
I order a coffee and take a seat, the same one I’d sat in yesterday. It feels like stepping into a memory. Her scent isn’t here, not really, but my brain fills in the blanks. Her perfume. Her voice. The way her face had glowed while talking about the kids she looks after at work.
With a sigh, I pull out my phone and start scrolling. I can pretend I’m actually paying attention to whatever is on my screen. Pretend I’m not watching the door.
Every time it opens, I look up too quickly. Every time it’s not her, I clench my jaw and berate myself for being such a fucking fool.
But the thing is, I’m already addicted. I’ve had a taste of her, and now I’m starving for more.
Then the door chimes again, and when I glance up, the air leaves my lungs.
It’s her.
Lila steps into the coffee shop like the sun decided to wear a body and bless me with its warmth. She’s laughing at something Zoe says beside her, the sound light and effortless. Her cheeks are pink from the heat outside, her eyes glowing, lips parted in a soft smile that punches me straight in the chest.
I freeze. My coffee sits untouched in front of me, my phone forgotten. I don’t breathe, don’t blink. I just watch her.
She looks radiant. Relaxed. The way she brushes her hair behind her ear. The way her mouth moves when she talks. She’s in a pale yellow sundress and flats, casual and perfect, and I know there is no universe where she isn’t mine.
My hands curl into fists under the table.
Lila doesn’t see me. She’s standing in line with Zoe, scrolling her phone one second, teasing her friend the next. She’s so at ease. So unguarded.
I can’t stop staring at her.
But then, a man steps into her space.
He’s maybe a year or two older than her, wearing a cheap suit that’s about two sizes too big for him. He’s got that too-easy, too-slick confidence that comes with thinking he’s God’s gift to women.
I don’t hear what he says. I just see his hand brush her arm. Tension shoots through my muscles; my teeth clench.
What the fuck is he doing?
He leans in, grinning. Her brows lift, clearly confused, but she doesn’t step back right away. Probably too polite. Too startled. She shakes her head and starts to say something, but he steps closer. His smile widens.
And I fucking snap.
I’m on my feet before I’ve fully processed it, crossing the room in long, silent strides. Every ounce of civility burns off me like smoke in a wildfire.
The guy’s still talking when I reach them.
“Back. Off,” I growl, my voice low and flat and lethal.
He startles and turns. “Excuse me?”
“She’s taken,” I bite out, stepping between him and Lila with absolute finality. “So keep your fucking hands to yourself. And stay away from what’s mine.”
The last word drops like a weight between us.
The man backs up immediately, stammering some kind of half-apology before making a fast retreat out the door. Good.
When I turn back to look at Lila, she isn’t looking at me like I’m her hero. She’s looking at me as if I just slapped her.
Her eyes are wide, cheeks pale. “Sebastian...”
“Lila, I...”
She shakes her head and turns to Zoe, grabbing her hand. “We have to go. Now.”
I reach for her arm, but she pulls away before I can touch her.
“I just... I can’t be here right now,” she says, her voice small and brittle.
Then she’s gone, dragging Zoe behind her, out the door and into the summer heat. Not even a glance back.
I stand there frozen, her name still half-formed on my lips, and all I can do is watch her disappear while a crack forms in my heart.






  
  Chapter Seven












Lila



The car hums quietly beneath us, but my brain is anything but still. 
I stare out the window, watching the world blur past. My hands are clenched tightly in my lap, nails digging half-moons into my palms, and my heart is still lodged somewhere in my throat.
What the hell was that?
Last night was supposed to be a one-off. That was the deal. The fantasy. One night of decadence, a few stolen hours where I let myself believe that someone like Sebastian Merrick could want me. And then I was supposed to let it go. Walk away before the lines got too blurry.
It had taken every last shred of my self-control to tell him goodnight after the gala. To kiss him and then climb into that luxury car and drive away, knowing I’d never feel that kind of electricity again.
And when I got home, I’d cried. Like an idiot.
Silent, muffled sobs into my pillow as I tried to pretend I wasn’t completely, irreversibly wrecked by him.
And now?
Now he’s showing up at the coffee shop and acting like I’m his. Like we’re together. Like none of the rules ever existed.
My stomach flips again at the memory of Sebastian storming across the cafe like a man possessed, that deadly calm in his voice when he told that guy to stay away from “what’s mine.”
Those words still echo in my head. Loud. Hot. Dangerous. And it made me feel... everything. Too much.
I panicked. I ran. And I still don’t know whether I regret it or not.
I’m so deep in my own head, I barely notice when the car slows. Zoe pulls over onto a quiet side street, then shifts into park and kills the engine with a decisive click.
She turns towards me, one perfectly manicured brow arching high.
“Okay, you need to tell me right now what the hell is going on between you and my boss.”
I blink, caught like a deer in headlights. “Zoe...”
“Nope.” She holds her hands up. “Don’t ‘Zoe’ me. You just pulled me out of a cafe like someone had pulled the alarm, and you’ve got a haunted expression on your face. And Sebastian Merrick, the ice king himself, just looked like he was ready to murder someone for touching your arm.”
I squeeze my eyes shut. I don’t want to say it. Not out loud. Because if I say it, that makes it real. And if it’s real, then that means I’ve actually fallen for a man I can’t have.
But something inside me cracks. The pressure is too much.
“I slept with him.”
Zoe’s eyes widen. “You what?”
I let out a breath that shudders on the way out. “Last night. I didn’t mean for it to happen. But some ex of his was saying mean things about me right to my face, and he was defending me... then he just kissed me right in front of everyone. And it was amazing.”
“Oh my God,” she murmurs, but I’m not done.
“I told him...” I pause, swallowing hard. “I told him how I’ve always wanted to be a mom. How that’s something I’ve dreamed about for years, even if the PCOS means it might be difficult to conceive. And he didn’t laugh. He didn’t freak out. He just looked me in the eye and told me he’d give me as many babies as I wanted. Swore he’d knock me up no matter what it took.”
I press my fingers to my lips, trying to keep it together. “I should’ve walked away right then. That should have been the moment I reminded myself it was all pretend. But I didn’t. I let myself believe it. I let myself feel it. Because I wanted him, and all the things he said he was going to give me, so badly it hurt.”
What I don’t tell her is how special it was. How he’d accepted my body without hesitation, worshipping my leaking breasts and swallowing every drop as if he couldn’t get enough of me.
That part is mine. Just mine.
“Holy shit,” Zoe whispers, eyes wide like saucers. “Lila.”
“I fell for him,” I admit softly, finally.
The car is quiet except for my rapid breathing.
“I told myself it was pretend. That it didn’t mean anything. It was just a hot fantasy we both wanted to indulge in for one night.” My voice breaks. “But it did mean something. It meant everything. And now he’s acting like it meant something to him too, and I don’t know what’s real and what’s not anymore. I feel like I’m going insane.”
Zoe exhales, leaning back in her seat with a shake of her head, like she’s trying to process everything at once. “Okay. Wow. First of all, thank you for telling me.”
She pauses for a second, as if she’s gathering her thoughts.
“Look, I’ve worked for Sebastian for two years. And I’ve never seen him look at anyone the way he looks at you. That man doesn’t do personal. He doesn’t date. At least not publicly. He definitely doesn’t kiss anyone in front of half the city’s elite like he’s claiming his prize.”
My chest squeezes. “Then why did...”
“And all morning,” she cuts in, her voice gentle now, “he was grumpy as hell. Pacing. Snapping at people. Checking his phone every couple of minutes. And I’m willing to bet a year’s salary that he was waiting for you to text him.”
She nudges my shoulder. “Lila. You’ll never know how he really feels unless you ask him. You owe it to yourself to talk to him. To get answers. Stop torturing yourself.”
I hesitate. My heart is beating so fast it feels like it might crack right down the middle.
“But what if I’m wrong?” I whisper. “What if it was just a fantasy for him?”
Zoe gives me a look. “Then at least you will know, and you will be able to move on and start healing. But you don’t kiss a woman in public unless you want the world to know she’s yours. And you sure as hell don’t look ready to commit a felony in a coffee shop over her unless it’s real.”
I laugh, just barely, but it’s something.
She puts the car in drive. “Come on. You’re talking to him. Today.”
I nod slowly. “Okay. I guess I’m calling in sick for the afternoon then.”

      ***Zoe accompanies me up to Sebastian’s office. My nerves are tangled tight in my stomach, and my heart is trying to beat out of my chest.
This is a terrible idea. And yet... I need answers.
The elevator ride is short but tense. Zoe’s chatting about some poor intern who broke the printer and then tried to fix it with duct tape, but I barely register the words. My palms are sweaty. My breath won’t resettle.
I keep replaying the gala. The way he looked at me. Touched me. Fed from me. Spoke about doing everything he could to give me the babies I long for.
That couldn’t have been fake. None of it could have.
Could it?
The elevator doors glide open. Zoe leads the way down the hall. Sebastian’s office door is wide open, and I can hear voices coming from within. Sebastian’s. And a voice that makes my blood run cold.
Zoe hears it too, and we both slow down, then stop just outside his office, my mouth dropping open when I spot Sebastian sitting at his desk.
Annika is behind him, leaning down to whisper something in his ear while she wraps her arms around him, her hands caressing his chest. Even though they are both fully clothed, the moment seems too intimate. They seem too close.
The breath leaves my lungs in one violent whoosh.
No.
No no no.
I thought things were over with her. But I must have been wrong.
How could I have been so stupid? How could I have believed he’d want me when he could have a beautiful woman like her?
I turn and bolt, shoving past Zoe, who is still staring at Sebastian and Annika, apparently too shocked to look away. I can’t look anymore, though. I can’t. So I just run.
I don’t even wait for the elevator. I take the stairs two at a time, my heart hammering so violently I think I might throw up.
I’m a complete idiot.
A fucking fool.
And now, I have to find a way to get him out of my head.
Out of my heart.
Forever.






  
  Chapter Eight












Sebastian



I come straight back to the office after the disaster at the coffee shop. 
I don’t speak to anyone. I don’t make eye contact. My jaw is locked so tight it’s a wonder I haven’t cracked a molar.
What the fuck just happened?
Lila ran.
She ran from me like I was a stranger. Like I was some threat. After last night... after everything I said to her, everything I did with her... she acted like I was nothing. Like I didn’t mean a damn thing to her.
But it wasn’t nothing. It couldn’t have been.
I saw the way she looked at me. The way her body responded to mine, the way she trembled when I told her she was mine and promised to put a baby inside her. That wasn’t an act. That wasn’t pretend.
It was real.
Wasn’t it?
The elevator dings, and I stride out, dragging a hand down my face. I haven’t slept. Haven’t eaten. My mind has been circling her like a goddamn vulture all night and all morning.
The moment I push open the door to my office, I freeze.
Annika is here, sitting on the edge of my desk, and my entire body tightens with instant, blinding irritation.
Of all the places she could have parked her silicone-padded ass, she chose that spot. The spot where I made Lila come apart beneath me last night. The place I touched her, marked her, made her mine.
The desk doesn’t belong to Annika. It belongs to Lila.
“Sebastian,” she says smoothly, like she owns the goddamn room. “I had a meeting with James in Events about the new social rollout, and I thought I’d pop in and say hi.”
She crosses her legs, and her dress shifts higher on her thigh. Deliberately so.
I leave the door wide open, hoping she’ll take it as a hint that she should walk out through it very soon. “You’ve said hi. Now you should go.”
She tilts her head, pouting like a child who’s just been denied dessert. “You’re grumpy.”
“I’m not in the mood for your games, Annika.” I sit in my office chair, the leather creaking under my weight. “Go flirt with someone who gives a fuck.”
Instead of leaving, she slides off the desk and moves behind my chair, placing her manicured hands on my shoulders. She starts massaging gently, nails raking through the fabric of my suit like she owns me.
And nothing could be further from the fucking truth.
“You’re so tense,” she murmurs. “I know how to help with that.”
I shrug her off with a sharp jerk of my shoulders. “Don’t. Just don’t, Annika.”
She laughs, low and sultry, then steps in closer, draping herself over me like a snake. Her arms come around my shoulders, and her hands splay across my chest, fingers curling into my suit jacket.
“You remember how good we were together, Sebastian,” she breathes against my ear. “You don’t need to pretend that sweet little thing you brought to the gala can satisfy you. Not really.”
Her voice turns smug.
“She’s not built for a man like you. But I am. I know how to handle you. How to take all this stress and make it melt away.”
I go very, very still.
She takes that as encouragement and leans in closer, her lips nearly brushing the stubble of my jaw while her fake tits press against my back.
But she doesn’t know what she’s doing.
She doesn’t realize that I’m sitting still because if I move, I’ll lose it. That I’m holding back because right now, I want to hurt her.
Not just because she’s touching me like she has any right. But because she has the audacity to speak about Lila like that. To diminish her. To act like she’s nothing more than a naïve distraction.
No one speaks about my girl that way.
My skin crawls beneath her hands. Her perfume makes my throat itch. And the fact that she’s doing all this in the same space where I worshipped Lila last night, desecrating this sacred space...
It makes me want to burn this fucking office down.
Annika’s hand slides lower. Her fingers slip between the buttons of my shirt, brushing over my bare chest with a confidence that makes bile rise in the back of my throat.
That’s it.
I can’t take anymore.
I surge to my feet, and the sudden movement sends my chair crashing back into her legs. She stumbles with a soft gasp, the wall behind her stopping her from falling to the ground. I don’t give a damn.
I put distance between us... physical, emotional, every goddamn kind of distance I can manage... and round on her with fury simmering just beneath the surface.
“There is nothing between us, Annika.”
She opens her mouth, but I don’t let her speak. Not this time.
“You and I hooked up once, and it meant nothing to me. Absolutely fucking nothing. And I sure as hell don’t want it to happen again.”
Her lips part in a pout, but I keep going.
“I love Lila,” I say, voice low and lethal with conviction. “She’s the one I want. Not just for one night. I want an entire fucking future with her.”
The words burn as they come out, but not from pain. Because they are too big to hold inside anymore.
“Lila is everything to me,” I say. “And anyone who tries to stand where she belongs is just making a damn fool of themselves.”
Annika flinches. It’s slight, but I see it.
There’s a shine in her eyes now, a flicker of emotion I didn’t expect. The usual smug tilt of her lip fades. For the first time, I think she actually hears me.
I take a breath. Try to calm the pounding in my chest. The rage. The adrenaline.
And that’s when her eyes shift past me, towards the open office door. Her expression changes again, sharpens with something that looks a lot like guilt.
I turn slowly and freeze. Zoe is standing in the doorway. Her arms are folded across her chest; her expression unreadable.
“What the hell?” I ask, throat dry.
“I was walking Lila up to see you,” Zoe says. Her voice is careful, controlled. But not cold. “She saw... that.” She motions to Annika with a slight tilt of her head. “Saw her touching you. And she ran.”
My heart stops. Everything inside me shatters like glass underfoot.
She saw that. And she ran. Again.
“No,” I whisper, stepping forward. “No. She has to know... it wasn’t... fuck.”
“She didn’t stick around long enough to hear the part where you said you loved her,” Zoe says, softer now.
“I need to find her,” I say, already brushing past Zoe, my hand grazing the doorframe for balance because my legs feel like they might give out.
Zoe catches my arm. “Sebastian.”
I glance back.
“I’ll call her,” she says gently. “I’ll tell her it wasn’t what it looked like.”
I hold her gaze for a beat, then nod.
But it’s not enough. It won’t be enough until I’m holding Lila in my arms again, telling her myself.
Because she has to know she’s the only one I want. That there’s nobody else for me. Now or ever.
She’s mine, and I’m not losing her without a fucking war.






  
  Chapter Nine












Lila



I storm down the sidewalk, my feet stomping the pavement harder than they should. The city blurs around me, and none of it registers properly. Everything is drowned in the burn of tears in my eyes and the sound of my heartbeat thundering in my ears. 
What the hell just happened?
I can’t stop seeing it. Annika leaning over him. Her hands on him like they were a couple. Her smile. His stillness.
Why didn’t he move? Why didn’t he stop her?
I wrap my arms tighter around my middle, trying to hold myself together, but I can feel the cracks splintering wide open. My chest is a mess of hollow ache and raw betrayal, and I swear, if I stop walking for even one second, I’ll collapse right here in the middle of the street.
After everything that happened last night. After what we shared. Even if it was just for one night, how could he move on so quickly?
And then today, at the coffee shop, he’d acted like I really was his. Like it was more than pretend for him. He’d looked like he was going to kill that guy who had started talking to me.
So how could he then go back to his office and let another woman touch him like that?
I try to breathe. Try to tell myself it was all fake, anyway. That it was never real to begin with, so I have no right to feel like this. He was never mine.
But the thought only makes the pain worse.
My phone starts ringing in my purse. I ignore it, and it eventually stops. But only for a few seconds, then it starts again.
I fumble for it with shaking hands, switching it off without even glancing at the screen to see who is calling. I can’t talk to anyone right now. I just need to get home so I can fall apart in the safety of my room where no one can see how broken I am.
The tears spill over again, hot and fast, blinding me. I wipe at them furiously.
And that’s when I hear it. The sound of a car slowing down beside me.
I glance over, and my stomach flips.
Sebastian’s car crawls along the curb, keeping pace with me. The window lowers, and I catch the look in his eyes before I whip my head away.
“Lila...”
“Fuck,” I mutter under my breath, picking up my pace, practically jogging now. I don’t want to hear whatever carefully constructed excuse he’s about to feed me. I don’t want his apologies. His explanations. His words.
Because no matter what he says, I know I’ll believe him. I won’t be able to resist him.
“Lila! Wait!”
I hear the car door slam behind me, hear his hurried footsteps over the hum of the city. Then his hand closes gently around my arm, warm and firm, pulling me to a stop beside a row of boutique storefronts. He doesn’t yank me, doesn’t force me. But the touch alone is enough to weaken something deep inside my chest.
He steps in front of me, blocking the rest of the world out. His eyes are wild, panicked, but steady on mine.
“It wasn’t what it looked like,” he says. “Annika touched me, yes, but only briefly. I pushed her away because I couldn’t stand the feel of her hands on me. There is only one woman I want touching me ever again.”
I shake my head and take a step back. “Don’t.”
“It’s the truth.”
I laugh. It’s not a happy sound. “You’re only saying that because you got caught. But it’s fine, Sebastian. Really. You’re a free man. You can screw whoever you want. None of it was ever real, anyway.”
His jaw clenches, but I keep going, trying to force him to understand.
“I mean, it makes sense,” I say, folding my arms around myself like a shield. “Why would you want me when you could have a model? A stunning, polished, normal woman. Not someone like me. A hormonal, lactating freak who apparently lets any man who shows any interest try to knock her up.”
The words taste like acid, but I say them anyway, because pushing him away feels safer than being pulled back in.
Sebastian’s expression darkens, but not with hurt or anger. With possession.
“Don’t you dare talk about yourself like that.”
“But it’s true...”
“No,” he growls, stepping closer. “The only truth is this: it was never fake for me. Not one second of it.”
My breath catches.
“The moment I saw you,” he says, voice rough and low, “sitting in that coffee shop with Zoe, I knew. You were the one. I couldn’t stop thinking about you. I couldn’t stay away. And last night, Lila... I’ve never felt anything more real in my goddamn life.”
I try to look away, but he follows my gaze, stepping into my space again.
“You’re mine. You understand, babydoll? Nobody else is going to touch you. Nobody else is ever going to be close enough to even try to get you pregnant. Because you’re mine.”
I want to believe him.
God, I want to.
But there’s still that insecure little whisper echoing in my head, the one that’s been with me my whole life.
“Look,” I say quietly. “I know I can’t compete with someone like her. So just go back to her and let her be your picture-perfect trophy wife. You’ll be happier with her. She belongs in your world, and I don’t. So just leave me alone.”
I try to walk past him, but he moves fast.
He presses me gently against the brick wall of a storefront, his hands braced on either side of me.
His voice drops to an intimate growl. “She’s nothing. Do you hear me? Nothing. Her beauty’s fake, her heart’s cold, and the only things she’s ever cared about are money and status. You? You’re real. Your beauty is effortless, and it radiates from the inside out. You’ve got a heart so full it makes me ache just looking at you.”
I blink, stunned.
“I want you, Lila,” he says. “I want a family with you. I want to see you swollen with my baby, want to see you glowing and soft and safe, carrying the future we made together. I want to watch you hold our child in your arms and know I gave you everything you ever wanted.”
Tears spring to my eyes again, but this time, they’re not from the pain.
He sees it, and he leans in, just a little. His voice softens.
“There’s nothing I want more in this world than you. And I will spend the rest of my life proving it if that’s what it takes.”
I swallow hard, blinking fast against the sting in my eyes. My voice comes out soft, but it trembles with the weight of everything I’m feeling.
“But all I can see is her,” I whisper. “Annika. In your office. Touching you like you were hers. How am I supposed to just let that go? I’ll never know for sure what actually happened between the two of you.”
Sebastian’s expression falters. His brows pull together, confusion flashing briefly across his face before understanding sinks in.
“Wait...” he says slowly. “Did you talk to Zoe yet?”
My heart stutters. “What?”
“Zoe,” he says again, a little firmer now. “She saw everything, Lila. She was there. She told me she was going to call you and explain because she knows nothing happened. She saw me push Annika away. She heard me tell her I only want you.”
My lips part, but I don’t know what to say.
“I... I didn’t answer my phone,” I admit. “It just kept ringing, and I couldn’t...” I shake my head. “I was too upset. I didn’t check who it was. I just... shut it off.”
Sebastian steps closer again, and the urgency in his eyes is unmistakable.
“Please,” he says. “Call her. She’ll tell you exactly what she saw. You know Zoe. If I’d done anything to hurt you, she would have dragged me out of that office by my balls and lit me on fire.”
Despite everything, a tiny, incredulous laugh escapes me. He’s not wrong.
I pull my phone from my bag, switching it back on. The screen floods with missed calls, all from Zoe.
My fingers tremble as I tap to call her back. She answers on the first ring.
“Lila! Oh my God, are you okay?”
“I... I don’t know,” I say honestly. “Zoe, did you see what happened?”
She doesn’t hesitate. “Yes, I was right there, and I promise you he didn’t touch her, Lila. Not even once. He shoved her away and told her you were the only one he wanted. I’ve never seen him so pissed. I swear to you, he shut her down hard.”
I press a hand over my mouth as fresh tears fill my eyes.
“I wouldn’t lie to you,” she adds softly. “Not about this. You know me. And I’m sorry I didn’t follow you out. I was just too busy trying to work out the best way to hide his body once I was done with him. But it turns out I don't have to.”
A quiet laugh breaks from my throat. “Thank you, Zoe.”
“Call me later, okay?”
“I will,” I promise, then hang up.
I don’t say anything right away. Just stand there, phone still in my hand, while everything sinks in. Relief, confusion, exhaustion... it all crashes over me at once.
Sebastian doesn’t speak. He doesn’t push. He just watches me with quiet patience while I try to pull myself together enough to work out how I feel.
When I finally look up at him, I think he can see it in my face that I believe him now. That I know the truth. But that doesn’t stop the flood inside me. So much has happened in the last twenty-four hours, and it’s suddenly all too much.
He steps forward and gently takes the phone from my hand, sliding it back into my purse.
“Come on,” he murmurs, guiding me towards the car with a steady hand at the small of my back. “I’m taking you home. We’ll talk more there. And I’ll take care of you.”
I don’t argue. I don’t have the energy to. I let him open the door for me. Let him help me in. Let him tuck me into the seat like I’m something precious.
Because right now... I think I need that.
I think I need him.






  
  Chapter Ten












Sebastian



She’s quiet the entire ride home. 
Not cold. Not withdrawn. Just... silent. Like she’s trying to hold herself together with invisible thread. And I want to speak, to fill the car with all the things I haven’t said yet, but I don’t. I give her space. Give her time to digest everything that’s happened.
When we reach her building, I park and climb out, coming around to open her door. She moves like she’s underwater. Slow. Careful. Like everything might break if she makes any sudden movements.
I take her keys gently from her hand. She doesn’t protest. That has to mean something.
I unlock the door and guide her inside.
The house smells of cinnamon and honey. Warm, soft lighting fills the space, making it feel cozy. Inviting. Just like her. Everything about this place feels like home in a way my penthouse never has.
“Come here,” I murmur, leading her to the couch.
She follows without hesitation, and when I sit, she lets me pull her into my lap. Her body curls into mine, and I wrap my arms around her, cradling her gently against my body. One hand strokes her back. The other slides slowly through her hair, calming the both of us. I rock her gently, more out of instinct than thought.
Minutes pass. I don’t count them.
Then she lifts her head, her gaze finding mine with hesitant vulnerability. When she speaks, her voice is barely louder than a breath.
“You meant it? What you said earlier... about it never being pretend?”
I cup her cheek, tipping her face towards me. I want her to see the truth in my eyes when I say this. Every word of it.
“It was never pretend,” I say softly. “Not for one second. You weren’t just some fake date last night. I was so fucking proud to have you on my arm at the gala. To be able to introduce you to my grandmother as my girlfriend. You’re it for me. And I was so damn scared today that I might have screwed everything up. I can’t live without you, babydoll.”
Her eyes search mine, shimmering with something that looks a lot like hope.
“I love you, Lila.”
Her breath hitches.
“I love you too, Sebastian,” she whispers.
God.
The relief that hits me is so fierce I almost lose it. I think I might have if she wasn’t already leaning in, her lips just inches from mine, her breath warm against my mouth.
I hold still, letting her come to me. Before I lose control and take what I need, I have to know she needs it too.
Her lips brush mine, soft and tentative, and something inside me snaps.
My hand slides up into her hair, fisting the silken strands as I tilt her head back and kiss her like a drowning man tasting air. Desperate. Grateful. Completely hers.
She melts against me like warm honey, her body molding to mine as I pour everything I feel into that kiss. Every ounce of fear, of longing, of love.
I pull back just long enough to pull her dress off over her head, and then my mouth is back on hers, devouring her with an intensity that scares the hell out of me. I’ve never needed anyone the way I need her.
Her hands brush against my chest, and I lean forward just enough to let her slide my suit jacket off my shoulders. I release my hold on her as I pull my arms out of the sleeves, tossing the jacket aside. Then we both get to work on my shirt. It’s gone in moments, and when I pull her close once more, her skin is soft and warm against mine.
I slide my hands around her back, unclasping her bra, then gently tug the straps down her arms, tossing the thing away. Her breasts are full and heavy, and I can’t help the groan that slips from my throat.
God, I need to taste her again.
My lips trail down her throat, then lower. When my tongue circles her nipple, her hands clench tight around the muscles of my biceps. A soft sigh breaks from her lips.
“You’re so fucking perfect,” I murmur, my voice hoarse.
She arches against me, and I take her nipple into my mouth, sucking forcefully until I feel that first splash of milk on my tongue. I groan against the soft flesh.
“Fuck,” she gasps, her hands gripping the back of my head, keeping me there. “Sebastian...”
My teeth scrape gently against the swollen bud, and her hips rock against me. I can feel the heat and need of her even through her panties and my pants, and the feel of her rubbing against the length of my cock makes it jerk with need.
My free hand slips between us, stroking her through the thin cotton covering her mound. The material is soaked, and the need to be inside her is so fucking overwhelming.
“Oh God,” she whimpers, grinding against my palm.
I pull back from her breast, looking into her eyes.
“I need to fuck you, babydoll. I need to feel that sweet little cunt wrapped tight around me. Need to flood your womb with my seed again. Fuck, I need to get you pregnant. Make you mine forever. Give us a family.”
“Please,” she breathes. “Yes.”
That’s all the permission I need.
While she unfastens my pants and pulls out my cock, I tug her panties to one side. I can’t even bear the thought of being separated from her for long enough to take the damn underwear off, so this will have to do.
Her small hand wraps around my shaft, and I almost lose it.
“Now,” I growl, lifting her up.
I can’t wait. I slide her down onto my dick, impaling her in one smooth thrust.
Her head falls back, a long, low moan breaking from her throat. Her pussy is a velvet vise, so fucking tight. So wet. It’s too much. Too good.
She starts to rock her hips, riding me, and every nerve ending in my body fires. My fingers dig into her ass as she moves, her soft cries of pleasure filling the room.
“That’s it,” I murmur. “Ride me, babydoll. Take what you need.”
I watch in awe as she starts moving faster on my cock, her head back, her eyelids heavy. Every time she slams her hips down against mine, her tits bounce, milk dripping down her abdomen and coming to rest at the point where our bodies meet.
“Oh God, I missed you, Sebastian,” she whimpers breathlessly. “Missed you inside me. Missed you touching me. Kissing me.”
“Fuck, Lila,” I growl, the words a primal rumble from deep in my chest.
My arms wrap around her, pulling her flush against me, and she goes willingly, melting into my body as I thrust up into her. Her pussy clenches around me, and her cries start to get louder.
“Feed me while I breed you, Lila,” I growl. “Give me what’s mine.”
Her breath comes in little pants as she leans back, her fingers gripping the back of the couch behind me for support. She pushes her chest forward, and I latch onto her breast.
Sweet, warm, creamy milk floods my mouth, and I thrust hard into her pussy, groaning as the taste of her explodes on my tongue. My balls draw up tight, ready to explode.
“Gonna come,” she gasps. “Oh God, I’m gonna come.”
I can’t talk anymore. All I can do is suck her breast deeper, swallowing mouthfuls of her milk as she starts to cry out, her voice hoarse and broken. Her body jerks and trembles in my arms, her orgasm crashing through her, her pussy clenching and fluttering around me.
My own orgasm hits a second later. It’s like a hurricane, slamming into me so hard it almost hurts.
My vision whites out. My heart hammers. Every muscle in my body contracts as I flood her with hot, thick jets of cum. I grip her hips, holding her down on me so I can shoot my load as deep as possible, so fucking determined to have one of my swimmers take root inside her.
She collapses against me, and I wrap my arms around her, kissing her softly as aftershocks course through us.
We stay like that for a long time, her body wrapped around mine. My softening cock still inside her. Her skin pressed against mine. Her breath mixing with my own. A warm trickle of her milk soaking my chest.
There’s no other place I’d rather be.
Finally, she lifts her head.
“What happens next?” she asks softly.
“I’ve got big plans for us, babydoll. You’re going to move in with me while I find us the perfect family home. And I’m going to put a ring on your finger and give you my last name. Lila Merrick has a nice ring to it, don’t you think?”
The way her face lights up fills my heart with pride, and I make a vow to myself to always make sure she looks this happy.
“And through it all,” I continue, “I’m going to be filling you over and over, until you’re carrying my child. You and me and a whole bunch of kids. That’s the future. That’s the plan. But today, you and I are going to go upstairs and just focus on the part of the plan where I’m trying to put a baby inside you.”
A slow, shy smile spreads across her face.
“Yeah,” she murmurs. “I like that plan.”
A slow grin spreads across my lips. “Which part? The future together, or my plan to keep fucking you all day and night?”
“Both,” she says, grinning back.
“Good. Me too.”
I stand with her in my arms and walk towards the stairs, ignoring the clothes we’ve left strewn all over the place. We’ll clean it up later.
Right now, all that matters is her.
And making our future together a reality.
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Lila



Two years later: 
I wake slowly, the soft morning light filtering through the sheer curtains as warmth and weight cradle my body. My first awareness is the ache in my lower back, the tight fullness in my breasts, and the familiar weight of our baby kicking low and steady in my belly.
The second thing I notice is the way Sebastian is watching me.
He’s propped up on one elbow beside me, eyes dark and tender, a quiet smile on his lips like I’m the most precious thing he’s ever seen.
“You’re staring again,” I mumble, voice thick with sleep.
He brushes a strand of hair off my cheek. “You’re beautiful. How can I not?”
I stretch a little, the movement making me wince. “I feel like a whale.”
He leans down and presses a kiss to the side of my swollen stomach. “A beautiful, glowing, goddess-of-fertility kind of whale.”
I laugh under my breath. “That’s not a real category.”
“It should be,” he says, flashing me a wicked grin as he drags his fingertip over the curve of my belly. “I’d worship at your altar every day.”
I roll my eyes, but my cheeks heat anyway. Even now, even after being married for almost two years, Sebastian has the power to make my pulse race with just a look.
He shifts closer, fingers brushing lightly over the damp fabric clinging to the front of my nightdress.
“You’re leaking again, babydoll,” he murmurs, thumb grazing over the dark spot blooming around my nipple. “Want me to help with that?”
Heat floods through me, making me clench my thighs together. I nod, unable to speak, and his eyes darken with heat and desire.
He tugs the fabric down, baring my heavy, full breasts, and leans in to swirl his tongue over one pebbled nipple. My back arches, the movement tugging at my aching muscles, and a moan slips from my lips.
My husband groans and does it again. His tongue is rough and warm against the sensitive, puckered bud, and his breath is a delicious tease that only makes the ache worse.
When his hot, wet mouth latches onto me, I gasp and whimper, my hands tangling in his hair. He sucks slowly, firmly, and I feel the pressure building until a warm spurt of milk bursts onto his tongue.
His low groan sends a wave of arousal straight through me, and the sensation of him sucking harder, pulling more from me, makes my toes curl.
“Oh God,” I whimper, writhing a little as he cups the other breast in his hand, teasing the neglected nipple.
He presses closer, and I feel something hot and hard against my hip.
“Fuck, Lila,” he growls, pulling back for a moment, his eyes burning into mine. “Feel what you do to me, babydoll? Always so fucking hard for you.”
Just as I slide my hand into his boxers and wrap my fingers around him, the baby monitor crackles to life beside the bed.
There’s a soft babble. A tiny, sleepy laugh.
Sebastian sighs with exaggerated disappointment but presses a final kiss to my breast before sitting up and swinging his legs over the edge of the bed.
“I’ll go get our little monster,” he says with a grin, and then pads out of the room, boxers slung low on his hips.
I pull my nightdress up again, then rest one hand on my belly and exhale, still glowing from his attention, still overwhelmed by how lucky I am to have this life. A husband who loves me fiercely. A child I adore. And another one growing inside me, safe and strong.
As it turned out, getting pregnant hadn’t been as difficult as the doctor had first suggested. Or maybe Mother Nature herself had become weak when faced with Sebastian’s determination to give me the family we both craved. It had only taken three months of trying before seeing those two little pink lines on the pregnancy test.
And neither of us could have been happier. Although I think his grandmother was just as excited about the impending bundle of joy as Sebastian and I put together. While Genevieve might look intimidating on the outside, she loves her grandson almost as much as I do, and all she’d ever wanted was for him to be as happy as he is now.
A minute later, Sebastian returns, our son curled up sleepily in his arms. His dark curls are sticking up in every direction, one chubby fist rubbing at his eyes.
“Guess who wanted Mommy cuddles,” Sebastian says, gently laying him down between us.
“Hi, sweetie,” I whisper, running a hand over his soft hair. He squeals with delight and promptly rolls into my side, nuzzling his warm little face against my belly.
“Baby,” he murmurs, patting my bump with a clumsy hand.
“That’s right,” I say softly, catching Sebastian’s eye. “Your baby brother or sister is in there.”
As if on cue, there’s a flutter of movement beneath my skin, and little Alfie’s eyes go wide. “Kick!”
Sebastian chuckles, sliding back into bed and wrapping an arm around all three of us.
My eyes sting a little with how full my heart feels.
This is everything I wanted, and more than I ever thought I’d have. Not just the baby I dreamed of, but the man who would do anything to make me feel loved and safe and whole. A family of my own. A future that feels warm and bright and full of joy.
And I’ll never take a single second of it for granted.

      ***Check out my site to sign up to my newsletter, so you can keep up to date with all my latest releases and special offers! And in return, you’ll get a free book!






  
  About the Author














Willow Watkins loves to write spicy age gap stories. 
Sometime the stories will be filthy erotica, and other times, they will be much more romantic. But either way, you'll always find dominant, sexy, powerful older men who are obsessed with our younger female heroines. Because, isn't that the dream???
Forbidden love, cherries popping, baby-making, and sometimes lactation, are common themes in her stories too.
But one thing is guaranteed… her characters will always get their happy ever after, even if it is a rather filthy one.
Find Willow online at https://allmylinks.com/willow-watkins 





cover.jpeg







images/00003.jpeg





