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Chapter One
Jude


There’s a rhythm to power.

You don’t rise to the top by accident. You build it. Brick by brutal brick, steel beam by steel beam. And then, once you’ve earned your throne, you protect it with fire. With silence.

My office is silent now. Exactly how I like it.

The tall windows reflect the skyline behind me, a cold blue horizon stretching far beyond this city. Below, my empire hums. Sterling Private Technologies never sleeps. Every floor of this tower buzzes with the brightest minds in tech, all of them working to keep the elite of the world safe, secure, and discreetly untouchable.

Royalty. Billionaires. Heads of state.

They all come to me.

Because when your secrets are worth billions, you don’t gamble on off-the-shelf. You come to Sterling.

And I never fail.

A sharp rap on the door slices through the quiet. Three knocks. Precise. It’s not my assistant. He’s not here yet. Besides, he knows better than to interrupt unless it’s a matter of life or death.

“Come in,” I call, not looking up.

The door opens, and I hear the crisp clack of heels. I already know it’s Karen, the head of HR. No one else in this building dares walk into my office like they belong here.

“Mr. Sterling.” Her voice is steady, clipped. “A quick update. Your PA, Ben, won’t be in this week. He has a family emergency he needs to deal with.”

I frown. My PA runs my schedule with military precision. A disruption like this is... inconvenient. “And?”

“We’ve already arranged coverage,” she hurries on. “A temp sent over this morning from an agency. Unfortunately, they did not have someone as experienced as we would like at such short notice. But she should be adequate for now. She’s waiting outside. Would you like to meet her now?”

“Fine,” I say, the deep exhale the only sign of my irritation. “Bring her in.”

She nods and retreats.

Alone again, I glance out the floor-to-ceiling window. Manhattan below looks exactly as it should. Small. Manageable. Owned.

Still, there’s that feeling again.

It hits me at certain moments, and I can’t put my finger on what it is.

It’s not loneliness. I don’t have time for that. It’s something deeper. A sense that something vital is just out of reach. Like there’s one piece missing from a puzzle I didn’t know I was building.

And that’s... unsettling. Everything I do is with intent. Nothing left to chance.

But this feeling has no logical cause. No rational origin. It’s nothing but an annoying niggle. An itch that can’t be scratched.

The door opens behind me once more, and I feel it before I even turn around. There’s a shift in the air, and the room suddenly feels softer. Lighter.

Different.

I rotate in my chair slowly. Deliberately.

And then I see her.

Karen is speaking, saying something about the temp agency, about credentials and clearances and orientation packets, but I don’t hear a single word. Not when she’s standing there like that.

Like a fucking dream.

She’s small, delicate, almost too fragile for the sharp glass and steel of this office. Dressed in a simple cream blouse tucked into a modest navy skirt that brushes just past the knee, like she’s a picture of restraint. The neckline of her blouse plunges just enough to give me a view of the creamy flesh of her cleavage, and my dick twitches in my pants, reacting instantly to the sight of those soft mounds.

Fuck.

She doesn’t have flashy jewelry, nor a designer bag. A worn leather satchel is slung over one shoulder, the strap frayed from years of use. Her posture is stiff with nerves, like she’s trying to fold herself inwards. As though she feels she doesn’t belong here.

But God, does she ever belong. She belongs with me. At my side. In my life.

Long dark hair falls in soft curls past her shoulders, glossy and touchable. Her skin is porcelain pale, her cheeks flushed from either nerves or from the heat outside. I don’t care which; I just want to taste it. To cover every inch of her body with kisses and adoration.

And her eyes. Jesus.

Eyes of the clearest blue I’ve ever seen, like glacial water or untouched sky, are wide with nerves and awe as they meet mine.

My heart doesn’t just race. It slams against my ribcage like it’s just been jolted back to life. My fingers twitch where they rest on my desk, aching to reach for her, to pull her into my space, into my lap. Into me.

Mine.

The word roars through me like a command. Like Instinct. Like truth.

“This is Anya Rivers,” Karen is saying, still completely unaware of the hurricane building inside me. “From Regal Staffing. She’ll be covering Ben’s responsibilities until he returns.”

Anya’s voice is soft. Tentative. “H-hi. It’s... it’s very nice to meet you, Mr. Sterling. I’ll do my best to keep things running smoothly.”

I watch her speak, but the words barely register. Her voice is sweet and light, but I can hear the nerves. The tremor. Her gaze drops too quickly after meeting mine, and her hands fidget with the strap of her bag like she’s not sure what to do with herself. It’s like she’s apologizing for existing, trying to shrink into the background.

But there’s no shrinking from me. I’ve already seen her.

And now I can’t stop seeing her.

A flush rises on her cheeks as she glances up again, just for a second, and I watch it bloom with fascination. She blushes like someone who doesn’t get told she’s beautiful. Who isn’t used to attention.

That won’t do. Not on my watch.

“Welcome to Sterling Private Technologies,” I say at last, my voice low and controlled. It’s the only part of me I still have a grip on. “I’m sure you’ll fit right in.”

Karen starts to usher her away, but I lift a hand, stopping them both. I’m not ready to let her out of my sight for any real length of time yet.

“Anya,” I say, letting her name linger in my mouth. Savoring the taste of it on my tongue the same way I intend to savor the taste of her sweet little pussy one day soon. “Can you please go and grab Ben’s laptop from his desk? I need this week’s schedule loaded into my calendar by ten. And the briefing files from my Monaco client arranged by priority. I will show you how to log in and access the relevant files.”

She nods. “Of course, Mr. Sterling.”

When she disappears, along with Karen, the office is quiet again.

Except it isn’t. Because the silence she leaves behind buzzes with tension. With awareness. I can still feel the echo of her presence in the air. The softness. The warmth. It’s like the ghost of a touch I haven’t earned yet.

But I will.

Princess.

The word rises unbidden in my mind, and the truth of it settles in my chest.

Yes, that’s what she is. My quiet, shy, perfect princess. She doesn’t even know what she walked into. Doesn’t even know that the most powerful man in this building just saw the one thing he never knew he needed.

And now that I’ve seen her, I’m not letting her go.

The door swings open again after a few moments, and she steps back inside. Her arms are wrapped tightly around a laptop. The one Ben usually works on. She hugs it to her chest like it might disappear otherwise, as if she’s used to things being taken from her.

“I have the laptop,” she says gently, looking at me through her lashes before glancing away again.

Fuck. Her shy nature makes me want to find out what she’s like when she’s shattering apart beneath me. Will she still be as timid then, or will she become wilder when she loses control of herself?

I’ll be finding out soon enough. Though part of me hopes she does remain shy, because my dick is like a steel rod in my pants at the thought of corrupting an innocent young woman like her.

Anya’s shoes make the faintest tapping sounds as she walks to the desk. Worn black flats that have seen better days.

She perches on the edge of the chair across from me and begins setting up the machine with careful, quiet movements. Her blouse shifts as she bends forward slightly, giving me another glimpse of the tempting swell of her breasts.

I force myself to look away. But it takes all the willpower I possess.

All I want to do is reach across the desk, take her hand, and pull her into my lap where she belongs.

But I don’t. Not yet.

I clench my jaw, keeping still, because the urge to touch her is nearly unbearable, and I want to wait until she’s ready. Ready for me and all the sinful ways I want to claim her mouth-watering body as my own.

She powers up the laptop. The fan kicks on with a high-pitched whine, and the screen takes nearly a full minute to flicker to life.

I stare at the thing with quiet loathing. It’s sluggish, outdated, and pathetically underpowered for the kind of workload she’ll be handling for me.

Ben had been so efficient at his job, never needing my help to complete his tasks, that I hadn’t realized how outdated the equipment is now. But I will fix that. Anya shouldn’t have to deal with subpar devices. My princess deserves only the best.

My tone is clipped as I gesture to the screen. “You’ll find access to my calendar in the upper folder, and it’s colored by priority. The Monaco files are in the secure drive. Sort them by urgency and tag anything that needs escalation.”

She nods quickly, biting her lip as she clicks through. “I... I think I see it, yes.”

God, she’s trying so hard. That quiet competence, the way she wants to get it just right... it’s intoxicating.

“I’ll have your setup upgraded by tomorrow,” I say suddenly.

She blinks, clearly surprised. “Oh. Um, that’s very kind, Mr. Sterling. But I really don’t mind using this one...”

“Well, I mind,” I interrupt, voice firm.

She swallows. Her eyes go wide. I rein it in, softening my expression by half a degree.

“We move fast here,” I say, keeping my tone casual even though that’s the last thing I feel right now. “You will need the best tools to keep up.”

She nods again, slower this time, still clearly unsure how to respond.

“I’ll get started on the schedule right away,” she murmurs, closing the laptop and rising to leave.

I stand too, preparing to walk her to the door like I’m some kind of old-fashioned gentleman walking her home from a date.

But as she turns, her foot catches awkwardly against the corner of the rug. One of those worn flats slips slightly on the hardwood, and she stumbles with a quiet gasp.

I’m at her side in an instant.

My arm wraps around her waist, steadying her. Her breath hitches sharply as I pull her gently upright, and for a moment, the world stills. My fingers flex against her side, and her hand curls instinctively against my chest.

She looks up at me, and those wide, startled blue eyes meet mine.

Everything else disappears. The glass and steel, the billion-dollar empire, the noise and static of the world beyond this office.

None of it matters.

It’s just her. Her breath against my jaw. The blush blooming on her cheeks. The way her soft curves mold so perfectly against me.

Her lips part like she’s going to say something, and I want to kiss her. God help me, I want to devour her. Right here. Right now.

But I don’t. She’s still not ready for me.

So I let her go. Slowly. Reluctantly. Carefully.

“Are you okay, Princess?”

She pauses, those eyes somehow growing wider as my pet name for her slips out. Then she stammers something and hurries out, head ducked, cheeks flaming. The door clicks shut, and I’m left standing in the middle of my office, my hand still tingling with the ghost of her body pressed against mine, her scent still hanging in the air like something sacred.

I don’t know exactly how long it takes me to recover, but when I come to my senses, I walk back to my desk and press the encrypted call button.

It rings once, and then I hear: “Sterling Custom. VIP line. How may we assist you, sir?”

“I need a bespoke tech package,” I say. My voice is calm, but beneath it is the thrum of something far more dangerous. “One laptop, one tablet, and a phone. Tier One encryption. Streamlined UI. Aesthetic priority is soft luxe, pale gold accents, minimal branding.”

“Yes, sir. Any personalization requests?”

I pause. My fingers brush the top of my desk, imagining hers there instead.

“Engrave all three with the initials A.R. in script. Add a small tiara emblem above the initials on the phone.”

“Of course, Mr. Sterling. Who shall we designate as the recipient?”

“Deliver the packages to my office as soon as they are ready. Make them top priority.”

“Yes, sir. Of course.”

I end the call and lean back in my chair.

Anya has no idea what’s coming. No idea she already belongs to me.

My princess. Forever.


Chapter Two
Anya


The desk outside Mr. Sterling’s office is the quietest place I’ve ever worked... and somehow, also the loudest.

Not in sound, exactly. The room is hushed, professional. But there’s a kind of pressure here. A weight. Like everything around me is built of glass and power and precision. Like if I breathe too loudly, I’ll shatter something.

It doesn’t help that Jude Sterling’s office is just a few feet away.

Even his name sounds expensive.

He’s barely said a dozen full sentences to me since I arrived this morning, and yet I can’t stop replaying every word. That deep, smooth voice is low and commanding, like velvet laced with steel, and it wraps around me every time he speaks.

He buzzes me at least once an hour. Always calm. Always in control. Always with that same clipped intensity, like he expects the world to move the moment he speaks... and I can’t help but do as he says.

Each time the intercom crackles with my name, my heart leaps into my throat.

It’s ridiculous, how my body reacts. The flutter in my chest, the heat in my cheeks. The butterflies that flap wildly in my stomach as I walk into his office, praying I don’t trip over my own feet again. Like I did earlier.

God, that moment plays on repeat in my mind. His hand on my waist. The way he called me princess, like I was someone precious and not just some awkward temp from a low-budget staffing agency.

I’m still not sure I didn’t hallucinate the whole thing.

I mean... look at him. He’s a billionaire. A literal tech mogul. Powerful. Impeccable. Impossibly tall and devastatingly handsome in a way that makes you forget how to breathe. His suit is tailored like armor, his gaze sharp enough to cut, and his presence fills the room before he even opens his mouth.

And me?

I’m twenty-two, and I’m broke. I studied hard, worked harder, and I’m still just barely keeping my head above water. There’s nothing about me that belongs in his world.

When the call from the temp agency came in this morning, I was still in my pajamas, half asleep and overdue a pumping session. I barely had time to pull myself together, let alone take care of the aching heaviness in my chest. Now I’m sitting at this absurdly sleek desk, trying not to wince every time I move. I’m already full and sore, but I try not to think about it too long.

I hate that this is my life, and I’m sure Mr. Sterling would be disgusted if he ever found out my secret.

Inducing lactation wasn’t something I ever imagined doing, but desperation does strange things to a girl. I read an article almost a year ago about people making thousands a week selling breast milk on a site called Milk Marketplace. Apparently, people with that particular fetish are willing to pay good money to satisfy their desires. At the time, I laughed. And then I ran the numbers on my overdue rent, and suddenly it didn’t seem so funny.

No one sees my face. No one touches me. I just pump, chill it, and ship it via courier. It’s completely anonymous.

What I hadn’t considered is that the women making really good money on the site are willing to meet up and let the men... drink from the source. But I’ve never felt brave enough to do that. The idea of letting a stranger drink from me feels way too intimate. And so I make do with the smaller amounts of money. At least it means I’ve been able to keep up with rent a little easier, and I haven’t been evicted yet.

I’d let Mr. Sterling drink from me though.

My face flushes, and I quickly push the thought aside. God, there is no way he would want to do that.

The intercom buzzes again, and I jump as if I’ve just been caught with my hand in the cookie jar.

“Anya,” he says, his voice low and rich. “Please bring me a coffee.”

It’s just a few perfectly innocent words, but my body lights up like he whispered something far more sinful.

“Yes, Mr. Sterling,” I reply, my voice embarrassingly breathless.

I hurry to the break room, heart pounding like I’m preparing a gourmet meal for a king instead of pouring a cup of coffee. Still, I want it to be perfect. I want him to be pleased with me.

Ridiculous. I’m being ridiculous.

But still, my hands shake a little as I carry the cup back. I pause outside his door, inhale deeply, and push it open.

He looks up immediately, and his gaze hits me like a physical force. His eyes are dark brown, almost black under the overhead lights, and I freeze for a half-second, caught in his stare like a deer in headlights.

Then I remember to move.

“I... I brought your coffee, Mr. Sterling,” I say, managing to keep my voice steady as I walk to his desk.

My hands tremble when I place the mug down, and when I straighten, a sharp pain lances across my chest for a second before I feel the familiar relief of my letdown. Within seconds, the front of my blouse is soaked, and I quickly cover myself with my arms.

Oh God, I can’t believe this has happened.

Without looking at Mr. Sterling, I turn quickly and move towards the door. But he’s on his feet in an instant, blocking my way with his tall, powerful frame.

“Anya, is that... is that milk?”

My face burns, and I still can’t bring myself to look at him, so instead, I stare at the center of his broad chest, willing the ground to open up and swallow me whole.

“Yes, Mr. Sterling,” I answer in a quiet voice. “I’m so sorry. I just... I had to rush out this morning when I got the call about this job, and I didn’t have a chance to pump. I promise it won’t happen again.”

The fabric is growing wetter by the second as I continue to leak, clinging to my breasts like a second skin. My heart pounds, and a fresh wave of humiliation rises in my chest.

“You have a baby at home, Princess?” he asks, with nothing but curiosity in his voice.

“No, I don’t. This just... happens.”

When I finally find the courage to look up at his face, his brow is furrowed with confusion, but his eyes are locked on my chest despite the fact I’m still trying to hide the mess I’m making of my clothes.

“Are you pregnant then?”

I laugh. “That would be impossible. I haven’t ever...”

I stop talking quickly. Realizing how close I was to saying out loud that I’m a virgin.

I have no idea why I’m telling him any of this. But whenever he’s close, my brain short-circuits and logical thinking suddenly becomes difficult.

Jude Sterling doesn’t look at me with disgust or judgment, though. His eyes are full of something I didn’t expect to see. Concern. He steps closer, and for the second time today, his hand settles on my waist.

“Then tell me why this is happening to you, Princess. I don’t think this is the kind of thing that just happens. Have you even spoken to anyone about it? If not, I’ll get you an appointment this afternoon with the best doctor in this city.”

I shake my head quickly. Damn it. As much as I hate to admit why this is happening to him of all people, I can’t let him worry about me.

“You don’t have to do that, Mr. Sterling,” I say, my voice trembling slightly. “I know why it’s happening. Because I... I took some herbal medicine to stimulate lactation.”

His eyes widen, and I see his throat work as he swallows hard.

“Lactation,” he repeats slowly. “And why would you want to do that, Anya?”

“To make money. To pay the bills,” I whisper, the truth spilling out of me.

He stares at me, and his tongue traces his lower lip, drawing my attention. “So, you’re selling the milk?”

I nod.

“And... have you had anyone... drink from you?”

Heat creeps into my cheeks, and my face is flaming as I shake my head.

His hand flexes on my side. He steps even closer, and my breath hitches. His cologne wraps around me, clean and rich, and beneath the woody notes is a darker, deeper scent that’s all him.

“Anya,” he breathes. “Look at me.”

It takes a few moments to obey, and when our eyes meet, something sparks between us.

“You did what you had to do to survive. But that part of your life is over. You won’t sell a drop of your milk ever again. Because it belongs to me now. All of it is mine now, Princess.”

My knees almost buckle from the way his words hit me. The raw possession in his tone. The certainty that this is not a suggestion, but an order.

“Yours?” I manage.

He nods, his jaw tight. His eyes blaze with something that looks like hunger. Like he’s starving, and I’m the only thing that will satisfy him.

“Mine,” he says firmly.

“But... my bills...”

My entire body is on fire at the thought of his mouth on my breasts, feeding from me, swallowing down every drop of my milk. My panties are almost as wet as the front of my blouse. I want it. Want it so badly that I can barely breathe.

But I can’t live without that money.

“I’ll take care of you,” he says, cupping my cheek in his other hand. “You’ll never need to sell yourself again. I’ll take care of you and make sure you never want for anything. I promise you that.”

A shudder runs through me, and for a moment, I forget how to breathe.

This can’t be real. This can’t be happening.

But his hand is warm and strong against my skin, and he’s still staring at me with such intensity, I feel it like a brand.

“Why are you doing this?” I ask.

He doesn’t answer right away. But his hand slides down from my cheek, tracing the line of my throat and lingering there.

“Because I want you, Anya. More than I’ve ever wanted anyone in my entire life. Because you’re fucking perfect, and I’m not going to let you slip through my fingers. You are mine. Now, and forever.”

His thumb brushes against my pulse, and the touch is electric. I gasp, and his lips curve into a wolfish smile.

“You can feel it too, can’t you, Princess?”

“Yes,” I whisper, barely aware that I’m speaking at all.

“This afternoon, we are going to clear my schedule so I can take you out shopping for new clothes. You can’t work like this.” He gently peels my arms away from my breasts, and I let him, my chest heaving as I struggle for each breath. His eyes remain fixed on the wet patches, something hungry in his gaze. “But right now, it’s lunchtime, and I need my princess to feed me. I’m fucking famished, Anya.”

A shiver of excitement runs down my spine, and the pressure in my chest grows almost unbearable. My nipples are stiff and aching, and my panties are soaked through.

He takes my hand and leads me back to his chair, where he takes a seat before patting his thigh. “I’m the king of this company, Anya. And a princess deserves nothing less than a throne. So come sit where you belong and let me take care of you.”

“Jude,” I whisper.

“Sit, Princess,” he commands, his voice gentle but firm.

I don’t hesitate. I don’t stop to wonder whether this is right or wrong. If he’s just playing a game or if he really means everything he’s saying.

All I know is that I want this. Want him.

So I settle onto his lap.

And It’s so easy. It feels like coming home.


Chapter Three
Jude


Her eyes are wide as she straddles my thighs, and her body is trembling slightly. But I’m not worried.

I’ll take care of her. Always.

She’s mine now, and she’s going to learn what that means. She’s going to learn what it means to have a man who will worship every inch of her perfect, tempting body. A man who will give her everything she needs and everything she’s ever dreamed of.

Her skirt has ridden up to her thighs, and the sight is enough to have my cock straining painfully against the fly of my pants. But it’s not time for that yet.

Right now, she’s here to feed me.

“Good girl,” I murmur.

Her breath catches, and her blush deepens, creeping down her neck. I want to follow its path, kissing and licking and tasting every inch of her until she’s writhing and pleading for more.

But first, she needs this. Needs to know that she’s not broken or defective or some kind of freak. That this is something special and perfect and beautiful. Something to be cherished and revered.

That’s exactly what I plan to do.

I slide a hand up her side, gently cupping one of her heavy breasts through the wet fabric. Anya winces, her face scrunching up.

“Does it hurt? When they’re full like this?”

She nods, her lower lip caught between her teeth. “Yeah, it... it does.”

“Let me take the pain away, Princess,” I whisper.

With one hand, I begin undoing the buttons on her blouse. Anya watches me, her eyes wide and locked on mine. She doesn’t object or try to stop me. Just gives a small nod and lets me bare her to my gaze.

Her bra is soaked too. Pale pink and clinging to her skin. The lace is sheer enough that I can see her dusky pink nipples clearly, and the sight of them, stiff and straining against the fabric, makes me ache.

Fuck. I want her. Want to see her. Want to taste her. Want to devour every fucking drop.

Anya trembles as I reach behind her and unhook the clasp, letting her bra fall free. Her breasts are round and heavy, tipped with the most perfect little nipples. My mouth waters, and I swallow hard, forcing myself to take it slow.

She needs me. Needs me to take care of her.

“You’re beautiful, Anya,” I murmur.

My cock throbs, and the urge to fuck her, claim her, is almost overwhelming. But I’m patient.

I’ve waited my entire life for her. What’s another hour? Another day?

She’s worth the wait. Worth the world.

So I’m going to worship my princess the way she deserves, and take away her pain.

With a featherlight touch, I stroke my fingers over her soft skin, teasing along the swell of her breast. Goosebumps erupt under my fingertips, and Anya lets out a shaky breath, her back arching.

“Please, Jude.”

My name on her lips sends a rush of heat through me. I cup her gently, squeezing just enough to draw a fresh trickle of milk. It drips from her nipple and traces down the curve of her breast, and the sight makes me groan.

Fuck, I want this. Need it.

Anya moans softly. Her hands are clenched in her lap, and her hips are rocking in little circles, like she’s seeking friction and not even realizing it.

“Relax, Princess,” I tell her, rubbing her lower back. “You’re doing so well. Be good for me and feed me now, hmm?”

She nods, a whimper escaping her throat.

I don’t make her wait.

Bringing her closer, I open my mouth and draw her nipple inside. The moment my tongue touches her, Anya lets out a soft cry. I suck gently, and she whimpers again. Her milk is sweet, and it tastes better than any fucking dessert.

My hand strokes her back, coaxing her to relax as I continue to drink. Within seconds, her tension melts away, and she’s boneless against me. Moaning and panting softly as her milk flows freely, and I swallow every drop.

Her breathing grows ragged, and her hips continue to rock, her pussy sliding against the front of my pants, her underwear wet and hot against my leg. She’s grinding against me, and the scent of her arousal fills the air, sweet and musky and making my head spin.

“That’s it,” I murmur, switching to her other breast and drinking deeply. “Good girl, Anya. Such a good girl.”

Anya moans. Her back arches, pushing her breasts closer, and I groan. I could live and die in this moment, worshipping her, and I’d do it happily.

“Feels so good,” she gasps, her voice high and tight. “Please... please don’t stop.”

Her hips grind faster, and the scent of her arousal is stronger now, mixing with the sweet aroma of her milk. My cock is so hard, it’s painful, but I ignore it. Ignore the need screaming through my body.

This isn’t about me.

Not right now.

I wrap an arm around her waist, holding her close. My other hand strokes her hip, sliding down and around to her ass. I squeeze her gently, urging her on.

With her body pulled closer to my own now, every shift of her hips has her rubbing her greedy little pussy against the rigid line of my cock. She’s soaked, her panties a mess. I can feel her heat through the layers of fabric between us, and the thought of her sliding up and down the length of my shaft makes me grunt with the effort of holding back.

“Fuck, Princess,” I growl, letting her nipple slip from my mouth. Droplets of milk continue to drip from the hard little bud, tormenting me with my own thirst for her. “You’re driving me crazy. I could feed from you like this forever.”

My voice is low and rough, and the sound of it makes Anya moan. “Please don’t stop yet, Jude,” she whimpers. “I still have so much left.”

The way her voice trembles goes straight to my cock, and I groan.

“You’re such a good girl, Princess. Feeding me like this. Your milk tastes like heaven, and I can’t get enough. Don’t worry, I’m not going to stop sucking on your gorgeous tits until I’ve drained every fucking drop. Whenever you’re full from now on, I’m going to be right here, drinking down everything you have to give.”

“Jude.” My name is a moan on her lips, and my heart pounds as she reaches up and wraps her arms around my neck, arching her back, offering herself up to me. “Please feed from me.”

Fuck.

I bury my face in the softness between her tits for a moment, losing myself in the scent of her skin and milk. And when it gets too much, I pull back just enough to draw a nipple back into my mouth. Her fingers tangle in my hair, holding me close, and I groan, sucking hungrily, making her squirm on my lap as her milk continues to flow.

“Oh God,” she moans. “Feels so good, Jude. Please don’t stop.”

Fuck.

There’s a primal satisfaction in hearing her beg for me. In knowing that I’m giving her what she needs.

Her hips grind harder against my dick, and I thrust upwards, rubbing against her, giving her something to rut against. It feels so fucking good that I can feel my boxers growing wet as precum leaks from the tip.

I grab her ass cheeks in my hands, guiding her movements, making her ride my cock through our clothes. I can’t get enough. My brain is a haze of pleasure, and all I can think is that I need more. More of her.

She’s perfect. So fucking perfect.

I think I’m going to come like this. Going to shoot off in my pants like a teenager, just from the friction of her grinding against me and the taste of her sweet milk.

Anya’s breath comes in short pants, and her body trembles against mine. She’s close too.

I suck hard, swallowing her down, and the grip on my hair tightens. Her movements become jerky and uncoordinated, her nails digging into my scalp, her whole body shaking.

“Jude!”

She moans my name, and the sound of it is enough to push me over the edge. I come hard, a shudder running through my body as I thrust upwards and hold her close, spurting over and over inside my boxers, completely out of control.

Anya shakes, her thighs squeezing around mine, her breasts pressed to my face as she rides out her own orgasm. I continue to drink, drawing her sweet cream into my mouth and swallowing it down.

When we’re both spent, she collapses against me, and I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close and just holding her. Her head rests on my shoulder, and I can feel the rapid beat of her heart.

We stay like that for a while, wrapped up in each other, and neither of us speaks. There’s no need for words.

I can’t believe how lucky I am.

I’ve never felt like this before. Never been so possessive. So obsessed. So sure.

Anya is the only woman for me. My princess. My everything.

And when she’s ready, I’m going to make her my wife. And the mother of my children.

After a while, Anya stirs, and I lift her easily. She looks dazed, and her cheeks are flushed, her hair disheveled. Her lips are slightly parted, and she looks at me with wonder in her eyes.

Fuck, she’s beautiful.

“We might need to get you cleaned up a bit before we go out shopping, Princess. Otherwise, everyone at the store will think you’ve spent your morning being fucked hard.”

Anya’s cheeks burn, and she bites her lip. The sight of her shyness just makes me want her even more.

“I didn’t think you were serious about the shopping trip,” she says. “I can just quickly go home and change into something clean. It’s no bother.”

“We’ll stop off at your place so you can find something dry to wear for our afternoon of shopping,” I tell her, leaning in to brush my lips gently against hers. “But you’ll learn soon enough that I’m deadly serious about my need to spoil you.”

I kiss her then, long and deep. Her mouth opens willingly for me, and the sweetness of her lips mixed with the taste of her milk on my tongue is fucking divine. My cock stirs again, already hungry for her. But I force myself to pull back.

She looks a little dazed, her lips swollen from my kiss, and she blinks a few times.

“How does that sound, Princess?”

She nods slowly, and her lips curve up into a small smile. “It sounds amazing.”

“Good,” I murmur, kissing her again. “Because you deserve the world, Anya. And I plan to give it to you.”

My princess smiles, and her eyes shine.

I can’t wait to make all her dreams come true.


Chapter Four
Anya


Jude pulls up outside a boutique so sleek it doesn’t even have a name on the front. It has smoked glass, chrome trim and a security guard who’s standing outside and scanning the street with narrowed eyes.

I’m still trying to wrap my head around the fact that I’m here, stepping out of this car, with him. This morning has been such a whirlwind already. First, I caught the attention of this intelligent, powerful, amazing man. Then, instead of turning away when he found out I was lactating, he promised to take care of me before feeding from me with a hunger that still seems unreal. My entire body tingles with the memory of his lips on me, easing the ache in my full breasts with every pull of his mouth. And now, he’s taking me shopping on top of all that.

And this isn’t just a department store. He’s brought me to a place that doesn’t exist for people like me. I glance down at my scuffed flats and tug self-consciously at the hem of the dress I changed into when we stopped off at my place briefly on the way. The moment I step out onto the sidewalk, the security guard opens the door for us like we’re royalty. Like he’s been waiting for us.

Jude doesn’t even blink. He walks in like he owns the place... and maybe he does for all I know.

Inside, the boutique is quiet and chilled, everything soft gold and ivory and glimmering under recessed lighting. There are no racks. No price tags. Just plush armchairs, and artfully arranged displays of clothing and accessories, each item glowing as if it’s been kissed by moonlight.

A small cluster of staff descends almost immediately.

“Mr. Sterling,” a woman says with a polite smile on her face. “It’s an honor. How can we help you today?”

Jude doesn’t hesitate.

“I want everything that will make my princess feel beautiful.”

My breath catches. He uses that name for me so easily in front of other people, and my cheeks flame instantly. Every head turns to me, and suddenly, I’m no longer invisible.

“Oh, um...” I start to protest, my voice shaky. “I don’t need much. Just a couple of things, really.”

He steps closer, his hand brushing the small of my back in a way that somehow steadies me and sets me on fire all at once.

“It is necessary,” he says, his voice low and sure. “You deserve to feel as radiant as you are.”

I open my mouth, close it again, and finally just nod. Because I don’t know how to argue with that voice. With that look in his eyes.

I’m ushered to a velvet-backed chair as the staff begin moving, some of them collecting items of clothing off racks, while others offer glass bottles of sparkling water, trays of macarons, and even a small box of chocolates like I’m some kind of movie star being pampered.

“We’re going to need everything,” Jude says, settling into the armchair beside mine. “Workwear. Casual. Weekend. Loungewear. And yes, formal too. Cocktail dresses. I want her to leave here ready for anything. Every piece must make her feel beautiful.

The stylists nod, practically glowing with purpose, as though they’ve just been handed the most divine assignment of their careers. If they work on commission, I have a feeling today is going to be a very good day for them.

What follows is a blur of indulgence I’ve only ever seen in movies.

Sleek pants in soft neutrals. Tailored blouses in silk and whisper-thin cotton. Blazers that somehow feel both powerful and feminine. Sweaters so soft I want to bury my face in them. Wrap dresses and midi skirts that scream CEO chic.

Then comes the casual pieces. Luxuriously oversized cardigans, soft t-shirts in pearl and rose, buttery-soft leggings, and high-waisted jeans that hug my hips just right.

And finally, the formalwear. Gowns that shimmer like moonlight, cocktail dresses in rich jewel tones, delicate pastels and dramatic blacks, each more stunning than the last.

Shoes are lined up before me like a private exhibit: strappy stilettos, ballet flats with embroidered edges, soft leather ankle boots, even a pair of minimalist white sneakers with blush-pink soles and gold-tipped laces.

Accessories appear from hidden drawers. Scarves, belts, delicate gold jewelry, even sunglasses in velvet cases and leather handbags.

My arms are full. My lap is overflowing. The dressing area looks like it’s been raided by a high-fashion tornado.

And still, more keeps coming.

Including... lingerie.

The moment delicate lace and silk starts to appear, I try to wave it off, heat flooding my cheeks. “Oh no, that’s really not necessary, I can...”

But Jude doesn’t even glance at me. He speaks to the saleswoman in a tone that allows no room for negotiation.

“Only the prettiest lingerie for Anya,” he says, calm and composed. “No black. That’s too harsh for her. I want her in soft pinks, ivory, lavender. If you have anything in silk with lace trim, I’d like that.”

The saleswoman nods, already moving.

I sit there, face burning, heart racing, as armfuls of impossibly pretty lingerie are gathered just for me. Silk and satin in soft colors. Lace that looks like it belongs in a Parisian window display. Ribbons and scalloped edges and tiny satin bows.

And yet, beneath the embarrassment is something else. A quiet warmth blooming in my chest. I’ve never felt anything like this before. Not just the extravagance of it, but the care. The attention to detail. The way he watches me with calm intensity, like every choice made in this boutique matters because it’s for me.

No one’s ever done anything like this for me.

I’ve always shopped at thrift stores or in discount bins. Every dollar counted. Every purchase was a negotiation with guilt.

This... isn’t that. This is something else entirely. And it’s terrifying. Overwhelming.

Beautiful.

“You’re very quiet,” Jude says, watching me carefully from where he sits, long legs crossed, the power in his posture impossible to miss. “What are you thinking?”

“I’m thinking I don’t know how any of this is real,” I admit softly.

His eyes darken. “It is. And this is your life now. You need to get used to being spoiled, Anya.”

A soft snort comes from across the room. Not from one of the staff, but from a woman who just stepped out of one of the private dressing alcoves. She’s tall, sharp-featured, and wrapped in an emerald sheath dress that probably costs more than my rent for the year.

She glances between Jude and me, arching a brow.

I can’t help but wince at the obvious judgement in her expression. She knows I don’t belong here. That I don’t deserve a man like Jude Sterling. Shame fills me, making me want to find somewhere to hide.

“Excuse me,” Jude says, his voice suddenly cold. “Do you have something to say?”

The woman blinks, then shakes her head quickly before scurrying towards the cash register with her items.

“Don’t pay any attention to women like her,” Jude says, lowering his voice and leaning towards me. “She doesn’t matter. She’s only jealous that she will never have your beauty, Princess. Inside or out.”

“Jude...” My face heats at the praise, and my pulse skips a beat.

He smiles, reaching out to gently tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “Now, why don’t you go try on a few of the things we’ve picked out and show me which ones you love the most?”

I nod, unable to form words. My throat is tight with emotion, and something else I’m not ready to name. I gather a few of the outfits, my hands still trembling slightly, and head towards the changing area.

The room is private, tucked away behind a heavy velvet curtain. There’s no one else in this part of the boutique right now, and the silence feels intimate.

I pick a dress that caught my eye earlier. A soft rose gold satin with thin straps, the kind that clings in all the right places. I slip it on slowly, careful with the delicate fabric, and smooth it down over my hips before stepping in front of the mirror.

It’s beautiful. Tears well up in my eyes, and I can’t even put words to what I’m feeling right now.

“Everything alright in there, Princess?” Jude asks from the other side of the curtain.

I don’t reply. Instead, I pull back the curtain and enjoy the way his eyes widen when he sees me.

“Anya,” he says, his voice a low growl. “Fuck, look at you.”

His gaze trails over me, hot and possessive, and I have to bite my lip to hold back a whimper. He steps into the small space, taking up most of it with his impressive size, and closes the curtain behind him once more. The whole time, his eyes never leave me.

“You’re fucking stunning,” he says, reaching out to trace the line of my collarbone with a single finger. His touch sends a shiver down my spine.

“You really think so?”

With his hands on my waist, he gently turns me to face the mirror. His broad chest presses flush against my back, and his fingers dig into my hips as if he’s having trouble keeping his hands off me.

“You want to know what I see when I look at you, Princess?”

I nod, holding my breath. My eyes meet his in the mirror as he stands behind me.

“I see a woman who walked into my life and ruined me with nothing but a shy smile and a soft voice. You’re fucking beautiful, Anya, but it’s not the dress that does it. It’s the way you survived. The way you took care of yourself when no one else would. You induced lactation just so you could survive, and your milk tastes like heaven.”

He slides one hand around to my front, bringing it up to cup one heavy breast in his palm. His thumb brushes back and forth over one stiff nipple, the movement slow and sensual. I let out a soft sigh, leaning back against him as my entire body reacts to his touch.

“I see a woman who was made to nourish. To nurture. And I can’t wait to spend an entire lifetime drinking from your luscious tits. And this body...” His hand glides down to rest on my lower belly. “This perfect, fertile body is going to carry my baby. Feed it. Love it. Just like it was always meant to. You’re everything, Princess. Everything I never knew I needed. And now, you’ll never look in a mirror again without seeing what I see.”

My breath catches. I don’t know how to respond when he speaks to me like that. And I’m grateful for his sturdy presence behind me, because I barely even know how to stand upright with his praise filling my ears. No one’s ever said those things to me before.

My throat tightens, tears prickling behind my eyes again, and all I can do is stare at the girl in the mirror. This version of me that somehow belongs to him.

His hand moves back to my hip, giving it a gentle squeeze. “Hurry up, Princess. Pick out everything you want. Because the second we get home, you’re putting on some of that lingerie I bought you...”

He leans in, his breath hot against my neck.

“And then I’m going to breed you nice and deep... until your unprotected womb is full of my seed. How does that sound, Princess?”

Heat rushes through me, and a tiny whimper escapes my lips.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, pressing a soft kiss to my cheek. “Hurry up now. I can’t wait much longer.”

And with that, he’s gone, leaving me alone in the dressing room.

I’m trembling all over, my pussy throbbing and my nipples hard. My cheeks are flushed, and my breaths are short.

I shouldn’t let myself want this. Not when I’ve only just met him.

But I do.

God help me, I want it so badly.

But surely this is too good to be true?


Chapter Five
Jude


I’m pacing again.

Back and forth across the length of my living room, shoes off, jacket abandoned on the arm of the couch, tie long since discarded. My nerves are shredded in a way they haven’t been since the early days of building my company. And this time, it’s not because of a billion-dollar deal or a high-stakes security breach.

It’s because the woman I’m falling headfirst in love with is in my bedroom, trying on lingerie I bought for her, and every second she’s not in my arms is its own exquisite kind of torture.

I rake a hand through my hair and glance towards the hallway again, half-expecting the door to open. It doesn’t.

Patience isn’t something I usually lack. I’ve built an empire on my ability to wait, to outlast, to outmaneuver every obstacle in my way.

But this? This is different.

Every tick of the clock drives me closer to the edge. Every breath I take without the scent of her milk or her skin, every moment I have to imagine instead of see... it makes something raw and possessive twist tighter in my chest.

She has no idea what she’s doing to me.

How gone I am for her already. How I’d give her everything - money, power, my name, my entire goddamn soul - just to have her smile at me the way she does when she forgets to be shy.

I’m starving for her. Craving her.

Not just her body, though God knows I want that, too. But her. Her softness, her sweetness, her laughter. The way she gasps a little every time I touch her, like she still can’t believe I want to. The taste of her milk as she feeds me from her full tits.

She’s everything I never thought I’d find in this cold, hard world I’ve built for myself. And now that I have her, I’ll never let her go.

The door finally creaks open... and then I see her.

She steps into the room like a breath of spring. She’s hesitant, unsure, her arms curled lightly at her sides, not covering herself but not quite owning the space yet either. Her eyes meet mine, wide and uncertain.

And I forget how to fucking breathe.

She’s wearing a delicate blush-pink set. All soft lace and sheer mesh, trimmed with the faintest glimmer of gold thread. The bra is lightly cupped, designed to fit without effort, and the way her pale flesh spills over the scalloped edges makes me desperate to reach out and touch her. Thin straps kiss her shoulders, and between the cups, a tiny satin bow sits like a secret.

The matching panties are barely there. High-cut, low-slung, and almost obscene in the way they frame her hips, with a tiny triangle of lace in the front and whisper-thin sides that disappear into her skin.

She looks like innocence draped in sin, and it’s time to show her that she’s all mine.

“Do you like it?” she asks in a quiet voice when the silence stretches out too long.

I finally drag my eyes back up to her face, savoring the pink shade of her cheeks.

“Like it?” I ask, my voice gravelly. “That doesn’t even come close, Princess. Fuck.”

I walk to her, closing the distance between us in a heartbeat. My breathing is ragged as I reach out and place a hand on the warm, soft skin of her hip, before slowly gliding it up her side. My dick throbs impatiently in my pants, straining against my clothes in a way that’s almost painful.

“I don’t think I’ve ever seen anyone as beautiful as you, Anya.”

Her lips part, a little gasp escaping them as her eyes go wide. Her breasts rise and fall faster with every shallow breath, her nipples hard against the thin fabric of her bra.

I watch her for another moment before my control snaps.

My hand on her side pulls her into me, even as my other hand tangles in her hair so I can tilt her head to the perfect angle. Her lips meet mine, and I finally kiss her the way I’ve wanted to all afternoon. Hard. Deep. Possessive.

I claim her mouth, sliding my tongue inside and tasting her with a needy growl. She meets me eagerly, her body relaxing against me as her arms come up to loop around my neck. I can feel the heat of her body against mine, her hard nipples brushing against the fine cotton of my shirt, the softness of her belly as it presses against the rigid lines of my torso.

Every point of contact is like a firebrand on my skin. I’ve never felt anything like this. It’s like I’m burning from the inside out, and the only way to put out the flames is by making her mine.

Her. My princess.

Anya.

I kiss her harder, my fingers gripping her hair more firmly as I devour her lips. My cock strains against the fabric of my pants, desperate to feel her slick heat wrapped around me. To sink inside her and pump her full of my cum until her fertile womb is overflowing with it.

I want to give her everything. To show her how much she’s worth, to give her the kind of life she deserves. A safe place to land. Someone who’s always going to be there, looking after her, caring for her, protecting her.

My hands slide down to grip her ass, squeezing the plump flesh before lifting her easily. She lets out a surprised gasp, but her legs wrap around my waist almost instantly, locking at the ankles behind me. Her pussy is right up against the rock hard bulge of my dick, and the heat of her is intoxicating.

I’m losing control. I’ve never lost control before.

I carry her to the bedroom, our lips still fused together. She clings to me, her fingers digging into my shoulders, and lets out a breathy moan when her back hits the mattress.

I break the kiss, but only to move down to her jaw, her neck, the delicate slope of her shoulder. My fingers tug impatiently at the fabric of her bra, pulling the lace cups down just enough to free her full, heavy tits. Her nipples are flushed and stiff, and I can’t resist the urge to lean down and suck one into my mouth.

Anya moans, her hips arching up off the bed, grinding against my throbbing cock.

“Jude,” she whimpers. “Oh God, Jude.”

But I can’t bring myself to reply. Instead, I keep sucking on the hard little bud until that first gush of milk sprays into my mouth. A groan tears from my throat. My cock is impossibly hard, and I’m barely aware of my hips rocking against her, seeking any kind of friction.

Her hand moves between us, her small fingers fumbling with my belt. It takes her a few tries, but soon she manages to undo the buckle and the button beneath. Her small hand slips inside, and I let out a strangled moan against her tit when she wraps her fingers around my dick.

“Jesus Christ, Anya,” I groan against her soft flesh.

She’s panting, her back arching as she thrusts her nipple deeper into my mouth, and the sweet taste of her fills my senses. I swallow her milk, sucking her tit deeper and deeper, while her fingers grip my cock, stroking up and down the thick shaft.

“Jude,” she whispers, her voice breathless. “I’ve been thinking about what you said in the changing room. About how I was made to carry your baby. And I want it. I want to feel your seed inside me. Want to feel your baby growing in my belly. I want it all.”

Fuck.

Her words make me lose my fucking mind. I pull back, staring down at her as her hand keeps working me. My dick is painfully hard. So big and thick her fingers can barely wrap around it.

I can’t think straight. All I can see is her. My girl. In lingerie I bought just for her. Ready to be bred.

“You’re not on birth control? Nothing at all?”

She shakes her head. “No. Nothing.”

Fuck, yes.

I grab her wrists, pinning her arms above her head with one hand. Her tits jiggle with the motion, and her breath hitches. She squirms under my weight, her legs spreading wider, and I slide my other hand between them. Her panties are soaked as I push the material to one side, sinking my middle finger into her wet heat. The slick, tight walls flutter around the digit, and I’m almost desperate to replace it with my cock.

“Is this where you want my bare cock, Princess? Deep in your soaked little cunt?”

“Yes,” she whimpers.

My thumb moves to her clit even as I slide a second finger into her, stretching her virgin hole to prepare it for my dick.

“Oh, God, Jude. Yes!”

I stroke her gently, taking my time, teasing her. Drawing out every gasp, every sigh, every breathless plea for more. Her pussy gets wetter, the scent of her arousal filling the air and making my dick pulse.

I can’t wait any longer. I’ve been hard all day, and now the last of my control is gone.

I lean down to kiss her, deep and hungry, and slide my fingers out of her pussy. With reluctance, I pull away from her to stand beside the bed, tugging my clothes off with frantic movements. My shirt is ripped open, the buttons popping off as I yank it free and toss it aside. Next go my pants and boxers, kicked away, leaving me bare before her.

The whole time, my eyes are roaming her body, hungrily drinking her in. Her breasts are flushed pink, nipples still dripping. Her chest is heaving, the lacy cups pulled down so they’re resting beneath her tits, and her smooth thighs are spread wide, her soaked panties pulled to the side.

“Fuck, look at you,” I groan, palming my dick. It’s huge and throbbing, and her eyes widen when she sees it. “So perfect. So fucking beautiful.”

I reach down, stroking my length, smearing precum across the swollen head.

“You want me, Princess?” I ask, my voice a low growl.

She nods, her gaze transfixed by the sight of my cock. “Yes.”

I reach out to grasp the fabric of her panties, dragging them down her thighs. Once they’re gone, I climb back onto the bed, positioning myself between her legs.

“This is going to hurt,” I warn her, my voice gruff.

I don’t know how to do this gently. I want her too much. Need her too badly.

She swallows. “It’s okay.”

I line the tip of my cock up with her soaked entrance, rubbing it against her swollen clit and the dripping slit of her pussy. Her juices coat the head, mixing with the precum. My pulse races, every cell in my body screaming for me to take her. To drive into her and fill her with my cum.

“Fuck,” I groan, leaning down to press my lips to hers. “Hold on to me, Princess.”

She loops her arms around my neck, her lips parting eagerly for my kiss.

“Do it,” she breathes against my mouth. “Please, Jude.”

Her plea is all it takes. I surge forward, burying the head of my cock deep inside her. Her lips are forced apart by the intrusion, and she cries out against my mouth, her nails digging into the back of my neck.

Fuck, she’s tight. She squeezes around me, the wet walls of her cunt resisting my advance.

I hold her, kissing her lips and her cheeks and her jaw. I murmur praise against her skin, telling her how beautiful she is, how good she feels, how fucking incredible she is. How perfect her body is. How she was made for me, and now she’s finally all mine.

Her whimpers turn to gasps as the pain subsides, and her body starts to relax. The slick walls of her pussy ease their resistance, and I sink deeper inside.

“Fuck,” I hiss, gritting my teeth. “Goddamn, you’re so tight. So perfect.”

I can’t help myself. I start moving. Small, gentle thrusts, easing myself deeper inside her with every stroke.

“God, you’re big,” she whimpers, her fingers tangling in my hair.

I can’t think. I can’t speak. There’s nothing but her. Nothing but the sensation of her sweet virgin cunt squeezing the life out of me. Nothing but the soft gasps and whimpers spilling from her lips as I sink deeper and deeper inside her.

Nothing but the need to fill her.

I keep kissing her, trying to soothe the sting of my entry, and when I finally bottom out, her entire body arches up against me. She clings to me, holding tight as her slick pussy grips my length.

“Jude,” she groans.

I hold myself still for another moment, giving her a chance to get used to my size. To the feeling of me filling her completely.

“I’ve got you, Princess,” I whisper. “Always.”

Her eyes meet mine. Those huge blue pools that drew me in from the very beginning.

And then I can’t hold back any longer.

I start to move.

Thrusting inside her. Pulling out until just the head is nestled between her folds, and then driving back in. Again. And again. And again.

Every thrust is deeper. Harder. More possessive than the last.

She moans, her lips parting as she stares up at me. She looks wrecked, her lips red from my kisses, her hair wild around her. Her breasts are still bare, her nipples dripping.

I cup one of her tits in my hand and lower my head, sucking the nipple into my mouth. The sweet, warm milk sprays against my tongue, and a low groan rumbles in my throat.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpers. “God, Jude. That feels so good.”

I growl, sucking her tit deeper. Harder. And then I’m pounding into her, my mouth fastened to her breast, the taste of her milk filling me as her pussy squeezes me tight.

My thrusts get faster. More desperate. I can’t stop.

“Please,” she gasps. “Please, Jude. Please. Fuck me harder. God, I need it.”

“Fuck, Anya,” I growl against her tit.

I let go of her nipple, kissing my way up her chest and neck to capture her lips. Our mouths fuse together, hot and needy, and her hands come up to tangle in my hair. She’s whimpering with every thrust, her slick walls gripping me.

I can’t think straight. It’s like all the blood has rushed to my dick, and I’m just a mindless animal now. Fucking her. Claiming her. Pumping my bare cock in and out of her tight, fertile cunt, my seed ready to flood her unprotected womb.

“Jude,” she moans. “Jude. Oh, God.”

Her pussy tightens around me, her breath catching, and then she’s coming. Clamping down on my cock like a vise, her head thrown back and her nails digging into the back of my neck. Her whole body is shaking as she writhes underneath me, her breasts bouncing.

“Fuck, Princess. Fuck, fuck.”

My balls are tightening. My dick is swelling. And then, with a guttural groan, I let go.

Rope after rope of hot, thick cum fills her cunt, pumping deep into her unprotected womb. My hips keep moving, driving in and out of her even as the orgasm tears through me. I’ve never come this hard. Never felt anything close to this.

“Take it,” I growl, my cock throbbing as I pour everything into her. “Take every drop. God, you’re such a good girl. So perfect. Made for me.”

I’m barely aware of the words pouring from my mouth. All I know is that I need her to know how good she is. How amazing she is. How much she means to me.

She’s perfect.

I collapse onto her, my face buried in her neck, her skin hot and damp. She smells of sweat and sex and milk. I can’t get enough of it.

“Jude,” she murmurs, her voice dazed.

“Yeah, Princess?”

“That was...” she trails off, like she doesn’t have the words to describe it.

“I know,” I say, brushing a kiss against her jaw.

My dick is still buried deep inside her, and the thought of pulling out, of losing this connection between us, makes something tighten in my chest.

I roll us both over so that she’s on top of me, her legs straddling my waist. She’s still impaled on my dick, her pussy squeezing around me, and the feeling is intoxicating. I can’t get enough of her.

She rests her cheek against my chest, her fingers tracing absent patterns on my skin.

“Is this real?” she asks quietly.

I wrap my arms around her, pulling her close. “It’s real, Princess. This is real. You’re mine now, and I’m never letting you go.”

She sighs softly, relaxing against me.

I stroke her hair, my chest aching.

I’ve never been one to believe in fate or destiny or any of that bullshit. But the moment I saw her, it was like a switch flipped. Everything in my life was leading me to her, and now that I’ve found her, there’s no way I’m letting her go.

Anya is the missing piece I’ve been searching for. She’s the answer to a question I didn’t even know I was asking. And now that I’ve found her, I’m never letting her go.


Chapter Six
Anya


I never knew an elevator ride could feel like this.

Weightless. Breathless. Like floating in warm starlight.

Jude stands behind me, one hand on my stomach, his fingers tracing slow, reverent circles over the fabric of one of my new dresses. I’m still not used to being touched this way. With such care, such certainty, as though I’m something precious he’s claimed and fully intends to keep.

After last night... I don’t even know who I am anymore. Only that I don’t want to go back to being the girl I was before him.

He leans down, pressing a slow, lingering kiss to the curve of my neck, just below my ear. The touch sends a shiver through me, and it takes a tremendous amount of effort not to melt into a puddle on the elevator floor.

“You have no idea how happy I am that you’re mine now,” he murmurs, his voice deep as it wraps around me like silk. “And soon, the whole world will know you’re mine when your belly starts growing with my child.”

A soft whimper escapes me, and I clamp my bottom lip between my teeth to prevent any other needy little sounds from escaping.

His arm slides further around my waist, pulling me gently against him. I feel the solid heat of his body at my back, his breath brushing my hair as the elevator climbs. Everything about him feels like protection. Strength. Safety.

And I feel like... I’m glowing.

Like maybe last night wasn’t just a beautiful dream and I really am his.

He kisses my temple, then my cheek. “You’re blushing again,” he murmurs.

“You keep saying things that make me melt,” I whisper, feeling my face growing even hotter.

He chuckles, low and indulgent. “Good. I intend to keep doing it.”

The elevator doors glide open, and we step into the quiet, polished hallway of the executive floor. Jude’s stride is smooth and purposeful, as always, and I follow just behind, still buzzing from every word, every touch.

But when we reach his office, I pause just inside the doorway.

There, arranged neatly on his massive desk, are three boxes. Elegant, cream-colored, each tied with a pale gold ribbon that glimmers softly under the morning light.

My breath catches.

Jude moves past me and gestures towards them casually, but there’s pride in his eyes. “I’m happy to see they’ve arrived already,” he says. “They’re for you.”

“For me?” I echo, heart stumbling.

He nods. “Go on. Open them.”

I step forward with trembling hands, untying the first ribbon.

Inside is a laptop, but it’s nothing like the clunky machine I used yesterday. This one is slim, weightless, and finished in a soft champagne gold with a pearlescent sheen. My initials are engraved in delicate script at the bottom corner, and when I open it, the wallpaper glows with a pale pink gradient and a tiny, tasteful tiara emblem in the corner.

The second box holds a tablet to match. Just as beautiful, just as personalized.

The third...

My throat tightens as I unwrap the final box. Nestled inside is a phone. Luxurious and impossibly sleek. The back is a soft metallic rose gold, engraved with my initials and a tiny crown-like tiara, just above where my name has been etched in the most elegant cursive script I’ve ever seen.

Princess. It doesn’t say it aloud... but it’s everywhere in the design.

It’s who I am to him, and he’s not ashamed to show that to the world.

I cover my mouth with one hand, stunned. “Jude... I don’t... I can’t even... this is too much.”

“It’s not enough,” he says gently, stepping close behind me again. “Not even close.”

I spin around and throw my arms around his neck, burying my face in his shoulder.

“Thank you,” I breathe. “Thank you so much, Jude. You have no idea how grateful I am.”

He wraps me in his arms, holding me so tightly it feels like he’s anchoring me to the floor.

“I’ve never had anything like this,” I whisper, overwhelmed. “No one’s ever thought about me this way.”

“I think about you constantly,” he murmurs. “Every minute you’re not in my arms feels like hell.”

I tilt my head up and kiss him. My lips are hungry for him, desperate for the reassurance of his touch, the warmth of his skin. He’s the only thing in the world that’s ever made me feel safe, and it’s addicting.

He returns the kiss just as fiercely, his lips devouring mine. His hand moves up to cup the back of my neck, holding me steady while he kisses me deeply, as if he can’t get enough.

My legs tremble, my knees threatening to buckle, and I cling to him, whimpering against his lips.

He smiles, as if he can sense how desperate I am for him, then brushes a thumb over my cheek.

“As much as I want to keep you here,” he says reluctantly, “there’s something I need you to collect from downstairs. Important paperwork I need for a call later. Ask Marissa at the front desk. She has the folder.”

I nod quickly. “Of course. I’ll be right back.”

I step out of his office still glowing, still cradling the new phone in my palm like it’s a treasure from another life. Because maybe that’s what this is now... a new life. A new me.

And I don’t think I’ve ever been happier.

I make my way back to the elevator, smiling to myself like a fool. The phone catches the light, the tiny tiara emblem gleaming on the back, and my heart squeezes with something sweet and terrifying all at once.

As I descend floor by floor, the world still feels dipped in gold. I barely register the polished walls or the quiet hum of the elevator. I’m floating.

But the moment I step out into the lobby, the spell starts to crack. I’m about to round the corner towards the front desk when I hear voices.

I pause instinctively just behind one of the marble columns. I don’t mean to eavesdrop, but something in their tone makes me freeze.

It’s Marissa. I recognize her voice immediately after she showed me up to the HR offices yesterday morning.

“Did you see the new PA with Mr. Sterling this morning?” she says with a sharp little laugh. “Hand in hand, bold as brass. She’s barely out of college, and I think we all know how she managed to get the job here when she’s obviously inexperienced.”

My heart stutters.

Another voice answers. This one is younger, female, smug. “Obvious, isn’t it? I bet she fell into bed with him right away. Men like Mr. Sterling always have a blind spot for big tits and long legs. I just thought he’d know better. Thought he’d be able to tell when someone’s just in it for his money.”

More laughter follows, and the glow I’ve been wrapped in all morning shatters like glass.

They’re talking as if they know me. Like I’m nothing more than a cliché.

I stand there, frozen behind the column, my pulse thundering in my ears. My fingers curl tight around the phone in my hand. The one with my initials. The tiara.

And suddenly, it all feels... wrong. Too much. Exactly what they think it is.

My chest tightens, a sick swirl building in my stomach. They’re not wrong, are they? That’s exactly what this looks like. A poor girl swept off her feet by a powerful billionaire. Hand-fed gifts. Lavished with attention. Taken to bed.

And I did fall into bed with him. There’s no denying that.

I should have waited longer before giving myself to him. Should have protested more about all the gifts.

But instead, I’m walking around his building with a brand-new phone that probably costs more than I made all last year.

God, what if he thinks the same?

What if Jude - kind, powerful, generous Jude - wakes up one day and sees me the way they do? What if he realizes I’m just some silly temp with stars in her eyes and nothing to offer but gratitude?

The thought guts me.

I turn on shaking legs and rush back to the elevator, the air suddenly thick and stifling. I don’t stop to collect the paperwork. I can’t face Marissa long enough to ask her for it. My throat is too tight to speak. My eyes sting.

I need to get away. I need to think.

By the time I reach the top floor again, the buzz in my chest has turned into a sick throb. I stumble to my desk, drop into the chair, and stare blankly at the three beautiful boxes now sitting nearby.

They look different now. Less like gifts and more like... evidence. Of how easily I’ve let myself be pulled into a world where I don’t belong.

I press my hands to my face, trying to breathe. To stay calm. To not cry.

But the words echo again and again: She’s just in it for the money. I thought he’d know better.

I feel like I’m going to be sick.

I have to give them back.

All of it. Everything. Before he starts looking at me like they do. Before this beautiful thing between us becomes tainted.

Before I become a mistake he regrets.

Tears sting at the back of my eyes, but I blink them away and square my shoulders.

I have to pull away. I don’t know how I’m going to do it without breaking, but it’s the only way to protect us both.

Because I already love him too much to let him look at me with doubt in his eyes.


Chapter Seven
Jude


I glance at the clock for the third time in ten minutes.

Where the hell is she?

The errand I sent her on wasn’t complicated. A quick trip down to reception, collect the paperwork from Marissa and bring it back up. Five minutes, ten at most. But it’s been nearly twenty minutes now, and my patience is thinning. Not because of the delay. Because of the silence.

I know Anya by now. She would have rushed back, eager to please. Plus, I suspect she’s already as addicted to being by my side as I am to having her there.

So why hasn’t she returned?

I push back from my desk and stride out into the outer office. And there she is, sitting at her desk with her hands folded stiffly in her lap, shoulders hunched.

Something’s wrong.

She doesn’t look up when I approach. Not once. Her usual shy smile, and the little spark in her eyes when they meet mine, are gone. She’s pale. Shaky. Her lips press together like she’s holding herself in by sheer will.

A cold, sharp instinct slices through me.

Who hurt her?

The urge to burn the entire building down just to erase whoever put that expression on her face is almost uncontrollable.

“Anya,” I say quietly, but with steel beneath it. “Come with me.”

She hesitates. Doesn’t move. For a moment, I think she might refuse.

My jaw clenches. No one refuses me. But this isn’t about my authority... it’s about her pain. I won’t leave her sitting out here with it one second longer.

I take her hand. She startles at the contact but lets me pull her up and guide her into my office. I close the door firmly behind us and turn to face her.

“Tell me what’s going on,” I say, sharper now.

Her head jerks up, and her eyes are bright with unshed tears. My chest twists at the sight. But instead of answering my question, she blurts it all out at once, the words tumbling out like shards of glass.

“This isn’t going to work.” Her voice cracks, high and desperate. “I can’t do this with you. I’ll give everything back. The gifts, the clothes, the... everything. It’s over.”

For a moment, I can’t breathe.

It’s like someone slammed a fist into my chest. The floor tilts, reality buckling. My mind, usually so sharp and steady, goes white-hot with one word: No.

I don’t accept this. I don’t believe it. Not for a single fucking second.

“You don’t mean that,” I say, my voice low and rough. “You can’t.”

Her chin trembles. She looks away.

Panic claws at my throat, but I force myself forward, closing the space between us. “No, Anya. I don’t accept that. Tell me the truth. What’s really going on?”

She shakes her head again quickly, still refusing to look at me.

I step closer. Close enough that I hear her breath catching. “Look at me,” I command, not loud but absolute. “Tell me what happened.”

“I can’t,” she whispers.

“Yes, you can. You will. Because I know you, Princess. I know when you’re lying. And I know you don’t really want to end this. Not after last night. Something is making you feel like you have to walk away, and I want to know what it is.”

Her breath hitches. A single tear slips free, streaking down her cheek. My chest tightens almost painfully.

Finally, she cracks.

“I heard them,” she chokes out. “Downstairs. Marissa and someone else. They were talking about me. Mocking me. Saying I must have fallen into bed with you right away. That I’m just a gold digger, only with you for your money.” Her voice breaks completely, and she presses a trembling hand to her mouth.

When she lowers it, the words tumble out like a confession."What if they’re right? I mean, I did jump into your bed the first day I met you. And I did just accept all these things without much protest. I wouldn’t be surprised if you are thinking the same thing too."

The room spins red as fury surges up inside me.

Marissa. Whoever else dared to speak Anya’s name with venom. I’ll ruin them and make them regret the day they opened their mouths.

But worse than the fury is the heartbreak. That she could believe, even for a second, that I would see her that way. That she doubts herself so deeply that she doesn’t believe she’s worthy of everything I’ve given her.

My princess. My precious, sweet girl.

How could she not know she is my entire world already?

I step forward and pull her into my arms. She stiffens at first, trembling, but I hold her tighter, one hand at the back of her head, the other pressed to the small of her back until she finally sags against me. Her scent hits me, and something in my chest cracks wide open.

“Look at me,” I say, low but firm.

She lifts her head, eyes wet and uncertain, lips trembling.

“Listen to me,” I murmur, my thumbs brushing the tears from her cheeks. “I don’t care what anyone says. I don’t care what they whisper or what they think they see. You’re mine. My forever. Do you hear me? Those women don’t have a clue what they are talking about.”

She lets out a little sigh, and I see her soften slightly. Just a little, but it’s a start.

“I will never let you go, Princess,” I go on, meaning every damn word of it. “Never.”

Her eyes search mine, desperate and fearful, and I hold her gaze.

“I adore you,” I tell her, my voice rough. “Your kindness. The way you treat people. The light in your eyes whenever you look at me. The little laugh you make when you’re nervous. I don’t believe for a second that you’re a gold digger. Not for a single second. And I’m going to spoil you rotten for the rest of your life because you deserve the world, not because you asked for it.”

A soft sound escapes her throat that’s half-sob, half-laugh. Her fingers clutch my shirt like she’s trying to hold on to something solid.

“Jude...” she whispers.

I bend and kiss her like it’s a vow, slow and deep, pouring every word I can’t say into her mouth. Her hands slide up to my neck, holding on, and she returns the kiss as if her life depends on it.

When I pull back, I’m still holding her with one arm, keeping her against me. With my free hand, I reach for the phone on my desk, never breaking eye contact.

I press a single button. The line clicks.

“HR,” comes a voice on the other end.

“Marissa at the front desk is finished,” I say, calm and deadly. “She’s been bad-mouthing my new PA and I want her gone by the end of the day. And I want you to find out who she was talking to and fire her, too. I want the message spread that no one disrespects my woman and stays in the company. Do you understand me?”

“Yes, Mr. Sterling,” the voice says quickly. “We’ll take care of it.”

“Good.” I hang up.

Then I turn back to Anya, my voice softening instantly, my thumb tracing her jaw. “No one will ever hurt you without consequence again. Not while I breathe.”

Her eyes widen, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks, but this time they’re different. Happy tears. She leans into me, and I guide us down gently until I’m sitting in my chair and she’s in my lap.

I cradle her as if she’s my entire world. Because she is. I press my lips to her hair, breathing her in, feeling her heartbeat flutter against mine.

She’s mine. Always mine. And I’ll spend the rest of my life proving it to her and everyone else.

Her fingers tighten on my shirt, and she tilts her face up to me. “I don’t... I don’t want to leave,” she whispers, her voice breaking on the last word.

I hold her tighter. “Then don’t.”


Chapter Eight
Anya


I sit on Jude’s lap, tucked against his chest like I’ve finally found the place where I belong. His arms are wrapped around me, strong and steady, one hand slowly stroking my back like he’s trying to soothe every fracture inside me.

And it’s working.

For the first time since I heard those awful words from the women at the front desk, the knot in my stomach begins to unravel. The sting in my chest starts to ease. Because he didn’t hesitate. He didn’t doubt me. He chose me. Loudly, fiercely, and without apology.

I don’t know how I got this lucky. How this man can look at me like I’m something soft and sacred. Like I’m his whole world.

I tilt my head to look at him, and his eyes are already on me. Dark and full of heat.

“Thank you,” I say, my voice barely more than a breath. “For protecting me. For choosing me. For making me feel like I... like I matter.”

“You don’t just matter,” he murmurs, brushing his thumb across my cheek. “You are everything, Anya.”

My heart clenches, then swells. The emotion rising in my chest is almost too much to contain.

“I love you,” I whisper.

His eyes flash, fierce and warm all at once. “I love you, Princess.”

Then his mouth is on mine, and the whole world melts away.

I don’t know who moved first, him or me, but we crash together with a desperation that surprises me. My lips part under his, my hands clutching his shirt as he kisses me.

Deep. Thorough. His tongue sweeping into my mouth, claiming me.

The air grows thick. Heat blooms across my skin, and the needy pulse between my thighs returns. My breasts suddenly seem full again, even though Jude had drained them only a couple of hours ago, before we got out of bed to shower ready for work.

Now, sitting in his lap, his body so close, all I want is for him to touch me again. To be naked and vulnerable beneath him. To feel the hardness of his muscles and the heat of his bare skin against mine.

He seems to read my thoughts, because his hands slide down to cup my ass, drawing me closer. I gasp into his mouth as his cock, already hard and straining through his pants, presses against my throbbing pussy.

He makes a low, hungry sound, and the next thing I know, he’s standing up, lifting me with him, then dropping me back down so my butt hits the edge of his desk.

He pulls back and stares down at me, eyes burning. “You are perfect,” he says, his voice rough. “Every inch of you. Every cell. Every thought. You are mine.”

Then he’s kissing me again, and this time his hands are moving over me, peeling open my new wrap dress and slipping it from my shoulders. He leaves the lace bra, but his hands brush over the sensitive mounds, his fingers rolling and pinching my nipples through the fabric.

My breasts are throbbing now, painfully full, and as I arch into his touch, I give in to the desperation to feel his mouth on me.

“I’m so full, Jude,” I whimper against his lips, panting hard. “Please feed from me.”

He groans and his mouth moves lower, pressing hot kisses down my neck, then across the swell of my breasts. His tongue laves the valley between them while his hands reach behind me to unclasp my bra. Once my tits are free, his hands are on them, squeezing them together as his head dips down.

Then he takes one hard nipple in his mouth, and sucks.

A cry of pleasure rips from my throat. His tongue is warm and firm, the suction deep and demanding, and I feel him swallowing the rich milk that leaks from my breasts.

It feels so good, so intimate, that the tension inside me unravels, and my body relaxes. I lean back, bracing myself on my palms, and give myself over to his mouth and his touch.

I don’t have to worry anymore. I don’t have to doubt.

Because this man is everything I’ve ever wanted. And he wants me.

My eyes slide closed, and a smile curls my lips. I feel drunk on him, intoxicated, and so fucking happy.

He empties my breast, licking and sucking until every drop is gone, then moves to the other, devouring every little bit of my milk. I can’t stop the moans falling from my mouth. The throbbing between my thighs grows almost unbearable, and I squirm, trying to press my legs together, seeking some relief.

“So sweet,” he murmurs, his breath hot against my nipple, his tongue lapping the last drop of milk. Then his hand slips between my legs, rubbing against my pussy through the lace still covering it. “So wet.”

I let out a little cry.

“Please,” I whimper, my head falling back.

He tugs the panties aside and slides two fingers into my wet heat, and a long moan escapes my throat. I’m already slick and swollen from the way he’d sucked so hungrily at my breasts, and the pleasure of him touching me there is almost overwhelming.

“Fuck,” he rasps, his lips on the underside of my breast, his fingers pumping. “You’re so hot. So fucking wet.”

His thumb brushes over my clit, and a cry tears from my throat. He pumps deeper, his thumb circling, and within seconds, the familiar pressure builds, the wave about to crest.

“Come for me, Princess,” he says, and I explode.

My entire body jerks as the orgasm crashes over me, and his hand moves with me, prolonging the ecstasy. The cries in my throat grow louder, and a moment later, his mouth is back on my breasts, sucking hard.

My hips buck, the pleasure so intense it borders on pain. I clutch his shoulders, holding on for dear life, and ride out the storm.

When it’s finally over, and the waves have passed, I’m left gasping, slumped against him, his arms still around me.

But he’s not finished with me yet. He lowers me down onto the desk, spreading my legs wide, then stands.

I look up, dazed, and see the dark intensity in his gaze as he strips his shirt off. My stomach swoops. He’s so beautiful. Hard planes of muscle covered in smooth skin. Broad shoulders and a chiseled jaw. How can it be legal for a man who looks this good to be so successful and loving too?

Then his hands move to his belt, and he tugs it free, undoing the buttons on his pants and sliding them down along with his boxers.

My throat goes dry. I’ve seen his cock a few times now, but I don’t think I’ll ever get over the size of it. It’s so hard, the shaft thick and straining, the crown flushed and slick with precum.

His eyes darken as he strokes it, his gaze moving over me. He steps forward, pulling my hips closer until my ass is right at the edge of the desk, and lines himself up.

I’m still panting, and I can’t quite catch my breath, but the sight of him is enough to make me wet again.

“I want to hear you scream, Princess,” he says roughly, the blunt head of his cock nudging my opening. “I want you moaning my fucking name for this entire building to hear while I pump my seed so deep inside you that there’s no chance you won’t end up pregnant. I want everyone to know you’re mine.”

His words are like a drug, and I’m addicted. My blood sings with them, and the throb between my legs returns in full force.

“I want that,” I breathe, and his eyes flash with lust.

With a growl, he slams into me, and my whole body shudders.

His cock stretches and fills me, and even after last night and this morning, I still can’t get used to the sensation. But his fingers are on my clit, stroking, and the pleasure is so intense, I forget to breathe.

Then he pulls out and thrusts again, harder this time, and I moan. He does it again, and again, the pressure building inside me, the tension winding tight, and every time his cock hits that spot inside me, pleasure ripples through my entire body.

He grunts, fucking me hard and fast now, and I’m a mess. A trembling, moaning, desperate mess. His hands move to my thighs, spreading them wider, and then his mouth is on mine. He kisses me deeply, our tongues tangled, as his cock drives in and out, filling me completely.

My tits bounce with each brutal thrust, and I feel trickles of milk sliding down my sides, and a distant part of my mind wonders what it is about this man that has sent my production into overdrive. It’s almost as if my body knows it exists for him. For his pleasure and nourishment. And I love it.

As if he can scent my milk, as if he’s so tuned into my body that he’s waiting for the very moment it releases, he drops his head again and latches onto my nipple, drinking greedily.

And just like that, the tension snaps, and I come apart.

I cry out his name, my body jerking, and his mouth still sucking at my breast. He groans, his hands on my thighs tightening, his hips pumping furiously, and I feel his cock swell and jerk. Then, a moment later, he stiffens and spills inside me.

My whole body is humming. Every cell vibrating with pleasure. And the sensation of him coming inside me, his hot seed flooding my unprotected womb, is the cherry on top.

We stay locked together like that, breathing hard, until his cock stops twitching and the aftershocks have passed. Then, slowly, carefully, he withdraws.

He’s looking down at me with such warmth, such fierce adoration, that my chest aches.

“I love you, Princess,” he says, stroking a sweaty lock of hair away from my face.

I smile. “I love you too.”

“I’m going to marry you,” he says, his voice sure. “Just as soon as you let me.”

My heart flutters. “The sooner the better.”

His eyes blaze, and then he kisses me, deep and slow, until we’re both breathless all over again.

I could get used to being Jude’s princess.


Epilogue
Anya


Five months later:

The light through the window is soft and golden, painting everything in a warm glow that makes the white walls of the bridal suite feel like they belong in a dream.

My dream.

There’s laughter around me. Gentle, happy chatter from my bridesmaids as they finish fixing makeup and styling their hair. My father sits quietly in the corner, watching it all with a bittersweet smile, dabbing discreetly at his eyes with the same handkerchief he used when I graduated college.

And me?

I’m standing in front of the full-length mirror, hands cradling the small, unmistakable curve of my belly, Jude’s baby already growing inside me.

Five months. That’s how long it’s been since I walked into Jude Sterling’s office and had my world turned upside down. Five months since he looked at me like I mattered. Like I belonged to him.

Now, I do.

And in just a few more minutes, I’ll walk out of this suite and become his wife.

My dress is fitted through the bodice, soft and flowing at the bottom. It’s simple but elegant. And stunningly beautiful. There’s ivory satin with delicate pearl buttons down the back, and a train that pools around my feet like something out of a fairy tale.

There’s a knock at the door.

My best friend, Chloe, bounds over to open it. She murmurs something polite, accepts a small white box, and turns back towards me with raised brows.

My heart does a quiet somersault, and I take the box carefully, my fingers trembling just a little as I slowly lift the lid.

Inside, nestled in cream silk, is a tiara.

Not just any tiara.

It’s delicate, shimmering, diamond-encrusted. It’s so beautiful it looks like it belongs in a glass case at a royal museum. Tiny blossoms of crystal catch the light with every movement, and it curves just so, meant to rest perfectly atop my head.

There’s a note tucked beneath it. I unfold it with reverence.

My bride deserves to look like a real princess on her big day. Forever yours, Jude.

Tears prick instantly at the corners of my eyes.

Chloe smiles, lifting the tiara gently from the box. “Well then, Princess. Let’s make sure you look the part.”

She helps settle it onto my head with delicate fingers, adjusting a strand of my hair before stepping back to admire her work.

And when I look in the mirror this time, I barely recognize myself. Not because of the dress or the diamonds or the perfect updo. But because of what’s in my eyes.

Joy. Peace. Love.

My father clears his throat and stands, brushing invisible dust from the sleeves of his suit jacket.

“You ready, sweetheart?” he asks, offering his arm. His voice is thick with emotion.

I nod, my throat tight. “I’ve never been more ready.”

The bridal party gathers behind me as we exit the suite. The venue is quiet but alive with anticipation. It’s a historic estate with sweeping gardens and arched stone doorways, blooming wisteria overhead and polished wood floors that creak faintly beneath our steps.

As I approach the double doors that lead into the ceremony, I hear the music swell.

And then the doors open.

I step forward, my hand on my father’s arm, tiara glinting beneath the light as gasps ripple through the room.

But I only see one person.

Jude.

He’s standing at the end of the aisle, in a dark tailored suit, his eyes locked on mine. And the moment he sees me, his whole face transforms.

The way he looks at me like he’s been waiting his whole life just to see me walk towards him like this, steals the air from my lungs.

He loves me. Completely. Unapologetically.

And I love him.

I float towards him, every step filled with certainty.

And as I reach the end of the aisle and take his hand, I know I’ll always be his princess. And he’ll always be my forever.


Thirsting For His Darling
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Chapter One
Alistair


The gala is insufferable.

Glittering chandeliers, forced laughter, and too many people with too much perfume. I barely make it through half a flute of champagne before deciding I’ve had enough. I’m done shaking hands with hedge fund weasels and dodging not-so-subtle questions about my “availability” from socialites who wear desperation like designer gowns. My assistant practically begs me to stay, saying something about the board members being disappointed, but I’ve long since stopped caring about the board members. My name alone can buy and sell the room ten times over.

So I walk out without a word, no driver, no entourage, just silence and the need for air. I head toward the Sotheby Rare Collection Archive, one of my quieter acquisitions folded under the Chambers Philanthropic Trust. Most men in my position collect yachts or women. I collect history. First editions, forgotten manuscripts, private libraries that haven’t been touched in decades. Wealth should preserve something worthwhile. Something that doesn’t beg for attention or kiss up to power.

The moment I step inside the archive, everything shifts. It’s quiet here. The air smells of old bindings and polished wood. Heavy drapes filter the dusky evening light, casting everything in gold and shadow. The silence is comforting, the kind I haven’t felt in weeks. The hardwood floors whisper beneath my shoes. No cameras. No crowds. No noise. Just shelves upon shelves of carefully catalogued memory. For the first time all day, I breathe.

I’m heading toward the mezzanine, and toward solitude, when I see her.

She’s kneeling beside a cart of manuscripts, her gloved hands moving gently, like the books might sigh beneath her touch. Blonde hair caught in a loose knot, skin like porcelain kissed by candlelight. Her lips part slightly in focus, unaware of my presence. She’s not posed or posturing. She isn’t performing. She’s just… absorbed.

And something inside me stirs. Sharp. Deep. Possessive. It’s not lust. No, that’s too crude. It’s recognition. Like I’ve been walking through my life in grayscale and just spotted something with color for the first time. My mind, usually a machine of strategy and control, blanks. Everything narrows to her. The gentle swell of her hips beneath a simple gray dress. The way she brushes a stray strand of hair from her cheek. The small hum she makes, soft as moth wings.

I’ve met princesses and movie stars, women who could command armies with a glance. None of them have ever held my attention like this girl, kneeling on a dusty floor surrounded by books. There’s a softness about her. A sweetness that seems too delicate for this world. Too pure for the kind of attention I know she could attract. And the moment I think that, a ferocity rises in me. A primal need to shield her. To lock this door and stand guard over her forever.

I don’t even think. I move.

She flinches when my shadow falls over her, looking up with wide blue eyes that would shame a summer sky. Her lips press together in surprise, and I can see her pulse fluttering in her throat. For a second, I think she might bolt like a startled fawn.

“Forgive me,” I say, keeping my voice low, smooth, non-threatening. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

She shakes her head, her cheeks flushing the most beautiful shade of pink. “No, it’s… I was just concentrating.” Her voice is exactly as I imagined. Soft. Musical. Shy.

I smile, a genuine smile, rare enough to feel unfamiliar on my face. “It’s a magnificent place for it.” I gesture around the hushed room. “The silence alone feels… sacred.”

Her eyes dart around nervously before landing back on me. She has no idea who I am. Good. I don’t want her to. I don’t want the Chambers name looming between us, warping her perception, making her guard her words. I want her. Her authentic reactions. Her blushes. Her quiet thoughts. I want everything she is, untouched by the weight of my world.

“It is,” she agrees, a little more confidently now. “I’ve always loved old books. The idea that so many stories, so many lives, are held in these pages… it feels important to take care of them.”

A warmth spreads through my chest, deep and satisfying. She’s not just beautiful. She’s passionate. She has substance. She isn’t just a pretty thing to be looked at. She’s a person with values and dreams and a quiet love for the world that I find moving. This isn’t just attraction anymore. It’s something far more profound. A sense of rightness. Like I’ve been looking for her my whole life without even knowing it.

“What’s your name?” I ask, my voice softer now. Intimate.

She hesitates for a fraction of a second, her gaze flickering down to the manuscript in her hands before meeting mine again. “Faye. Faye Alcott.”

Faye. The name suits her. Ethereal. Delicate. It tastes sweet on my tongue. I repeat it in my head, testing its weight. Faye. Mine.

“Alistair,” I say, extending my hand. “Pleasure to meet you, Faye.”

She removes one of her gloves before taking my hand. Her fingers are small, soft, and they tremble just slightly in my grip. The contact sends a jolt through me, a current of pure electricity. I hold on a moment too long, just enough to make her breath catch, just enough to feel the subtle press of her palm against mine. I memorize the texture of her skin, the delicate bones beneath.

“Is this your first time here?” she asks, pulling her hand back and tucking it against her side as if to preserve the feeling.

“It is,” I admit. “I’ve a… business interest, but I’ve never had the chance to explore in person.” A half-truth. I own the place, and thought it was about time to check out my investment, but the interest I have now has nothing to do with business.

Her eyes light up. “Oh! Well, you’ve come to the right place. The Tudor collection alone is… it’s breathtaking. And the 18th-century botanical illustrations in the west wing… they’re my personal favorite.”

I could listen to her talk about books all day. The passion in her voice is intoxicating. She’s transformed from the shy, startled fawn into a confident guide, her posture straightening, her hands gesturing as she speaks. I want to see this side of her always. Vibrant. Alive. But only for me.

“Then lead the way,” I say, gesturing for her to proceed. “I find myself quite suddenly… eager to learn.”

Her blush returns, blooming across her cheeks like roses in the snow. “Are you sure? I don’t want to keep you…”

“Nonsense,” I cut in, my tone gentle but firm. There’s no room for negotiation. I’m not leaving until I’ve had my fill of her. “There’s nowhere else I’d rather be.”

The sincerity in my voice seems to disarm her. She nods, a small, hesitant smile gracing her lips, and leads me toward the west wing. As she walks, I follow, my gaze fixated on the gentle sway of her hips, the soft curve of her spine beneath her dress. Every instinct screams at me to reach out, to pull her against me, to feel her soft body yield to mine. But I hold back. This is a delicate creature, and I must handle her with care. Rushing would only frighten her. I will have her, yes, but not until she’s ready to accept everything I have to offer.

The west wing is even quieter than the main hall, the air smelling of aging paper and faint traces of lavender. Faye pulls out a heavy, leather-bound folio, its cover embossed with a gold-leaf floral design. She opens it with reverence, her fingers tracing the delicate lines of a hand-painted illustration of a thistle.

“This is from the 1760s,” she explains, her voice barely above a whisper. “The artist used a technique called ‘viridian glazing’ to achieve that deep, rich green. It’s… it’s incredible, isn’t it?”

I’m not looking at the illustration. I’m watching her face, the way her eyes light up with passion, the soft parting of her lips as she speaks. I’ve seen priceless art, rare jewels, and artifacts that could rewrite history. None of them hold a candle to the sight of her, lost in a world of books and beauty.

“It’s breathtaking,” I agree, my voice a low rumble. “But not nearly as breathtaking as you, darling.”

Her head snaps up, her blue eyes wide with shock. Her blush deepens, spreading down her neck to the delicate skin above her collarbone. She looks away, flustered, her hands fumbling with the edge of the folio. It’s adorable. Endearing. It makes me want to wrap her in my arms and kiss her until she forgets how to be shy.

I smile down at her. “Why don’t we find somewhere to sit, and then you can tell me more about it?”

Before she can protest, my hand is at the small of her back, a proprietary touch that feels both natural and necessary. Her dress is a flimsy barrier; I can feel the heat of her through the fabric, the delicate curve of her spine. She tenses for a half-second, a little flutter of a bird’s wing, then seems to melt against my palm as if her body understands what her mind has yet to accept. That this is where she belongs.

I guide her toward a pair of wingback chairs tucked away in a secluded alcove, hidden behind a towering shelf of leather-bound folios. It’s a private space, a small world of our own within the larger hush of the archive. She sinks into one chair, her hands clasped around the book in her lap, her eyes fixed on the floor. I take the other, leaning forward, my elbows on my knees, my gaze unwavering.

I think I could spend the rest of my life staring at the beauty in front of me, and I’d still never be able to get enough of her.


Chapter Two
Faye


My heart is a frantic bird beating against my ribs. The small of my back still tingles where his hand was, a phantom warmth that’s more real than the lamplight falling across the ancient books around us. This chair, this corner, it feels like a different world. A world where a gorgeous stranger says things like breathtaking and looks at me as if I’m the last page of the most treasured book in existence.

I can’t meet his eyes. I’m afraid of what I’ll see there. Or worse, I’m afraid of what he’ll see in mine. That I’m blushing so hard my face feels like it’s on fire. That my palms are sweating inside my gloves. That my stomach is doing slow, dizzying flips that have nothing to do with nervousness and everything to do with the deep, pulling current of his presence.

He leans forward, and the space between us shrinks. I can smell him now. It’s a clean, subtle scent of soap and something else, something expensive and dark, like old leather and faint, distant rain. It’s a scent that wraps around me, making me want to curl up in his lap and cover myself in his unique fragrance.

“Faye,” he says, and my name on his lips is a velvet caress. “Look at me.”

My gaze lifts of its own accord, a slow, unwilling journey up the length of his tailored pants, over the crisp line of his shirt, to his face.

And oh, his eyes. They’re a shade of gray that changes with the light, like smoke from a distant fire. They’re intense, focused, and right now, they’re fixed solely on me. There’s a hunger in them that makes my breath catch, but it’s not frightening. It’s like he’s memorizing every line of my face, every flicker of emotion in my eyes.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and the praise sends a shiver down my spine, warm and sweet. No one has ever called me that. No one has ever made me want to be that.

Something about the way he says it in that British accent makes everything feel more intense, more real. I’ve never been much for accents, but his voice is different. It’s not just the sound; it’s the command in it, the quiet authority.

His gaze drops to the book I’m clutching like a shield. “Now, where were we? The viridian glazing?”

The fact that he remembers. That he was actually listening. It shouldn’t feel so significant, but it does. It’s a tiny spark of warmth in the cold, lonely corners of my heart that I usually keep locked away.

I nod, my throat suddenly tight. “It was a difficult technique. The artist had to apply thin layers of paint, letting each one dry before adding the next. It… it took a lot of patience. A lot of care.”

He smiles, a soft, knowing curve of his lips. “Patience and care,” he repeats, his voice a low rumble. “Two of the most underrated virtues in the world.”

His eyes are back on my face, and I can feel the blush creeping back into my cheeks. I suddenly wish my dress were a little less… gray. A little less forgettable.

“You have a very gentle way with them,” he says, his gaze dropping to my gloved hands resting on the folio’s cover. “The books, I mean. You touch them as if they hold secrets.”

My breath hitches. I do. I’ve always felt that way. Like each book has a soul, a story beyond the words on the page. And he sees it. He sees me.

“They do,” I whisper, my voice barely audible. “They were written by people with dreams and fears and… and heartbreaks. They deserve to be handled with care.”

He leans closer, his shoulder almost brushing mine. The air crackles between us, thick with unspoken things. “And what about you, Faye?” he asks, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “Do you have secrets?”

The question hangs in the air, intimate and invasive and yet… thrilling. No one has ever asked me that. No one has ever been interested enough to look beyond the quiet, bookish girl who’s always in the background.

I open my mouth, but no words come out. My mind is a jumble of thoughts, a chaotic mess of insecurities and desires. This is the first time anybody has shown any interest in me, and the last thing I want to do is scare off this enigmatic older man by admitting my one shameful secret. That will be my burden to carry alone.

So I close my mouth and quickly shake my head.

A slow smile spreads across his lips, a knowing, predatory curve that makes my stomach clench in the most delicious way. “Everyone has secrets, darling,” he says. “It’s what makes us interesting.”

His eyes hold mine, and for a moment, I feel completely exposed, as if he can see right through me, past the facade of the shy, unassuming girl to see all my secrets.

“What about you, Alistair?” I whisper, looking for any way to shift the attention away from myself. “Do you have secrets?”

His smile widens, a flash of white in the dim light. “Oh, I have many,” he says, his voice soft and low. “But they’re not nearly as interesting as yours.”

My blush deepens, and I have to look away, my gaze falling on the book in my lap. I’m suddenly acutely aware of my own body, of the way my breasts feel heavy and sensitive, of the growing dampness between my thighs. I’ve never felt this way before, never felt this… alive. This seen.

A twinge of pain in my breasts is a reminder that it’s been too long since my last pumping session. A reminder that no matter how he looks at me, I will never be the kind of woman a man like Alistair would want. After all, who would want a woman so abnormal that a hormone imbalance makes her produce milk when she’s never even had a baby?

I take a deep breath, trying to steady myself. “I… I’m not very interesting,” I manage, my voice barely a whisper.

He lets out a low chuckle, a sound that vibrates through me, settling deep in my bones. “Oh, darling,” he says, his voice thick with amusement and something else, something deeper and more profound. “That’s where you’re wrong. You are the most interesting thing in this entire city. In this entire world.”

He reaches out, his fingers gently tracing the line of my jaw. His touch is feather-light, yet it sends a jolt of electricity through me, a current of pure, unadulterated desire. I lean into his touch, a soft sigh escaping my lips.

“You’re so beautiful, Faye,” he murmurs, his gray eyes darkening with a hunger that makes my stomach clench. “So very, very beautiful.”

His words are a caress, a balm to my battered self-esteem. I’ve always been the quiet one, the one who fades into the background. I’ve never been the one to be noticed or desired. But here, in this hallowed space, with this man looking at me as if I’m the only woman in the world, I feel beautiful.

“Alistair…” I breathe, his name a prayer on my lips.

His thumb strokes my cheek, a slow, deliberate movement that makes my toes curl in my sensible flats. “Yes, darling?”

I don’t know what to say. My mind is a blank slate, wiped clean by the overwhelming force of his presence. All I can do is stare at him, my heart pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs, my body aching for something I don’t understand.

He seems to understand. He always understands.

“Shhh,” he murmurs, his other hand coming up to cup the back of my neck. His fingers are strong, warm, a firm, possessive hold that makes me feel both small and incredibly, wonderfully safe. “It’s alright. I’ve got you.”

And then he leans in, and his lips are on mine.

It’s not a frantic, desperate kiss. It’s a slow, deliberate claiming. His lips are soft yet firm, moving against mine with a confidence that leaves me breathless. My hands fly up to his chest, my fingers twisting in the soft fabric of his shirt, holding on for dear life as he deepens the kiss, his tongue tracing the seam of my lips with a silent plea for entry.

I open for him without hesitation, a soft sigh escaping my lips as his tongue slides into my mouth, exploring, claiming, tasting. It’s a kiss that speaks of possession, of a deep, abiding hunger, but it’s also a kiss that’s gentle, full of a tenderness that brings tears to my eyes. I’ve never been kissed like this. I’ve never been touched like I’m something precious, something to be cherished.

His hands move down my back, tracing the curve of my spine, a slow, deliberate exploration that makes my body tremble with a need I’ve never known. With unexpected strength, he pulls me into his lap, my legs straddling his thighs, my body settling against his in a way that feels both shocking and impossibly right. I can feel his hard length pressing against me, a solid, undeniable proof of his desire, and the knowledge that I’ve caused this reaction in him, a man so powerful, so in control, sends a wave of heat through me.

One of his hands moves up my side, his thumb brushing against the side of my breast, and I gasp into his mouth, the sensation a sharp, electric jolt that goes straight to my core. A familiar, unwelcome pressure builds in my breasts, a dull ache that’s a stark reminder of my abnormality, my shameful secret. Panic, cold and sharp, cuts through the haze of desire. What if he notices? What if he feels the strange, full weight of them, the telltale dampness that sometimes seeps through my padding even at the best of times?

I pull back, my breath coming in ragged pants, my eyes wide with a fear that I know he can see.

“Alistair…” I whisper, my voice trembling. “Wait…”

He stills immediately, his hands moving to my waist, holding me gently but firmly, a silent question in his gray eyes. They’re not impatient. They’re not annoyed. They’re just… waiting. Waiting for me.

“What is it, darling?” he asks, his voice soft. “Did I hurt you?”

I shake my head, my gaze falling to his chest, to the steady, reassuring beat of his heart I can feel beneath my palm. “No,” I manage, my throat tight. “It’s not… it’s not you.”

“Then what is it?” he presses, his thumbs stroking circles on my waist, a calming, hypnotic motion. “Tell me, Faye. Whatever it is, you can tell me.”

Tears burn the back of my eyes. I want to tell him. I want to bare my soul to this man who looks at me as if I’m the most precious thing in the world. But the fear of his rejection, of the disgust that’s sure to follow, is a cold, hard knot in my stomach. I’ve been hiding this for so long, building walls around my heart to protect myself from the inevitable hurt.

I take a shaky breath, the words catching in my throat.

“It’s just that it’s... it’s late. And it’s past closing time. I should be locking up and going home.”

It’s not a lie. He came into the archive when it was almost closing time, and I must have been talking to him for at least an hour. But he looks at me with those intense gray eyes that seem to see through my flimsy excuse, and I know he knows that’s not the real reason. But he doesn’t press me. He just gives me a small, understanding smile, one that makes my heart ache with a sweetness that’s almost painful.

“Then I’ll leave you to lock up. But I’ll be back tomorrow to see you.” He says, his voice is soft, but it holds a note of finality. As if it’s already decided. As if there’s no other option.

I want to protest, to tell him that this can’t happen, because then he might find out I’m a freak. But the words won’t come. All I can do is let him guide me off his lap, his hands lingering on my waist for a moment too long, his touch a brand against my skin.

He stands up, his tall, powerful frame filling the small space, and for a moment, I feel a pang of loss, a desperate ache to have him close to me again. But then he leans in, his lips brushing against my forehead in a gesture that’s both tender and possessive. A promise.

“I’ll see you tomorrow, darling,” he whispers, his breath warm against my skin.

And then he’s gone, leaving me in the hushed silence of the archive, the scent of him still lingering in the air, my lips still tingling from his kiss. I bring my fingers up to touch them as I remember the possessive hunger in his kiss, the way his hands felt on my body, the way he looked at me as if I was his. A treasure. A prize.

The sound of the main door clicking shut jolts me back to reality. I’m alone. The archive is empty, the silence no longer comforting, but echoing with his absence. With the weight of what just happened. What I almost let happen.

A wave of cold, sharp panic washes over me, extinguishing the warm glow of his touch. What was I thinking? Kissing a stranger. A man I just met.

Tomorrow, when he returns, I will have to tell him I’m not interested. And then, hopefully, he will understand, and he will leave, and I will be safe again. Safe in my quiet, bookish little world, where I don’t have to worry about someone discovering my secret. And then I will die a little bit inside because I will have lost the only man who has ever truly seen me.

The conflicting thoughts tear at me, a war between my head and my heart. A war between my fear of being found out and my desperate, aching need to be loved.

With a sigh, I push myself away from the wingback chair, my legs feeling unsteady, my body still humming with a memory of his touch. I force myself to go through the familiar motions of closing down the archive. I move through the silent stacks, my footsteps the only sound in the vast, empty space. But tonight, the silence feels different. It’s filled with the ghost of his presence, the echo of his words, the memory of his touch.

I lock the main door, the heavy key turning in the lock with a final, decisive click. The sound feels like an ending. A closing of a door on a life I almost had. A life of warmth and light and a love that felt like coming home.

But it’s a life I can’t have.


Chapter Three
Alistair


The morning was a special form of hell. Back-to-back meetings with acquisitions managers, a conference call with the board of my European holdings, a tedious brunch with a potential investor who droned on about market synergies until I wanted to put my fist through the table. Every second felt like a theft. Time stolen from where I was meant to be: with her.

My mind refused to cooperate. It was stuck in a loop, replaying the evening before. The scent of old paper and her skin. The way her breath hitched when I first touched her. The soft, shy surrender of her mouth under mine. The memory of her in my lap, the perfect weight of her, the way she’d trembled… it was maddening. Exquisite. And utterly consuming.

I’d ended the brunch meeting without a word, leaving my assistant to smooth things over. I was done. Today, the only acquisition I’m interested in is her heart. Her everything.

My car glides to a stop outside the archive, and I’m out before the driver can even open my door. The morning sun glints off the old brick, and for a moment, I feel a pang of affection for this building I’d purchased as an afterthought, a mere portfolio diversification. Now, it’s a cathedral. The place where I found my religion. Faye.

I push through the heavy oak doors, and the familiar hush descends, a welcome balm after the cacophony of the morning. My eyes scan the main hall, ignoring the polished mahogany and the gold-leaf spines of priceless editions. I’m looking for one thing. One person.

“Mr. Chambers! A pleasure, sir, a real pleasure.”

A portly man in a slightly-too-tight tweed jacket shuffles toward me, his face wreathed in a smile that doesn’t quite reach his eyes. Harold. The manager. I remember him from a brief meeting we’d had when I bought the place. He seems eager to impress.

“Harold,” I say, my voice cool, clipped. I give him a curt nod, my attention already darting past him, searching the shadowed aisles. “I trust everything is in order.”

“Oh, yes, sir! All running like a well-oiled machine. The new climate control system you funded is working wonders for the vellum collection. A true triumph of modern engineering over the ravages of time, eh?” He chuckles, a dry, rustling sound.

I force a tight smile, my patience wearing thin. This is noise. An obstacle. He’s a gnat buzzing around the periphery of my vision, while my entire being is focused on the center of the room. On trying to find her.

“Excellent,” I say, my gaze sweeping past him again. “I’m just here to… observe.”

“Of course, of course. Feel free, feel free. We’re very proud of our operation here, sir. Very proud.”

I turn my back on him, dismissing him completely, and start a slow, deliberate circuit of the main hall. My footsteps are silent on the polished floor. I’m a predator stalking through a quiet forest, my senses heightened, every nerve ending tingling with anticipation. Where is she? Is she thinking about me? Has she been able to think of anything else?

Then I see her.

She emerges from between two towering shelves, pushing a laden cart. The light catches her hair, turning the pale blonde strands to spun gold. Her head is down, her focus on the books, but then she looks up, and her eyes, those impossible summer-sky blue eyes, find mine.

The world stops.

It’s a physical sensation, a jolt that starts in my chest and radiates outward. She’s real. She’s here. And she’s even more beautiful than I remembered. The soft swell of her hips beneath the pale blue dress she’s wearing, the gentle curve of her breasts, the shy duck of her head as she registers my stare. Everything about her is a symphony of delicate perfection. My girl. My Faye.

My heart hammers against my ribs, a ferocious, triumphant beat.

The sound of Harold’s heavy footsteps behind me is an unwelcome intrusion. “Ah, there she is! Mr. Chambers, allow me to introduce one of our finest archival assistants. This is Faye Alcott.”

I watch her face as she processes the name. It’s a fascinating series of micro-expressions. The initial polite smile. The flicker of confusion. The widening of her eyes as the pieces slot into place. The name Alistair Chambers is not just a name; it’s an empire. A world she couldn’t possibly have imagined intersecting with hers. I see the dawning realization, the sudden, stark understanding that the man who kissed her senseless in a dusty alcove is the same man whose name is on the building. Whose signature is on the paychecks.

Her face pales, and her hand flies to her throat, a gesture of such sweet, helpless surprise that a fierce wave of protective instinct washes over me. She looks utterly stricken. I want to go to her, to wrap my arms around her and tell her that nothing has changed. That she’s still the one thing in this world I can’t live without.

Harold is completely oblivious to the emotional transaction occurring before him. He claps his hands together with a jolly, misplaced enthusiasm. “Well! It’s time for your lunch, Faye. You should be getting off. We can’t have you wasting away in these stacks, now can we?”

Lunch.

The word is a godsend. A miracle of timing. An open door.

I step forward, cutting Harold off before he can say another idiotic word. “An excellent suggestion,” I say, my voice smooth as polished marble, my eyes locked on Faye’s. I watch her swallow, her throat working, her gaze darting between me and her manager like a frightened doe. She looks lost. She looks perfect. “In fact, I was just about to suggest the same thing. Faye,” I say, her name a caress on my lips, “allow me to treat you to lunch. As a thank you for your wonderful tour yesterday.”

It’s not a request. It’s a statement of intent. A fact I am presenting to the universe.

Her blue eyes widen in alarm. “Oh, no, I couldn’t possibly. I… I usually just have a sandwich here.” Her voice is a small, flustered whisper.

I smile, a slow, confident curve that is entirely for her. “Not today, you’re not.”

My hand finds the small of her back, a proprietary touch that feels as natural as breathing. The soft wool of her dress yields to my palm, and I can feel the delicate warmth of her skin through the fabric. She flinches, a tiny, involuntary movement, but I don’t remove my hand. I simply apply a gentle, firm pressure, guiding her forward. Away from Harold. Away from this place. Toward me.

“It was a pleasure, Harold,” I say over my shoulder, my tone dismissing him utterly. “We’ll be back later.”

Harold sputters, a fish out of water, but his words are meaningless noise. The only thing that matters is the woman beside me, the soft scent of her shampoo, the slight tremor in her frame as I guide her out of the archive and into the midday sun.

My car is at the curb, the back door held open by the driver. I tell him to take us to my favorite lunch spot, and he gives a brisk nod. My hand moves from her back to her elbow, a firm but gentle grip, and I help her into the cool, leather-scented interior. The door clicks shut, sealing us in our own private world with the tinted windows and the partition raised to make sure the driver can’t see or hear us. I slide in beside her, and the space, though ample, suddenly feels intimate. Charged.

The car pulls smoothly away from the curb, but my attention is on Faye. Only Faye.

She’s staring at her hands, her fingers twisting in the fabric of her dress. “Actually,” she says, her voice small and timid. “I’m glad you came back, Alistair. Umm, I mean, Mr. Chambers. There’s something I need to talk to you about.”

I lean in closer, reaching past her to take hold of the seat belt and pull it gently across her. My lips brush against her ear as I whisper, “Come on now, Faye. Just a few hours ago, you were in my lap while I devoured that pretty mouth of yours. I think we can do without such formalities. You will call me Alistair.”

I clip the seat belt into place, enjoying the way my closeness brings a beautiful rosy hue to her cheeks. But then her face twists as she winces and pulls the shoulder strap away from her chest, a flicker of pain crossing her features that I don’t miss. My eyes narrow, my protective instincts kicking in immediately.

“Faye,” I murmur, my voice low. “Are you in pain?”

“No, it’s... it’s nothing,” she says, her eyes wide, her body tense. She looks like a cornered animal, desperate to flee.

“It’s not nothing,” I counter, my voice gentle but firm. “You just flinched. Tell me what’s wrong, darling.”

She opens and closes her mouth a few times, obviously trying to figure out how to answer me. But before she can work it out, the front of her dress darkens in two patches, the fabric growing damp and turning from blue to a deep navy.

My gaze drops to her chest, and I watch, mesmerized, as the dark patches spread, a stark, wet stain against the pale blue of her dress. A strange, primal heat surges through me, a reaction so intense, so unexpected, it steals my breath. This isn’t disgust. It’s… reverence. A deep, feral pull that goes beyond simple desire. It’s as if I’m witnessing something sacred. Something fundamentally, beautifully feminine.

Faye follows my gaze, and a soft, choked sound escapes her lips. Horror dawns in her blue eyes. She tries to cover herself with her hands, her face crumbling in shame, her whole body shrinking away from me. She looks utterly broken, and the sight of it is a physical blow to my chest.

“Oh God,” she whispers, a sob catching in her throat. “I’m so sorry. I’m so sorry.” Her words tumble out, a frantic, desperate apology, as if she’s committed an unforgivable sin. “I should go back to the archive. I usually pump at lunchtime, and I obviously need it. Damn it, I didn’t even bring spare clothes to work today.”

Now she’s muttering to herself while she looks around as if trying to find an escape route, her hands still trying to hide the spreading wetness. “You must be so disgusted,” she whispers, her voice barely audible. “I know this is weird. You must think I’m a freak.”

My heart clenches, a fierce, painful ache. She sees this miracle, this beautiful, life-giving secret, as a flaw. Something to be hidden. Something to be ashamed of. And in that moment, I know, with a certainty that settles deep in my bones, that my life’s work is no longer about building empires or collecting rare books. It’s about this. It’s about her. It’s about teaching Faye that every part of her is perfect. That every part of her is mine to cherish.

I reach out, my movements slow, deliberate, gently taking her wrists in my hands. Her skin is soft, warm, and I can feel the frantic flutter of her pulse. I pull her hands away from her chest. Her face is a mess of tears and shame, her eyes wide with a terror that breaks my heart.

“Look at me, Faye,” I command, my voice low, firm, but laced with a tenderness I feel in every fiber of my being. I wait until her tear-filled blue eyes meet mine.

“Alistair, I...”

“No,” I cut her off, my thumb stroking the soft skin on the inside of her wrist. “Listen to me. There is nothing to be sorry for. Do you hear me? Nothing.” I lean closer, my gaze intense, unwavering. “And you are not a freak. You are a marvel. A beautiful, incredible marvel.”

Her brow furrows in confusion, a mixture of hope and disbelief warring in her eyes. “But... it’s weird. It’s not normal. I mean, I haven’t even had a baby and my body has just decided to... to do this. My hormones are messed up, and now I can’t stop this from happening.”

“Normal is a word for people who are content with mediocrity,” I say, my voice low and firm. “You are not mediocre, Faye. You are extraordinary. And this,” I say, my gaze dropping to the damp patches on her dress, then back to her face, “this is a part of your extraordinary nature. It’s a part of you. And I want every single part.”

I release one of her wrists, my hand moving with deliberate slowness toward her chest. Her breath hitches, her body tensing, but she doesn’t pull away. She just watches me, her wide, tear-filled eyes fixed on my face as my fingers, with aching gentleness, trace the edge of the damp fabric. The wool is cool and wet against my fingertips, and the knowledge of what lies beneath, of the warm, sweet life-giving milk she’s producing, sends a jolt of pure desire through me.

“Alistair,” she whispers, a soft, choked sound that’s a perfect blend of fear and fascination.

“Shhh, darling,” I murmur, my gaze softening. “It’s alright. I’ve got you.” My hand moves lower, cupping the heavy weight of her breast, my thumb brushing against the taut peak of her nipple through the wet fabric. A soft gasp escapes her lips, and I can feel the tremor that runs through her body.

“You’re so full, my love,” I say, my voice a low, intimate rumble. “So full of sweetness. It must ache, mustn’t it? This beautiful body of yours, making all this nourishment with no one to share it with.” I stroke her again, a slow, deliberate caress that makes her arch against my hand. “But I’m going to take care of you.”

I press the button on the seatbelt buckle, releasing her. “There now,” I murmur, my voice a low, soothing hum. “Let’s get you somewhere more comfortable. Somewhere I can properly take care of my girl.”

I pull her gently into my lap, her body soft and pliant against mine. She’s trembling, a fine, delicate tremor that I can feel against my chest. I hold her close, my hand stroking her hair, my lips pressed against her temple in a soft, reassuring kiss.

“I’m going to take away that ache, darling. Going to make sure you never ache again.”

With that, I reach behind her, slowly lowering the zipper on her dress. And she lets me. She doesn’t pull away. She doesn’t protest. She just sighs, a soft, surrendering sound that makes my heart ache with a desire so fierce it’s almost painful.

How this beautiful being is so completely oblivious to her own perfection is beyond me. But I will spend the rest of my life proving it to her if that’s what it takes.


Chapter Four
Faye


The sound of my zipper descending is impossibly loud in the quiet confines of the car. It’s a metallic, rasping whisper, a sound of things being opened, of secrets being revealed. Each tooth that comes undone sends a shiver down my spine, a tremor that is half fear, half a terrifying, undeniable want. My heart hammers against my ribs, and my breathing is ragged as I try to draw enough oxygen into my lungs.

Alistair’s breath is warm against my ear, a steady, grounding presence in the chaos of my mind. He’s murmuring something low and soothing in that British accent that creates a flutter in my tummy every time I hear it. But the words are lost to me, drowned out by the roaring in my own ears. The only thing I can focus on is the feel of his hands, large and strong and sure, as he peels my dress down over my shoulders.

The cool air of the car kisses my skin, and I instinctively try to cover myself, to hide the soft, heavy curves of my body that have been a source of such private shame. But his hands are there, gently but firmly taking my wrists, pulling them away.

“Shhh, darling,” he murmurs, his voice a deep rumble that vibrates through my very soul. “Don’t hide from me. Don’t ever hide from me. I want to see all of you. I want to see every beautiful inch of you.”

His eyes are dark, a deep, fathomless gray, and they are fixed on my chest, on the simple white cotton of my bra, the flimsy barrier that is the last line of defense between my shame and his reverent gaze. The damp patches have spread, and the thin fabric clings to me, leaving little to the imagination. I can feel the heat in my cheeks, a burning blush that I’m sure is a deep, humiliating crimson.

“Alistair…” I whisper, my voice a breathy, desperate plea.

He doesn’t answer. Not with words. Instead, he reaches around me, his fingers expertly finding the clasp of my bra. With a soft click, it’s undone. The tension releases, and the straps fall away, leaving me bare to his gaze.

I close my eyes, unable to watch, unable to bear the look of revulsion that I’m sure is on his face. I brace myself for the sharp sting of his rejection, for the inevitable words of disgust. But they don’t come.

Instead, I feel the gentle warmth of his hands as he cups my breasts, his thumbs stroking the sensitive skin in a slow, mesmerizing rhythm. I let out a soft gasp, my back arching instinctively, pushing myself deeper into his touch.

“Open your eyes, Faye,” he commands, his voice soft but firm. “Look at me.”

I force my lids open, my lashes wet with unshed tears. And what I see in his face isn’t disgust. It isn’t revulsion. It’s… awe. A kind of reverence that takes my breath away. His gray eyes are dark, almost black with a hunger that is so raw, so primal, it makes my stomach clench with a need that is both terrifying and exhilarating.

“You are so beautiful, darling,” he murmurs, his gaze fixated on my leaking breasts. “So perfect.”

My breath hitches. I’ve never been looked at like this before. Never felt like I was worth looking at like this. I’ve spent my whole life invisible, and now, Alistair is making me feel like I’m his whole entire world.

He leans down, and for a moment, I think he’s going to kiss me again. But he doesn’t. Instead, his lips trail a path of fire down my neck, over my collarbone, and lower still. My heart hammers against my ribs as his mouth inches closer and closer to my aching breast.

My breath catches in my throat. I’m a stranger in my own body, a passenger on a journey I never expected to take. I’ve spent so long hiding this part of myself, so long ashamed of this strange, unwelcome function of my body. But here, in this moment, with Alistair’s adoring gaze on me, I feel a flicker of something else. Something that feels dangerously like pride.

Then his lips are on my breast, and a soft gasp escapes me as he closes his mouth over my nipple, his tongue flicking against the sensitive peak. The first pull of his mouth is gentle, tentative, a question asked in the language of touch. I arch my back in a silent plea for more. And he answers, his suckling growing stronger, more confident, each pull sending a wave of liquid heat through me, a tingling that starts in my breast and travels down, down, down, until it pools between my thighs.

The ache in my breasts that has been a constant, dull pain for so long begins to subside, replaced by a new kind of ache. A deep, throbbing need at my core that is both sweet and agonizing. It’s the most exquisite sensation I’ve ever felt. I can feel a thin stream of milk escaping from my other nipple, running down my skin in a warm, ticklish trail, but I don’t care. All I can think about is the feel of his mouth on me, the soft, hungry sounds he makes as he drinks from me. He’s hungry for me. He’s desperate for me. And that knowledge is intoxicating.

He pulls away for a moment, his lips glistening, a single drop of white on his lower lip. His eyes are dark, heavy-lidded with desire. “So sweet, my darling,” he murmurs, his voice a deep rasp. “So very, very sweet.”

He moves to my other breast, his mouth closing over the neglected nipple, and the feeling is just as overwhelming, just as utterly consuming. I’m lost in a sea of sensation, my body a vessel for his pleasure and his sustenance. I can feel the hard length of him pressing against my center, and the thought that I’m the cause of his arousal sends a fresh wave of heat through me.

I start to squirm in his lap, a restless, needy movement that I can’t control. The ache between my thighs is growing, a deep, pulsing throb that demands to be soothed. I’m desperate for friction, for pressure, for anything to ease the delicious torment he’s inflicting upon me.

He seems to sense my need. He releases my breast with a soft, wet pop, his gaze heavy-lidded and full of a dark, knowing amusement.

“Something the matter, darling?” he murmurs.

“Alistair,” I breathe, my voice a ragged whisper. “I… I need…”

“I know, my love,” he says, his voice full of a gentle understanding that makes my heart ache. “I know exactly what you need.” He shifts me slightly in his lap, his hand sliding down my side, over the curve of my hip, and under the bunched-up fabric of my dress. His fingers find the edge of my panties, and I hold my breath, my body trembling with anticipation.

He pushes the thin fabric to the side, and his fingers, warm and sure, brush against my slick folds. I gasp, a sharp, indrawn breath at the sudden, intimate contact. His touch is electric, bringing with it a jolt of pleasure that sends a shockwave through me.

“You’re so wet for me, Faye,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire.

His words are a caress that deepens the desire that’s coursing through me, a fire that threatens to consume me entirely. I’ve never felt this way before, never felt this wild, this uninhibited. With Alistair, I’m not the shy, bookish girl who fades into the background. I’m a woman who is desired, a woman who is wanted. A woman who is worshipped.

His fingers begin to explore, a slow, deliberate dance that makes my head spin. He traces the outline of my folds, his touch a feather-light tease that makes me ache with a need so intense it’s almost painful. I push my hips against his hand, and he chuckles.

“So impatient, my darling,” he murmurs, his fingertips finding my clit, a sensitive, swollen nub that begs for his attention. “But don’t worry. I’m going to take care of you.”

He begins to circle my clit with a slow, rhythmic motion that makes me gasp, my body arching against his hand. The pleasure is a current that flows through me, a tingling heat that builds and builds, a promise of something more, something glorious. Each circle of his fingers brings me closer to the edge, to a precipice of pleasure that I’m desperate to throw myself from.

“Please, Alistair,” I beg, my voice a breathy, desperate plea. “I need you.”

“I know, darling,” he says. “I know.”

He slides a finger inside me, and I gasp at the sudden, full feeling. He moves slowly, exploring, learning the shape of me, the feel of me. Then he adds another finger, stretching me, filling me in a way that is both strange and wonderful. His thumb returns to my clit, and he begins to move his fingers in a steady, rhythmic motion, a perfect, maddening friction that makes me see stars.

The world dissolves into a kaleidoscope of color and sensation. There’s only him. Only the feel of his hands on me, the sound of his voice in my ear, the scent of him that fills my senses. And then his mouth is on my breast again, a hungry, demanding pull that sends me tumbling over the edge.

My body convulses, a wave of pleasure that crashes over me, again and again, a shuddering release that leaves me breathless and spent. I cry out his name, a hoarse, ragged sound that is torn from the depths of my soul. He holds me through it with one arm wrapped tight around my waist, while his mouth is a gentle, soothing presence that doesn’t stop, that drinks from me as if he can’t get enough.

When the tremors finally subside, I collapse against him, my body limp and boneless, my head resting against the solid, reassuring wall of his chest. I can feel the steady, rhythmic beat of his heart against my ear, a calming, soothing sound that makes me feel safe, cherished.

He holds me for a long time, his hand stroking my hair in a slow, hypnotic rhythm. I feel sated and happy and adored, a warm, contented glow spreading through me. It’s a feeling so foreign, so wonderful, I almost don’t recognize it.

“That’s my girl,” he murmurs softly against the top of my head. “My beautiful, sweet girl.”

I snuggle closer, my face buried in the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent. He smells of expensive cologne and something else, a warm, masculine scent that makes me feel safe, protected.

I feel like I could stay here forever, but the car slows to a stop, pulling me out of my daze. I lift my head and look out the window, my eyes widening as I see the restaurant we’ve pulled up in front of. It’s an elegant-looking place, with white tablecloths and people dressed up. And here I am, with my dress around my waist and my breasts still damp from Alistair’s mouth.

As if he’s reading my thoughts, Alistair chuckles. “We can’t go in there now. How about I take you home so you can change into something a little less... milk-stained? And then we’ll go back out and have that lunch I promised you.” He presses a soft kiss to my forehead, and my heart does a little flip.

“Okay, that sounds good,” I say softly. “But can I stay here during the drive to my house?” I add, my voice barely a whisper. I don’t want to move from my spot on his lap. It feels too good to be wrapped up in his arms.

“Of course, darling,” he murmurs, his arms tightening around me. “You can stay right here for as long as you want. If I have my way, you’ll be staying here forever.”

I don’t know how to respond to the mention of forever, so I give him my address, which he relays to the driver through an intercom. I rest my head against his chest as the car begins moving again, my eyes closed, my body still humming with the memory of his touch. I’ve never felt this way before, never felt this... cherished. This wanted. And as I sit here, wrapped in his arms, I feel a sense of peace settle over me, a feeling that I’ve been searching for my entire life.

Forever with Alistair is starting to look very appealing.


Chapter Five
Faye


When I walk back into the archive after my lunch with Alistair, it feels like I’m floating on a cloud. A soft, warm, Alistair-scented cloud. My body feels loose and languid, my limbs heavy with a pleasant exhaustion, and there’s a secret, satisfied smile playing on my lips that I can’t seem to wipe away.

My lunch break had been the stuff of dreams. He had waited by his car outside my house while I ran in to change out of my milk-stained dress and into a soft gray cashmere sweater and a dark pleated skirt. He hadn’t even complained about the wait. He had simply leaned against the hood of his sleek, black car, looking like a god who had deigned to walk among mortals, and when I came back out, he’d looked at me as if I were the most beautiful thing he’d ever seen.

Then, he’d taken me to a glorious little Italian restaurant, a place tucked away on a quiet side street that smelled of garlic and fresh basil. He held my chair for me, his hand resting on the small of my back as if he wanted everyone to know I was there with him. He made me feel like a princess, spoiling me with compliments and whatever I wanted from the menu. And the whole time, he watched me with an intensity that was both overwhelming and utterly intoxicating. It was like I was the only person in the world.

I can still feel the phantom weight of his hand on mine, the warmth of his gaze on my skin. I can still taste the sweetness of the tiramisu he insisted we share, feeding me little bites from his fork, his eyes dark and full of a promise that made my stomach clench with a delicious, anticipatory ache.

He has accepted me. Completely. The thought sends a fresh wave of warmth through me, a feeling so profound, so deeply wonderful, it makes my eyes well up with tears. He accepts every part of me. Even the weird, broken part that I’ve spent the last two years hiding, ever since I was diagnosed with the hormone imbalance that has always felt like a curse. Until today, that is.

Alistair doesn’t think I’m a freak. He thinks I’m perfect just as I am. The thought is so overwhelming, so incredible, I still can’t quite believe it’s real. I feel like the luckiest woman in the world to have found him. I can’t wait for him to come and pick me up after work so he can take me out again. He has more meetings this afternoon, he told me, but he promised he would be back for me. And he’s a man of his word. I can feel it in my bones.

I’m so lost in my happy thoughts that I don’t notice Harold watching me as I make my way back to my desk. I’m humming to myself, a soft, tuneless melody, and I’m so busy daydreaming about the feeling of Alistair’s lips on my skin that I almost walk right into him.

“Faye,” he says, his voice a sharp, clipped sound that cuts through my happy haze. “I need to see you in my office. Now.”

My happy bubble pops. The warm, fuzzy feeling evaporates, replaced by a sudden, cold dread. Harold’s voice is tight, his face a stony mask of fury. I’ve seen him angry before, but this is different. This is a cold, simmering rage that makes the fine hairs on my arms stand up. My heart sinks, and I can feel the blood drain from my face. I’m in trouble. I don’t know what I’ve done, but I know I’m in trouble.

“Okay,” I manage to squeak out, my voice small and timid. “Is everything alright?”

“Just get in my office,” he snaps, turning on his heel and marching away without a backward glance.

I follow him, my footsteps heavy and uncertain, my hands clammy with sweat. My mind races, trying to pinpoint what I could have done wrong. I made sure Alistair brought me back right on time after lunch because I know how much Harold hates it when anybody is late, so it can’t be that. Was it something I said? Something I did? I can’t think of anything, and the uncertainty is a knot of ice in my stomach.

Harold’s office is a small, stuffy space that smells of stale coffee. He’s behind his desk, his back to me, staring out of the window. He doesn’t turn around when I enter, and the silence stretches, thick and heavy with unspoken accusations. I stand there, my hands twisting in the fabric of my skirt, my heart hammering against my ribs.

“Close the door,” he says, his voice low and menacing.

My hand trembles as I reach for the handle, the soft click of the door closing sounding unnaturally loud in the quiet room. I turn back to him, my whole body tense, like a cornered animal waiting for the strike.

He spins around, his face a mask of pure fury, his eyes flashing with a cold, ugly light. “I don’t believe the sheer audacity of you,” he spits, his voice laced with venom.

I flinch at the raw anger in his tone, my stomach twisting into a painful knot. “Harold, I don’t understand...”

“Oh, I think you understand perfectly well,” he snarls, his hands flat on the desk, leaning towards me. “I can’t believe you’d be so bold as to try and sleep your way to the top right in front of me. Right under my nose!”

The words hit me like a physical blow, a punch to the gut that leaves me breathless and dizzy. Sleep my way to the top? What is he talking about? I stare at him, my mouth agape, my mind struggling to process his accusation.

“I... I haven’t...” I stammer, my voice a weak, pathetic whisper.

“Don’t you dare lie to me,” he roars, slamming his fist down on the desk. I jump, a squeak of fear escaping my lips. “I saw you! The way he looked at you, the way you let him put his hands all over you. Practically pawing at you in my archive! And then he whisks you off for lunch? Look at you, going out for lunch with the owner of this entire building!”

He’s right about that. Alistair is the owner. But that’s all he’s right about. Everything else is a twisted, ugly fantasy.

“It’s not like that,” I say, my voice shaking, but I try to stand my ground, to force the words past the lump of fear in my throat. “It’s not what you think.”

“Oh, it’s exactly what I think,” he sneers, his eyes narrowed to slits, his face contorted with a disgust that makes my skin crawl. “You’re just a pretty little thing who thinks she can get ahead on her back. Did you think I wouldn’t notice? Did you think I’m stupid?”

“No, of course not! I would never... I’m not after your job, Harold, I swear,” I plead, tears pricking at the back of my eyes, hot and humiliating. “I love my job here. I just... I like him. That’s all.”

“Like him?” He throws his head back and laughs, a harsh, ugly sound that grates on my ears. “You don’t ‘like’ a man like Alistair Chambers, you little fool. You use him. Or he uses you. Either way, I’m not having it. Not in my archive. Not with my staff.”

The injustice of it all, the sheer, venomous wrongness of his words, strikes me with the force of a physical blow. He sees me as cheap. He sees my happiness, the first real happiness I’ve felt in years, as some kind of sordid transaction. The lump in my throat dissolves, replaced by a hot, sharp shard of anger. I have loved this job. I have poured my heart and soul into this quiet, sunlit space, into the preservation of these beautiful, forgotten things. And he is turning it into something sordid and cheap.

“That’s not fair,” I say, my voice gaining a sliver of strength, the tears now spilling silently down my cheeks. “You don’t know anything about me. Or about him.”

“I know enough,” he snarls, jabbing a finger at me. “I know you’re not good enough to get my job on your own. The only way a girl like you gets ahead is by offering up what’s between her legs. But you’re not going to do it here. Not on my watch.”

His words are a slap, each one leaving a stinging mark on my soul. Not good enough. The words echo the cruel whisperings of my own deepest insecurities, a voice I have tried for years to silence. Hearing them from his mouth, spat at me with such contempt, is more than I can bear. The anger in me deflates, replaced by a hollow, aching despair. He’s right, isn’t he? I’m not smart enough, not brave enough, not polished enough. I’m just Faye Alcott, the quiet girl who fades into the background. Maybe Alistair is just a fluke, and this is all a momentary madness on his part. Maybe Harold sees the truth.

“I’m not... I’m not trying to take your job,” I whisper, the fight gone out of me, leaving only a cold, empty ache in my chest. “I just want to do my work.”

“Your work here is done,” he says, his voice flat, final. “I don’t want a woman like you working for me. You’re fired. Effective immediately.”

Fired.

The word hangs in the air between us, a death sentence to my little bubble of happiness. My world crumbles. The archive, my quiet sanctuary, is being ripped away from me. All because I dared to be happy. All because I dared to be seen.

I stare at him, my mind blank, the word echoing in the sudden, roaring silence of my head. He can’t be serious. This can’t be happening.

“You... you can’t,” I stammer, my voice a choked, broken thing.

“I just did,” he says, his face a cold, unforgiving mask. “Get your things and get out. I don’t want to see your face in here again.”

He turns his back on me, dismissing me as if I’m nothing more than a piece of trash to be thrown out. I stand there for a moment, stunned, unable to move, unable to process what just happened. Then, with a choked sob, I turn and flee.

I rush out of his office, my vision blurred by a torrent of tears, my heart a shattered mess in my chest. I don’t look where I’m going, my feet carrying me on their own, out of the office, down the corridor, and out of the building. I don’t stop until I’m on the street, the cool afternoon air a welcome shock to my heated, tear-streaked skin. I lean against the cold, hard brick of the building, my body wracked with sobs that tear from my throat, raw and painful.

I loved that job. I loved the quiet and the sense of purpose I found in those hallowed halls. It was my place. And now it’s gone. Ripped away from me by a man who saw me not as a person, but as a cheap, manipulative slut. A woman not good enough to get ahead on her own merits.

Harold’s cruel words echo in my head, a venomous refrain that twists the knife of my pain. Not good enough. The words are a bitter, poison-laced confirmation of all my deepest, darkest fears. Maybe he’s right. Maybe I’m just a silly, naive girl who got swept up in a fantasy. A pretty distraction for a powerful man who will soon grow bored and move on to the next shiny thing.

A wave of self-doubt washes over me, cold and suffocating. What if I lose Alistair, too? The thought is so terrifying, it sends a fresh wave of panic through me, a frantic fluttering in my chest that makes it hard to breathe. I can’t lose him. I can’t. He’s the first person who’s ever truly seen me, who’s ever made me feel like I’m worth something.

My hand flies to my mouth, a choked sob escaping my lips as the full weight of my situation crashes down on me. I have no job. I have no idea what I’m going to do. And the man I think I’m falling in love with is a billionaire who probably has a dozen women so much better than I could ever be vying for his attention.

The world begins to spin, a dizzying, nauseating blur of color and sound. I need to get home. I need to be in my own space, surrounded by my own things, where I can curl up in a ball and pretend this day never happened.

I push myself away from the wall, my legs shaky and unsteady, and start to walk in the direction of home.

Away from the job I loved.


Chapter Six
Alistair


The final meeting of the day is a tedious, drawn-out affair, a necessary evil in the running of a global empire. I sit at the head of the polished mahogany table, my fingers steepled, my expression a mask of polite interest. I nod and I murmur in all the right places, but my mind is a million miles away. It’s in a quiet, sunlit archive, with a girl who has hair the color of sunshine and eyes the color of a summer sky.

Faye.

Her name is a constant, a soft, persistent whisper in the back of my mind. I can still taste the sweetness of her on my tongue, a faint, lingering reminder of our lunch, of the glorious, intoxicating intimacy we shared in the back of my car. The memory makes my body tighten with a familiar, hungry ache. She is a revelation. A treasure I have stumbled upon by sheer dumb luck, and I have no intention of ever letting her go.

The meeting finally draws to a close, the board members gathering their things and filing out of the room, their chatter fading into the background. I remain seated for a moment, my gaze fixed on the city lights twinkling beyond the windows, my thoughts consumed with the woman who has managed to capture my attention so completely. I need to see her. I need to hold her. I need to feel her soft body in my arms and lose myself in the scent of her skin.

My driver is waiting for me when I exit the building. I slide into the back seat, the soft leather a welcome embrace, and give him the address. The drive to the archive is a blur of city lights and passing traffic, my heart a steady, eager drumbeat against my ribs. I’m a man possessed, my focus singular, my desire a burning, all-consuming flame.

I can feel a smile tugging at my lips as the car pulls up in front of the archive, the familiar, elegant building a welcoming sight. I can almost see her now, her nose buried in a book, her brow furrowed in concentration, a stray strand of golden hair falling across her face. My sweet, clever Faye. My girl.

I stride into the archive, my steps echoing in the quiet, hallowed space. The air is thick with the scent of old paper and leather, a smell that has come to mean home to me. But something is wrong. The usual sense of peace and tranquility is gone, replaced by a tense, heavy silence that hangs in the air like a shroud. The lights are on, but the space feels empty, hollow.

I see Harold sitting at a desk in the corner. He looks up as I approach, his eyes wide with a flicker of fear, before he quickly schools his features into a mask of professional courtesy. “Mr. Chambers,” he says, his voice a little too loud, a little too eager. “I wasn’t expecting you back today.”

“Where is she?” I ask, my voice flat, devoid of any warmth. There is no need for pleasantries. I can see it in his eyes, in the way he won’t quite meet my gaze. Something has happened. Something is wrong.

“Where’s who?” he asks, his eyes darting around the room, looking anywhere but at me.

“Don’t play games with me, Harold,” I say, my voice a low, dangerous growl. “Faye. Where is she?”

He flinches at the tone of my voice, a nervous twitch that gives him away. “She, uh, she’s not here,” he stammers, his gaze fixed on the polished surface of the desk in front of him. “She... she quit.”

Quit.

The word hangs in the air between us, a blatant, offensive lie. It’s so ridiculous, so utterly unbelievable, that for a moment, I’m taken aback. Quit? The girl who practically lives and breathes for this place? The girl who finds more joy in the restoration of a crumbling 17th-century manuscript than most people find in a lifetime of parties and pleasure? It’s a lie. A pathetic, transparent attempt to cover up something else.

“Don’t be ridiculous,” I say, my voice dangerously soft. “She wouldn’t quit this job. She loves it here.”

“Well, she did,” he insists, his voice gaining a sliver of confidence. “This afternoon. Right after her lunch break. She just packed up her things and left. Said she was done.”

I take a step closer, my shadow falling over him, a physical manifestation of my growing rage. “She went to lunch with me, Harold. And when I brought her back, she was happy. She was excited to come back to work. So you will try again. And this time, you will tell me the truth.”

He pales, the thin sheen of sweat on his upper lip catching the dim light of the archive. He’s a pathetic man, a little tyrant in his small, dusty kingdom. But right now, he’s a pathetic man who knows something about my Faye. Something I don’t. And that is an unacceptable state of affairs.

“I... I don’t know what you mean,” he stammers, his eyes darting towards the door, as if calculating his chances of escape. “I’m telling you the truth. She quit.”

I lean down, my hands flat on the desk, my face inches from his. The scent of his fear, a sharp, acrid smell, fills my nostrils. “You’re a terrible liar, Harold. A truly dreadful one. Now, I am going to ask you one more time. Where. Is. Faye?”

The last few words are a low, menacing growl, a promise of the violence that is simmering just beneath the surface of my carefully constructed composure. He flinches, his body recoiling from the intensity of my gaze.

“She... she’s not a good person,” he finally manages to spit out, his voice a pathetic whine. “I saw how you looked at her. How she... she encouraged it. She’s after my job, Mr. Chambers. She just wanted a promotion to manager. I had to let her go. She was using you, Mr. Chambers, and I’m sorry you had to hear that from me.”

A cold, terrifying rage washes over me. The accusation is so vile, so utterly repulsive, it makes me sick to my stomach. To hear Faye’s name, her sweet, gentle nature, tainted with such a disgusting, sordid accusation is more than I can bear.

She’s a good girl. My girl. She is not a manipulator. She is not a social climber. She is an angel. And this pathetic little man, this insignificant speck of dust, has dared to tarnish her with his filth.

“Get out,” I say, my voice dangerously quiet.

“Mr. Chambers, please,” he stammers, his face ashen, his eyes wide with terror. “I was only trying to protect you...”

“Get out of my archive,” I repeat, my voice a low, menacing growl that makes the air crackle with tension. “You’re fired. I want you out of this building before I have you physically removed. Do not come back. Do not lock up. You will leave your keys on the desk, and you will walk away, and you will never, ever set foot in this place again.”

His face crumples, his composure finally shattering under the weight of my wrath. “Please, sir, I have a family,” he pleads, his voice a choked, desperate sob. “I need this job.”

“You should have thought of that before you dared to speak of her,” I snarl, my lip curling in disgust. “You will never work at this company again. Now get out.”

I turn my back on him, dismissing him with a finality that is absolute. I hear him scramble to his feet, the clatter of his keys on the desk a sharp, satisfying sound. He stammers a string of apologies, his words a jumbled, pathetic mess, but I don’t listen. My mind is already elsewhere, already with her.

I wait until I hear the heavy oak door swing shut, the final, resolute click of the latch echoing in the cavernous silence of the archive. Then I turn, picking up the keys Harold left behind. I stride towards the main doors, my movements swift and purposeful, and lock them myself.

As I walk back towards the car, a cold, hard fury settles in my chest, a heavy, suffocating weight. My poor girl. My sweet, innocent Faye, subjected to the venomous, small-minded accusations of that pathetic man. The thought of her hearing those words, of that ugliness tainting her beautiful spirit, makes my blood run cold.

I slide into the back of the car, the soft leather a poor substitute for the warmth of her embrace. “Take me to Faye’s house,” I command the driver, my voice clipped and sharp. “And be quick about it.”

The car pulls away from the curb, and I stare out of the window, my knuckles white where I grip the armrest.

I need to get to my girl and fix this.

Right now.


Chapter Seven
Faye


The world outside my window is a blur of gray and rain, a miserable reflection of the storm raging inside me. I’m curled up on my sofa, a blanket pulled tight around my shoulders, but it does nothing to ward off the chill that has seeped deep into my bones. A box of tissues is slowly being decimated on the cushion beside me, proof of the tears I’ve shed since stumbling through my front door a few hours ago. Not that there are any tears left by now. Now I just feel empty.

I’m a fool. A stupid, naïve, trusting fool.

I let myself believe, just for a little while, that I could have something wonderful. That I could be loved by a man like Alistair Chambers. A man who is so far out of my league, he might as well be a different species. Harold was right. I’m not good enough. I’m just a silly girl with a weird body and a head full of romantic dreams.

Alistair must know by now. He must have gone back to the archive to pick me up, only to find me gone. I wonder what Harold told him. I wonder if he even cares. He probably got the message that I was a cheap little tramp trying to use him for a promotion and decided he was well rid of me. It’s the only logical explanation. Why would a man like him want to be saddled with a mess like me?

I’m so lost in my miserable thoughts that I almost don’t hear the knock at the door. I freeze, my heart leaping into my throat. It can’t be. He wouldn’t come here. Not after… not after what Harold must have told him. I hold my breath, my ears straining, wondering if I imagined it.

Another knock, louder this time, more insistent. Followed by his voice, deep and familiar and filled with a worry that makes my heart ache.

“Faye! Open the door, darling! I know you’re in there. Please, just let me in.”

Oh, god. It’s him. And he sounds… he sounds frantic. Not angry. Not disgusted. Worried. The sound of his voice, so full of genuine concern, is my undoing. I scramble off the sofa, my legs shaky and unsteady, and fumble with the lock. I pull the door open, and there he is.

He looks… he looks wrecked. His perfect, polished facade is cracked, his eyes wild with a fear that mirrors my own. His hair is slightly disheveled, as if he’s been running his hands through it in frustration. He takes one look at my tear-stained face, my red-rimmed eyes, and the puffy mess I must be, and his own face crumbles.

He doesn’t say a word. He just steps inside, kicks the door shut with a sharp, decisive thud, and then he scoops me up into his arms. I let out a soft gasp of surprise as he lifts me as if I weigh nothing, my legs automatically wrapping around his waist, my arms circling his neck. He holds me tight, his face buried in my hair, his body a solid, reassuring wall of muscle and warmth.

“Shhh, my darling, I’m here now,” he says softly. “It’s alright. Everything’s going to be alright.”

I cling to him, my face pressed into the crook of his neck, breathing in his scent. He smells of expensive cologne and rain, a familiar, comforting aroma that instantly calms the frantic, fluttering panic in my chest. He carries me through my small apartment, not putting me down until he’s settled us both on my sofa, arranging me so I’m curled up in his lap, my head tucked under his chin.

“Did you speak to Harold already?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

I can feel the tension in his body, a coiled, angry energy that vibrates through him. “I did,” he says, his voice tight. “He told me what happened.”

My heart sinks. I knew it. I knew this would be the end. “He told you I was using you to get his job?” I ask, my voice cracking on the last few words.

“He did,” he confirms, his voice dangerously soft. “And then I fired him.”

My head snaps up, my eyes wide with shock. “You… you what?”

“I fired him, darling,” he says, his gray eyes dark and serious. “The man is a cretin. A small-minded, vindictive little worm who dared to utter such vile lies about you. He will never work at any of my companies again. He will find it very difficult to find work in this city at all.”

I can only stare at him, my mouth agape, my mind struggling to process his words. He didn’t believe Harold. He fired him. For me. The thought is so overwhelming, so utterly incredible, it steals the air from my lungs. “But… why?” I stammer, my voice a choked whisper. “You don’t have to do that for me. I’m not worth it.”

His expression softens, his eyes filling with a warmth that makes my heart ache. “Oh, my darling, but you are,” he says, his voice thick with emotion. “You are worth everything.” He gently strokes my hair back from my face, his fingers tracing the line of my jaw. “You are worth so much more than that pathetic little man could ever comprehend. You are a treasure, Faye. A rare and precious thing. And no one, and I mean no one, is allowed to speak about you like that.”

Tears well up in my eyes again, hot and overwhelming. They’re not tears of sadness this time, but of a profound, soul-deep relief. He believes me. He’s protecting me.

“I’m going to take care of this,” he continues, his voice firm, leaving no room for argument. “I’m going to take care of you. You don’t have to worry about a thing.” He looks at me, his gaze intense, his gray eyes burning with a feverish light. “As of tomorrow morning, you will be the new manager of the archive.”

My breath catches in my throat. “What?” I whisper, my mind reeling from the sudden, shocking turn of events. “Alistair, no. I can’t.”

“You can,” he insists, his tone brooking no argument. “You are more than qualified. You know that archive better than anyone. You love it. You’ll be brilliant.”

“But… I don’t want you to think that Harold was right about me. I swear I wasn’t using you. I never once thought about his job. I like you, Alistair. Just… you.” I am babbling, my voice trembling as I try to make him understand the most important part of all of this. I don’t want his charity. I want him. “I would never, ever try to manipulate you to get ahead. I just… I just wanted to be with you. I still do.”

He cups my face in his hands, his thumbs gently stroking my cheeks, wiping away the last of my tears. “Oh, my darling, I know. Of course, I know,” he says firmly. “I know you’re not like that. I’m not giving you this job because I think you expect it. I’m giving it to you because you deserve it. It’s yours. It should have been yours from the start.”

He says it with such conviction, such an unwavering belief in me, that I can’t help but believe him. A wave of happiness washes over me that’s so potent it makes me dizzy. The manager of the archive. My own quiet, beautiful kingdom. It’s a dream I never even let myself have. And he’s giving it to me.

“Really?” I whisper, a shy, hopeful smile touching my lips.

“Really,” he confirms, his own smile soft, his eyes full of a warmth that makes my heart do a little flip. “It will be my great pleasure to see you in your new office tomorrow.”

“Okay,” I whisper softly. “Okay. Yes. I’ll do it.” And then, because I can’t help myself, because my heart is so full of love and gratitude for this man, I lean in and press my lips to his.

It’s a soft, tentative kiss at first, a gentle exploration. But it doesn’t stay that way for long. The moment our lips meet, a current passes between us, a spark that quickly ignites into a raging inferno. His mouth opens over mine, and the kiss deepens, becoming more urgent, more demanding. His tongue sweeps into my mouth, claiming me, tasting me, and I meet his passion with my own.

His arms tighten around me, pulling me closer, until there’s no space left between us, my soft curves molded to the hard planes of his body. I can feel the solid, insistent length of him pressing against my thigh, a thrilling reminder of his desire. My body responds, a deep, aching throb starting in my core, a delicious heat that spreads through me like a wildfire.

He pulls away for a moment, his breathing ragged, his eyes dark and heavy-lidded with a hunger that takes my breath away. “Faye,” he says, his voice little more than a guttural rasp. “My darling girl.”

His hands find the hem of my sweater, and he pulls it over my head in one smooth, fluid motion. He tosses it aside, his gaze dropping to my breasts, and I can feel the heat in my cheeks, a familiar blush of shame rising in me. My simple cotton bra is already damp, the tell-tale sign of my condition. I’ve been so caught up in the emotional rollercoaster of the last few hours that I haven’t even thought to express the excess milk.

He lets out a quiet growl, an animalistic sound that vibrates through me. “So beautiful, darling,” he murmurs. “So perfect. Look at you, leaking for me already. So ready to feed me.”

I let out a soft gasp, a fresh wave of heat washing over me at his words. I never thought I’d find a man who would crave my milk like he does. The least I’d hoped for is that someone might tolerate it. But Alistair doesn’t just tolerate it. He worships it. He worships me. The thought is so overwhelming I can hardly breathe.

He reaches behind me, his fingers unclasping my bra, and he slides it down my arms, his knuckles brushing against my skin, sending shivers down my spine. My breasts are free now, heavy and full, the pale skin flushed with arousal, a single, pearly bead of milk glistening on my right nipple.

He dips his head, his tongue flicking out to lap up that single drop, a low groan rumbling in his chest. “Ambrosia,” he moans. “My own personal ambrosia.” Then he closes his mouth over my breast, and I cry out, my back arching as a wave of pleasure washes over me. He doesn’t just drink from me; he devours me. His tongue is a firm, velvety pressure against my nipple, his mouth a hot, hungry suction that sends sparks shooting through me. My body responds, a rush of milk letting down, flooding his mouth, and he swallows greedily, his throat working, a deep, satisfied hum vibrating through him.

This is what he does to me. This is what he turns me into. A wanton, willing creature, drunk on his touch, desperate for more. I have never felt so desired, so utterly consumed by another person’s passion.

His other hand comes up to cup my neglected breast, his thumb and forefinger rolling my tight, pebbled nipple, teasing me and making me ache for his mouth. I thread my fingers through his hair, holding him to me, my hips rocking against the hard length of him.

In a smooth, fluid motion, he shifts us on the sofa, laying me down on my back, his body covering mine, his weight a welcome, grounding pressure. He doesn’t stop his attentions to my breasts, his mouth switching from one to the other, taking what he needs from me. I spread my thighs, and he settles between them, his hips rocking against me in a slow, deliberate rhythm that’s driving me insane.

He pulls back, his gray eyes blazing with a fire that burns me to my very soul. He’s breathing heavily, his chest rising and falling, his lips glistening with a trace of my milk. He is magnificent. A god. And he is looking at me like I’m his goddess.

“I am going to claim you now, my darling,” he says, his voice a guttural rasp, his gaze intense and unwavering. “I’m going to bury myself so deep inside you, you’ll never know where you end and I begin.”

“Yes,” I breathe, the word a desperate, needy prayer. “Please, Alistair.”

He reaches for the zip on the side of my skirt, his fingers deft, his movements precise. He slides the fabric down my hips, his knuckles brushing against my skin, leaving a trail of fire in their wake. He makes quick work of my simple cotton panties, and then I am naked before him, exposed and vulnerable in the soft light of my living room. I should feel shy, I should feel embarrassed, but all I feel is a burning, aching need for this man to take me and make me his.

His gaze sweeps over me, a slow, possessive perusal. “Exquisite,” he murmurs, his voice thick with desire. “Utterly exquisite.”

He stands for a moment, his hands going to the buttons of his shirt, his movements efficient. He shrugs off the fine cotton, revealing the hard, sculpted planes of his chest, the dusting of dark hair that narrows to a tantalizing trail leading down to the waistband of his pants. My breath catches in my throat. He is a masterpiece of masculine perfection, and he is about to be mine.

His pants and boxers follow, and then he is as naked as I am. My gaze is drawn to his erection, jutting from the dark curls at his groin, thick and proud and so very, very ready. I swallow hard, a mixture of trepidation and a sharp, aching anticipation coiling in my belly.

He kneels on the sofa between my spread thighs, his eyes never leaving mine. “You are a virgin, aren’t you, darling?” he asks, and I wonder if he can see the truth in my eyes.

I can only manage a small, breathless nod, my cheeks flushing with heat.

“Good,” he says, and the word is a deep growl that sends a shiver through me. “I will be your first. Your only. There will be no one else for you after this, Faye. And there will certainly be no one else for me.”

It’s not a question. It’s a statement of fact. And in that moment, I know it’s true. There could never be anyone else for me after him.

He lowers himself over me, and his hand reaches down, his fingers tracing the slick, swollen folds of my sex. I can’t help but moan, and it’s a desperate, needy sound that is barely recognizable as my own.

“So wet for me, darling,” he groans. “So ready.” He slides two long, thick fingers inside me, and I gasp at the sudden, welcome intrusion.

“Please, Alistair,” I whimper, my hands clutching at his shoulders, my nails digging into his skin. “Please.”

He withdraws his fingers, and for a moment, I feel a sense of loss. But then he is positioning himself at my entrance, the thick, blunt head of his cock pressing against my slick opening. He pauses, his gaze locked on mine, and in his eyes, I see a fierce, possessive tenderness that takes my breath away.

“Are you ready to be mine, Faye?” he asks.

“Yes,” I whisper, my voice trembling with anticipation. “Yours.”

With one slow, deliberate thrust, he pushes inside me, breaking through the fragile barrier of my innocence. A sharp, stinging pain flashes through me, followed by a wave of pleasure so intense it steals my breath away. He stills, letting me adjust to the feel of him, thick and hard and impossibly deep inside me. I can feel my inner walls clenching around him, my body instinctively trying to hold him, to keep him inside me.

“Alright, my darling?” he asks, his voice a concerned murmur.

“More,” I manage to gasp out, my hips arching up to meet his. “More.”

He gives a low chuckle, a sound of deep, masculine satisfaction, and then he begins to move. He starts with slow, deep thrusts, his hips rocking in a steady, unhurried rhythm that’s designed to drive me wild. He’s not just taking my body; he’s claiming it, marking it as his own. He’s showing me, with every powerful stroke, exactly who I belong to.

And I love it.

I love the feel of him inside me, the delicious friction, the way he fills me so completely. I love the sounds he makes, the low groans, the guttural grunts of pleasure that are ripped from his throat with every thrust. I love the way his body feels on top of mine, the weight of him, the heat of him.

But most of all, I love what he does next.

He lowers his head, his mouth finding my breast again, and he drinks from me. The combination of sensations is overwhelming, a dizzying, intoxicating cocktail of pleasure. The hot, hungry suction of his mouth on my nipple, the deep, steady rhythm of his cock inside me. It’s too much. It’s not enough.

He is a man on a mission, determined to claim me in the most fundamental way possible. He is marking me from the inside out, and I am more than willing to let him.

“I’m going to put a baby in you, my darling,” he growls against my breast. “I’m going to fill this sweet little womb with my seed until you’re overflowing with it. I’m going to make you a mother. My wife. I’m going to make sure you understand that you are completely mine.”

His words are a dark, delicious spell that speaks to a part of me I never knew existed. The thought of carrying his child, of having a piece of him inside me, is so potent that it sends me spiraling towards the edge of ecstasy.

“Yes,” I moan, my fingers tangled in his hair, my body arching up to meet his thrusts. “Oh, yes, Alistair. Please.”

I am his. I have been his from the moment I first saw him, and I will be his until the day I die.

He lifts his head, his lips glistening, his eyes burning with a feverish light. “Say it,” he commands. “Tell me that you want my baby inside you.”

“I do,” I gasp, my voice a breathy, desperate whisper. “I want your baby, Alistair. I want to carry your child. Please fill me up. Make me yours.”

His response is a low, guttural groan of triumph. He drives into me, harder, faster, his control finally shattering, his movements becoming more erratic, more desperate. He is a man possessed, a primal force of nature, and I am the center of his storm.

The orgasm that tears through me is blinding, a white-hot explosion of pleasure that starts in my core and radiates outwards, consuming me whole. I cry out his name, a high, keening wail of ecstasy, my body arching up off the sofa as my inner walls clench around him in a series of powerful, rhythmic spasms.

He follows me over the edge a moment later, his body stiffening, a roar tearing from his throat as he buries himself to the hilt inside me. I can feel the hot, powerful spurts of his seed flooding my womb, a delicious, intimate warmth that soothes and satisfies a deep, primal part of my soul. He continues to pump into me, his body trembling with the force of his release, a man determined to fulfill his promise, to empty every last drop of himself into me.

Finally, his movements cease, his body going slack over mine, his weight a welcome, comforting pressure. We are both breathing heavily, our chests rising and falling rapidly as we gasp for air.

He doesn’t move, simply stays where he is, his face buried in the crook of my neck. My body is a beautiful, blissful ache, a pleasant, throbbing reminder of his possession. I feel boneless and sated, in a state of complete and utter contentment.

“Don’t move, my darling,” he murmurs, his voice a raspy whisper against my ear. “Just stay right here. Let me stay inside you for a little longer. I want to make sure my seed takes. I want to make sure you’re well and truly claimed.”

I can only hum in response, a soft, contented sound that rumbles in my chest. I am more than happy to stay here, locked together with him, our bodies joined in the most intimate way possible. I feel… whole. Complete. As if the missing piece of my soul has finally been slotted into place. This is where I belong. This is where I have always belonged.

He shifts slightly, propping himself up on his elbows, his eyes, dark and heavy-lidded, gazing down at me. A soft, tender smile touches his lips. “How do you feel, my darling girl?” he asks, his voice a low, gentle murmur.

I look up at him, my heart swelling with a love so profound it’s almost painful. I reach up, my fingers tracing the line of his strong jaw, the rough stubble a delicious friction against my sensitive skin. “Happy,” I whisper, the word feeling inadequate to describe the overwhelming joy that is bubbling up inside me. “I feel… perfect.”

He chuckles softly. “You are perfect, my darling. You are absolutely perfect.” He lowers his head and presses a soft, lingering kiss to my forehead, a sweet gesture that makes my heart ache.

“I love you,” I whisper before I can stop the words coming out. Oh God, he must think I’m crazy for saying that. After all, we’ve only known each other twenty-four hours. The heat rushes to my cheeks. I’m being foolish and impulsive again.

He pauses for a moment, his gaze searching mine, his expression unreadable. Then, a slow, dazzling smile spreads across his face, a smile so full of warmth and tenderness it takes my breath away. “And I love you, Faye Alcott,” he says, his voice clear and certain. “I have loved you from the moment I first saw you in the archive. I love you more than I ever thought it was possible to love another person.”

My heart soars. He loves me. He actually loves me. The knowledge is so overwhelming, so wonderful, it feels like a dream. I wrap my arms around his neck and pull him down for a kiss, pouring all my love and all my gratitude into it.

This is the start of something new. Something wonderful.

And I can’t wait to see where it takes us.


Epilogue
Alistair


Six months later:

The midday sun streams through the grand, arched windows of the archive, illuminating the swirling dust motes like tiny, dancing stars. It’s a sight I’ve come to cherish, a daily reminder of the hallowed ground upon which I found my reason for living. I should be in a meeting. A tedious, interminable board meeting. But I’d dismissed it with an abrupt email sent from my car ten minutes ago. It was an important meeting, they’d claimed, but nothing is more important than Faye.

Nothing.

My footsteps are silent on the worn floorboards as I make my way through the hushed stacks, a familiar path etched into my memory. I bypass the main reading room, my gaze fixed on the small, discreet office tucked away in the furthest corner of the archive.

Her office.

My heart gives a familiar, powerful lurch as I approach the frosted glass pane of the door. Her name is etched there in elegant, gold leaf script. Faye Chambers. My wife. My beautiful, brilliant, pregnant wife.

I can hear her soft humming from within; a sweet, melodic sound that never fails to soothe the ragged edges of my soul. I push the door open without knocking. This is my space as much as it is hers, a truth that was established the very first night I brought her to my home. A truth that was sealed when I slipped a ring on her finger two months after we met, during a dizzying, whirlwind of a wedding that left me breathless with joy.

She doesn’t startle. She never does. She always seems to know when I’m near, as if her very soul is attuned to mine. She looks up from her desk, a warm, welcoming smile spreading across her beautiful face, her blue eyes lighting up with a love that still has the power to bring me to my knees.

And then my gaze drops to the magnificent swell of her belly. Our baby. My child, growing safe and sound within the sanctuary of her body. The sight is a potent, visceral punch to my gut, creating a wave of possessive pride so fierce it makes me dizzy.

I close the door behind me, the soft click of the latch echoing in the quiet office. I lean back against it, a slow grin spreading across my face.

She watches me, her expression curious, her head tilted to one side like a sweet, innocent little bird. “Alistair,” she murmurs, her voice a soft, melodic caress. “I thought you had a meeting.”

“The meeting could wait,” I say. “I couldn’t.”

I push myself away from the door and move towards her, my gaze never leaving hers. I can see the blush rising on her cheeks, a delicate pink flush that I’ve become addicted to. She knows the look on my face. She knows exactly what it means.

But it seems my sweet Faye is in a wicked mood today, too.

As I stop beside her chair, she turns, her blue eyes darkening with a desire that mirrors my own. Her hand comes to rest on my thigh, a light, tentative touch that sends a jolt of electricity straight through me. Her fingers slowly, deliberately, trace the seam of my trousers, inching their way up, up, up, until they are brushing against the hard, insistent length of my arousal.

A low groan rumbles in my chest. My girl is playing with fire.

Her touch becomes bolder, her palm pressing against my straining cock, stroking me through the fabric. My eyes close as I surrender to the exquisite pleasure of her touch. She is a siren, an enchantress, and I am completely, utterly lost in her thrall. It doesn’t matter that we are in her office, in the middle of the day, with the potential for interruption. All that matters is her. The feel of her hands on me. The scent of her skin; a sweet, milky fragrance that is intoxicating.

She makes quick work of my belt buckle, the soft click of the metal a tantalizing promise. Her fingers are nimble, her movements sure, as she unzips my fly and frees my aching flesh from the confines of my pants. My breath hisses out between my teeth as her cool, soft fingers wrap around my hot, hard length.

She looks up at me, a shy, wicked smile playing on her lips. Then she leans in and takes me into her mouth.

The sensation is divine. A hot, wet, velvety heaven that sends me hurtling towards the edge of reason. I thread my fingers through her silky blonde hair, my grip tightening as I struggle to maintain control. Her tongue is a firm pressure against the sensitive underside of my cock, her mouth a tight, hungry suction that is driving me insane. She takes me deep, her throat working, her nose pressing against my abdomen, and I have to bite back a groan, a raw, primal sound of intense pleasure.

I could lose myself in this. I could spend an eternity in the sweet, addictive heat of her mouth. But I have other plans for my girl.

With a supreme effort of will, I pull back, my cock slipping from her lips with a soft, wet pop. She looks up at me, her blue eyes wide with surprise, her lips glistening.

“Alistair?” she whispers, her voice a breathy, confused murmur.

I don’t answer. I can’t. Words are inadequate. I simply reach down, wrap my arms around her, and lift. She lets out a soft gasp of surprise as I set her down on the edge of her desk, sending a stack of books tumbling to the floor with a loud thud. Neither of us flinches.

She is wearing a simple floral dress today, a soft, floaty thing that does nothing to hide the beautiful curve of her belly. It’s my favorite kind of dress on her. Easy access. I reach for the hem, my fingers bunching in the soft fabric, and I pull it up, over her hips, over the beautiful, ripe swell of our child, and over her head. I toss it aside, my gaze raking over her.

She is exquisite. A goddess of fertility. Her pale skin is flushed with a delicate pink, her curves soft and generous, her body overflowing with life and promise. She is wearing simple white cotton underwear, and the fabric is already damp with her desire for me. Her husband.

But my gaze is drawn to her breasts, fuller and heavier than I have ever seen them, the blue veins a delicate, intricate map beneath the translucent skin. A single pearly bead of milk has escaped and is tracing a slow, glistening path down the curve of her breast. The sight of it never fails to ignite a fierce, desperate hunger within me.

I lean down, my tongue flicking out to lap up that precious drop. Her taste is on me again, sweet and life-giving, and my need for her becomes a painful, insistent ache. I need more. I need all of her.

I hook my thumbs into the waistband of her panties, and she lifts her hips to help me in an act of willing surrender. I slide the fabric down her legs and discard it, leaving her completely bare and vulnerable before me. My beautiful girl. My wife. The mother of my child. She is so goddamn beautiful it almost hurts to look at her.

I spread her legs with my hands, my gaze dropping to the pretty, pink folds of her sex, already glistening with her arousal. She is so ready for me. So wet. So willing. The thought sends another jolt of possessive pride through me.

I position myself at her entrance, the thick, blunt head of my cock nudging against her slick opening. Her eyes meet mine, dark and full of a love so profound it takes my breath away.

“Please, Alistair,” she whispers, her voice a breathy, desperate plea.

And how could I ever deny my girl anything?

With one slow, powerful thrust, I bury myself to the hilt inside her. A soft gasp escapes her lips, her body arching up to meet me. I pause for a moment, savoring the feel of her, hot and tight and impossibly welcoming. I am home. This is my home. Not the sprawling mansion or the gleaming high-rise offices. Here. Inside her. Connected to her in the most intimate way possible.

“Look at us, darling,” I murmur, my gaze dropping to where our bodies are joined. “Look at how beautiful you are, taking all of me.” My hand comes to rest on the magnificent curve of her belly, my fingers spreading wide with a worshipful touch. “Look at you, so full of my baby. So fertile. So perfect.”

A pretty pink flush spreads across her cheeks and down her neck. She loves it when I praise her like this, when I worship her body, her femininity. Her hands come to rest on my shoulders, her fingers clutching at the fabric of my shirt.

I begin to move, my hips rocking in a slow, deliberate rhythm. It’s a dance we know well, a primal, ancient rhythm that speaks of ownership, of possession, of a love so profound it transcends words. With every deep, powerful stroke, I am reminding her exactly who she belongs to. And the answer is simple. Me. She belongs to me. Body, soul, heart, and womb.

My gaze is drawn back to her breasts. My mouth waters. My obsession with her body, with the sweet sustenance she provides, has only grown in the months we have been together. I cannot get enough of her. I will never get enough of her.

I lean down, my lips closing over her right nipple. A soft, breathy moan escapes her lips as I begin to drink, my mouth hot and hungry on her teat. The sweet, creamy taste of her milk floods my senses, a delicious nectar that is more addictive than any fine wine. I can feel the rush of her letdown, a warm, powerful surge that fills my mouth, and I swallow greedily, my throat working as I let out a satisfied moan against her soft flesh.

I am a man consumed. A man obsessed. And I wouldn’t have it any other way.

My free hand roams over her body, a familiar, possessive path. I trace the delicate curve of her hip, the swell of her thigh, the soft, sensitive skin of her inner knee. My fingers find their way back to her belly, and I press my palm flat against her, feeling the solid, reassuring weight of the life growing inside her.

I switch my attention to her other breast, my mouth closing over her left nipple, and she cries out, her back arching. I drink from her, my cock thrusting into her as I let the delicious taste of her fill me. This is heaven. This is what I was put on this earth to do. To worship my wife. To love her. To protect her. To provide for her.

My darling girl is panting now, her body jolted by each hard thrust of my hips. She is close. I can feel it in the way her body trembles, in the way her breath hitches in her throat. I lift my head from her breast, my lips glistening with a trace of her milk, and I look at her. Her face is flushed, her blue eyes dark and dazed with pleasure, her lips parted as she gasps for breath. She is the most beautiful creature I have ever seen.

“That’s it, my darling,” I murmur, my voice little more than a guttural rasp. “Let go for me. Come all over my cock.”

It only takes a few more thrusts before her body is arching up off the desk, a high, keening wail of ecstasy tearing from her throat. I should remind her to be quiet, in case anybody outside her office hears us, but I can’t bring myself to silence the moans I love. Her inner walls clench around me in a series of powerful, rhythmic spasms that milk my own release from me. I bury myself deep inside her with a guttural roar of triumph, my own release a hot, powerful flood that fills her, claiming her, marking her as mine once more.

We stay like that for a long moment, our bodies joined, our breathing ragged, the air thick with the scent of our lovemaking. I rest my forehead against hers, my eyes closed as I savor the feel of her, the warmth of her, the sheer, overwhelming perfection of this woman.

Slowly, I pull back, my cock slipping from her tight heat. I see my seed leaking from between her glistening folds, and possessive pride swells in my chest. I tuck myself back into my pants, the fabric now damp and wrinkled from our frantic coupling. I don’t care. I would walk out of here covered in the evidence of our love and wear it as a badge of honor.

She is still leaning back on her elbows, her chest heaving, her body a beautiful, sated mess. Her beautiful breasts are still damp with my saliva, her legs are still spread wide in a posture of utter surrender. And her gloriously round belly is a testament to the life we created together.

I gently help her sit up, my hands lingering on her soft skin. I pick up her discarded dress, my fingers tracing the delicate floral pattern, and I pull it over her head, my fingertips brushing purposely over her flushed skin. I don’t bother with her panties. I’ll keep those. A little souvenir for my pocket.

“I love it when you come to visit me at work,” she says, her voice breathless even as she smiles up at me, her eyes bright with a lingering pleasure. “You make the day better.”

I can’t help but chuckle, a low, rumbling sound that is pure, masculine satisfaction. “Oh, darling,” I say as I gently adjust the soft fabric of her dress over her rounded belly. “You have no idea what a simple sight of you does to me. No idea at all.”

But I can’t wait to spend a lifetime showing her just how obsessed I have become with her.
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Chapter One
Xavier


I hate this part of the job. The sampling. The endless parade of ingredients that promise to be revolutionary, to change the very foundation of my seasonal menus, but mostly just taste like dirt, or flowers, or something pretentious. There’s always a vendor with stars in their eyes, convinced they’ve discovered the next big new thing in the culinary world, when in reality they’ve just found another overpriced weed that adds nothing but an earthy disappointment to my palate. My patience wears thin with every tiny spoonful I’m expected to taste and evaluate.

“Next,” I say, not even looking up from my notebook where I’m scratching out a line about an overpriced ‘artisanal’ mushroom that tastes like cardboard.

A small, unassuming tub is placed before me. Soft pastel pink, impossibly cute. Completely out of place in the stark, minimalist ambiance of Villard’s dining room, where even the water glasses exude an air of cold precision.

The packaging looks handmade, the kind of thing you’d find at a farmers’ market, not at one of my restaurants. Sweetheart Treats, it reads in a looping, cheerful script that feels almost childish. A tiny, hand-drawn heart hovers beside the words, as if mocking the serious culinary evaluation I’m supposed to be conducting. My first instinct is to dismiss it instantly, to send it back with a wave of my hand.

“This is the last one, Chef,” Jean-Pierre, my head of procurement, says. He sounds hesitant. “A local supplier. Boutique.”

I scoff. Boutique usually means expensive and amateur. I pick up the spoon. “And what am I supposed to be tasting?”

He shifts on his feet. “Ice cream, Chef. Vanilla bean.”

I narrow my eyes. “You brought me vanilla?”

“There’s a... unique ingredient,” Jean-Pierre mumbles. “It’s... ummm...” He clears his throat, looking everywhere but at me.

“Just spit it out, Jean-Pierre.”

“It’s breast milk, Chef.”

The spoon freezes halfway to my mouth. I stare at him, then at the innocuous pink tub. Breast milk. The most primal, intimate substance on earth. It’s not an ingredient; it’s a biological function. It’s... obscene. And yet the chef in me, the part of me that is endlessly, ruthlessly curious, is already screaming. I need to know.

I lift the spoon to my lips.

The second the cream hits my tongue, the world stops. It’s not just sweet. It’s a cascade of silk and warmth, a flavor so pure and elemental it feels like a memory. It’s vanilla, yes, but the vanilla is just a vessel, a suggestion. The core flavor is something else entirely. Something unnameable. It’s lush and decadent, but also impossibly fresh. It coats my tongue, a living thing, and a hunger I’ve never known roars to life in my gut. I want to plunge my face into the tub, to devour every last drop.

In all my years as a chef, or my forty-two years of life, I’ve never tasted anything like this. I’ve trained under the cruelest, most brilliant chefs in Lyon, battled my way through kitchens where knives flew and tempers flared, and risen to the top of an industry that chews people up and spits them out. I’ve built Villard from a single, stubborn vision into a global brand with twelve locations, each one a temple to precision and perfection. I’ve tasted foie gras that melted like butter on the tongue, truffles that haunted dreams, and molecular gastronomy creations that defied physics. But this small, unassuming tub of what should be absurd... this is different. This is something I cannot categorize, cannot reduce to technique or theory.

I lower the spoon, my hand steady, but everything inside me is shaking. I look at Jean-Pierre. My voice is a low growl. “Who makes this?”

“Sienna Meadows, Chef. Her business is Sweetheart Treats. It’s just her. She sources the other ingredients locally, but the... primary ingredient... is all her.”

Her. All hers.

“I’m going there,” I say, standing up so fast my chair scrapes against the floor. “Right now.”

***

Less than an hour later, I’m pushing open the door to Sweetheart Treats. This place is the polar opposite of Villard. The walls are a warm, buttery yellow. Shelves are lined with jars of sprinkles in colors that would make my pastry chef weep. There’s a small, cozy seating area with mismatched chairs and a table draped in a floral tablecloth. The air smells of sugar and vanilla and something else... something warm and alive. It’s the scent of her. I’m sure of it. This is her space. Her essence is in every detail. It’s an assault on my senses, a place of chaotic, unrefined beauty that shouldn’t work, but does. It’s alive.

A woman emerges from the back, wiping her hands on a pink apron. “Hi there! Welcome in. What can I get for you today?”

It takes me a moment to respond. My entire body tenses. I came here for an ingredient, a potential supplier. But this... this is something else entirely. She is younger than I expected. Too young to be the woman I’m looking for, surely. Her dark hair is pulled back in a loose braid that’s already coming undone at the nape of her neck. A few strands curl around her face, framing a pair of wide hazel eyes that sparkle with an easy, open warmth. There’s a smudge of chocolate on her cheek. She looks like a Renaissance painting, with soft curves in all the right places. She’s sunlight and cream, and I feel a pull so violent it almost knocks me back.

“I’m looking for the owner,” I manage to say. My own voice sounds rough, foreign to my ears in this bright, cheerful space.

A small, confident smile plays on her lips. “You’re looking at her.”

My breath catches in my throat. It’s her. The creator. The source. The woman who makes that ice cream. That incredible, life-altering ice cream. The pull intensifies, sharpening into a singular, possessive need that is both terrifying and absolute. My world, so carefully constructed on foundations of steel and precision, tilts on its axis. She is the center of the gravity that is pulling me apart.

“Sienna Meadows,” I state, testing the name on my tongue. It tastes as sweet as her product.

“The one and only,” she replies, her smile widening. “And you are?”

“Xavier Villard.”

Her smile doesn’t falter, but there’s a flicker of recognition in her eyes. “The Xavier Villard?” she asks, her tone light, genuinely impressed. “Wow. I... I didn’t expect you to just walk in here.”

I take a step closer, unable to stop myself. I need to be near her. To breathe the same air. “I tasted your ice cream.”

Her cheeks flush a lovely shade of pink. “Oh! Which one?”

“Vanilla bean.”

Her blush deepens. “You liked it?”

I let out a short, sharp breath that’s almost a laugh. Liked doesn’t even begin to cover it. “It was... so much better than anything I’ve ever tasted.”

“Thank you,” she says, her voice soft. “That means a lot, coming from you.”

Our eyes lock, and the air in the small shop crackles with an energy that is entirely new to me. I feel like I’ve been searching for something my entire life, and I’ve finally found it. Here. In this ridiculously cheerful shop, with this woman who smells like sugar and sunshine and who makes ice cream from her own body. My control, the very thing I pride myself on, is fraying at the edges. I want to touch her. To see if her skin is as soft as it looks.

“I would like to talk to you about a collaboration. About having your ice cream at Villard.”

Her eyes widen in surprise. “Really? At your restaurant?”

“Yes.” My gaze drifts down to the smudge of chocolate on her cheek. I have a sudden, overwhelming urge to lick it off. “I want to feature it. As a special. I want to introduce it to the world.”

She blinks, processing my words. “Wow. Okay. That’s... that’s a huge opportunity.” She looks around her little shop, a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. “But Sweetheart Treats is just me. I’m not sure I could produce the volume you’d need.”

I don’t mean it to happen, but my eyes drop down to her chest as soon as I hear those words. Just for a second. But it’s long enough to see the soft, gentle curve of her breasts beneath the pink apron. The source. I feel another surge of that primal, possessive hunger. “We can figure out the logistics later,” I say, my voice rough. “Right now, I just need to know if you’re open to it. To us.”

To us. Where did that come from? This is business. This is about an ingredient. But looking at her, the rosy glow of her cheeks, the way her breath hitches just slightly at my words, I know it’s a lie. This has nothing to do with business. This is all about her.

She takes a small step back, her hazel eyes searching mine. “I... I think I am. I’ll be closing up in about twenty minutes if you don’t mind waiting. Then we can talk about it properly.”

I nod, my gaze unwavering. “I’ll wait as long as it takes.”


Chapter Two
Sienna


The last twenty minutes of my workday are the longest of my entire life. Every scoop, every friendly chat with a customer, every transaction feels like it’s happening underwater, in slow motion. Xavier is sitting at the small table by the window, the one with the wobbly leg I keep meaning to fix, and he hasn’t taken his eyes off me. Not once. The intensity of his focus is a physical weight, a low thrum of electricity that makes the hair on my arms stand up. My hands feel clumsy, my thoughts scattered. I’ve had customers stare at me before, for all sorts of reasons, but this is different. This isn’t leering. This is... studying. Like I’m a rare specimen he’s trying to decipher. And the craziest part? A huge, insane part of me loves it.

Finally, the last customer leaves, the little bell above the door chiming a cheerful goodbye that feels completely at odds with the charged silence that now fills the shop. I flip the sign on the door to ‘CLOSED’ and engage the deadbolt with a loud, definitive click. The sound echoes in the quiet space. It’s just him and me. My heart is pounding against my ribs, and it suddenly feels difficult to draw in a full breath. The Xavier Villard is in my shop. I’ve never seen him before now, but I’ve heard the stories. The man is a legend in the culinary world, a tyrant in the kitchen and a genius on the plate. People whisper his name with a mix of fear and reverence. And he’s here. He wants to put my ice cream in his temples of haute cuisine.

I turn around, forcing a bright, casual smile I don’t feel. “Sorry about the wait,” I say, my voice a little breathless. “Can I get you some more ice cream while we talk? On the house, of course.”

He watches me as I walk toward the table, his gaze following my every move. There’s a heat in his dark eyes that makes a flush creep up my neck. “What flavors do you have?”

“Honey Lavender is my current favorite,” I blurt out, trying to sound like a professional business owner and not a flustered fangirl whose underwear is suddenly feeling a little damp. “I grow the lavender myself, in a little garden I’ve got at the back of the shop.”

“Honey Lavender,” he repeats. “I’ll try that.”

I nod, maybe a little too enthusiastically, and retreat behind the safety of my counter. My hands are shaking as I grab a clean sample container and a scoop. The ice cream is perfectly smooth, a pale, creamy yellow studded with tiny flecks of lavender. I’ve made this flavor a hundred times, but now, as I scoop it, my movements feel clumsy.

All I can think about is the fact that he tasted my milk. He consumed a part of me. The thought sends a strange, dizzying heat pooling low in my belly. It’s never felt like this before. This has always been my business, my weird little secret that I turned into something successful. But with him... knowing he’s tasting the cream that came from my body feels deeply, terrifyingly personal. Especially when he’s looking at me like he wants to devour me whole.

I take a deep, steadying breath and carry the little container back to the table. “Here you go.”

I slide it across to him and take the seat opposite. His fingers brush against mine as he takes the spoon, and a jolt goes through me, sharp and electric. I pull my hand back as if I’ve been burned. His expression doesn’t change, but I see a flicker of something in the depths of his eyes.

He lifts the spoon to his lips, and the world narrows to that single point. I watch, mesmerized, as he closes his mouth around the small taste of ice cream. He lets out a low groan, a sound that’s almost sinful in its pleasure. His eyes flutter shut for a second, and the raw, unfiltered enjoyment on his face is the sexiest thing I have ever seen.

“Incredible,” he breathes, opening his eyes. They’re dark, intense, fixed directly on me. “The floral notes are subtle. They don’t overpower the sweetness of the honey. Or the cream.”

That last word hangs in the air between us, heavy with meaning. My body responds instantly. A sudden, sharp awareness of my own breasts, heavy and full, makes me shift in my seat. The familiar ache of being overly full is suddenly not an inconvenience, but something else. A need. For the first time since this whole thing started, I don’t think about the pump in the back room. I don’t think about the inventory. I imagine him. I imagine those dark eyes looking up at me as he latches onto my breast, as he drinks straight from the source. The image is so vivid, so shockingly intimate, that a wave of heat washes over me, so intense I’m sure he must be able to feel it from across the table. I cross my legs, pressing my thighs together, a frantic blush creeping up my neck.

He puts down the spoon, and I’m grateful. I don’t think I can handle another round of that. Not when my panties are already soaked.

“Your ice cream is... a revelation,” he says, leaning forward slightly, his forearms resting on the table. “But I’m sure the story behind it is just as fascinating. How did you come up with this?”

His directness is jarring, but also a relief. It gives me something to focus on other than the throbbing between my legs. I take a sip of water to clear my throat. “It’s kind of a long, weird story,” I warn him.

“I have nothing but time,” he replies, his gaze unwavering.

“Okay, well,” I start, my voice a little steadier now. “When I was eighteen, my body just... decided to start doing this. A hormonal imbalance, the doctors called it. I was mortified at first. I thought there was something seriously wrong with me. I hid it for months, feeling like a total freak.”

His jaw tightens almost imperceptibly. I hurry on. “But then, you know, I got sick of feeling ashamed. It’s my body. I can’t change it, so I figured I might as well embrace it. Find a way to make it... mine. The ice cream idea came from a joke, honestly. My friend and I were sitting by her pool last summer, and she’d run out of the good stuff from the store. She dared me to use my milk to make some of my own. Of course, she was just being funny, but something about it... clicked. I started experimenting that weekend, and to my absolute shock, it tasted good.”

I give a small, self-deprecating shrug. “And then people found out. The business just... took off from there. Most of my clients are health nuts who swear breast milk is a miracle cure for everything from acne to the common cold. The rest,” I pause, giving him a cheeky little smirk, “are guys who seem to get a little too excited about eating something with breast milk in it.”

The warm, relaxed intensity that had been building between us cools instantly. He straightens up in his chair, his whole posture changing. The easy curiosity in his eyes is replaced by something hard, something dangerous. His hands, which had been resting casually on the table, curl into fists. The shift in energy is so sudden and so jarring that it makes my breath catch.

“Men,” he says. His voice is low, almost a growl. “They say things? Do things that make you uncomfortable?”

The protectiveness in his tone is unmistakable. It should probably scare me, but it doesn’t. Instead, it sends a thrill straight through me.

“Yeah, sometimes,” I admit, suddenly feeling a little shy under the weight of his stare. “It comes with the territory, I guess. They make lewd comments, get a little too familiar. But I have a strict policy. I don’t put up with it. I give them one warning, and if they try it again, I throw them out. No second chances.”

He looks like he’s about to stand up and hunt someone down. I’ve never seen anyone look so furious on my behalf. It’s overwhelming. And if I’m being honest with myself, it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Xavier,” I say softly, trying to pull him back from the brink. “It’s okay. I can handle myself.”

His jaw is still tight, but he takes a slow, deep breath, the tension in his shoulders easing just a fraction. “You shouldn’t have to. I mean, you’re what… twenty-five? You shouldn’t have to protect yourself from creeps at work.”

“Twenty-two,” I answer quickly, before deciding a change of topic is desperately needed. “So,” I say, leaning forward and propping my chin on my hands, trying to inject some lightness back into the room. “This collaboration. I’m intrigued. Truly. But I have to be honest, my concern about the supply is real. Sweetheart Treats is a one-woman operation. I can’t just... turn on a faucet to make more of the special ingredient.”

His focus shifts back to me, the hard anger in his eyes slowly being replaced by the intense focus I saw earlier. He’s thinking, calculating. “We don’t need to turn it into a mass-produced commodity,” he says, a new energy in his voice. “In fact, we shouldn’t. The limited supply... that’s what makes it special. That’s what makes it a luxury. We lean into it.”

He leans back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “We offer it as a very special, very exclusive dessert at Villard. A single, perfect scoop. We won’t even list it on the main menu. It will be a whispered secret, something our regulars, our most discerning patrons, can discover. Something they’ll clamor for precisely because they can’t have it every day.”

My mind is spinning. He’s not just talking about using my ice cream; he’s talking about elevating it. Turning my weird little condition into something coveted and exclusive. “So... supply wouldn’t be an issue?”

“It would be the very foundation of the concept,” he corrects me gently. “You give me what you can. No pressure. I’ll pay you a very, very good price for it. Better than any other distributor. You’ll name your terms.” His gaze is direct, sincere. “This isn’t about exploiting you, Sienna. This is about creating something extraordinary together.”

The way he says “together” sends another shiver through me. This is a business proposal, but it feels like so much more.

“You don’t have to give me an answer now,” he continues, his tone softening. “Why don’t you come to my kitchen tomorrow morning? Nine o’clock. We can play with some ideas, see what we can come up with. If you like the direction, if you’re comfortable with the vision... then we can move forward. If not, we walk away. No harm, no foul.”

My head is spinning with possibilities, but my heart knows what it wants. “Okay,” I say, the word coming out soft but sure. “I’ll be there.”

A slow, rare smile spreads across his face. It completely transforms him, softening the hard edges, and I feel it right in my chest. “Good.”

He stands up, and I do the same, walking him to the door. He seems reluctant to leave, lingering for a moment in the doorway. “Until tomorrow, then,” he says, his dark eyes holding mine.

“Until tomorrow,” I echo.

He takes a step closer, and for a wild second, I think he’s going to kiss me on the lips. Instead, he leans down, his movements slow and deliberate, and brushes the softest, most feather-light kiss against my cheek. His lips are warm, and they linger for just a heartbeat longer than is necessary. A shiver runs down my spine, a full-body tingle that has nothing to do with the chill of the evening.

I watch him walk down the street, my fingers touching the spot on my cheek where his lips were. He doesn’t look back. I lock the door behind him, my heart pounding a frantic, giddy rhythm against my ribs.

And then I let out a squeal, a high-pitched, undignified sound of pure joy.

I lean my back against the door, my knees feeling like jelly, and slide down to the floor. What is happening? A week ago, my life was simple. Get up, make ice cream, serve customers, go home. Now, the most famous chef in the country wants to put my secret ingredient on his exclusive menu, and he just kissed my cheek. He’s intense, a little scary, and so handsome it should be illegal. And he looked at me like I was the most exquisite dessert he’d ever seen.

Big changes are coming, and I don’t think I’ve ever been so excited.


Chapter Three
Xavier


The next morning, I’m in my kitchen at the main Villard location. This is my sanctuary. My domain. A vast, gleaming expanse of stainless steel, copper, and slate gray. Every utensil has its place. Every surface is scrubbed to a sterile shine. The air is usually a hum of controlled, efficient energy, my team moving like a well-oiled machine. But today, it feels different. Tense. Anticipatory.

Nobody else is here yet. I want this space to myself. With her.

At precisely nine o’clock, the back door clicks open, and she steps inside, hesitantly. She’s traded her pink apron for a simple sundress, pale blue and flowing, a stark splash of color against the industrial monochrome of my world. Her hair is down today, a dark wave of curls that falls around her shoulders, and the sight of it makes something tighten low in my gut. She looks so soft. So completely out of place here. And yet, she’s the only thing that belongs.

“Hi,” she says, her voice a little breathless.

“Come in,” I say, my own voice rougher than I intend. I motion toward the large central island where I’ve set up a few ingredients. “This is where we’ll work.”

She approaches, her eyes wide as she takes in the sheer scale of the kitchen. It’s a look I’ve seen a hundred times, awe and intimidation warring for dominance. But with Sienna, it’s different. There’s a genuine curiosity there, an artist’s appreciation for a different kind of canvas.

“It’s... impressive,” she finally says, her gaze landing on the sleek, slate-gray cooktop.

“It’s just tools,” I reply, but I’m watching her, not the kitchen. I’m watching the way the morning light from the high windows catches in her hair, turning the dark strands to spun silk. “The magic is in the ingredients.”

My eyes drift to the small, insulated cooler she’s carrying. The one containing the ice cream that is made with her own sweetness. My body responds with a low thrum of possessive heat.

She catches my gaze and offers a small, knowing smile. “Right. Speaking of which...” She places the cooler on the stainless steel island with a soft thud. “Ready to get to work, Chef?”

The way she says my title sends a jolt through me. It’s playful, respectful, and loaded with an undercurrent of something I can’t name but desperately want to explore.

“I am.” I gesture to the ingredients I’ve laid out. “I was thinking about a deconstructed affogato. A classic concept, but elevated. A warm, delicate sponge, dark, bitter chocolate, and an almond crunch to play against the texture. Your ice cream... it would be the heart. The reason for the entire dish.”

She lifts the lid of the cooler, revealing several small, perfectly portioned tubs. The scent of vanilla and sugar and her instantly fills the sterile air of my kitchen, tainting it in the most delicious way possible. She’s marking my territory, and a primal part of me revels in it.

“A deconstructed affogato,” she muses, tapping a finger against her lips. My gaze is drawn to the motion, to the full, rosy curve of her mouth. “I don’t think I’ve ever eaten anything like that before. I’m more of an ‘eat it straight from the tub’ kind of girl.”

I take a small bowl and a clean spoon. “Then you’re about to be educated.” My tone is dry, but there’s no bite to it. I want to educate her. I want to be the one to show her the world of flavors she’s only just begun to imagine.

She scoops a small portion of the vanilla ice cream into the bowl, her movements deft and sure. The ice cream is pale, smooth, perfect. A canvas.

“First, the sponge,” I say, sliding a small, warm square of genoise toward her. “It’s light, almost airy. I want it to absorb the melted ice cream without becoming a soggy mess.”

She picks up a piece, popping it into her mouth. Her eyes close for a second. “Mmm. That’s good. Like eating a cloud.”

“It’s precision,” I correct her gently. “Eggs and sugar whipped to a specific ribbon, folded with flour just so. There’s no magic. There’s only technique.”

She opens her eyes, a playful challenge sparkling in them. “Or maybe a little of both.”

I hold her gaze. She sees the world in shades of intuition and feeling, and I see it in angles and measurements. We shouldn’t fit together, this chaos and this control. But the friction between us is generating a heat that is becoming impossible to ignore.

I shave some dark, bitter chocolate over the ice cream, then sprinkle on the toasted almond crunch. I slide the bowl back to her. “Try.”

She takes the spoon, her fingers brushing mine again. There’s a spark, and I wonder if she feels it too, or if I’m just a starving man projecting my hunger onto the nearest source of warmth.

She brings the spoon to her lips, and my entire body goes rigid. I watch her mouth close around the combination, watch the way her throat works as she swallows. A small, soft sound of pleasure escapes her, and it hits me with the force of a physical blow.

“Oh, wow,” she breathes, her eyes fluttering open. They’re hazy with pleasure, and suddenly I’m imagining her sprawled across my bed with that same expression on her face. “Okay. I get it. The bitter chocolate cuts through the sweetness... and the almonds... the crunch. And the warm sponge...” She takes another bite, a tiny smudge of the melting ice cream clinging to the corner of her lip. “It’s a whole symphony in your mouth.”

She goes to wipe it away with her thumb, but I’m moving before I can think. My own reaction shocks me. I’m not an impulsive man. Every decision I make is calculated, weighed. But this is pure instinct.

My hand covers hers, stilling it. Her eyes widen, her breath catching in her throat. I lean in, slow, giving her every opportunity to pull away. She doesn’t. She’s frozen, her gaze locked on mine, her body trembling just slightly.

I don’t use my fingers. I don’t use a napkin. I lower my head and close my lips over that tiny, perfect drop of her sweetness on her skin.

The taste of her, the taste of the ice cream, the feel of her smooth, warm skin against my tongue. It’s all I can do not to groan. Her skin smells like vanilla and sunshine, a scent so uniquely hers it should be bottled. The moment stretches, the air in the vast, sterile kitchen crackling with a tension so thick I can barely breathe. The world narrows to this single point of contact, to the heady, intoxicating mix of her essence and my desire.

I pull back just enough to look at her. Her lips are parted, her chest rising and falling with shallow, rapid breaths. The flush on her cheeks has deepened to a beautiful, maddening rose. I want to see that flush everywhere.

“Xavier,” she whispers. That single word shatters what little control I have left. She doesn’t flinch away. She leans in. Her hazel eyes are wide, dark with a hunger that mirrors my own.

My hand comes up to cup the back of her neck, my thumb stroking the sensitive skin just below her ear. I can feel her pulse thrumming against my fingers, a frantic, wild beat. I lean in again, my gaze dropping to her lips. This is it. I’m going to kiss her. I’m going to devour her. Right here in the middle of my kitchen.

But then, a loud sound fills the air. A shrill, insistent noise that cuts through the haze of lust like a knife.

It’s her phone.

She freezes, the spell breaking. “Damn it,” she breathes, fumbling in her purse for the offending device. “I’m so sorry, I should... I have to...” She finally pulls it out, the screen lighting up her face. “It’s my mom.”

She takes a few steps back, turning away from me, her posture stiffening as she answers the call. “Hey, Mom. What’s up?”

She walks towards the corner of the room, putting distance between us. I’m left standing there, alone in the center of my gleaming kitchen, my body still humming with a need that has no outlet. The taste of her is still on my tongue. The memory of her skin. My control is a frayed rope, and she just pulled it taut.

I watch her as she talks, her back to me. Her hair tumbles down her back in a dark, wild wave. I want to wrap it around my fist. I want to bury my face in it and inhale her scent.

I am a man who has always been in control. Of my kitchens, of my empire, of my desires. I’ve had women in my life, beautiful, sophisticated women who fit seamlessly into my world. But they were... distractions. Temporary amusements. A brief release of tension before I returned to the one thing that truly mattered: my work. I never allowed myself to get close, to feel anything more than a passing attraction. To do so would be a weakness, a vulnerability I could not afford.

But Sienna... she’s not a distraction. She’s a disruption. A beautiful, chaotic force of nature who has walked into my sterile world and shattered it into a million pieces. I want to possess her. Not just her body, but her mind, her spirit, that incredible, creative energy that makes her ice cream a revelation. I want to be the one she creates with. The one she trusts. The one she turns to when she needs... anything. The thought is so absolute, so overwhelming, it takes my breath away.

I want to spend the rest of my life with her.

The thought hits me with the force of a physical blow, so sudden and so certain it leaves me reeling. It’s madness. We haven’t even known each other for a full day yet. But I know it, with a certainty that defies all logic.

She is it.

She’s the one.


Chapter Four
Sienna


“Hey, Mom! What’s up?” I say, my voice sounding way too bright, too breezy, for the whirlwind that’s happening inside my head. The spot on my cheek where Xavier’s lips were still tingles, a ghost of a kiss that set my entire body on fire. I turn away from him, pressing my phone hard against my ear, trying to create some kind of barrier, some distance from the overwhelming presence of him.

“Just calling to see what you’re up to, sweetie. And to see if you were free for dinner on Saturday? Your brother will be home.”

“Saturday?” I repeat, my mind a complete blank. Saturday feels like a lifetime away. “Um, I’m not sure. Let me check my... schedule.” My schedule. Right now my schedule consists of not spontaneously combusting from the sheer magnetic pull of the man standing five feet away from me.

I can feel him behind me. I don’t have to look. I can hear the faint scuff of his expensive shoes against the polished concrete floor. I can feel his gaze on my back, a physical touch that makes every nerve ending sit up and pay attention.

“Work’s been crazy, huh?” my mom asks, oblivious.

“You have no idea,” I mutter, my eyes fluttering closed as I hear a soft step closer. He’s right behind me now. So close I can feel the warmth radiating from his body, can smell the clean, spicy scent of him that’s already imprinted itself on my brain. A shiver runs through me, a helpless, full-body tremor.

Then I feel it. Fingers, gentle but firm, combing through the loose curls at the nape of my neck. My breath hitches, a tiny, audible gasp. I lean back instinctively, my body seeking the solid heat of him, my head fitting perfectly against the hard plane of his chest. A low hum vibrates through him, a sound of pure satisfaction that I feel more than I hear.

“Sienna? Are you okay?” Mom’s voice is a distant buzz, an annoying fly at the edge of a perfect, shimmering web of sensation.

“Fine!” I chirp, the word coming out strangled. “Just... busy. Really, really busy, Mom. Hey, listen, I’ve gotta run. I’m right in the middle of something. Can I call you back tonight?”

I don’t even wait for her reply. I fumble with my phone, my thumb mashing the bright red ‘end call’ icon with a desperation that borders on panic. The silence that crashes in afterward is deafening. All I can hear is the frantic pounding of my own heart.

Xavier’s arm slides around my waist, a band of steel pulling me flush against him. I can feel every solid inch of him against my back, the hard lines of his body a stark, thrilling contrast to my own softness. He gathers my hair, moving the heavy fall of it over one shoulder, baring the long line of my neck.

His lips brush the sensitive skin just below my ear. It’s a barely there touch, a question, a promise. I tilt my head to the side, offering a silent, breathless invitation. That’s all the confirmation he needs.

He kisses my neck, a slow, deliberate press of his mouth that sends a jolt of pure electricity straight down my spine. It feels so good, so right, I can’t help the soft moan that escapes my lips. His hold on me tightens, a low growl rumbling in his chest against my back. He starts a trail of open-mouthed kisses down my neck, each one a small, possessive brand, and I melt against him, my body going pliant, my willpower evaporating like steam.

I turn in his arms until I’m facing him. He’s so tall I have to tip my head all the way back, my neck arching. His dark eyes are burning, fixed on my mouth, his jaw tight with a tension I can feel vibrating through the air between us. My whole body aches with a longing so profound it’s painful.

For a moment, we just breathe the same air, a world of unspoken questions and answers hanging in the charged silence. His gaze dips from my eyes to my lips and back again. And then he moves.

His mouth crashes down on mine. This isn’t a tentative, gentle exploration. This is a claiming. A ravenous, desperate kiss that tastes of chocolate and almonds and something wild and elemental that is purely him. I gasp into his mouth, and he takes the opportunity to deepen the kiss, his tongue sweeping against mine in a sensual, demanding dance that makes my head spin and my knees feel weak.

His hands are on my hips, gripping me tightly, and then he’s backing me up until the hard, cool steel of a kitchen counter presses into my lower back. The shock of the cold surface against my heated skin does nothing to douse the fire he’s stoking inside me. He devours my mouth, nipping at my bottom lip, soothing the sting with his tongue, and I’m lost. I’m completely, utterly lost to the sensation, to the overwhelming force of him. I place my phone down on the counter and then slide my hands up to tangle in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, holding on for dear life as he kisses me with a hunger that feels like it could swallow me whole.

He breaks the kiss just long enough to tug the hem of my sundress up, over my hips, my waist. I lift my arms automatically as he pulls the blue fabric over my head and lets it drop to the pristine floor. The cool air of the kitchen kisses my skin, and I’m standing before him in nothing but my simple white lace bra and panties. For a heartbeat, he just looks, his dark eyes roaming over my body with an intensity that’s almost possessive.

And then he’s on me again. His mouth is back on mine, hot and demanding, as his arms band around my waist. With a strength that takes my breath away, he lifts me, settling me down on the cold, hard surface of the stainless steel island. The shock of the metal against my bare skin makes me gasp, a sharp inhale that he swallows with another deep, plundering kiss.

His mouth leaves mine, trailing a path of fire down my jaw, my throat. I tilt my head back, arching into him as he kisses the sensitive skin where my shoulder meets my neck. His hands roam over my body, exploring every curve, every dip. They skim up my sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts, and a jolt of pure, liquid heat pools between my thighs. I’m aching for him, a deep, throbbing ache that I’ve never felt with anyone before.

His lips move lower, down the valley between my breasts. Just as he’s about to reach the lace of my bra, his hands come up to cover me, cupping the heavy weight of my breasts through the delicate fabric. He squeezes gently, and a soft moan escapes me. The pleasure is so intense, so immediate, that it scares me.

“Wait,” I gasp, my hands flying to his wrists to stop him.

He pulls back instantly. “What’s wrong, sweetheart?”

My cheeks are on fire. “It’s... you should probably avoid... that area,” I manage to say, my voice barely a whisper. “Otherwise, I’m going to start leaking milk and we’ll make a mess.”

My words have the opposite effect of what I intended. A low, dangerous growl rumbles in his chest. His eyes narrow, boring into mine. “Is that you telling me not to touch them,” he asks, his voice a low, husky rumble that vibrates right through me, “or is that you trying to give me an out because you think I won’t want to?”

My heart hammers against my ribs. I look down, unable to meet the intense, searching look in his eyes. “I... I do want you to touch them,” I admit shyly. “I just... wasn’t sure if you would, and I was trying to be considerate.”

His hands come up to frame my face, his thumbs stroking over my heated cheeks, forcing me to look at him. His gaze is soft now, but the fire is still there, burning bright. “Sienna, I want all of you. Every single part. I don’t want you to hide anything from me, or make excuses for the incredible things your body can do. Do you understand?”

I can only manage a small, shaky nod.

“Good,” he murmurs, and then his hands are moving again, tracing a path down my sides to my back. I feel the subtle click as he unfastens my bra. The delicate lace falls away, and my breasts are exposed to the cool air of the kitchen and to the heat of his gaze.

My breath catches in my throat. I feel incredibly vulnerable, more so than I have with anyone else. I wait, my body taut with anticipation, for him to touch me again. He takes his time, his eyes roaming over me, a look of such reverent adoration on his face that it makes my chest ache.

His hands finally come up to cup me, the heat of his palms a stark, delicious contrast to the coolness of the air. He touches me with a reverence that steals my breath, exploring the heavy weight, the soft curve of my fullness. My nipples tighten into hard, sensitive peaks under his touch.

He leans in, his dark eyes holding mine as his lips part, and then he’s closing them over one of my aching nipples. The hot, wet suction of his mouth is the most exquisite thing I have ever felt. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me, so intense it makes me gasp. I arch my back, pushing myself deeper into his mouth, seeking more of this incredible sensation.

A warm, sweet release fills his mouth, and he swallows, a low, contented hum vibrating against my skin. He doesn’t stop. He continues to suckle, each pull of his mouth sending a wave of heat straight to my core. It’s a pleasure that’s both innocent and deeply erotic, a nurturing act that’s also an act of pure possession.

I tangle my fingers in his hair, holding him close, my head falling back as I moan softly. He’s drinking from me, feeding from me, and the thought is so intensely arousing it makes me dizzy. He’s taking a deeply intimate part of me, and he’s savoring it, wanting it, craving it.

He moves to my other breast, giving it the same devoted attention. The sensation is just as overwhelming, just as exquisite. I’m lost in a haze of pleasure, my body thrumming with a need that’s growing more and more insistent with every passing second. I can feel myself growing slick and wet, aching for him in a way that’s almost painful. My hips rock instinctively, seeking a friction that isn’t there.

He seems to sense my desperation, because he finally releases me, his lips leaving my sensitive, tingling skin. I whimper at the loss, my eyes fluttering open to find him watching me, his expression dark with hunger and something else, something deeper that makes my heart ache with a tender, unfamiliar emotion.

“I know exactly what you need, sweetheart,” he murmurs as he lowers to his knees and kisses a path down over the soft curve of my stomach. “And I’m going to give it to you until you’re screaming my name.”


Chapter Five
Xavier


The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, a sweet, floral musk that wraps around my senses and shuts out everything else. The only thing that’s real is her. Sienna. Spread out on my island like a goddess, her skin flushed a beautiful shade of pink, her body humming with a need I fully intend to satisfy. She is warm, living chaos in my world of cold, hard precision, and I have never wanted anything more.

I’m on my knees before her, my face level with the apex of her thighs. The thin lace of her panties is damp, clinging to her perfect, pouting folds, hinting at the warm, wet paradise beneath. Her little white lace panties. The sight of them against her honeyed skin is almost my undoing. So innocent, yet so incredibly provocative. I place my hands on her thighs, my thumbs stroking the soft skin, and she trembles under my touch.

“Xavier,” she whispers, her voice a breathless plea.

I lean in, my nose brushing against the damp lace, and inhale deeply. The scent goes straight to my head, a potent cocktail of her unique sweetness and her desire. “I’m going to make you feel so good, sweetheart,” I promise, my voice a low growl against her skin. “I’m going to make you mine.”

I press my lips against her mound, kissing her through her panties. Open-mouthed kisses that are a promise of what’s to come. I can feel the heat of her through the fabric, and the way she squirms against my face, her soft little moans filling the quiet of the kitchen, is the sweetest music I’ve ever heard. I flatten my tongue and drag it over her, pressing it firmly against her clit through the damp lace.

Her hands slide into my hair, her fingers tangling in the strands, holding me to her. “Please,” she gasps, trying to pull me closer, trying to get more friction, more pressure.

I pull back just enough to look at her. Her eyes are glazed with pleasure, her lips parted. I can see the desperate need in her gaze, and it fuels a primal hunger in me that I’ve never experienced before. I reach for the sides of her panties, my fingers hooking under the delicate lace.

“Brace yourself,” I murmur.

She does as she’s told, her hands pressing flat against the cold steel of the island on either side of her hips. She lifts them just enough for me to slide the scrap of fabric down her legs. I toss the damp lace aside, and then I’m pushing her thighs wide, my gaze devouring the sight of her. She’s beautiful. So pink and perfect, glistening with her arousal for me. Her pretty pink pussy, all for me.

I lean in, unable to resist another taste. I drag my tongue through her slick folds, from her entrance to her clit, and a low growl rumbles in my chest. She tastes like heaven, like the sweetest, most decadent dessert I’ve ever had the privilege of tasting. “You are the most delicious treat I’ve ever tasted, sweetheart,” I tell her, my voice thick with awe. “Both your milk and this pretty little pussy. They are the best things I have ever tasted in my life. I’m already addicted.”

I don’t wait for a response. I bury my face between her legs and eat her out like a starved man, my tongue exploring every inch of her, my lips and chin getting covered in her wetness. I’m painfully hard, my cock straining against the zipper of my pants, and I reach down to free myself, needing the relief of my own hand. I can’t resist giving my cock a few long, hard strokes as I suckle on her clit, drawing the sensitive bundle of nerves into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue.

Her moans are filling the air, beautiful, breathy sounds that are pushing me closer and closer to the edge. She’s grinding against my face, smearing her wetness all over me, and I love it. I love feeling her lose control, knowing that I am the one giving her this pleasure. I double my efforts, my tongue driving into her, my nose pressing against her clit as I fuck her with my mouth.

I can feel her body tensing, her thighs trembling around my head. “Xavier,” she cries out, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Oh God, Xavier!”

She shatters, her body arching off the island as she comes, a wave of her release washing over my tongue. The taste of her is so good, so perfect, that it almost pushes me over the edge with her. I grip the base of my shaft hard enough to hurt, forcing back my own orgasm. I want to be inside her when I come. I need to be inside her.

I stand, my cock jutting out, hard and ready. I look down at her, sprawled out on my island, her body limp with pleasure, her face flushed with a beautiful post-orgasmic glow. “Are you ready for me to take you, sweetheart?” I ask, my voice rough with need.

She nods, her eyes hazy, a slow, blissful smile spreading across her face. “Yes,” she whispers. “Please, Xavier.”

I grip her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the island, and line myself up with her entrance. I can feel the heat of her, the slickness of her, and I’m about to push inside her, to claim her completely, when I hear it.

The sound of tires crunching on gravel.

My head snaps up, my body going rigid. I listen, and then I hear it again. The sharp crunch of another car on the loose stone of the back parking lot. A quick, sharp glance at the clock on the wall confirms my deepest fear. It’s time for my staff to start arriving.

“Fuck,” I curse, the word a guttural explosion of pure frustration. My hands clench into fists at my sides. I was so close. So close to being inside her.

Sienna’s eyes fly open, the hazy bliss in them replaced with a dawning alarm. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

“My staff,” I grit out, my jaw tight. “They’re going to be in here any second.” I look down at her, at her naked, beautiful body, and a surge of something fierce and protective rises in me. “You need to get dressed. Now.”

I tuck my painfully hard cock back into my pants, the confinement an exquisite agony. I grab a clean dishtowel from a nearby rack and wipe her juices from my face, the scent of her clinging to my skin a torturous reminder of what I’m about to lose.

“I’ll go,” I say, my voice tight with a control that is threatening to snap. “I’ll make sure nobody enters the kitchen for a few minutes. You’ll have time to get your clothes back on.” I lean down, my hand cupping her cheek, my thumb stroking over her soft skin. “This isn’t over, Sienna. Not by a long shot.”

She gives me a small, shaky nod, her eyes wide and trusting. “Okay.”

I turn and stalk toward the door, my frustration a hot, roiling ball in my gut. I’m ready to strangle someone. The timing couldn’t be worse. We were so close. I was so close to being inside her, to claiming her in the most primal way possible. And now, I have to face my team with her scent still on my skin, with the taste of her still on my tongue.

They’d all better be on their best behavior today, otherwise they might just find themselves on a one-way trip to the unemployment line with the mood I’m in right now.


Chapter Six
Sienna


“I can’t believe we almost got caught earlier,” I say with a giggle, a full, happy sound that bubbles up from my chest. The blush on my cheeks has nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the giddy, breathtaking thrill of it all. “That was insane.”

A slow, rare smile spreads across Xavier’s face. “It was,” he agrees. “But worth it.”

We’re in a booth at the back of Villard, tucked away in a shadowy corner that feels like our own private world. The lunch rush has faded, leaving the restaurant hushed and intimate, filled with the soft clinking of silverware and the low murmur of conversation from the few remaining patrons. But all of that is just background noise. All I can focus on is the man sitting across from me. The famous, formidable Xavier Villard, who had his face buried between my legs just a couple of hours earlier.

My heart is still doing a little tap dance against my ribs.

He picks up a fork, spears a perfect ruby-red strawberry from the plate of desserts between us, and holds it out to me. “Open.”

My smile widens, and I do as he asks, parting my lips. He slides the fruit into my mouth, the sweet, tangy flavor bursting on my tongue as I bite down. I’ve been working alongside him all morning, and I swear the air between us is so thick with tension and unspoken promises, I could cut it with a knife. Every accidental brush of our hands in the kitchen, every shared glance over a bubbling pot, has been a fresh wave of delicious torture.

“You’re still smiling,” he murmurs. His dark eyes are fixed on my mouth, and he reaches out with the napkin, gently wiping a drop of juice from the corner of my lips. His thumb lingers, stroking my skin, and a shiver dances down my spine.

“I can’t seem to stop,” I admit, my voice a little breathless. “This morning was... a lot.”

His lips twitch. “It was nowhere near enough.” He picks up another forkful, this time a bite of a rich, dark chocolate mousse that pairs beautifully with the small scoop of my vanilla ice cream melting on the side. He’s been feeding me for the past ten minutes, and the gesture is so intimate, so unexpectedly tender from this powerful, intense man, that it makes my heart do a funny little flip.

He brings the fork to my lips again, and I take the bite, the combination of bitter chocolate and my sweet, creamy ice cream a perfect symphony. “So,” he says, his tone casual, but I can feel the weight behind it. “Tell me about your parents. What do they think of all this? Of... you?”

I can’t help but laugh. “Oh, you know,” I say, waving a dismissive hand. “They think I’m crazy. They love me, and they’re proud of me for starting a business, but they don’t quite get the... marketing angle. My mom’s main concern is that I’m telling the whole world I produce milk. She keeps asking if I’ve considered a... more discreet line of work.”

He chuckles, a deep, warm sound that I feel more than I hear. “And your father?”

“He’s just confused,” I say, a fond smile touching my lips. “He keeps trying to understand the appeal. He’ll say things like, ‘But pumpkin, why would people want to eat that? Isn’t it... weird?’ He just doesn’t understand why I’d want to broadcast something so personal. But they’ve never once told me to stop. They’re just... trying to wrap their heads around it.”

A slow, serious look comes over Xavier’s face. He sets the fork down, the small clink against the porcelain plate echoing in the quiet booth. He leans forward, his elbows on the table, and I’m caught in the intensity of his dark gaze. “They’re confused,” he says, his voice low and sure, “but they’re wrong. What you’re doing is incredible. The fact that you’re not ashamed, that you refuse to hide a part of yourself that society tells you is ‘weird’... it’s the most powerful thing I’ve ever seen.”

My breath hitches. The praise is so direct, so genuine, it feels like a physical touch. “Xavier...”

“No, I mean it, Sienna,” he insists. “You stand up and you declare to the world, ‘This is me, and it is beautiful.’ That takes a courage that most people will never possess. I am so incredibly proud of you for that.”

A wave of warmth washes over me, so potent it makes my eyes sting. I look down, a sudden, overwhelming shyness threatening to swallow me whole. I’m used to being confident, to being the bubbly, unapologetic girl who owns her weirdness. But this... this is different. This isn’t just acceptance; it’s admiration. And it’s coming from Xavier Villard.

He watches me for a moment, a muscle feathering in his jaw. He picks up the fork again, but doesn’t lift any food. Instead, he turns it over in his long, elegant fingers, the silver catching the dim light of the restaurant. “What about your past boyfriends?” he asks, and he tries to make it sound casual, but I see it. The tension that tightens the corners of his eyes, the slight rigidity in his posture. “Did any of them understand? Support you?”

He looks so... cute. This powerful, formidable man, trying to pretend he’s just making conversation when I can see the raw, possessive jealousy shimmering just beneath the surface. It makes my stomach do a slow, delicious flip. He’s jealous. He’s jealous of men who don’t even exist.

I let out a soft, airy laugh, shaking my head. “Well, it’s funny you should ask...” I trail off, trying to find the right words, feeling a familiar blush creep up my neck. “The truth is, there hasn’t really been anyone serious. Not since... well, since all this started.”

I gesture vaguely to my chest, and his gaze follows my movement, dark and intent.

“I went on a few dates here and there,” I continue, swirling the melting ice cream on my plate with my own spoon. “But it never went well. Either they got totally freaked out and made up some excuse to leave the second I told them, or...” I hesitate, my cheeks flushing hotter. “...or they got creepy about it.”

His jaw tightens, a muscle flexing there. “Well, you don’t have to worry about men like that anymore, Sienna. Not now you have me.” His fingers brush against mine on the table, and a little jolt of electricity sparks between us.

“They couldn’t just accept it as part of who I am,” I finish, my voice barely a whisper. I finally meet his gaze, and the possessive fire I see there takes my breath away. “Not like you have.”

His focus is absolute, like I’m the only person in the room, in the world. He puts the fork down with a soft click, the sound echoing in the charged silence. His hand, which was resting on the table between us, moves. It slides across the polished wood, and then it’s on my thigh, the heat of his palm searing through the thin fabric of my sundress.

I gasp, a sharp, quick inhale of air. My eyes dart around the restaurant, a knee-jerk reaction of panic. But our booth is secluded, tucked away in a shadowy corner. The other patrons are lost in their own worlds, the soft murmur of their conversations a distant hum. No one is paying us any attention. So I don’t stop him. I don’t want to.

His hand is a heavy, possessive weight. I ache for his touch, a deep, hollow ache that started the moment he walked into my little shop yesterday and hasn’t let up since. His fingers start to move, a slow, deliberate glide upward, tracing the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. My body responds instantly, a wave of heat washing over me, my muscles tightening in anticipation. My heart is beating a frantic, wild rhythm against my ribs.

Higher and higher, until the fabric of my dress bunches around my hips, until his fingers are brushing against the lace edge of my panties. My breath hitches. He’s watching my face, his dark eyes burning with an intensity that is both terrifying and intoxicating.

He leans in closer, the clean, spicy scent of him washing over me. He gets so close I can feel the warmth of his breath against my ear. “Sienna,” he whispers, and my name on his lips, spoken in that low, rough voice, is the most erotic thing I’ve ever heard. “Are you still a virgin?”

The question hangs in the air between us, raw and direct. A hot blush floods my cheeks, a wave of heat so intense I’m sure he can feel it when he’s this close. I can’t look away from his dark, burning gaze. I can only nod, a small, almost imperceptible movement.

A low growl rumbles in his chest, a deep, possessive sound that makes my head spin. His fingers hook into the damp lace of my panties, and he tugs them aside, the cool air of the restaurant a shocking kiss against my hot, wet skin. I gasp, my eyes darting around the dining room again, but no one is looking. No one sees. It’s our secret.

His finger traces my slick folds, a slow, exploratory caress that makes me tremble. “This sweet little pussy is mine,” he whispers, his voice a low, dangerous murmur against my ear. “Do you hear me? I am going to be the one to claim it. And if I get my way,” he adds, his finger circling my entrance, not quite pushing inside, “I’ll be the only man to ever be inside you.”

His words are a possessive brand, a dark, delicious promise that makes me squirm on the leather of the booth. I can’t help it. My body aches for him, for the promise of his touch. I try to shift my hips, to work myself against his finger, to coax him inside, but he stills me with his other hand on my hip.

“Stay still,” he whispers, a command that brooks no argument. “Act normal. I’m going to take care of you.”

Then finally, he pushes a single finger inside me. A slow, deliberate breach that makes me gasp. My eyes fly wide, and I have to bite my lip hard to stop a moan from escaping. It feels... incredible. My inner walls clench around him, a greedy, instinctive reaction, and I feel a deep, throbbing ache start to build in my core.

He starts to move, a slow, steady rhythm that’s torture and heaven all at once. He’s fucking me with his finger, right here in the middle of his restaurant, with people just a few tables away. The danger of it, the delicious naughtiness, makes my blood hum with a heady mixture of fear and arousal.

I do my best to look normal. I pick up my glass of water and take a sip, my hand trembling so much I’m amazed I don’t spill it. I glance around the dining room, and the thrill of what we’re doing makes a fresh wave of wetness coat his finger.

“You like this, don’t you, sweetheart?” he murmurs, a dark, knowing chuckle in his voice. “You like the risk. The thought of getting caught.”

I can only nod, my throat too tight to form words. He’s right. I do like it. I like it a lot.

He adds a second finger, stretching me, filling me more. The stretch is a little bit of a burn, a sting that quickly melts into a deep, pulsing pleasure. He curls his fingers just right, finding a spot inside me that makes my toes curl. I have to set my glass down, my hand shaking too badly to hold it. I grip the edge of the table, my knuckles turning white.

“Look at me, Sienna,” he commands.

I force my gaze to meet his. His eyes are so dark, so intense, I feel like I could drown in them. He’s watching my every reaction, every flicker of pleasure that crosses my face. He’s completely in control, and the thought is both terrifying and exhilarating.

“That’s my girl,” he praises, and the words, the simple approval, send a fresh jolt of pleasure through me. “Now, be a good girl and come for me. Right here. Right now.”

His thumb finds my clit, and he starts to rub slow, firm circles, a direct, insistent pressure that shatters what little control I have left. The world narrows to the sensation of his fingers inside me, his thumb on my clit, and the possessive dark fire in his eyes. I can feel the orgasm building, a tight, hot coil deep in my belly, pulling tighter and tighter.

“Let go, sweetheart,” he whispers. “Give it to me.”

And I do. I can’t hold back. A soft, strangled gasp escapes my lips as the pleasure crashes over me in a blinding, all-consuming wave. My inner walls clamp down on his fingers, a rhythmic pulsing that goes on and on. My vision whites out, and for a moment, the only thing that exists is the intense, exquisite pleasure he’s giving me. I’m aware, on some distant level, that I’m digging my nails into the polished wood of the table, that my body is trembling, but I’m lost in the sensation, in the sheer bliss of it all.

Slowly, the world comes back into focus. The soft murmur of the restaurant, the gentle clink of cutlery, the weight of his gaze on my flushed face. I’m boneless, limp, my body humming with a residual, pleasant tremor.

Xavier withdraws his fingers slowly, a final, gentle caress that makes me shudder. He brings them to his lips, and my breath catches in my throat as I watch him, transfixed. He licks each of his fingers clean, his eyes locked on mine the entire time. There’s no shame in his gaze, only a deep, dark hunger and a possessive satisfaction that makes my stomach flutter.

He leans in again, his lips brushing against my ear. “Delicious,” he murmurs, the word a hot, possessive puff of air against my skin. “My favorite dessert by far.”

I can only manage a weak, breathless laugh, my body still recovering from the orgasm that just rocked me to my core. I feel drunk, giddy, completely out of my depth in the most wonderful way possible. “You’re insane,” I whisper, my voice shaky but filled with awe.

“Only for you, sweetheart,” he whispers back, before pressing a soft, lingering kiss to my temple.

If this is what life with Xavier is going to be like, I am in so, so much trouble. And I have a feeling I’m going to love every single second of it.


Chapter Seven
Sienna


The kitchen is a symphony of controlled chaos, and at the center of it all is Xavier. He’s in his element, a commanding presence who moves through the flurry of activity with an effortless grace that is both intimidating and incredibly captivating. There’s a power in him that’s not loud or aggressive, but deep and inherent. A quiet authority that demands respect without ever having to raise his voice.

I’m standing off to the side, tucked away near a stainless-steel counter laden with fresh herbs, trying to stay out of the way. We have finished testing different dessert ideas to pair with my ice cream, and he told me to go away and think about if I wanted to move forward with the collaboration. Except I didn’t want to go away. I wanted to stay here. To see his world. So I’m just standing here, silent and unobtrusive, my gaze fixed on the man who has managed to completely consume my thoughts as he and his team prepare for their busy dinner service.

He’s guiding one of his trainee chefs through the delicate art of plating a seared scallop, explaining the precise angle of the microplane for the zest, the exact placement of the fennel fronds. “Perfection isn’t an accident, David,” he says, his voice calm but firm. “It’s a series of deliberate choices. Every detail matters.” The young chef nods, his expression rapt, hanging on Xavier’s every word. I know the feeling.

My heart does a little fluttery thing in my chest. It’s so unfair how handsome he is. His dark hair is slightly disheveled from running his hands through it, and the sleeves of his crisp white chef’s coat are rolled up to reveal strong, corded forearms dusted with dark hair. He’s not just a chef; he’s an artist, a master of his craft, and the sight of him so completely in his element makes me feel a little weak at the knees. I can’t believe he’s interested in me. Little old me, with my weird business and my even weirder body. It feels like I’ve won some kind of cosmic lottery, and I keep waiting for someone to tell me it’s all been a mistake.

“Hi.”

The voice is a little too close, and it pulls me out of my Xavier-induced trance. I turn to see a young man, probably a few years older than me, with a lanky frame and a messy shock of blond hair that falls into his eyes. He’s wearing the same white chef’s coat as everyone else, but there’s a trainee’s patch on the sleeve. He’s smiling, but it doesn’t quite reach his eyes.

“Hi,” I reply, offering a polite but distant smile. I try to take a subtle step back, to create a little more space between us, but he moves with me, closing the distance I was trying to create.

“You’re Sienna, right?” he asks, his gaze pointedly dropping from my face to my chest and lingering there in a way that makes my skin crawl. “The ice cream lady.”

“That’s me,” I say, my smile tightening. I cross my arms over my chest, a defensive posture that feels both necessary and humiliating. My sundress is modest, but it doesn’t stop him from looking at me like I’m a piece of meat on a platter.

“I’m Matthew,” he says, finally dragging his eyes back to my face, but the leering look is still there. “I, uh, I’ve had some of your ice cream. It’s... incredible.”

“Oh, thanks,” I mumble, suddenly wishing the floor would swallow me whole. I glance over at Xavier, but he’s still on the other side of the kitchen, his back to me as he demonstrates a technique to another young chef. A wave of disappointment washes over me. I know it’s ridiculous. He’s running a kitchen. He can’t be watching me every second. But right now, in this moment, I wish I had his attention.

“Seriously,” Matthew continues, oblivious to my discomfort. “It’s the best thing I’ve ever tasted.” He takes another step closer, until he’s practically in my personal space, the scent of stale coffee and something vaguely sour clinging to him. “Every time I eat it, it makes me wonder... what the main ingredient would taste like on its own.”

My blood runs cold. I know exactly what he’s implying. His gaze drops again, unabashedly, to my breasts, and he stares at them with a hungry, almost obscene focus. A hot flush of shame creeps up my neck, burning my cheeks. This is it. This is the reason I’ve never been able to have a normal relationship. This is the ugly side of my condition, the part that makes men see me not as a person, but as a... a commodity. A fetish.

The way he’s looking at me is so different from the way Xavier has been looking at me all day. Xavier has never once made me feel uncomfortable about the fact that I lactate. He has just accepted it as a part of who I am, and I’ve never felt anything but completely comfortable around him. But this, with Matthew, is making tears of shame sting my eyes. I blink them back though, refusing to let him see any weakness on my face.

Why do some people have to be so fucking creepy?

I take a step back, putting as much distance between us as the small space will allow. “You should probably get back to work,” I say, my voice tight. I turn away from him, my arms wrapped tightly around myself, hoping he’ll take the hint.

He doesn’t. He follows me, moving to stand in front of me, blocking my view of the rest of the kitchen. He’s crowding me, and the sickening feeling of being trapped starts to rise in my chest.

“I’m serious,” he says, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I want to find out how good it tastes on its own.” He licks his lips, a slow, deliberate movement that makes my stomach turn. “I’ll pay you. Whatever you want. Just let me have a taste. My family has a lot of money, and I’d willingly pay you a fucking fortune to suck the milk straight from your sexy tits.”

The words, the sheer, disgusting audacity of them, land like a punch to the gut. The fear and shame that have been coiling in my stomach ignite into a white-hot rage. How dare he? How dare he talk to me like I’m some kind of object he can buy and use for his own sick gratification?

A surge of adrenaline floods my veins. I don’t think. I just react.

“Get the fuck away from me!” I snarl, and I put both hands on his chest and shove with all my might. He’s taller than me, broader, but the force of my rage gives me strength. He stumbles back, a look of shock on his face.

My shout echoes through the kitchen, cutting through the clatter of pans and the sizzle of the grills like a whip crack. The noise level drops instantly, the symphony of chaos grinding to a halt. All movement stops. All heads turn. Every single pair of eyes in the kitchen is now locked on us.

And one pair in particular. Xavier’s.

He was on the far side of the room, but in the space of a single heartbeat, he’s closing the distance between us. He doesn’t run, but it’s a movement so fluid and fast, so full of terrifying purpose, that it feels like he’s teleporting. He’s a blur of white and fury.

Before Matthew can even process what’s happening, Xavier is on him. He doesn’t say a word. He just grabs Matthew by the front of his chef’s coat, the fabric bunching in his fist, and yanks him away from me. The movement is so violent Matthew’s feet actually leave the floor for a second.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Xavier snarls, his voice a dangerous growl I’ve never heard him use before. It’s not the calm, controlled tone he uses with his staff. This is something else. Something primal and lethal.

Matthew stumbles, his face pale, sweat beading on his forehead. “Chef, I... I was just talking to her...” he stammers, his eyes wide with fear.

Xavier gets right in his face, their noses almost touching. “You were just what?” he asks, his voice dangerously quiet. “Harassing a guest in my kitchen? Disrespecting a woman I care about? Was that it?”

Matthew opens his mouth, then closes it, a fish out of water. He has no excuse. There is no excuse.

“Get out,” Xavier says, each word a sharp, distinct shard of ice. “You’re fired. Get the hell out of my restaurant. Now.”

He doesn’t wait for a response. He physically drags Matthew toward the staff exit at the back of the kitchen, shoving him through the door with enough force that Matthew stumbles and almost falls. He follows him out, and I hear muffled voices, then the heavy thud of the back door swinging shut.

The silence in the kitchen is deafening. The entire staff is frozen, their eyes fixed on me. I can feel their gazes like a hundred tiny pricks against my skin. My face is burning with a humiliation so profound I can barely breathe. I just want the floor to open up and swallow me whole. I don’t know where to look. At the floor? At the stainless-steel counters? At the horrified faces of the chefs? I can feel the tears I fought so hard to hold back prickling at my eyes, and I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to hold them at bay.

Then, he’s back. He moves through the silent, staring staff like a ship cutting through water, his focus solely on me. He wraps me up in his strong arms, pulling me against his chest, shielding me from all the prying eyes. He smells of clean linen and the faint, spicy scent of himself, and I bury my face in the crook of his neck as I try to hide from the world.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his hand stroking my back in a soothing rhythm. “I’ve got you. You’re safe now.”

He pulls back just enough to look at me, his thumbs gently wiping the tears from my cheeks. “What happened?” he asks, his dark eyes full of a fierce, protective light. “Tell me.”

I take a shaky breath, the words catching in my throat. “He... he said things,” I manage to whisper, my voice trembling. “He said he’d pay to... to taste my milk. To drink from me.” Saying the words out loud makes me feel sick all over again.

A muscle in Xavier’s jaw tightens, a flash of pure fury in his eyes. He looks like he wants to go back and finish what he started. But he takes a deep breath, and when he speaks again, his voice is calm but holds a steely edge. “I’m sorry, Sienna,” he says, his thumb stroking my cheek. “I am so sorry that happened in my kitchen. That is a failure on my part. It will never happen again. I promise you, I will never let another man treat you like that in my presence.”

He turns to face the still-silent staff, his arm wrapped securely around my shoulders. “Carry on,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Service begins in thirty minutes. You know your stations. Do your jobs.”

Then he turns back to me, his gaze softening. “Come on,” he says, his voice gentle. “Let’s get you out of here.” He leads me out of the kitchen, his arm a steady, comforting weight around me. I’m dimly aware of the staff scrambling back into motion as we leave, the sounds of the kitchen slowly coming back to life behind us.

But all I care about is Xavier, and the solid, reassuring presence of him beside me.


Chapter Eight
Xavier


I guide Sienna through a short corridor towards my office, my hand resting firmly on the small of her back. Every muscle in my body is coiled tight with a rage so potent it tastes like metal in my mouth. I’m a man of control, of discipline. My entire world is built on precision, on order. And right now, that order has been shattered.

Not just by the insolent little shit who thought he could speak to my Sienna like that, but by my own failure. My restaurant, my kitchen, my domain. And she was hurt in it. I should have been there. I should have seen it coming.

I unlock my office door and usher her inside, closing it behind us with a soft click. The solid thunk of the lock sliding home is a small, satisfying measure of control. In here at least, I can keep her safe. In here, the rest of the world can’t touch her.

My office is my sanctuary. A space of clean lines and dark wood. But right now, none of it matters. The only thing that matters is the woman standing in the middle of the room, looking small and vulnerable in a way that makes my chest ache with a fierce, protective tenderness.

She hugs her arms around herself, and I see the slight tremor in her hands. “I’m so sorry, Xavier,” she whispers, her gaze fixed on the floor. “I caused such a scene.”

“Hey.” My voice is rougher than I intend. I cross the space between us in two long strides, my hands coming up to cup her face. I tilt her chin up, forcing her to meet my gaze. Her beautiful eyes are shimmering with unshed tears. “This was not your fault. Do you hear me? None of this is your fault.”

I see her swallow, the delicate movement of her throat. “I... I know.”

But I’m not sure she does. I can see the shame clinging to her, a toxic residue from Matthew’s poison. I need to wash it away. I need to erase every trace of it until all she feels is me.

I lead her over to my large leather chair, the one I’ve spent a thousand hours in, poring over balance sheets and menu plans. I sit, pulling her down with me. She settles onto my lap, her body pliant and warm against mine. I wrap my arms around her, holding her tight, her head tucked under my chin. I press a soft kiss to her hair, breathing in her sweet, vanilla scent. “I’m sorry,” I murmur into her hair. “I should have protected you better.”

She shifts against me, her soft curves molding to my hard frame. “You did protect me,” she whispers, her voice muffled against my chest. “You stood up for me. You fired him.” She lifts her head, her eyes searching mine. “Thank you.”

Something shifts in her gaze. The vulnerability is still there, but now it’s laced with something else. A heat. A curiosity. She wiggles in my lap, a slow, deliberate movement, and then she moves to straddle me. My body responds instantly, a hot, hard surge of lust that makes me grit my teeth. She feels it. I know she does. Her eyes widen slightly, a flicker of triumph in their depths.

She leans in, her soft lips brushing against mine. It’s a tentative, questioning kiss. Soft. Sweet. A stark contrast to the feral energy still thrumming through my veins. “Thank you for standing up for me,” she whispers against my mouth before kissing me again.

This one is bolder. Her lips part, and her tongue flicks out to trace the seam of my mouth. I groan, the sound ripped from my chest. My hands, which were resting on her back, slide down to grip her hips, holding her against me. I’m hard for her. So hard it’s almost painful. A desperate, primal need roars to life inside me, a caveman impulse to claim her, to mark her, to fill her belly with my baby so the whole world knows she is mine. That she is safe. That she is untouchable.

But not now. Not like this. Not while the shadow of that little shit’s harassment still hangs over her.

I force myself to pull back, my breathing ragged. “Sienna,” I start, my voice thick with unspoken desire. “We don’t have to...”

She silences me with another kiss, this one harder, more demanding. When she finally pulls back, her cheeks are flushed, her lips swollen and wet. She looks me dead in the eye, her gaze unwavering. “I want you, Xavier,” she says, her voice clear and steady. “I need you. I’m ready for you to finish what we started in the kitchen this morning.”

My heart hammers against my ribs. I cup her face in my hands, my thumbs stroking her soft, warm skin. I search her eyes, looking for any sign of hesitation, any lingering fear. All I see is a blazing, unwavering trust. A desire that mirrors my own.

“Are you sure, sweetheart?” I ask, my voice a low growl. “Are you sure you want me to take your virginity?”

A soft moan escapes her lips, a sound that goes straight to my cock. “Yes,” she whispers, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before she opens them again, pinning me with her gaze. “Please, Xavier.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. I grip the hem of her sundress and pull it over her head in one smooth, fluid motion. She lifts her arms to help me, and then she’s sitting on my lap in nothing but her white bra and panties. She’s perfect. All soft curves and pale skin, her breasts full and heavy in their lace confines.

I reach behind her and unhook her bra, my fingers fumbling slightly in my haste. The fabric falls away, and her breasts are freed. They’re so fucking perfect. The soft, full swell of them, the pale pink of her areolas, the bead of her nipples, already hard and peaked for me.

I bring my hands up to cup them gently even as I lean in to claim her mouth again, and this time, I don’t hold back. I kiss her with all the pent-up hunger I’ve been feeling since the moment I met her. It’s a raw, possessive kiss, a claiming. She meets me with equal passion, her hands tangling in my hair, her body arching against mine.

I gently knead her tits in my hands, feeling how heavy they are, how full. And then, I feel a slight wetness against my palm. I pull back, and I see a single, pearly bead of milk welling at the tip of her nipple.

My breath hitches. I look from the bead of milk up to her face. Her cheeks are flushed a deep pink, her lips parted, her eyes wide with a mixture of vulnerability and arousal. As I hold her gaze, she gently grips my wrists and pulls my hands away from her breasts, and instead, she cups them with her own hands, lifting them slightly as if in offering. And as I watch, transfixed, another bead of milk wells up at the tip of her other nipple, then another, until a slow, pearly trail begins to trickle down the soft curve of her breast.

My cock, which was already hard, becomes impossibly harder, a throbbing, insistent pressure against the zipper of my pants. I’ve never seen anything more beautiful in my entire life. This is her unique gift, and she is sharing it with me. Trusting me with it. With her. The fact that she is giving herself to me so willingly after what just happened with Matthew makes my chest ache with a fierce, possessive love.

“Xavier...” she whispers, leaning in to brush one of her hard nipples against my lips.

That’s it. That’s enough to snap through the last thread of my control. I growl, and I lean in and take her into my mouth. I don’t hesitate. I wrap my lips around her taut peak and suck, hard. A burst of sweetness floods my tongue, warm and rich. I feast on her, my hands gripping her hips, holding her steady as I worship her breasts with my mouth. First one, then the other. I lick and suck and nibble until she is writhing on my lap, her fingers tangled in my hair, her head thrown back in a silent cry of pleasure. The sweet, creamy taste of her is the most delicious thing I have ever experienced, and even after draining her breasts this morning in my kitchen, I still can’t seem to get enough of her.

Keeping my mouth sealed around one stiff nipple, I wrap my arms around her waist and stand up, lifting her with me. She gasps and wraps her legs around my waist, her hot, slick center pressed right against my rock-hard cock. I don’t let up my assault on her breasts as I lay her down on my desk, her pale skin a stark, beautiful contrast to the dark wood. Her hair, a riot of dark curls, spills over the edge of the desk, and her eyes are dark and dazed with pleasure. Her lips are swollen and parted, and she’s breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath.

I pull back, my gaze traveling down the length of her body, drinking in the sight of her. The soft curve of her belly, the dip of her waist, the long, elegant line of her legs. I hook my fingers in the waistband of her panties and I peel them down her legs, slowly, reverently. I toss them over my shoulder, not caring where they land.

She is completely bare to me now. Open. Vulnerable. All mine. I lean down over her, my hands braced on the desk on either side of her head, and I kiss her again, pouring all of my hunger, my need, my possessive love into it. I rub the hard bulge in my pants against her slick, wet pussy, a slow, deliberate drag that makes her moan into my mouth. I don’t care that it’s going to leave a wet patch on my pants. I don’t care about anything but the feel of her, the taste of her, the sounds she makes.

“Xavier,” she gasps, her hands fisting in my shirt. “Please... I need you inside me.”

The words are my undoing. I pull back and practically rip my clothes off, my movements clumsy with a desperate, frantic need. My shirt, my pants, my boxers. I discard them until I am as naked as she is. I watch her as I strip, enjoying the way her eyes widen, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink as I reveal my body to her. Her gaze roams over my chest, my stomach, lower, until it lands on my cock. It’s jutting out from my body, thick and hard and so fucking eager for her. A soft, breathy gasp escapes her lips, and the sound is the most beautiful thing I have ever heard.

Then I’m back between her thighs where I belong, the head of my cock nudging at her slick, hot opening. I look down at her, at her flushed face and dark, dazed eyes. “Are you on birth control, Sienna?” I ask, my voice little more than a growl.

She blushes, the pretty pink spreading down her neck and across her chest. She shakes her head. “No.”

A raw, primal satisfaction roars through me. I growl, the sound deep in my chest. “Good.”

I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear. “I want to see you growing big and round with my baby,” I whisper, the words a dark, possessive promise. “So the whole world will know you belong to me.”

Her response is a soft, breathy moan, her hips arching up against me in a silent plea for more. And who am I to deny her?

I press forward, slowly, so slowly, breaching her tight, virgin heat. The feeling is... indescribable. She’s so fucking tight. A hot, slick, velvet vise that grips my cock and makes my vision blur at the edges. It takes every ounce of my self-control not to slam into her, to bury myself to the hilt in one hard, possessive thrust. But I won’t. Not her first time. This has to be perfect for her.

I push in a little deeper, and I feel the barrier of her innocence. I look into her eyes, and I see a flicker of pain, a wince that she tries to hide.

“Look at me, sweetheart,” I command, my voice rough with emotion. She does, her dark eyes locking with mine. “It will only hurt for a moment,” I promise her. “And then... I promise you, it will feel so good.”

She nods, a small, trusting movement.

With one final, steady push, I’m through. I’m inside her. Fully sheathed in her hot, tight, perfect little pussy. A choked gasp escapes her lips, her body tensing beneath me. I stop, giving her a moment to adjust, to get used to the feel of me inside her. I press soft, gentle kisses to her forehead, her cheeks, the corner of her mouth. “You okay?” I murmur.

She takes a shaky breath, then another. The tension slowly drains from her body, and she wiggles her hips in a slow, experimental movement that sends a jolt of pure pleasure through me. “Yeah,” she whispers, a small smile playing on her lips. “I’m okay.”

I smile back, a wave of relief washing over me. I start to move, a slow, gentle rhythm. A slow slide out, then a long, deep push back in. Her tight, wet heat grips me with every thrust, a mind-blowing friction that makes it hard to think, hard to breathe. She feels incredible. Better than I ever could have imagined. Her legs wrap around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, urging me on.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I growl, my pace increasing slightly. “Take my cock. Take all of me.” I lean down, capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss as I continue to move inside her. My hips start to move a little faster, a little harder, my control beginning to slip. The need to claim her, to mark her as mine, is a powerful, primal force, a relentless tide that’s pulling me under.

I want to consume her, to devour her, to make her so completely mine that she’ll never be able to imagine a life without me. I want to fuck her so hard, so deep, that she’ll feel me for days.

Her breath comes in ragged gasps, her hands gripping my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin. I can feel her body responding to mine, her inner muscles clenching around my cock, a greedy, rhythmic pulsing that drives me wild.

“Xavier...” she moans, her head thrown back, her dark hair a wild mess against the polished wood of my desk. “Oh God... don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. I’m just getting started.

I reach down and grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, holding her in place as I start to fuck her in earnest. My thrusts become deeper, harder, more demanding. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the quiet office with a lewd, rhythmic symphony.

I lean down and take one of her beautiful, heavy breasts in my mouth again, my lips closing around her taut, milk-swollen nipple. I suck hard, and it’s a deep, possessive pull. Another burst of her sweet, creamy essence floods my tongue, and I groan, the taste of her, the feel of her, the smell of her, a sensory overload that makes my head spin. I am claiming every part of her. The sweetness of her milk, the tight, wet heat of her virgin pussy. All of it. All mine.

Her back arches off the desk, a silent scream of pleasure on her lips as my cock hits a spot deep inside her. Her body trembles, her inner walls clamping down on me in a way that tells me she’s close. So close.

I reach between us, my fingers finding her clit, the hard, sensitive nub of flesh. I start to rub her in slow, firm circles, making her breath hitch as her body tenses beneath me. “That’s it, sweetheart,” I growl against her skin. “Come for me. Come all over my cock.”

It only takes a few more strokes of my fingers, a few more hard, deep thrusts of my cock, and she shatters. Her entire body convulses, a powerful, violent wave of pleasure that wracks her from head to toe. A choked, strangled cry escapes her lips, her pussy clamping down on my cock in a rhythmic, pulsing grip that is my undoing.

The sight of her, lost in the throes of her orgasm, her beautiful face a mask of ecstasy, is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. It pushes me over the edge. With a loud, guttural roar, I slam into her one last time, burying myself to the hilt as my own orgasm crashes over me, a blinding, all-consuming wave of pleasure. My cock pulses, spilling hot ropes of my seed deep inside her, filling her, marking her, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

I stay inside her, my body a dead weight on hers, as we both struggle to catch our breath. The air in the office is thick with the scent of sex and sweat and her sweet, vanilla perfume. I can feel her heart beating against my chest, a frantic, wild rhythm that slowly begins to calm.

After a few long moments, I push myself up, my arms trembling slightly with the effort. I look down at her, at her flushed, sated face and her dark, dazed eyes. She looks... well-fucked. Beautiful. Utterly and completely mine.

I carefully lift her into my arms, keeping my softening cock inside her, not wanting to break the connection just yet. I carry her back to my chair and sit down, settling her on my lap, her head resting against my shoulder. My arms come around her, holding her close, a bone-deep contentment settling over me. This is where she belongs. In my arms. On my cock.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice a low, rough murmur against her hair.

She nods, a small, tired movement against my chest. “Yeah,” she whispers, her voice husky. “I’m more than okay.”

A small smile plays on my lips. I press a soft kiss to the crown of her head, breathing in her sweet scent. This feels right. More right than anything has ever felt before. Holding her like this, with my cock plugging her up and my seed warming her womb, a fierce, possessive satisfaction settles deep in my soul.

This is the beginning of something. Something big. Something life-changing.

And I know with absolute certainty, that I will never want anyone but her for the rest of my life.


Epilogue
Sienna


Eight months later:

I stand in the middle of Sweetheart, my beautiful, glittering dessert bar tucked into a corner of the restaurant where Xavier first claimed me, and take a deep, shuddering breath. The air is thick with the scent of warm sugar, rich vanilla, and the buttery aroma of fresh-baked waffle cones. The low, soft hum of conversation is a gentle backdrop, and the tinkling laughter of happy customers is the sweetest music I’ve ever heard.

It’s the grand opening. The culmination of months of hard work, of late nights, of tasting sessions, of passionate debates with a certain grumpy, stubborn, ridiculously handsome chef. And it’s perfect. More perfect than I ever could have dreamed.

The space is a reflection of me, of us. The long marble counter gleams under the soft warm glow of the pendant lights, and the display cases are filled with a rainbow of my ice creams, each one a work of art. The walls are painted a soft, warm blush, and the velvet-topped stools are a deep, decadent emerald green. It’s elegant and sophisticated, but it’s also warm and inviting. It’s a little bit of my sunshine, right here in the heart of Xavier’s sleek, high-end world.

I run a hand over the round curve of my belly, a familiar flutter in my stomach. It’s not just the baby this time. It’s the flutter of disbelief, of pure joy. I’m here. I’m actually here. My dream, our dream, is real.

My gaze sweeps over the room, over the smiling faces and the happy diners, and it lands on him. Xavier. He’s standing by the entrance, a tall, commanding figure in a dark, tailored suit, his expression unreadable as he watches the room with a quiet, observant intensity. But I know him. I see the pride in the slight tilt of his chin, in the way his shoulders are held back. He’s proud of this. Of us.

As if he can feel my gaze on him, he turns. His dark eyes find mine across the crowded room, and the stern, unreadable mask melts away, replaced by a look so full of love and adoration it makes my breath catch. It’s a look that still has the power to make me feel like the only woman in the world. He gives me a small, private smile, a smile that’s just for me, before he pushes off the wall and starts to make his way toward me.

The crowd parts for him, a subtle, instinctual deference to his presence. He moves with a quiet confidence, a predatory grace that still makes my heart skip a beat. He stops in front of me, his hands coming to rest on my waist, his thumbs stroking the soft fabric of my dress.

“Well, Mrs. Villard,” he murmurs, his deep, husky voice sending a shiver down my spine, even after all this time. “It seems you’ve done it again.”

I smile up at him, my heart swelling with a love so powerful it’s almost overwhelming. “We did it,” I correct him, my hands coming up to rest on his chest, feeling the steady, reassuring beat of his heart beneath my palm. “This was our dream, remember?”

His eyes soften, a rare, unguarded warmth in their depths. “I remember,” he says, leaning in to press a soft kiss to my forehead. “I remember at one time, I thought it would be enough just to have a dessert or two on my menu that would include your mouth-watering ice cream. But then I knew nothing less than having you here in my restaurant, with your own space and your own name above it, would do.”

A soft, happy sigh escapes my lips. I turn in his arms, leaning back against his chest, and we both look out at our bustling little kingdom. “I can’t believe this is real,” I whisper, my gaze sweeping over the happy faces, the glittering glasses, the decadent swirls of ice cream. “Sometimes I feel like I’m going to wake up and it will all have been a dream.”

He tightens his arms around me, his chin resting on the top of my head. “It’s not a dream, sweetheart,” he says, his voice a low, reassuring rumble against my ear. “It’s real. This is real. We’re real.”

As if to prove his point, a strong, insistent kick ripples from deep within my belly. I gasp, my hands flying to my stomach, a wide, delighted smile spreading across my face. “And someone else wants to let us know that he is very real, too,” I say, laughing as I feel another series of flutters, a chaotic, joyful dance beneath my skin. “He’s going to be a soccer player, I swear.”

Xavier chuckles, a low, deep sound that vibrates through my entire body. He moves his hands from my waist to my stomach, his large, warm palms covering the swell. The baby kicks again, right against his hand, and Xavier’s breath hitches. I can feel the wonder in him, the quiet awe, even without him saying a word.

“He’s strong,” Xavier murmurs, his thumb stroking gently over my dress. “Just like his mother.”

I snuggle back into his embrace, my heart overflowing. It’s moments like this, these small, quiet moments of connection, that mean the most. The grand gestures, the expensive gifts, the lavish declarations of love... those are wonderful, and I love them. But this is the real foundation of our life together. This quiet intimacy, this shared wonder, this simple, profound joy.

This is the forever he promised me, served up in a thousand little moments.

And then, just to remind me that my grumpy, stoic, serious chef is also the man who spoils me rotten, he leans in and whispers, “Have I told you how beautiful you look tonight, Sienna?”

I laugh, a soft, breathy sound. “Once or twice.”

“Well, let me tell you again,” he says, his lips brushing against my ear, sending a delicious shiver down my spine. “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. That dress... it’s my new favorite.” His gaze drops from my face to my body, to the simple, elegant maternity dress that drapes over my curves in a way that makes me feel beautiful and womanly and desired. He picked it out, of course. From some exclusive designer boutique in Paris that I can’t even pronounce. He flew it in just for tonight. Because he’s Xavier Villard, and that’s what he does.

“You’re biased,” I tease, turning in his arms to face him. I loop my arms around his neck, my fingers playing with the short, soft hair at the nape of his neck.

He grins, a rare, unguarded smile that still has the power to make my knees go weak. “Guilty,” he admits, his hands sliding down to cup the swell of my bottom, pulling me flush against him. He’s still hard for me. Even in the middle of a crowded room, surrounded by some of the most influential people in the city, he still wants me with a single-minded intensity that never, ever fades. It’s a heady, intoxicating feeling.

“And this,” he murmurs, one of his hands leaving my bottom to trace the curve of my belly, a slow, possessive caress. “This is my new favorite sight in the entire world. You, carrying my child.”

My heart does that little flip-flop thing it always does when he talks about the baby. He’s been like this since I told him I was pregnant. Doting. Protective. Utterly besotted.

“I love seeing you like this,” I whisper, reaching up to trace the line of his strong jaw. “Happy.”

“I’m always happy with you, Sienna,” he says, his voice serious now, his dark eyes searching mine. “Even when I’m being a grumpy bastard, I’m happy. Because I love you.”

Tears well up in my eyes, and I have to blink them back. Damn these pregnancy hormones. I’m a weepy mess these days. “I love you too, Xavier.”

I lean in and press my lips to his, a soft, sweet kiss that’s full of all the love and gratitude I feel for this man. He’s my rock, my anchor, my everything. He’s the grumpy, stubborn, ridiculously handsome chef who took a chance on a girl with a crazy dream and a secret ingredient, and he changed my life in ways I never could have imagined.

And I couldn’t be happier.


Thirsting For His Kitten
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Chapter One
Tristan


The heat of the late morning sun bakes the back of my neck as I walk the perimeter of the resort construction site. It’s early enough that the humidity hasn’t fully settled in, but already the weight of the day presses down. I prefer to get out of here before the real chaos starts; before the foremen start shouting across scaffolding and trucks roll in to pour concrete. Out here, I can keep everything in check. Order, precision, deadlines. That’s where I thrive.

Luxury resorts don’t build themselves. I oversee every damn detail from foundation to ribbon-cutting. I didn’t inherit a cent, didn’t stumble into wealth. I built it. Brick by brick. Deal by deal. Most people in my world wear tailored suits and sit behind a desk. I wear steel-toe boots and a frown most of the day, and people know better than to mistake my silence for indifference. I expect excellence. From everyone. Including myself.

I round the corner of the site, pausing by a supply container that’s half-shaded by a tarp flapping lazily in the breeze. That’s when I hear it. A sound that’s far too small to belong here. A weak, rasping mewl. I frown, scanning the area. At first, I don’t see anything. Then the noise comes again, and I crouch, shifting the tarp aside with my boot.

Curled in the dirt, half-tucked behind a crate of unused wiring, is a kitten. Tiny. Too tiny. Its fur is matted and patchy, mostly gray with smudges of white along its belly and paws. Big ears. A twitching tail. But it doesn’t move much. Its little chest rises and falls shallowly, and its eyes blink slowly like it’s too tired to keep them open.

Shit.

I crouch down beside it. I’ve never handled something this fragile in my life, not even when I held my niece for the first time. This thing looks like it weighs less than my phone. Its bones feel like twigs beneath its fur, and when I gently slide my hands around it, it doesn’t resist. Just lets out another pitiful sound, its head lolling weakly into my palm.

“Where the hell is your mother?” I mutter, scanning the site again, but it’s useless. There’s no sign of any others. No nest. No crate. Nothing but concrete dust and plywood. Someone must’ve dumped it. Heartless bastard.

I rise slowly, cradling the kitten against my chest like it’s made of glass. I can feel it trembling faintly, its body too cold for the temperature outside.

There’s a shelter not far from here. I remember passing it a dozen times on my way to the site. Never thought I’d be the kind of man to need it. But today, apparently, I am.

I press the kitten a little closer to my chest and start walking toward the truck, my stride purposeful, my jaw tight. “You’re not dying on my site,” I say to the tiny creature. “Not today.”

The drive is a blur. I drive too fast, and the kitten shifts in my lap. It makes a quiet mewing sound, and I reach down to stroke its head.

It’s a strange feeling, this protective instinct. It’s primal, immediate, and it doesn’t give a damn about spreadsheets or shareholder meetings.

The shelter is a modest brick building with a faded sign that reads “Second Chance Animal Shelter.” I park haphazardly in the closest spot, practically falling out of the truck. My boots crunch over the gravel lot as I stride toward the entrance, my work shirt smudged with dirt and sweat, my hands still cradling the kitten.

The front desk is empty, but a bell dings softly when I push the door open, its sound swallowed by a chorus of barks and meows echoing from the back. I don’t have to wait long. A young woman appears from a hallway, her hair pulled back in a loose ponytail, her expression focused. She stops short when she sees me, her gaze dropping to the kitten in my hands.

“Oh,” she says, her voice gentle. She hurries around the counter, her movements quick and sure. “Bring him here.”

I step closer, extending my hands. She reaches out, and her fingers brush mine as she takes the kitten. A jolt, sharp and unexpected, shoots up my arm, and I have to force myself not to pull back. I’ve never been hit by lightning, but I imagine this is what it feels like... a sudden, undeniable force that rearranges everything.

Her name tag reads ‘Cleo.’

“Let me see,” she murmurs, her attention fully on the kitten. She cradles it in one arm and gently strokes its back with her thumb. Its trembling seems to lessen under her touch.

“He’s dehydrated,” she says, looking up at me for the first time. Her eyes are the color of warm honey, and when they meet mine, I feel a strange shift in my chest. It’s not a pleasant feeling. It’s disorienting. Like the ground has suddenly tilted beneath my feet.

“I found him at my construction site,” I say, my voice rougher than I intend. “He was just… there.”

“He’s lucky you found him,” she says, her gaze returning to the kitten. “Let’s get him checked out properly. Dr. Evans is in the back. Come with me.”

I follow her down a short hallway, the sounds of the other animals growing louder. She moves with a confident grace, completely unfazed by my presence in my dusty, disheveled state. Most people in her position would be flustered, maybe even intimidated. She’s not. She’s focused. Efficient. I find myself respecting her for it.

Dr. Evans is a woman in her late fifties with kind eyes and a calm demeanor. She examines the kitten quickly but thoroughly.

“Low blood sugar, dehydrated, underweight,” she confirms, glancing at Cleo. “He needs subcutaneous fluids and a warming box. We’ll need to keep him overnight for monitoring, but he should come out of this just fine.”

“I’ll pay for it,” I say immediately. “Whatever it costs.”

Cleo looks at me, her expression unreadable. “We appreciate the donation, Mr…?”

“Montgomery. Tristan Montgomery.”

“Mr. Montgomery,” she continues, her tone even, “we’re a non-profit. Every bit helps, but what we really need right now are foster homes. We’re at capacity.”

My mind races. I’m in the middle of a multi-million dollar project. I have meetings, deadlines, and investors to answer to. Fostering a kitten is the last thing I have time for. But the thought of walking away, of leaving this little creature - and her - behind is… unacceptable.

“I can do it,” I say, the words out of my mouth before I’ve fully processed them. I’m forty-two years-old, and I’ve never once considered owning a pet. My schedule has never allowed it. But now here I am, offering to foster a small animal because I want to see Cleo again, and have a reason to keep in contact with her.

Shit, I’ve got it bad already.

Cleo’s eyebrows raise slightly. “Really?”

“Yes, tell me what I need.”

She hesitates, her gaze sweeping over my work boots and dust-caked jeans. “It’s a commitment, Mr. Montgomery. He’ll need to be fed every few hours. Kept warm. Socialized. It’s not a set-and-forget situation.”

“I understand,” I say, my voice firm. “I’ll make arrangements. I have the resources.”

She studies me for a long moment, her honey-colored eyes searching mine. I feel a strange urge to prove myself to her.

“Okay,” she finally says, a small smile playing on her lips. “Come back tomorrow, around this time. We’ll have him stabilized, and I can show you the ropes. You’ll need to sign some paperwork, get a starter kit…”

“I’ll be here,” I say, already dreading the logistics but relishing the thought of seeing her again.

She leads me back to the front of the shelter, her movements fluid, her ponytail swinging gently against her back. The kitten, now bundled in a soft towel, is cradled in her arms. As we reach the counter, she pauses, her attention drawn back to the tiny creature.

“Shhh, little one,” she coos, stroking its cheek with her thumb. “You’re safe now.”

I watch her, my throat suddenly tight. The kitten has stilled, its little body relaxed in her embrace, its head nestled in the crook of her elbow. A wave of something sharp and unfamiliar washes over me, a primal, gut-deep yearning. For a split second, I imagine her holding a baby instead of a kitten. My baby. The thought is so jarring, so out of character, that I have to take a step back.

“Tomorrow, then,” I say, my voice gruff.

She looks up, her smile widening. “Tomorrow.”

I give a curt nod and turn, pushing open the door and stepping out into the afternoon sun. I can feel her eyes on my back as I walk to my truck, and I don’t look back. I can’t. I need to get a grip. But as I start the engine, the image of her, her hands gentle and sure, her smile warm and genuine, is burned into my mind. This isn’t good.

But I can’t wait to come back tomorrow.


Chapter Two
Cleo


The next day at the shelter feels electric, the air buzzing with a current only I seem to feel. Every clank of a metal bowl, every distant bark, every squeak of a toy in the hands of a potential adopter sets my nerves on edge. I keep glancing at the clock on the wall, its hands moving with an infuriating slowness. My heart, usually a steady, reliable metronome in my chest, is doing a strange, fluttery rhythm I can’t quite place. It’s the kitten, I tell myself. I’m just worried about the little guy.

But it’s not really the kitten. He’s responded well to the fluids and the warming box, and he’s even started feeding like a champ. He’s going to be fine. It’s the grumpy, impossibly broad-shouldered man who brought him in that’s the problem.

Tristan Montgomery.

His name has been on a loop in my head since he left yesterday, appearing at the most inconvenient times; while I was scrubbing out kennels, while I was mixing formula, while I was trying to fall asleep last night. I keep replaying the moment our fingers brushed, that little jolt that felt less like static electricity and more like a live wire. I’ve never reacted to a stranger like that. He was a force of nature, all coiled intensity and quiet command, but there was something else, too. A flicker of something softer in his eyes when he looked at the kitten. And when he looked at me.

I shake my head, trying to dispel the thought as I finish tidying the kitten’s enclosure. I’m being ridiculous. He’s old enough to be my father. He’s probably married. He’s definitely not interested in a scruffy vet student who smells faintly of disinfectant.

Still, I can’t help the little skip my heart does when the bell over the front door dings, signaling a new arrival. I smooth down my scrubs, run a hand through my ponytail, and take a deep, steadying breath.

And then I see him.

He’s standing by the front desk, and the sight of him hits me like a physical blow. He’s changed out of yesterday’s dusty work clothes into a dark gray button-down that stretches across his chest and shoulders in a way that should be illegal. The sleeves are rolled up to his forearms, revealing strong, corded muscle dusted with dark hair. He’s clean-shaven, the sharp line of his jaw even more defined without the stubble.

My breath hitches. I swallow hard, my throat suddenly dry.

He sees me, and a small smile touches his lips, but it doesn’t quite reach his eyes. They’re fixed on me, intense and unreadable. I force my legs to move, one foot in front of the other, until I’m standing in front of him.

“Mr. Montgomery,” I say, my voice a little breathless. “You’re right on time.”

“Tristan,” he corrects, his voice a low rumble that sends a shiver down my spine.

“Right. Of course.” I smile, a genuine, unforced smile this time. “The kitten’s ready for you. He’s a little fighter.”

I lead him back to the quiet room where the kitten is curled up in a fleece-lined box, sleeping peacefully. Tristan follows, his footsteps heavy and deliberate on the linoleum floor.

I crouch down beside the box, and Tristan does the same, folding his large frame into the small space with an ease that surprises me. His presence is… overwhelming. He smells of clean linen and something else, something spicy and masculine that makes my head swim.

“He’s so small,” Tristan murmurs, his gaze softening as he looks at the sleeping creature.

“He is,” I agree. “But he’s strong. He ate a whole syringe of formula a couple of hours ago. Speaking of which, he’s due another feed. Shall I show you what to do?”

“Please.” His eyes are on me now, focused and intense.

I cross to the little supply counter and gather everything I need; the formula, a fresh syringe, and a small bottle of warm water we use to heat it gently. “It’s best to warm the formula to about body temperature,” I explain, glancing over my shoulder. “Too hot, and it can burn him. Too cold and it’ll upset his tummy.”

Tristan steps closer, his eyes never leaving my hands as I test a drop on the inside of my wrist. I try to ignore the heat that radiates from him, the sheer solidness of his body just inches from mine.

“Just right,” I say with a little smile. “You want it to feel barely warm, not hot.”

I sit on the floor beside the crate and scoop the kitten up carefully, supporting his belly and keeping him upright. He mews softly, his tiny face turning towards me like he already knows what’s coming.

“Newborns can’t lie on their backs to feed. That can make them aspirate the formula.” I settle him in my lap, cradled against my thighs. “This is a natural nursing position for him.”

I offer the syringe to his mouth, pressing it lightly to his lips. He latches eagerly, and I slowly depress the plunger, letting him suckle at his own pace.

Tristan sits beside me, watching every tiny movement. “You make it look easy,” he murmurs.

“It just takes practice,” I say, feeling my face grow hot at the praise. “Would you like to give him the rest of his feed?”

He nods, accepting the syringe when I pass it to him. His large, capable fingers look even bigger holding the tiny plastic instrument. When I place the kitten in his lap, I move gently but quickly, not letting my fingers linger too long against Tristan’s thick, muscular thighs. I watch as he mimics my motions, bringing the syringe to the kitten’s mouth with a gentleness that surprises me. His hands, calloused from what must be years of manual labor, handle this fragile creature with such care it makes my chest ache.

“Have you decided what you’re going to call him yet?” I ask, trying to distract myself from all the inappropriate things I’m feeling right now.

Tristan remains quiet for a moment, focused on the task at hand. “Mr. Whiskers,” he answers eventually, and I feel my lips twitching, almost curling into a smile. Of course he would pick such a formal name for such a cute little guy.

“Mr. Whiskers will need to eat every two to three hours, around the clock,” I explain, my voice softer than I intend. “That means you’ll be up several times during the night.”

Tristan continues feeding, his brow furrowed in concentration. “I understand.”

“And he’ll need to be stimulated to go to the bathroom after each meal,” I add. “You’ll need to rub his genital area with a warm, damp cloth or cotton ball.”

I expect him to flinch or look uncomfortable, but he doesn’t even blink. “Alright.”

I’m genuinely impressed. Most men would be hesitant about such hands-on, messy care, but he’s taking it all in stride.

“He’ll also need to be kept warm,” I continue, feeling a little more confident. “A heating pad set on low, wrapped in a towel, should do the trick. But make sure he has a space to move away from it if he gets too hot.”

Tristan finishes the feeding and carefully wipes the kitten’s face with a cotton ball I’ve prepared. The tiny creature, now fed and clean, lets out a tiny squeak before burrowing into Tristan’s large palm.

The sight of this big, powerful man cradling a creature so fragile makes my chest ache in the most wonderful way. There’s something incredibly attractive about a man who isn’t afraid to be gentle, who doesn’t see tenderness as a weakness.

“You’re a natural at this,” I say, my smile genuine.

“I’m a fast learner,” he replies, finally looking up at me. His eyes lock with mine, and suddenly the room feels ten degrees warmer. “But I have to be honest, Cleo. As much as I want to do this myself, I have a business that demands most of my attention. I travel frequently, work long hours...”

My heart sinks a little, though I try not to show it. “So you’ve changed your mind about fostering?”

“No,” he says quickly. “I still want to help. But I need help myself.”

He pauses, seeming to choose his next words carefully. “How would you feel about... moving in with me temporarily? To care for Mr. Whiskers, of course. I’d pay you for your time. Generously.”

My breath catches in my throat. Move in with him? I blink, sure I must have misheard. “I... what?”

“I need someone I can trust to handle this responsibility,” he continues, his tone businesslike despite the outrageousness of his proposal. “You clearly know what you’re doing, and the kitten has already bonded with you. I’ll provide you with your own room, food, and compensation for your expertise. How does five thousand dollars a week sound?”

Five thousand dollars? A week? That’s so much more than I made in a month at my old job as a barista. A job I lost last week, I remember with a fresh pang of anxiety, and my meagre savings are rapidly running out. My work at the shelter is completely voluntary, so it doesn’t help pay the mounting bills.

“Wow,” I manage, my mind racing. “That’s... incredibly generous.”

I should say no. I should say thank you, but that’s crazy, and I barely know you, and moving in with a strange older man is probably on the top ten list of terrible decisions. But then I remember my dwindling bank account, my student loans, the pressure from my family of doctors to give up this “animal care nonsense” and pursue a “career in real medicine.” It’s not like my parents will help me out all the time I’m defying their wishes.

Besides, there’s something about Tristan that makes me want to say yes. Something safe and steady beneath that gruff exterior. And it would mean I’d get to spend more time with him. My stomach does another one of its little flips, and I feel my resolve weakening.

“I... I don’t know what to say,” I stammer, my gaze fixed on Tristan’s handsome face. “What about my classes? I can’t miss them.”

“What are you studying?” he asks, watching me with those intense eyes.

“Veterinary science,” I tell him. “I want to become a vet myself one day. I usually have two or three in-person lectures a week, and the rest is done online.”

He goes quiet for a moment. “Well then, if you give me your schedule for the next few weeks, I can make sure I’m home with Mr. Whiskers whenever you’re at lectures. That’s not a problem so long as I know in advance when I need to be there.”

I nod, lost in my thoughts as I try to work out what to do.

“It’s a lot, I know,” he says, his expression earnest. “But I wouldn’t ask if I didn’t think it was the best solution for Mr. Whiskers.”

He’s right. This is the perfect solution. I get to help this adorable little creature, and I get paid more than I ever thought possible. It’s a win-win situation.

The only issue is being around Tristan. Being that close and knowing that I can’t have him no matter how much he might make my heart flutter in my chest isn’t going to be easy. But the money will set me up until I can find another job, so I would be crazy to say no.

I take a deep breath and make my decision. “Okay,” I say, my voice firm despite the butterflies in my stomach. “I’ll do it.”

Tristan’s face relaxes into a genuine smile, and my heart does another little flip. “Excellent,” he says, relief evident in his tone. “When can you start?”

“I can be there tonight,” I reply, feeling a surge of excitement. “I just need to finish my shift here and then go home to pack a bag. And I’ll need to let my roommate know I’ll be gone for a few weeks.”

“Perfect,” he says, standing up and offering me a hand. I take it, and another jolt of electricity passes between us. He pulls me to my feet, and I’m suddenly standing very close to him, our faces just inches apart. I can feel the warmth radiating from his body, and I have to resist the urge to lean in closer.

“Let me give you my address,” he says, pulling a business card from his wallet and scribbling on the back. “Just come on over whenever you’re ready.”

I nod, my mind still reeling from this turn of events. “Okay,” I say, my voice a little breathless. “I’ll see you tonight.”

“I’m looking forward to it,” he says, his eyes lingering on mine for a moment longer before he turns to go. I watch him leave with Mr. Whiskers and a box of supplies, my heart pounding in my chest, the business card clutched tightly in my hand.

I tell myself I’m just doing this for the money. For Mr. Whiskers. There is no way a man like Tristan Montgomery would be interested in me, and even if he is, I can’t be with anyone right now.

I just wish my silly heart would get the memo.


Chapter Three
Tristan


My penthouse is usually my sanctuary. A space of sharp lines, clean surfaces, and panoramic views of the city lights. It’s a place of order, a place where I’m in control. Tonight, it feels different. It feels… charged.

I’ve already moved the feeding supplies Cleo gave me into the kitchen, and everything is arranged with military precision on the marble countertop. I even went out and bought a ridiculously soft, ridiculously expensive cat bed. It sits on the living room floor, a small, incongruous island of fluff in a sea of leather and chrome.

Mr. Whiskers is currently asleep in it, his tiny body rising and falling with each breath. The heating pad beneath the bed is doing its job, and he looks peaceful. Content. I only wish I could feel as peaceful. The minutes drag on. I check my watch. Then check it again. The city hums below, but I don’t see it. All I see is her face. The way her honey-colored eyes lit up when I agreed to foster the kitten. The sway of her hips when she walked away from me.

My thoughts about her aren’t just thoughts. They’re… claims. A quiet, possessive hum that’s been vibrating in my chest since I left the shelter. She’s supposed to be here. With me. It’s an irrational, illogical certainty, but it’s as solid as the marble under my feet. I’ve had relationships in the past, but they felt more like arrangements. Nothing more. They were all about mutual benefit and clear boundaries. This… this is different. This feels primal. And I’m going to prove to her that she belongs here.

The doorbell finally chimes, a soft, musical sound that cuts through the silence. I’m on my feet before I even register moving, my heart thumping a hard, deliberate rhythm against my ribs. I open the door, and the air leaves my lungs.

She’s not wearing scrubs like she has been the last two times I’ve seen her. She’s in a pair of tight dark-wash jeans that hug every curve, and a simple, soft-looking V-neck sweater in a deep shade of green. Her dark brown hair isn’t in a ponytail anymore. It’s loose, falling in soft waves over her shoulders, and I have an almost uncontrollable urge to run my fingers through it. She’s beautiful. More beautiful than I even remembered, and that’s saying something.

“Tristan,” she says, her smile a little hesitant. She’s holding a duffel bag and a small backpack.

“Cleo. Come in.” I step aside, my voice coming out rougher than I intended. I take the bags from her hands, my fingers brushing against hers. That same jolt, that same electric current, shoots up my arm. I set the bags down by the door, my gaze never leaving her.

“Thanks,” she says, her eyes wide as she takes in the apartment. “Wow. This place is… incredible.”

“It serves its purpose,” I say, my gaze sweeping over her, lingering on the way her sweater dips to show a generous amount of cleavage.

She’s not looking at me, though. She’s already spotted the little bundle of fur in the living room. A soft gasp escapes her lips.

“Oh my God, look at him!” she whispers, walking over to the cat bed. She crouches down, her back to me, and the position makes her ass look perfect in those jeans. “How has he been since you brought him home?”

It takes me a moment to process her words, because I’m too focused on trying to stop myself from reaching out and touching her.

“He’s been sleeping most of the afternoon,” I say, walking to stand just behind her. “Except when he’s been feeding, which he’s been doing every couple of hours.”

Cleo reaches out and gently strokes the kitten’s head with the back of her finger. “You’re doing a great job, Tristan.”

Her praise is unexpected, and a surge of pride hits me, so potent it’s almost a shock. I’ve built an empire, closed deals worth millions, but her simple approval means more than any of it.

“Little kittens are the cutest things on earth, aren’t they?” she murmurs, more to herself than to me, as she rises to her feet once more.

I can’t resist the pull. I know I should give her more time before I say anything, but her presence is like a potent aphrodisiac. I take a step forward until I’m standing so close I can feel the warmth radiating from her body. I lean down, my lips just inches from her ear.

“They are,” I murmur, my voice low and rough. “But do you know what else is just as cute as a kitten?”

She tenses slightly, tilting her head to the side, letting me know she’s listening.

“You, Cleo,” I continue, letting my breath ghost over the shell of her ear. “And if I could, I’d take my sweet, sweet time to find out all the ways to make you purr.”

A little whimper escapes her lips, a sound that goes straight to my cock, making me impossibly hard. I grow bolder. I reach out and gently run my fingers through her soft, loose hair, the strands like silk against my calloused skin.

Finally, she turns around. Her eyes are wide, a storm of surprise, curiosity, and something else, something darker, swirling in their golden depths. Her lips are parted as if in invitation.

Once again, she proves to be irresistible.

I lean down slowly, deliberately, giving her every opportunity to pull away, to slap me, to tell me to get lost. But she doesn’t. She doesn’t move an inch. Her gaze is locked on my lips, her breath hitching in her throat.

So I kiss her.

It starts gently, with a soft press of lips that’s little more than an exploration. But the moment I taste her, all control shatters. I deepen the kiss, slanting my mouth over hers, and a groan rips from my chest when she responds, her lips parting further, her tongue tentatively meeting mine.

In seconds, the kiss becomes frenzied as I surrender to a desperate, hungry need that I’ve never felt before. I back her up until her spine hits the nearest wall and I pin her there with my body, my hands braced on the wall on either side of her head. I’m not holding her down, but the message is clear. She’s not going anywhere. And judging by her reaction, I don’t think she wants to.

I ravage her mouth, swallowing every gasp, every whimper that escapes her. She’s kissing me back with just as much desperation, her hands coming up to grip the front of my shirt, her fingers twisting in the fabric. One of my hands leaves the wall and cups the back of her head, my fingers tangling in her silky hair, holding her exactly where I want her.

I start trailing kisses down the line of her jaw, my lips moving to the delicate skin of her throat. Her head falls back against the wall with a soft thud, a silent invitation for more. I accept. I work my way down to the tempting swell of her cleavage, the soft, pillowy flesh that’s been teasing me since the moment she walked through the door. My lips brush against the warm skin just above the neckline of her sweater.

And that’s when she pushes me.

Hard.

The sudden force catches me off guard, and I stumble back a step. She stands before me, her chest heaving, her face flushed, her eyes blazing with a fury that is both startling and ridiculously hot.

“Unbelievable,” she snaps, planting her hands on her hips. “What the hell is wrong with you? You can’t just… do that! I’m your new employee, for God’s sake!”

I can’t remember the last time anyone spoke to me this way. It’s been decades. My board of directors, my executives, the construction crews I oversee... they all walk on eggshells around me. Cleo, this twenty-year-old girl with kitten-soft hair and eyes like warm honey, is chewing me out like I’m some snot-nosed kid who tried to cop a feel behind the bleachers. A slow smile spreads across my face.

“I’m sorry,” I say, unable to hide my smile, or how much I’m enjoying her sassy attitude.

“You have a hell of a way of showing it,” she shoots back, though her cheeks flush a deeper pink. She huffs, turning away from me as if she can’t stand to look at me for another second. “I’m going to go unpack and take a shower. And when I come back, we are going to act like a boss and an employee. Nothing more.”

She grabs her bags and stalks toward the hallway, her back ramrod straight. I follow her, the amusement not leaving me. I find her feisty attitude more enjoyable than I probably should.

“Your room is at the end of the hall,” I say, pointing toward the guest suite. I follow her as she opens the door to a spacious room with a king-size bed and an en-suite bathroom. “The bathroom is in there too. Just through that doorway. If there’s anything you need, just ask.”

She gives me a curt nod, her lips still pursed in a tight line. Before she can shut the door in my face, I lean against the doorframe, my smirk still firmly in place.

“I’m looking forward to working with you, Cleo.”

She just scowls at me, then she shuts the door with a soft but definitive click.

I stand there for a moment, listening to the silence on the other side of the door. I can still taste her on my lips, still feel the soft press of her body against mine. She’s furious. And I’m more turned on than I’ve been in years.

Maybe this will take a little longer than I thought, but there’s no way in hell I’m giving up. She’s a challenge. A beautiful, fiery challenge, and I’ve never been able to resist a good fight.


Chapter Four
Cleo


The door clicks shut, the sound echoing in the ridiculously large, ridiculously sterile bedroom. I press my back against the cool, solid wood, my knees threatening to give out. My whole body is trembling, a fine, uncontrollable shake that has nothing to do with anger and everything to do with that… that kiss.

My lips feel swollen, tingly, and raw. I can still taste him, and a wave of heat washes over me that’s so intense it makes me dizzy. I stumble away from the door and throw myself face-down onto the bed, burying my face in a mountain of soft pillows.

A long, frustrated groan tears from my throat. A frustrated, turned-on, completely and totally fucked groan.

Because that was the best damn kiss of my entire life.

It wasn’t just a kiss. It was a claiming. A devouring. He’d kissed me like he’d die if he didn’t steal all the oxygen from my lungs for himself. The way he’d pinned me against the wall, the solid, unyielding heat of his body, the possessive growl that rumbled in his chest when he deepened the kiss… God. I’ve never been handled like that before. Hell, I’ve barely been handled at all. But the couple of kisses I’ve experienced in the past were nothing compared to this. They were awkward pecks and fumbling explorations. That kiss was a category five hurricane. And my resolve, my carefully constructed wall of “I am here to do a job,” had been nothing more than a sandcastle in its path. One brush of his lips against mine, and it all just… washed away.

I wanted more. I still want more. A deep, pulsing ache settles low in my belly, a desperate, insistent throb that screams at me to go back out there.

I roll over and press my palms against my burning cheeks. What the hell is wrong with me? I am here to do a job and take care of a kitten. I am not here to get swept off my feet by my ridiculously hot boss. A boss who, need I remind myself, is old enough to be my father. He’s probably just a player, a rich older guy who gets his kicks from seducing younger women. And I almost fell for it. Almost. Thank God I managed to find a little bit of strength to push him away before I did something really stupid.

With a groan, I push myself up off the bed and grab my backpack, my movements stiff with frustration. I need a shower. A cold shower. Maybe ten of them. I strip out of my clothes, leaving them in a heap on the floor, and step into the massive walk-in shower. The water pressure is incredible, the hot spray instantly soothing the tense muscles in my shoulders, but it does nothing to soothe the ache between my legs. In fact, it only makes it worse. The water sluicing over my skin feels like a thousand tiny fingers, and I can’t stop thinking about Tristan’s hands on me, how they’d felt tangled in my hair, how it would feel to have them on my body.

My nipples pebble into tight, aching points, and a fresh wave of heat washes over me. I let out a sigh as I stand under the showerhead, the water streaming down my back. I try to think of something else, anything else. My overdue student loan payments. The fact that I haven’t spoken to my parents in three weeks. But it’s no use. All I can see is Tristan’s face, the way his dark eyes had blazed with a hunger that mirrored my own.

God, I need to do something to stop these thoughts.

I brace one hand against the shower wall; the tiles are cool and slick against my palm. My other hand slides down my stomach, my fingertips tracing a path through the slick heat between my thighs. I close my eyes, a soft gasp escaping my lips as I find the sensitive bundle of nerves at my core. I circle it slowly at first, then faster, my movements growing more desperate, more frantic, as I try to chase away this insatiable need. I imagine it’s Tristan’s hand on me, not my own. His long, capable fingers exploring me, stroking me, driving me wild.

I bite my lip to keep from crying out as I push two fingers inside myself, my hips bucking against my own hand. I’m close, so close, my body tightening, coiling like a spring. I pump my fingers faster, harder, the slick sounds of my arousal lost in the rush of the water. It’s a frantic, desperate act, an attempt to find some relief from this maddening desire.

I come with a choked sob, the orgasm washing over me in a powerful, shuddering wave. It’s intense, a blinding flash of pleasure that leaves me breathless and trembling, my head lolling against the shower wall. But as the last tremors fade, the ache between my legs doesn’t fully go away. It’s still there, a dull, persistent throb that promises to return with a vengeance the moment I see Tristan again.

And to make matters worse, I feel a familiar warmth spreading across my chest. I open my eyes and look down, and my heart sinks.

There, on my pale skin, are two pearly-white droplets beading on my nipples, mingling with the water and swirling down the drain. Another drops down, a single, perfect tear of milk that follows the water to oblivion.

I stare at it, a wave of hot, prickly shame washing over me. This is why I can’t have nice things. This is why I can’t have a guy like Tristan.

My doctor called it galactorrhea, a hormonal imbalance that caused my body to produce milk without ever being pregnant. A “benign condition,” she said, but it hasn’t felt benign. It’s been a source of deep, humiliating shame for months. I’ve tried everything. Medications that made me feel like a zombie and herbs that tasted like dirt. Nothing’s worked. And I’ve been too afraid, too ashamed to tell anyone. Not my friends, not my family, and certainly not any of the few guys that have been interested in me since this started happening. I’ve always been so careful, always making sure to pump regularly, to wear pads inside my bra, to keep anyone from getting close enough to find out my secret.

And now, after one kiss, my body is betraying me again.

I watch the milk wash away, and a fresh wave of frustration washes over me. I’m so tired of hiding, so tired of being ashamed of something I can’t control. But what choice do I have? If Tristan finds out, if he sees this… he’ll be disgusted.

But then, a crazy, desperate idea takes root in my mind.

What if I just… let him see?

What if I stop hiding it? I won’t use my pump tonight. By morning, I’ll be so full and achy that I’ll be bound to leak. And then he’ll know.

The thought sends a fresh wave of panic through me, but it’s quickly followed by a strange, liberating sense of relief. This will be the end of it. The end of this ridiculous, impossible attraction. I won’t have to spend the next few weeks walking on eggshells, of constantly worrying that he’ll find out. He’ll see this weird, broken part of me, and he’ll be repulsed. He’ll pull away, and the rejection will sting; it will hurt like hell, but at least I won’t have to keep fighting this overwhelming desire I feel for him, because he won’t want anything to do with me. I’ll be able to focus on my job and get over these stupid feelings I’m already developing for him.

It’s a terrible plan. A self-sabotaging, emotionally masochistic plan. But it’s the only one I’ve got. And for the first time in months, I finally feel in control of my life.

I take a deep, shaky breath and shut off the water. I grab a fluffy towel from the heated rack and wrap it around my body, the soft fabric a small comfort against my suddenly chilled skin. I avoid looking in the mirror as I walk into the bedroom. I don’t want to see my reflection. I don’t want to see the girl who is about to willingly self-destruct.

I pull on a pair of soft cotton pajamas and climb into the enormous bed. The mattress is soft as a cloud; the sheets are cool and smooth against my skin. It’s the most comfortable bed I’ve ever been in, but I can’t enjoy it. My mind is racing, my heart is pounding, and I’m so full I can feel my breasts throbbing with every beat of my heart. I lie there in the darkness, my hands clenched into fists at my sides, and wait for morning to come.

It’s going to be a long night.


Chapter Five
Tristan


Sleep is a foreign country tonight. I’ve spent the last six hours trudging back and forth through my apartment, a slave to the relentless, demanding schedule of a creature no bigger than my hand. Every two hours, like clockwork, I’ve mixed formula, warmed it to the exact temperature Cleo showed me, and roused the tiny, squirming ball of fur. Every two hours, I’ve watched him suckle greedily from the syringe, a miniature king in a fleece-lined box.

And every two hours, I’ve walked past her door.

The light went out under it a little over an hour after she’d disappeared inside. I could have asked her to deal with Mr. Whiskers’s night feeds. After all, that’s what I’m paying her for, and I would have been well within my rights to. But instead, I’d imagined her in that bed, her body soft and relaxed, her dark hair spread out on the pillows. I’d imagined her thinking about my kiss, her lips swollen and her body aching for mine. My jaw had clenched so hard I’d felt a headache start to bloom behind my eyes.

Now, as dawn filters through the floor-to-ceiling windows of the living room, I’m running on fumes and frustration. A potent, sour mix of both. I’m tired, yes, but it’s a deeper, more gnawing exhaustion that’s settled in my bones. It’s the memory of her pushing me away, of her words echoing in the silence of the penthouse: “I’m your new employee, for God’s sake!” The frustration is a live wire, a low-grade hum that’s been pulsing under my skin all night. I’d wanted her. I’d gone after her. And I’d been shot down.

I trudge down the hallway for what feels like the hundredth time, my bare feet silent on the cool hardwood. The kitten’s next feeding is due, and my body moves on autopilot, my mind still a mess of tangled thoughts and half-remembered dreams. The sun is just beginning to rise, casting long golden rays across the living room floor. And then I see her.

She’s curled up on the couch, her knees pulled to her chest, her dark hair a tousled mess around her face. She’s wearing a pair of soft, faded-blue pajamas, the kind that look worn and comfortable, and she’s holding Mr. Whiskers, who is now awake and mewing softly in her arms.

I stop dead in my tracks, a sudden, sharp jolt of something hot and possessive lancing through my chest. I hadn’t even heard her get up, but her presence is a silent, steady weight in the room. The sight of her, so domestic and natural in my space, in the soft morning light, makes my throat go tight. She looks like she belongs here, like she’s been a part of my life for years. The thought is so sudden, so jarring, that I have to shake my head to clear it.

I take a step forward, and the floorboard creaks beneath my foot. She looks up, her eyes wide with surprise, a sleepy blush rising on her cheeks. “Oh. Hi,” she says, her voice a little husky from sleep. “I was just about to feed him.”

The grumpy, sleep-deprived frustration that’s been my constant companion all night evaporates, replaced by a raw, desperate need that’s so intense it almost brings me to my knees. I wanted to give her the space she’d demanded last night, to respect her boundaries. But seeing her now, all soft and rumpled and caring for the tiny creature in her arms, makes me want to do all kinds of unspeakable things to her. Things that will have her moaning my name while I prove to her that she belongs to me.

I sit on the couch opposite her. “I’m sorry about last night,” I say, the words feeling clumsy and inadequate. “For kissing you. I shouldn’t have done that.”

I look at her, my gaze unwavering. “I can’t be sorry that it happened, because I would do it again in a heartbeat. But I am sorry for rushing you and doing it practically as soon as you walked in the door.”

She looks down at the kitten, her fingers gently stroking his tiny head. “It’s okay,” she says, her voice quiet. “You apologized. I accept.”

She doesn’t say anything else, and I can’t read her expression. It’s a frustrating, unnerving feeling. I’m used to being able to read people, to anticipate their moves. But she’s a mystery to me, a beautiful, frustrating puzzle I can’t solve.

I watch as she prepares the formula, her movements fluid and sure. She’s a natural, so sweet and careful with him. It makes my chest ache with a strange, unfamiliar tenderness. And it makes my cock rock hard with a pulsing, insistent ache that I can’t ignore. I can still taste her on my lips, still feel the soft give of her curves pressed up against me. I shift on the couch, trying to get comfortable, but it’s no use. I’m painfully, undeniably aroused.

As I’m watching, my eyes drawn to the gentle sway of her breasts as she moves, something happens. Two dark, wet patches bloom on the front of her pale-blue pajama top, right over her nipples.

At first, I’m so shocked I can’t even speak. I blink, certain I’m seeing things, that my sleep-deprived brain is playing tricks on me. But the patches are real. They’re growing, slowly but surely, spreading like ink on paper.

She’s so focused on Mr. Whiskers, so engrossed in the task at hand, that she doesn’t even notice. She just keeps talking to the kitten in a soft, cooing voice, completely oblivious to the fact that her body is leaking milk.

Something about the sight of those wet patches, so intimate and unexpected, undoes me. All I can think about is what her milk would taste like, what it would feel like to have my lips on her, to drink from her. It’s a primal, possessive urge that takes me by storm, and I have to clench my fists to stop myself from reaching for her.

“Cleo,” I say, my voice rough with an emotion I can’t name. “Your shirt.”

She glances down, her eyes widening slightly as she sees the dark, wet circles on her chest. A deep, rosy blush floods her cheeks, but she doesn’t say anything. She just gives a small, almost imperceptible nod.

I watch as she finishes feeding the kitten, her movements gentle but efficient, her eyes fixed on the tiny creature in her arms. She’s avoiding my gaze, and I can feel the tension radiating from her in waves. As soon as Mr. Whiskers is fed, she gently places him back in his bed, the little ball of fur already sound asleep.

Then she turns to me, her shoulders squared, her chin held high. “It’s a hormonal condition called galactorrhea,” Cleo says, her voice tight, her eyes flashing with a defiant pride. She pauses, her lips curling into a bitter, self-deprecating smile. “So, I guess you’re glad I didn’t let you get too carried away last night, right? Must be a real turnoff.”

Before I can even process her words, before I can work out what to say, she turns on her heel and stalks back to her bedroom, the door slamming shut behind her with a resounding crack.

The silence that follows is deafening, a heavy, suffocating blanket that smothers the room. I’m left alone with my thoughts, a maelstrom of confusion, frustration, and a sudden, sharp clarity.

This is why she stopped me. This is why she pushed me away when I started to kiss her breasts. It wasn’t just about me being her boss, or the age gap, or any of the other thousand reasons I’d been torturing myself with all night. It was about this. About her body, and her fear of my reaction.

A hot, protective surge rises in my chest, a burning, possessive need to erase that look of shame from her face. To show her that she’s wrong. That she’s perfect.

I get to my feet and walk to her door, my movements deliberate and sure. I don’t hesitate. I don’t knock. I turn the handle and push the door open, stepping into her room without a word.

She’s standing by the window, her back to me, her arms wrapped around her waist like she’s trying to hold herself together. The morning light streams in, casting her in a soft, golden glow that makes her look like some kind of ethereal goddess.

“You don’t get to run away from me, Cleo,” I say, my voice a low, rough rumble that vibrates through the quiet room.

She flinches but doesn’t turn around. “Just leave me alone, Tristan,” she says, her voice trembling slightly. “I’m embarrassed enough as it is.”

I walk toward her, my footsteps slow and steady. “You have nothing to be embarrassed about,” I say, my tone firm, leaving no room for argument. “And I’m not going to leave you alone.”

I stop behind her, so close I can feel the heat radiating from her body. I can smell the sweet, clean scent of her hair, and it takes every ounce of my self-control not to bury my face in it.

“You think this changes things?” I ask, my voice softening slightly. “You think this is going to scare me off?”

She finally turns around, her eyes flashing with a mixture of anger and disbelief. “It should!” she retorts, her voice rising. “Nobody in their right mind would want this. Take a look for yourself. Get a real good look and then tell me that you think this is right. Or normal.”

I watch as she begins to unbutton her pajama shirt with trembling fingers, my breathing growing more ragged with each little button she pops open. My mind goes blank as she parts the fabric to reveal her full, heavy breasts, the nipples puffy and dark. A single drop of milk beads at the tip of her right breast before tracing a slow, lazy path down the soft curve.

I swallow, my throat suddenly dry as dust. I am mesmerized. Completely captivated.

“See! This isn’t the kind of thing men want. So now you know. And now you can leave.” She goes to button her shirt back up, her movements agitated, but I’m faster.

I wrap my hand around her wrist, stopping her. Her breath hitches, her gaze locking with mine.

“Leave it open,” I command, my voice little more than a growl. “I want to look.”

Her eyes widen, her lips parting on a silent gasp. She looks down at my hand on her wrist, then back up at my face, her expression a mixture of fear, disbelief, and a spark of something else, something dark and hungry.

“Tristan, I don’t understand...”

“I told you, I’m not leaving,” I interrupt, my gaze dropping from her eyes to her breasts. “And I’m not turned off. In fact,” I say, my eyes meeting hers again, “it’s the opposite.”

I release her wrist and slowly, deliberately, slide her pajama top off her shoulders, leaving her top half completely bare.

“You... you don’t mean that,” she whispers, her chest heaving.

“I do,” I say, my voice firm, my eyes fixed on the droplet of milk that’s now tracing a path down her breast, a shimmering, pearly trail on her skin. “And I’m going to prove it.”


Chapter Six
Cleo


The air crackles, thick with unspoken words and a tension that pulls taut between us. I’m frozen, a statue carved from sheer disbelief, my mind screaming at me to run, to hide, to cover myself, but my body is a traitor, rooted to the spot by the low, possessive growl of his voice.

“And I’m going to prove it.”

How? How could he possibly prove that this… this shameful, broken part of me isn’t repulsive? The words are a cruel joke, a tease before the inevitable rejection. I brace myself for the pity, for the awkward excuses, for the look of disgust that I’ve seen in the mirror a thousand times.

But that’s not what I see.

His gaze, dark and intense, drops to my breasts, and the hunger in his eyes is so raw, so primal, that it steals the air from my lungs. He’s looking at me like he’s starving, and I’m the only thing that can sate him. The heat of his gaze is a physical touch, a searing brand that sends a jolt straight to my core. A fresh wave of heat washes over me, so intense it makes my head spin. My entire body tingles with an arousal so potent that it terrifies me.

“How?” I finally manage to whisper, the word a fragile, breathless thing. “How are you going to prove it?”

He doesn’t answer with words. Instead, in one fluid, powerful motion, he sweeps me up into his arms. A surprised gasp escapes my lips as my feet leave the floor. I instinctively wrap my arms around his neck, my body molding to his. He carries me across the room, his steps sure and steady, and sits on the edge of my bed. He settles me on his lap, my legs on either side of his thighs, straddling him.

A part of me, the part that’s been building walls around my heart, screams at me to move, to get away from him before he shatters me completely. But then his head dips, and his hot, wet mouth closes over my nipple.

And all thought just… disappears.

It’s like a lightning strike, a brilliant, blinding flash of pure sensation that short-circuits my brain. I cry out with a mixture of pleasure and surprise, my back arching as he draws on me with a deep, powerful pull that sends a shockwave of pleasure straight to the throbbing ache between my thighs. It’s the most intense, overwhelming feeling I’ve ever experienced in my life. I’m mesmerized, completely captivated, as I watch him. His eyes are closed; his expression one of absolute bliss.

He sucks and swallows, a low, throaty hum of approval vibrating against my sensitive skin. His calloused hand hefts the heavy weight of my breast, his thumb and forefinger massaging the plump flesh, coaxing my milk to flow faster. The rhythm is hypnotic, a steady, insistent pull that creates a deep, aching need within me, a hunger that’s mirrored by the pulsing throb between my legs.

He pulls back slightly, a pearly bead of milk clinging to his lower lip. He looks up at me, his eyes dark and possessive. “All mine,” he growls, the words a rough, possessive rumble that makes my stomach clench with a delicious, forbidden pleasure. “This is all mine now. Every last drop.” He goes back to my breast, his tongue swirling around the sensitive peak before he latches on again, his suction even more demanding this time.

My hands fly to his shoulders, my fingers digging into the hard muscle as I try to anchor myself against this tidal wave of sensation. He releases my breast and turns his attention to the other, giving it the same worshipful, demanding treatment. I can’t stop watching him, can’t tear my eyes away from the sight of him drinking from me, the possessive, almost feral glint in his eyes. I’ve never been looked at with such hunger before, and it’s intoxicating.

I watch, utterly fascinated, as he pulls back and opens his mouth. He angles my breast and squeezes it gently, sending a thin, white stream of milk directly into his waiting mouth. I can see it pooling on his tongue, a milky, pearly prize he’s claimed. Before he can swallow, he brings a hand to the back of my head, his fingers tangling in my hair, and pulls me into a deep, passionate kiss.

His lips are still slick with my milk, and I taste the sweetness on my tongue as he shares the intimate treat with me. It’s a strange, yet incredibly erotic act, and it sends a fresh wave of heat washing over me. I respond without hesitation, my tongue exploring his mouth, claiming the sweetness for myself.

He finally pulls away, his breathing ragged, his eyes burning with an intensity that makes my heart pound. “See how sweet you taste, kitten?” he murmurs, his voice a low, husky caress. “How could I ever resist something so perfect?”

He doesn’t wait for an answer. He lowers his head again, his mouth finding my other breast, and I’m lost once more to the exquisite sensations he’s creating. I can feel him growing harder and harder beneath me, a thick, solid ridge pressing against my core through the thin fabric of our pajamas. The pressure is a delicious torment, and I can’t stop the instinctive roll of my hips, grinding against him, seeking more.

My hands, as if they have a mind of their own, slide down from his shoulders and trail over his chest, my fingers tracing the hard planes of his muscles. I reach the waistband of his pajama pants, my movements hesitant and uncertain. I’ve never done this before, never touched a man like this, but I’m driven by a desperate, aching need to know the feel of him, to explore the hard length pressing against me.

I slip my hand inside the loose fabric, my fingers brushing against the hot, silky skin of his erection. He groans against my breast, the sound vibrating through my entire body, as my fingers wrap around him. He’s thick and heavy in my hand, a living, pulsing thing of velvet and steel. A nervous tremor runs through me, but I love the way he feels in my hand, the way he twitches and hardens at my touch.

He pulls back from my breast, his chest heaving, his dark eyes locked on mine. They are burning with a hunger so fierce it makes my breath catch. He brings one of his hands up to cup my cheek, his thumb stroking over my lips.

“I need to be inside you, Cleo,” he says, his voice a raw, ragged thing. “Now.”

A jolt of pure, unadulterated fear slices through the haze of arousal. My stomach clenches, and I freeze, my hand still wrapped around him.

“I… I’ve never…” I stammer, the words catching in my throat. “I’m a virgin.”

A slow, wicked grin spreads across his face, a possessive, triumphant look that should scare me, but instead, a fresh wave of heat pools between my thighs. He growls, a low, primal sound that makes my toes curl.

“Good,” he rasps, his grip on my hip tightening. “That’s perfect. Because that means you’re all mine. Untouched. Unclaimed.”

He leans in, his lips brushing against my ear. “And I am going to turn you into my perfect little sex kitten.”

His words are a possessive, filthy promise that sends a shiver down my spine. All my fears, all my insecurities, all the shame I’ve carried for so long, they all just melt away. He doesn’t see me as broken. He sees me as a blank canvas, a perfect, untouched territory he gets to explore and claim for himself.

And I don’t think I’ve ever wanted anything more.


Chapter Seven
Tristan


The words hang in the air between us, a fragile, trembling confession that lands like a lit match in a pool of gasoline. She’s a virgin.

My whole world tilts on its axis. The beast inside me, the one that’s been snarling and clawing at my insides since the moment I laid eyes on her, roars to life. The thought of it, of her being untouched, unclaimed, of no other man ever knowing the sweet taste of her skin or the slick, tight heat of her body, it’s the most potent aphrodisiac I’ve ever known. My cock, already a throbbing, aching presence, gets impossibly harder, a surge of blood so intense it makes me dizzy.

It’s the icing on the fucking cake.

Her milk is a sweet, addictive nectar on my tongue, her body a soft, willing surrender in my arms. Her virginity? That’s the final piece. The ultimate prize. She is a perfect, untouched paradise, and I am the only one who will ever get to taste its forbidden fruit.

I see the flicker of fear in her eyes, the uncertainty, and I know I have to handle this carefully. I have to show her that this doesn’t scare me, that it doesn’t change a damn thing. If anything, it makes her even more precious.

“Good,” I growl, tightening my grip on her hip and pulling her closer, grinding the hard ridge of my cock against the soft heat of her core. “That’s perfect. Because that means you’re all mine. Untouched. Unclaimed.”

I lean in, my lips brushing against the shell of her ear, my voice dropping to a husky whisper. “And I am going to turn you into my perfect little sex kitten.”

She shivers in my arms, a delicate, full-body tremor that has nothing to do with fear. I feel a fresh wave of her slick heat soaking through the thin fabric of her pajama pants, and a deep, male satisfaction curls in my gut. She wants this. She wants me.

“Tristan…” she breathes my name, a soft, breathless plea that’s my undoing.

I stand up, my arms wrapped around her waist, lifting her with me. I lay her down on the bed, her body a soft, sprawling offering against the crisp, white sheets. She looks up at me, her cheeks flushed, her lips swollen, her eyes wide with a mixture of nervousness and desperate desire. Her pajama shirt is still open, her breasts bare and glistening with my saliva and her milk, the nipples still puckered and wet. She is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen.

I hook my fingers into the waistband of her pajama pants and slowly, deliberately, pull them down her legs, tossing them aside. She lies before me, completely naked, her skin flushed a delicate pink, her body a perfect, untouched landscape just waiting to be explored.

“Christ,” I breathe, my gaze raking over her, drinking in every inch of her soft, supple curves. She’s even more perfect than I’d imagined. “I need to make sure your pretty little virgin pussy is ready to take my cock.”

I don’t wait for a response. I crawl onto the bed, my body covering hers, and lower my head. I kiss her, a deep kiss that’s a promise of all the things I’m about to do to her. Then, I begin my journey south. I kiss my way down her body, my lips and tongue worshipping every curve, every dip, every hollow. I nip at the delicate skin of her collarbone, trace the line of her sternum with my tongue, and press a soft, reverent kiss to her navel. I want to memorize every part of her, to map her body with my hands and my mouth, to claim every single inch of her as my own.

I settle between her thighs, her legs falling open in a silent invitation. The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, a sweet, musky perfume that makes my head spin. I look up at her, my eyes locking with hers as I lower my head. Her breath hitches, her body tensing in anticipation.

I press a soft, open-mouthed kiss to her slick folds, and she gasps, her hips bucking off the bed. I flatten my tongue and take a long, slow lick, a deep, possessive taste that sends a shudder through her entire body.

“Tristan…” she moans my name, a ragged, desperate sound that goes straight to my cock.

“God, you taste good here too, kitten,” I growl against her, the vibration making her whimper. “So sweet. But I have an idea of how to make you taste even sweeter.”

I move back up her body, my mouth finding her breast again. I latch on, sucking hungrily as I draw her milk into my mouth. But this time, I don’t swallow. I let the sweet, warm liquid pool on my tongue, filling my cheeks. I hold it for a moment, savoring the taste, then I move back down between her thighs.

She watches me, her eyes wide as I lower my head. I open my mouth, letting the milk dribble out onto her slick folds, soaking her and the white sheets beneath her.

“Mine,” I growl before diving back in, my tongue lapping up the sweet mixture. The taste is incredible, a unique blend of her milk and her juices, a flavor that is uniquely hers. I worship her with my mouth, my tongue delving deep, stroking, teasing. I slide a finger inside her, feeling her tight heat clench around me. I add a second, scissoring them, stretching her, preparing her for the thick, hard length of my cock.

She writhes beneath me, her hands fisted in the sheets, her moans growing louder, more desperate. I can feel her body tensing, coiling like a spring, and I know she’s close. I curl my fingers, finding that spot deep inside her, and suck on her clit, my tongue flicking against the sensitive nub.

She comes with a strangled cry, her back arching off the bed, her body convulsing in waves of pleasure. I lap up her release greedily, not wanting to waste a single drop.

My dick is so hard it hurts, a throbbing, aching need that demands to be sated. As I move up her body, I pull out my cock, too eager to be inside her to waste time removing my own clothes, and I position myself at her entrance, the head of my cock nudging against her slick folds. I lower myself on top of her, my forearms braced on either side of her head, my weight pinning her to the bed.

“Ready, kitten?” I ask, my voice a low, rough rasp.

She nods, her eyes wide, her lips parted. “Please, Tristan.”

I start to ease myself inside her, inch by slow, deliberate inch. The feeling is indescribable. She’s so tight, so hot, a perfect, velvety glove that’s gripping me, pulling me in. The initial resistance of her hymen gives way, and I push past it, burying myself to the hilt. A sharp gasp escapes her, her body tensing beneath me. I go still, giving her a moment to adjust, my forehead resting against hers.

“You okay?” I ask, my voice strained with the effort of holding back.

She lets out a shaky breath, her body slowly relaxing. “Yeah,” she whispers. “I’m okay. It doesn’t hurt. It just… feels full.”

I let out a low groan, her words a potent aphrodisiac. “You are full,” I rasp, my hips starting to move in a slow, steady rhythm. “You’re full of my cock, and you’re going to be full of my cum soon, too.”

I start to move, slowly at first, savoring the feeling of her slick heat, the way her body molds to mine. Every stroke is a claim, a silent declaration that she belongs to me now. “No other man will ever get to be inside you,” I growl, my lips brushing against her ear. “No other man will ever get to feel this tight, perfect pussy. You’re all mine, Cleo. Every single inch of you is mine.”

Her moans grow louder, more desperate, her hips rising to meet mine, her body begging for more. The control I’ve been fighting to hold on to starts to slip, the possessive need to own her, to mark her as mine, taking over. I speed up, my movements becoming harder, more demanding, the slap of skin against skin filling the room.

“I’m going to fill you with my seed,” I pant, my thrusts growing more erratic. “I’m going to give you a baby to nurture with your love and your milk. I want to see these perfect tits swell with even more milk as my baby grows inside your womb.” The words are filthy and territorial, but they feel right. They feel true. I want to see her round with my baby, to see our child nursing at her breast. I want everything with her.

“Yes,” she whimpers, her body arching beneath me. “Please, Tristan. Fill me up. I want to have your baby.”

Her words are my undoing. With a final, guttural roar, I bury myself deep inside her and let go, my cock pulsing as I pump her full of my cum. The pleasure is so intense it’s almost painful, a blinding, all-consuming wave that washes over me, leaving me breathless and spent. At the same time, I lower my head to her breast, my lips closing around her nipple, and I drink from her, my mouth filling with her sweet, warm milk. It’s a perfect, symbiotic rhythm. I’m filling her womb as she fills my belly, a complete and total union, a giving and taking that’s more intimate, more profound, than anything I’ve ever experienced.

Cleo’s pussy clenches around my cock as she succumbs to her own pleasure, her tight walls milking even more of my cum from me, as if she’s greedy for more. Her moans mingle with mine, and her body shudders beneath me. I keep moving, thrusting hard and deep inside her, until we are both sated.

As the last tremors of my orgasm fade, I collapse on top of her, my body a heavy, satisfied weight. I roll us over, pulling her with me, so she’s lying on my chest, her body a soft, warm blanket. I hold her, my arms wrapped around her, my heart still pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I can feel her heartbeat, a steady, reassuring thump against my chest. She’s here. She’s mine. And I’ve never felt so complete, so whole, in my entire life.

I stare up at the ceiling, the early morning light streaming into the room, and a strange, unfamiliar feeling washes over me. It’s a feeling of… peace. A quiet, contented certainty that settles deep in my bones. For the first time in a long, long time, the constant, gnawing restlessness that’s been my companion for years is gone.

I look down at her, at the dark, tangled mess of her hair spread across my chest, at her long, dark lashes resting against her flushed cheeks. She looks so peaceful, so innocent, so utterly mine. And I can’t help but wonder, how did I get so lucky? How did this incredible, infuriating, beautiful woman just walk into my life and completely turn it upside down?

I press a soft kiss to the top of her head, inhaling the sweet, clean scent of her hair. I don’t have the answers. All I know is that I’m not letting her go. Ever. She’s mine now. My Cleo. My feisty little kitten. My everything. And I will spend the rest of my life showing her just how much she means to me.


Chapter Eight
Cleo


I’m floating.

That’s the only way I can describe it. I’m weightless, adrift on a sea of bliss. The air is warm, the sheets are soft, and my entire body hums with a deep, sated pleasure that I never knew was possible. I’m lying in the middle of the bed, limbs still tangled in the sheets, my body sore in the most delicious way. My skin still tingles where Tristan’s hands, his lips, his tongue have been, and I can still feel the ghost of him inside me, a lingering, throbbing ache that’s a perfect reminder of what we just shared.

My lips are swollen, my breasts are tender, and there’s a deep, satisfied ache between my thighs that I never want to go away. I feel… claimed. Marked. Owned. And the thought doesn’t scare me. In fact, it fills me with a giddy, terrifying sense of joy.

I open my eyes and stare up at the ceiling, a slow, lazy smile spreading across my face. I can’t stop smiling. It feels like my face is going to crack, but I can’t help it. I’m happy. So ridiculously, stupendously, over-the-moon happy that I’m half-convinced this is all a dream and I’m going to wake up in my old, lumpy bed in my crummy little apartment, alone and untouched.

But then I hear the soft tread of his footsteps in the hallway, and I know it’s real. He’s real. This is real.

He didn’t run. He didn’t recoil in horror. He didn’t look at me with pity or disgust. He looked at me with… hunger. With a possessive, primal need that made my stomach clench and my knees weak. He’d claimed me, not just with his body, but with his words, with his actions, with the way he’d looked at me like I was the most perfect thing he had ever seen.

And the things he’d done. A hot blush rises on my cheeks as the memories flood my mind. The way he’d drunk from me, the way he’d shared my milk with me in that deep, intimate kiss, the way he’d filled me with his seed while whispering those filthy promises about giving me a baby. It was all so raw, so intense, so… right.

I’ve spent so long being ashamed of my body, of the way it betrays me, of the way it’s different. But with Tristan, it’s like a switch has been flipped. He doesn’t see my condition as a flaw. He sees it as a gift. Something to be treasured, to be enjoyed, to be… worshipped. And for the first time, I’m starting to see it that way too. I’m starting to see myself through his eyes, and the woman I see there isn’t broken or shameful. She’s beautiful. She’s desirable. She’s wanted.

I stretch, a long, languid movement that pulls at my sore muscles, a blissful reminder of our encounter. The sheets are cool against my heated skin, and I burrow deeper into them, a happy, contented sigh escaping my lips. I feel a new kind of confidence blooming in my chest, a bright, vibrant spark that’s pushing away all the shadows of self-doubt that have plagued me for so long. I feel… powerful.

The bedroom door creaks open, and I roll onto my side, propping my head up on my hand to watch him walk in. He’s got two bottles of water in one hand, and a small, furry bundle tucked under the other arm. A sheepish grin plays on his lips as he catches my eye.

“He was meowing at the door,” Tristan says, holding up Mr. Whiskers, who looks utterly unimpressed by being manhandled. “I couldn’t leave him out there. I felt like he would have judged me forever if I had done it.”

A real, genuine laugh bubbles up from my chest, bright and carefree. “He’s a cat. Judging humans is ninety percent of what they do.” I hold my hands out, and Tristan gently places the kitten in my arms. Mr. Whiskers immediately starts purring, a loud, rumbling vibration that soaks into my skin. I pull him close to my chest, nuzzling the soft fur behind his ears, and look up at Tristan, my heart feeling so full it might just burst.

Tristan settles on the edge of the bed, his gaze soft as he watches me with the kitten. He cracks open one of the water bottles and hands it to me, his fingers brushing against mine, sending a fresh jolt of electricity through my already buzzing body.

“Thanks,” I murmur, taking a long, cool drink. My eyes never leave his. The air between us is thick with unspoken promises, with a new, shared history that’s still so fresh and exciting. I feel a giddy, reckless urge to be completely, unashamedly myself with him, to lay all my cards on the table and see if he’ll still play the game.

“So,” I say, my voice a little too bright, a little too loud, the old, familiar armor of sass clicking into place almost by instinct. “Now that you’ve had a taste of the weird, lactating girl, are you having second thoughts yet?”

I try to make it a joke, to keep it light, but there’s a tiny, tremulous thread of real fear woven into the words. I hold my breath, my heart pounding a frantic rhythm against my ribs, as I wait for his answer.

He takes a sip of his water, his eyes never leaving mine. He sets the bottle down on the nightstand, then leans forward, his forearms resting on his knees. The soft morning light catches in the dark strands of his hair, and I’m struck, all over again, by how handsome he is. Not just in a classic, chiseled-jaw kind of way, but in a way that’s all his own. The laugh lines around his eyes, the serious set of his mouth, the way he looks at me like I’m the only person in the world.

“Second thoughts?” he repeats, a slow, lazy smile spreading across his face. “About the most incredible woman I’ve ever met, who also happens to taste like heaven? Not a single one.”

He reaches out, his fingers gently tracing the curve of my jaw, his touch a soft, possessive caress. “In fact,” he murmurs, his voice dropping to a husky whisper, “I’m already thinking about a second helping. And a third. And a fourth. I’ve always considered myself a greedy man, kitten, but I have a feeling that my greed is about to reach a whole new level when it comes to you.”

My blush is so hot I’m surprised the sheets don’t burst into flames. The fear that had been coiling in my stomach dissolves, replaced by a warm, gooey feeling that spreads through my entire chest. I duck my head, a little overwhelmed by the intensity of his words, by the adoration in his eyes.

“Get over here, you big sap,” I mumble, patting the empty space beside me.

He chuckles, a low, rumbling sound that vibrates through my own chest. He slides under the covers, pulling me into his arms, Mr. Whiskers squawking indignantly at the movement before settling on my chest once more. Tristan’s body is a warm, solid wall of muscle, and I snuggle closer, tucking my head under his chin. I can feel the steady, reassuring thump of his heartbeat against my ear.

We lie in silence for a while, the only sounds being the soft purr of the kitten and the gentle rhythm of our breathing. It’s comfortable. Easy. Like we’ve been doing this for years.

“I’ve been thinking about something,” he says, breaking the silence. “I’ve decided I don’t want to foster Mr. Whiskers anymore.”

I freeze, my body tensing. “What? Why not? I thought you liked him.”

“I do like him,” he says, his fingers stroking my hair. “That’s the problem. I’ve become too attached.”

My heart sinks. “So you’re taking him back to the shelter?” The thought makes my chest ache. This cute little furball deserves a home where he will be cared for and loved.

“No,” he says, a hint of laughter in his voice. “I’m keeping him.”

I pull back, my eyes wide as I look up at him. “You’re keeping him?”

“I’m keeping him,” he confirms, a smile playing on his lips. “I figured that seeing as I’ve decided to keep you, I should also keep the little critter responsible for bringing us together. He’s our cat now.” He punctuates the statement by gently scratching Mr. Whiskers under the chin, eliciting a louder purr from the kitten.

Our cat.

The words land like a soft, warm blanket, settling over me. They fill a space in my heart I didn’t even know was empty. I’ve never had anything that was truly mine, let alone anything that was ‘ours’. I had a dorm room that I shared with a stranger, a car that belonged to the bank, and a life that I was still trying to figure out. But this… this is different. This is real.

“Okay,” I whisper, my throat suddenly tight. “Okay.”

I burrow back into his chest, hiding my face against the warm skin of his shoulder. I’m overwhelmed. Overwhelmed by the happiness, the contentment, the sheer rightness of it all. This man, this stubborn, wonderful man, has walked into my life and turned it completely upside down, and I wouldn’t have it any other way.

“And then next... babies,” he continues, placing a gentle hand on my stomach. “Lots and lots of babies. All of them with your eyes and your ridiculously fiery spirit.”

My heart does a little flip-flop. We’re really talking about this. We’re talking about a future. Our future. A future filled with babies and cats and lazy Sunday mornings in bed. A future I never dared to even dream of. I’m hit with a sudden, fierce longing for it, for all of it. For the sleepless nights and the dirty diapers and the chaotic, messy, beautiful life we could build together.

“And a house,” I add, my voice muffled against his skin. “With a big yard for all the cats to run around in. And a porch swing. I’ve always wanted a porch swing.”

“We’ll get you a porch swing,” he says, his lips pressing a soft kiss to the top of my head. “We’ll get you the biggest porch swing in the world. And anything else you want. All you have to do is name it.”

I look up at him. He looks so serious, so certain, like a future with me is the most natural thing in the world. And in this moment, I believe it. I believe in us.

“What about you?” I ask, my fingers tracing the hard plane of his chest. “What do you want?”

His gaze softens, a flicker of something vulnerable in his dark eyes. “I want this,” he says, his hand covering mine on his chest, his fingers lacing through mine. “I want you. I want to wake up next to you every morning. I want to come home to you every night. I want to fight with you and make up with you and drive you absolutely crazy for the rest of my life.”

He pauses, his thumb stroking the back of my hand. “I want to be the man who deserves you, Cleo.”

My breath catches in my throat. The sincerity in his voice is a physical thing, a palpable wave that washes over me, stealing the words from my lips. I’ve never had anyone say anything like that to me before. I’ve never had anyone look at me with such unguarded emotion in his eyes. And it scares the hell out of me. But it also feels like coming home.

“You already are,” I whisper, the words a fragile, breathless confession.

He leans down, and I meet him halfway, my lips parting for his. The kiss is soft, sweet, a gentle affirmation of everything we’ve just shared. It’s not a kiss of passion or desire, but a kiss of promise. A seal on the future we’ve just started to build together.

And as we lie there, tangled in the sheets, with a purring kitten on my chest and a future that shines brighter than the summer sun, I feel a deep, abiding peace settle over me. This is it. This is the feeling I’ve been searching for, the happiness I never knew was possible. This is my life now. And I can’t wait to live it.


Epilogue
Tristan


One year later:

The nursery is quiet except for the steady tick of the clock and the occasional soft sigh from the tiny bundle in my arms.

My daughter.

My heart clenches every time I say the word, even in my head. She’s so small, her delicate fingers curled against her cheek, lips parted in a sleepy little pout. She has Cleo’s nose. Her mouth too, I think. And that faint little tuft of dark hair at the top of her head promises she’ll have her mother’s beautiful locks. My arms tighten instinctively, and I brush a fingertip down her cheek, barely touching. She’s so damn perfect I almost forget how to breathe.

In my lap, Mr. Whiskers lets out a quiet trill and sniffs at the little human wrapped in blankets in my arms. He hasn’t left the nursery since we brought her home. He’s made it very clear that protecting his baby sister is now his life’s purpose, and God help anyone who tries to come between them.

I glance toward the door just as Cleo appears, wearing one of my t-shirts and that soft, sleepy smile that ruins me completely. Her gaze lands on us, and her whole expression shifts into something tender and glowing and utterly breathtaking.

And just like that, I fall in love all over again. As if I wasn’t already so deep I’d never find my way out. As if this woman didn’t completely own my entire soul.

“Hey,” she whispers, coming over to crouch beside the rocking chair. “How’s my little milk monster?”

“She’s been good,” I murmur, not taking my eyes off our daughter. “Been sleeping for a whole hour.”

“A record,” Cleo says with a quiet laugh. She slides her arm around my shoulders and leans her head against mine, her eyes fixed on the baby too. “She was fussy earlier. Think she wanted her daddy.”

“Definitely,” I agree, my chest swelling with a warmth so potent it feels like it might burst right through my ribcage. “She knows her father has far superior cuddling abilities.”

Cleo huffs out a small laugh against my neck. “Oh, is that right?” Her fingers slide up to play with the hair at the nape of my neck, sending a shiver down my spine. “And what about when she’s hungry, hmm? Who does she need then?”

“She needs you then because you’ve got the good stuff,” I say, my voice dropping to a low growl. I lean my head against hers, inhaling her scent. “I should know. I can’t get enough of your milk either.”

Her face flushes a pretty pink, a sight I’ll never get tired of. “Tristan,” she says in that half-hearted, scolding tone that always makes me want to kiss her senseless. “Not in front of our daughter.”

“What?” I murmur, my lips brushing against her temple. “I’m just praising my wife for being such a wonderful mother.”

“Wife,” she whispers, and the word hangs between us, heavy with meaning. Even after all this time, after the small, intimate wedding on the beach with just us and a justice of the peace, the word still has the power to make her breath catch. It has the same effect on me.

“My wife,” I repeat, my voice deep with reverence. I turn my head slightly, my lips finding hers in a soft, lingering kiss. It’s not a kiss of passion, but of devotion. A quiet acknowledgment of the vows we made, the life we’ve built together.

When we pull apart, her cheeks are flushed and her eyes are shining. “I love you,” she says, her voice barely a whisper.

“And I love you,” I reply. “More than you’ll ever know.”

We sit in comfortable silence for a while, the only sounds being the soft purring of Mr. Whiskers and the quiet ticking of the clock. I look down at our daughter, her tiny chest rising and falling with each breath, and I’m struck by a wave of gratitude so intense it almost brings me to my knees. This. This quiet, peaceful life. This is everything I ever wanted, even when I didn’t know I was looking for it.

A year ago, I was a man who had everything and nothing. I had a successful company, a luxurious penthouse, and a life that was meticulously controlled and utterly empty. I was a fortress, walled off from the world, convinced that I was better off alone. And then she happened. A fiery, stubborn, beautiful whirlwind with a challenge in her eyes. She stormed my walls and made herself at home in my heart, and I let her. I welcomed her. I needed her.

“She’s amazing, isn’t she?” Cleo says, her voice soft with wonder.

“She is,” I agree, my gaze still fixed on our daughter. “She’s got your spirit. I can already tell. She’s going to be a force of nature.”

“And she’s got your stubborn chin,” Cleo says with a laugh. “And your serious expression. She looks like she’s contemplating world domination, even when she’s sleeping.”

I smile, a real, genuine smile that feels easy and natural. “Well, she is my daughter. Can’t expect her to be a slacker.”

Cleo’s laughter fills the room, a bright, beautiful sound that I’ll never get tired of hearing. She leans her head against my shoulder, her body a warm, familiar weight against mine. “I never thought I’d be this happy,” she says, her voice barely a whisper. “I never thought I’d have any of this.”

“Me neither,” I admit, my voice thick with emotion. “But I wouldn’t trade it for anything.”
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Chapter One
Elijah


It’s well past midnight when I step off the street and into the glow of the coffee shop.

The bell above the door gives a muted chime, and warm air rolls over me, fragrant with cocoa and roasted beans. The city outside is cold and silent, that strange hour when time feels suspended between one day and the next. My shirt collar is open, tie gone, suit jacket slung over my shoulder. I’m still carrying the weight of a day spent battling board members and calming investors.

I should go home. I should already be asleep, sprawled out in my penthouse overlooking the skyline, bourbon on the nightstand. But the thought of that echoing, empty apartment makes my chest ache. I couldn’t make myself go there yet. I needed something warm, something quiet. Maybe just a drink I don’t have to pour myself.

The place is almost deserted. A couple huddled at a table near the window, the barista wiping down the counter, soft jazz playing from a speaker tucked into the corner. Everything about it feels dim and slow, like the whole room is exhaling.

I walk to the counter and order a hot chocolate. Not coffee. Not tonight. Something about the idea of sweetness appeals to me, like maybe it’ll melt the edge off the day. The barista nods, busy with the espresso machine. I pull my wallet from my inside pocket, slide a bill across the counter, and lean against it while she works.

And that’s when I see her.

She’s in the farthest booth, tucked away almost behind a pillar. Small enough that at first I barely register her as a person, just a blur of pale sweater and dark hair. But once my eyes land on her, it’s like the air leaves my lungs.

Everything else in the room fades. The hiss of steam, the low hum of music, even my own exhaustion. All of it narrows to the sight of her.

She’s curled into the corner of the booth, a phone in front of her, although she’s not looking at it. Her head is tilted slightly down, a spill of soft hair falling forward to frame her face. Her fingers are wrapped loosely around a mug, and she’s tracing the rim absentmindedly, like it’s some quiet habit she doesn’t even realize she has.

She’s dressed simply. Jeans, a sweater that looks soft enough to sleep in, scuffed boots. Nothing about her should stand out. And yet she does.

God, does she.

The curve of her cheek catches the low light and makes her glow. Her mouth is soft, lips parted slightly, and I’m already imagining what she’d taste like if I kissed her.

It all hits me like a punch to the gut. Not interest. Not curiosity. It’s something deeper. Something that feels older than either of us, like recognition.

I can’t look away.

The barista slides my drink onto the counter and murmurs a thank you I don’t really hear. My fingers close around the cup automatically, but my eyes stay on the girl in the booth.

She’s nothing like the women I usually meet at fundraisers and galas. Polished, rehearsed, full of practiced charm. There’s nothing performative about her. She’s just there, existing, unselfconscious. And somehow, that’s what makes her magnetic.

I take a slow breath, my heart stuttering in a way it hasn’t done in years. She’s beautiful, and she’s completely unaware that she’s just changed my night, my week, my life.

I don’t hesitate. Don’t think it over. I just move.

The distance between us is only a few steps, but it feels like crossing into something sacred. With every one, my pulse kicks harder in my throat. She’s even more captivating up close; skin soft and flushed, lashes low over her cheeks, mouth still parted slightly in silent thought.

She doesn’t notice me until I’m right beside her table. And when she does, she startles slightly before looking up at me with eyes so wide and warm I forget how to breathe.

She’s even more stunning when she looks directly at me.

Her expression softens almost immediately. A shy smile pulls at her lips, her fingers tightening briefly around her mug. She doesn’t shrink away. She just looks... curious. A little flustered. Like she doesn’t quite know why I’m standing here, but she doesn’t mind it either.

And the way she smiles, tentative but real, makes something twist in my chest with sharp, aching force.

“I’m sorry to interrupt,” I say, my voice quieter now, more intimate. “Would you mind if I joined you?”

She blinks. There’s a slight pause before she gives a small nod. “Sure.”

I slide into the booth across from her, setting my drink down carefully. She watches me, her head tilted slightly, eyes bright but cautious. I notice how she tucks a piece of hair behind her ear as I settle in, like she suddenly remembered I can see her and she wants to make a good impression.

“I’m Elijah,” I say, offering my hand across the table.

She looks at it for half a second, then places her palm in mine.

“I’m Angel.”

I almost smile. Of course that’s her name. There’s no other name it could have been. It suits her perfectly.

Her hand is small and warm, her skin soft, and I have to force myself to let go after a moment. I don’t want to. Something about the way her hand fits in mine feels too natural, too perfect. But I release her before I make her uncomfortable.

“It’s nice to meet you, Angel.”

“You too,” she murmurs, glancing down at her mug. Her smile lingers, and God help me, it’s sweeter than anything I’ve ever tasted.

I lean back slightly in my seat, watching her with open curiosity. “So... what brings you to a coffee shop this late?”

She shrugs, her shoulders lifting in the oversized sweater she’s wearing. This time when she smiles at me, she looks almost sheepish. “I couldn’t sleep,” she says, almost apologetically.

I nod. “Yeah. I know the feeling.”

Her eyes flicker up to mine, and I hold her gaze. Beneath the table, my dick is hard as steel, straining against my suit pants. Even the way she looks at me is enough to drive me crazy with the need to kiss her. To claim her. To make her mine. But she seems oblivious to the effect she’s having on me.

“Long day?” she asks, tilting her head slightly as her eyes roam, taking in the business attire I’m still wearing despite the late hour.

I nod once. “It was far too long. Full of the usual chaos my work brings.”

She raises her brows, eyes dancing a little. “Sounds exhausting.”

“It was.” I offer a small smile. “But being out so late means I got to run into you, so I’m willing to call it a win.”

That blush returns. Pink blooms across her cheeks, and she lowers her gaze again like she’s not sure what to do with the compliment. Her fingers curl tighter around her mug.

She’s so soft. So genuine. She reacts without calculation, and it’s the most refreshing thing I’ve felt in years.

Most women I meet already know my last name before I open my mouth. They look at me like a prize to be caught, a wallet to be cracked open. I see the flash of strategy in their smiles, the calculated sweetness behind every compliment.

But Angel looks at me like... I’m just a man. And it does something to me I don’t know how to explain.

“I don’t usually do this,” she says suddenly, voice low.

I raise an eyebrow. “Talk to strangers in coffee shops?”

She smiles again, and I swear every time she does, it just knocks the air out of my lungs.

“I don’t do that. And I especially don’t let strangers come to sit with me.”

“Well,” I murmur, my voice dropping slightly as I lean forward. “I’m glad you made an exception for me.”

There’s a silence between us then, like we’re both waiting to see what happens next. I can already feel myself leaning into her gravity, pulled by something I couldn’t name even if I tried.

And the way she looks at me makes me think that maybe she feels it too.

“So... what do you do?” she asks, brushing her fingers along the side of her mug as she speaks. Her tone is light, conversational, but there’s a quiet kind of sincerity in the question, like she actually wants to know. Not because she’s trying to size me up, but because she’s interested in me. In me.

I let the question hang in the air for a second. I could tell her everything, about the entire empire I’ve built from the ground up, but I don’t.

I don’t want to change the way she’s looking at me.

“I’m in hospitality,” I say finally. “Hotels, mostly.”

Her eyes widen just slightly, and the shy smile that spreads across her lips makes my heart pound. “Wow. That sounds kind of amazing.”

I shrug, letting the corners of my mouth lift just enough to keep it easy. “It keeps me busy.”

“I’ve always wanted to stay at that big luxury hotel a couple blocks from here,” she admits, her voice going a little dreamy. “The one with the fancy rooftop garden. It looks like something out of a movie.”

I know the one. Of course I do. It’s one of mine. The Kingsley Grand. It offers top-tier suites and champagne on arrival. I designed every inch of that place for elegance and escape.

I wonder how she’d look sprawled on the silk sheets in one of the rooms, naked and smiling. I wonder what she’d sound like if I whispered her name against her throat, right where her pulse flutters. And even though I shouldn’t, I can’t help imagining the kind of noises she’d make as I slide inside her for the very first time.

But I don’t say anything. I just watch the way her face lights up, her smile tipping crooked, almost embarrassed by the confession.

“You’d love it,” I murmur.

She glances up, that little blush coloring her cheeks again. “Maybe one day I’ll get a chance to find out.”

I lean forward, lowering my voice slightly. “If I were a betting man, Angel, I’d wager good money on the fact it will happen a lot sooner than you think.”

She laughs softly, and the sound curls around something inside me I hadn’t realized was starved. She looks away, then back again, and I know she thinks I’m just teasing her.

But I’m deadly serious. Once she’s mine, I’ll give her everything she could ever dream of.

“And you?” I ask, wanting to know everything about her. “What do you do?”

The shift is subtle. Her shoulders dip a little, and her gaze moves away from mine.

“I clean houses,” she says after a beat, her voice smaller. “Just part-time stuff. Nothing fancy.”

She doesn’t look at me as she says it. She’s bracing for judgement, even if she doesn’t realize it. That little flicker of discomfort makes something sharp twist in my chest. I hate that she feels like she can’t be herself with me.

I shake my head slowly. “That’s honest work. There’s nothing ‘just’ about it. I think people forget how important it is to know how to take care of something. Most of the rich assholes I deal with wouldn’t know how to scrub a sink or change a lightbulb if their life depended on it.”

Her eyes finally meet mine again, and she lets out a soft laugh. The soft flush of pink still colors her cheeks, but her smile is a little more genuine now.

I glance down at her mug and realize it’s empty.

“Can I get you another drink?” I ask, already reaching for my wallet.

She hesitates. “You don’t have to...”

“I know,” I say, my voice gentle but firm. “But I’d like to.”

She smiles again, slower this time. Still shy, still a little unsure, but grateful.

“Your hot chocolate looks yummy. Could I maybe have one of those please?”

I lift my hand and catch the barista’s eye. She wanders over, and I order a second hot chocolate for Angel with extra whipped cream. As an afterthought, I add a couple of pastries, just in case she wants something to eat.

Angel watches the barista leave for a second before her eyes land on me again. “You’re very... persistent.”

I lean back in the booth, letting my eyes roam over her face, taking in the curve of her cheek, the tilt of her mouth, the way her lashes flutter lower every time I look at her like I want to keep her.

“Only when I know what I want.”

She holds my gaze. Doesn’t look away this time. And in that moment, there’s nothing else in the world but her.

***

She laughs at something I just said, and it’s a sharp, delighted sound that fills the quiet corner of the coffee shop like music. Her head tips back, and for a second, I forget to breathe.

It’s been over an hour. Maybe longer. Time has melted into nothing, and I don’t care. I haven’t checked my phone. Haven’t thought about tomorrow’s meetings or unanswered emails or the dozen crises that usually demand my attention.

All I can think about is her.

At some point, I moved across the booth to sit beside her. I don’t remember when. It felt natural. Inevitable. Now my arm rests along the back of the booth, my fingers barely brushing against the soft hair hanging down over her shoulders. Our thighs touch under the table, and that single point of contact has been driving me slowly insane for the past twenty minutes.

“You were such a menace,” she says, still smiling. “You actually put chewed gum in your teacher’s purse?”

I grin. “In my defense, I was seven. And deeply offended by her opinions on dinosaurs.”

She shakes her head, laughing again, her eyes shining. “You’re terrible.”

“I was adorable,” I scoff.

“No, you were a terror.”

Her voice is teasing. Playful. I could stay in this moment forever. Just watching her laugh, listening to her speak.

But then she goes quiet. And when our eyes meet again, the energy between us shifts.

The space between us sharpens, tightens, as if the air is suddenly aware of how close we’re sitting. The sounds around us fade until all I can hear is her breath. My heart. The buzz in my ears that starts the moment I realize she’s staring at my mouth.

I reach for her slowly, letting instinct take over.

My hand lifts from the back of the booth, and I let my knuckles brush along her jaw, gently tipping her face towards me. My palm finds her cheek, warm and soft beneath my touch. She doesn’t flinch. Doesn’t pull away.

She leans into it. And that’s all the permission I need.

I tilt my head, watching her eyes flutter half-shut as I lean in. I move slowly, giving her every chance to stop me. But she doesn’t.

She meets me halfway, and when our lips touch, it’s like everything else falls away.

The kiss is soft at first. Gentle. Her lips are warm and sweet, and she tastes like whipped cream and something I can’t name but I know I’ll crave until the end of time.

Her hand drifts up to my chest, resting lightly over my heart. I want to drag her closer. Pull her into my lap and taste her deeper, longer. I want her hands in my hair and her nails down my back.

But I force myself to keep the kiss slow and gentle. Her tongue sweeps against mine, tentative, testing, and God, I’ll never get enough of this.

She sighs into me, and I’m gone. Completely undone.

I forget where we are until a throat clears nearby.

We break apart slowly. I look up to see the barista standing beside our table with her arms crossed, and a barely concealed smile on her face.

“This isn’t a hotel lobby,” she says, one brow raised. “If you two are planning to continue that, I suggest you get a room.”

Angel lets out a tiny gasp, burying her face in her hands with a soft, muffled laugh. Her embarrassment is so damn endearing I almost kiss her again just to make her blush harder.

But I restrain myself. Just barely.

I turn to her, still close enough to feel her breath on my skin. “Would you like to?” I ask. My voice is low, intimate. “Go to a hotel with me?”

Her hands drop slowly from her face. Her eyes are wide, lips still pink and glistening from the kiss.

“You mean, like... now?”

I nod. “It will be my treat, obviously.” And I already know exactly which hotel I’m going to take her to.

She swallows. Her gaze flickers to my mouth again, then back up to my eyes. “I... yes.”

Thank fuck for that. I’m nowhere near ready for this night to be over.

I slide out of the booth and hold out my hand. She takes it without hesitation, her fingers fitting into mine like they’ve always belonged there. We walk out into the cold night air together, hand in hand, the snow swirling around us in delicate patterns.

And there is just one thought running through my mind.

She’s mine now. And I’ll make sure she never wants anyone else ever again.


Chapter Two
Angel


I can’t stop staring at him.

The car is quiet as he drives, just the soft hum of the engine and the occasional sound of the city outside. But my whole body feels loud. My heart is pounding; my blood rushes in my ears. And my skin still tingles from where he kissed me.

I’ve never done this before. Never gone home with a stranger, or to a hotel with one. But Elijah doesn’t feel like a stranger. Not really. He’s warm and calm and impossibly handsome, and when he looks at me, I forget to be scared.

I sneak another glance at him as he drives. His jaw is sharp, his brow relaxed, one hand loose on the wheel like he could do this in his sleep. He’s older than I am by a decade or two, if I had to guess, but that only makes everything feel more intense. Like he knows exactly what he wants.

And somehow, what he wants is me.

That thought alone sends a fresh wave of heat through me. I look away quickly, cheeks burning.

The car slows and then pulls into a parking lot. I blink, surprised. I hadn’t been paying attention to where we were going, and he’s only been driving for a couple of minutes.

He turns the engine off, and that’s when I realize where we are. My stomach flips.

He’s brought me to The Kingsley Grand. The hotel I mentioned earlier. The one I’ve always dreamed of staying in.

Panic bubbles up in my chest, fast and sharp.

“Oh,” I say quickly, twisting in my seat to look at him. “I didn’t mean to... I wasn’t hinting earlier, I swear.”

Elijah looks at me, eyebrows raised, that same soft smile playing at the corners of his mouth.

“I know,” he says gently.

“This place is way too expensive,” I add, trying to laugh it off. “We can go somewhere else. Really. I don’t care where we are. I just want to be with you.”

His smile deepens, but it’s not teasing. It’s something sweeter. Almost like he’s proud of me.

“You deserve the best, Angel.”

Before I can argue, he’s already out of the car, walking around to open my door like it’s the most normal thing in the world.

He helps me out, his hand warm and steady as I step out of the vehicle, and leads me through the glass doors and into the lobby.

I’ve seen pictures of this place before online, but nothing compares to the real thing. The air smells like roses and vanilla. The marble floor gleams under soft golden lights. Even the chairs in the waiting area look like they cost more than a brand new car.

I sit on one near the entrance while Elijah talks to the man at the front desk. I can’t hear what they’re saying, but the man behind the counter gives him a look that makes it clear Elijah isn’t just any guest.

It’s only a minute before he’s walking back towards me with a sleek black key card in his hand. He doesn’t say anything, just reaches for my hand and threads his fingers through mine like it’s the most natural thing in the world.

The elevator ride is quiet. His thumb brushes across my knuckles, and I can feel the way my chest tightens with every floor we pass. When the doors open, it’s not a hallway waiting for us. It’s a private landing with one set of doors. One suite.

He unlocks it, and I step inside.

It’s... unreal.

Soft lighting. Plush carpet. High ceilings. Everything is elegant and quiet and expensive, but not in a cold way. It feels lived in. Warm. Like a place you could actually want to stay.

“Elijah,” I say, turning towards him. “This is too much. I...”

I reach for my purse, my face flushing even as I know I have almost nothing inside. “Let me at least put something towards it.”

He shakes his head, stepping closer.

“No.” His voice is low but firm. “This is my treat. No strings. No expectations. I just want you to enjoy it.”

“But it’s so...”

“The only thing I want from you,” he murmurs, eyes locked on mine, “is to see you smile.”

Something inside me unravels at that. I let out a little breath I hadn’t realized I was holding, and the tension in my shoulders melts away.

There’s a knock at the door.

He goes to answer it, and I drift towards the massive floor-to-ceiling windows that overlook the city. Lights stretch endlessly in every direction, glittering like stars fallen to earth. I press a hand to the glass, awestruck.

I barely register the quiet voice at the door, or the soft pop of a cork. I don’t turn around. I’m too caught up in the view, too overwhelmed by the feeling that this night doesn’t belong to real life.

“Champagne?” he asks.

“Maybe later,” I say softly.

A few seconds later, I feel him behind me. His warm breath teases my neck just moments before his lips brush softly against a spot just below my ear.

I sigh, tilting my head slightly. He doesn’t hesitate. His hand rests lightly on my hip, then glides around to my front, sliding under my sweater to splay against the bare skin of my stomach. He pulls me back against him, and I go willingly.

His other hand finds mine pressed against the window. I lace our fingers together and hold on tight.

“This place is incredible,” I murmur, leaning back into him.

“Not as incredible as you,” he whispers, lips brushing my skin again.

My whole body flushes, and I’m acutely aware of how fast my heart is racing, how much my body aches for him.

His hand slips lower, fingertips dancing just above the waistband of my jeans. The tip of his nose traces the line of my throat, and my breath hitches.

“Tell me if you want me to stop,” he whispers.

I shake my head.

“No. Please, don’t stop.”

He presses another soft kiss to the curve of my neck, then sucks a little harder. Not hard enough to hurt. Just enough to send a shiver through me. His hand slips lower, cupping the heat between my legs over the stiff fabric of my jeans.

I gasp, then whimper.

His teeth graze my neck. His grip tightens. He pulls me harder against him, and there’s no hiding how hard he is. How big.

My fingers tighten around his, and my pulse pounds between my legs.

“Elijah...”

His name leaves me on a shuddering breath. His hips roll, and I feel the length of him rub against me through our clothes. My head tips back, and a moan spills from my lips.

God, I never knew it was possible to feel this way. So hot. So needy. Like every inch of my body is burning for his touch. It’s almost enough to drive me crazy.

His fingers work at the button of my jeans, tugging them open and pushing his hand inside. He doesn’t tease. Doesn’t drag it out. His fingers find my clit through the damp fabric of my panties, and I let out a desperate whine.

I’m already embarrassingly wet. Soaked. I have been ever since the moment I first looked up to find him standing beside my table at the coffee shop. His fingers move slow circles over the fabric, and all I can do is hold on to him, gasping as my knees start to shake.

“That’s it, Angel,” he murmurs. His voice is so low and rough that the sound of it makes me ache. “Let go for me. Let me feel how wet you are.”

His other hand slides up under my sweater, cupping my breast and brushing his thumb back and forth against my pebbled nipple. The thin cotton bra I’m wearing does nothing to dull the sensation, and I let out a gasp.

I’ve never been touched like this before. Not by a stranger. Not by anyone. But I don’t dare tell him that in case I ruin everything. In case he decides I’m too inexperienced for him.

And then his fingers slip beneath the edge of my panties, and every thought melts out of my brain.

He touches me, and it’s like everything else fades away. The lights. The noise. Everything is just him and his fingers and the heat building inside me, threatening to consume me entirely. His strong arms remain wrapped around me, holding me up even when my legs start to shake.

I can’t breathe. Can’t think. Can’t do anything but let him touch me, let him work my body with such precision it’s almost cruel.

And then, his fingers dip lower. Slide inside me.

The moan that falls from my lips is a sound I’ve never made before. A sound that belongs in a dream. He growls into my neck, the vibration of it making me shiver.

“So wet,” he murmurs. “So tight. You’re going to feel so good wrapped around me when I slide my dick inside you, my Angel. I can already tell you’re going to be so fucking addictive.”

The words are filthy. Filthy and delicious and dirty. My whole body is hot, flushed. His fingers slide in and out, stroking me until I’m dizzy.

And then he presses against my clit with the heel of his hand, and it’s like fireworks.

My knees give out, but he holds me. Doesn’t let me fall. I’m vaguely aware of his lips moving against the skin of my throat, whispering things that make my face burn.

“Come for me, Angel. Let me see you come.”

My head spins. My legs tremble. And before I can do anything else, the fire inside me explodes.

Pleasure crashes over me like a wave, breaking against the shore and drowning me completely. It’s so intense, so much, all I can do is let it take me. His hands keep touching, stroking, teasing, drawing it out until I can’t stand it anymore.

I whimper, and his hand moves, slipping from the slick heat between my legs. He brings it up to his mouth and sucks on the fingers, tasting me, and a fresh rush of heat washes over me.

I lean back against him, trying to catch my breath. He’s still hard, his length pressing into the soft swell of my ass, and the urge to drop to my knees and beg him to let me taste him is overwhelming.

But before I can, he turns me around, and the look in his eyes sends another shock through me.

It’s possessive. Intense. Hungry.

His hands come up to cradle my face. He leans down and kisses me, and this time it’s not soft.

This time, he claims me.

It’s deep and messy and rough. He nips at my bottom lip, his tongue sliding against mine, his fingers tangling in my hair and pulling just hard enough to send another shiver through me.

“I need to be inside you, Angel,” he murmurs against my lips.

He grabs my sweater and pulls back just long enough to pull it off over my head, then his mouth is on mine again, swallowing the desperate moan that slips past my lips. I push my jeans down my legs, eager to be rid of the clothes that separate us. My bra is the next thing to go as I pull it off and drop it onto the growing pile of discarded garments.

As soon as I’ve kicked my panties off, he’s lifting me off the ground. My legs wrap around his waist instinctively, and he walks us through the suite to the bedroom. He lays me on the bed and steps back.

I prop myself up on my elbows, watching him as he undresses. He moves quickly, confidently, his eyes locked on me as he unbuttons his shirt. Then his slacks. I don’t even have a chance to admire his body before he’s crawling onto the bed, his weight hovering over me, his mouth claiming mine again.

I melt beneath him. Every kiss is hotter. Deeper. More desperate.

His hand slides up my thigh, nudging it apart, and he settles between my legs, his length pressing against me.

“Are you ready, my Angel?” he asks, his voice rough. “Ready for me to fuck you? Make you mine?”

“Please,” I whisper, reaching up and curling my fingers in his hair.

He groans, low and deep, and the sound of it sends a pulse through me.

His hand moves between us, and I can’t hold back the cry of pleasure as he sinks into me ever so slowly.

He’s so big. So hard. He fills me completely, stretching me to the brim and then some. The sharp twinge of pain makes me wince, but the discomfort passes quickly, and soon all I feel is him.

And the way my body opens up for him, welcoming him inside.

His lips move to my neck, and he starts to thrust.

He takes me slow and deep. Every stroke hits something new inside me, making my toes curl and my eyes roll back.

“Fuck, you feel so good,” he growls, his hips rolling. “You’re so fucking tight, Angel. Your perfect pussy was made for me.”

“Yes,” I moan, clutching him tighter. “Only you.”

“Mine,” he whispers against my skin.

His hips pick up the pace, his thrusts growing faster, deeper. The room fills with the sounds of our ragged breathing and the wet slide of our bodies moving together.

I’ve never felt anything like this before. Never thought a moment could be so perfect.

And as his lips move to my breasts, sucking and biting and kissing the sensitive mounds, I know that nothing else will ever compare.

He’s ruined me. Ruined me for any other man. And I can’t even bring myself to care.

All I can do is hold on, moaning and whimpering as he drives into me, taking me higher and higher, until I can barely breathe.

“Come for me,” he demands, his voice a low growl. “Let go, Angel. I want to feel you come all over my cock.”

His hand slides between us, finding my clit and rubbing quick, tight circles over the sensitive bud.

My whole body tightens, the pleasure coiling low and hot inside me.

“That’s it,” he urges. “Come for me, Angel. Come on. Now.”

The last word is a growl, and something about his commanding tone breaks the final thread holding me together.

I cry out, my back arching as the orgasm hits, tearing through me with a force that leaves me breathless. My nails dig into his shoulders, and I cling to him as my body shakes.

“Good girl,” he whispers, thrusting hard and deep, and a few seconds later, I feel him spill inside me.

I’m dizzy, panting, and when he pulls out and rolls to the side, I miss his warmth. But it only lasts a moment.

He wraps his arms around me, pulling me close and holding me against his chest. His breathing is as ragged as mine, and we both lie there, catching our breath.

His arms stay around me, one hand splayed over my back, the other tangled in my hair. I can still feel the aftershocks in my limbs, still taste his lips on mine. For a few long moments we lie there together, wrapped up in warmth and silence and something that almost feels like safety.

But slowly, his breathing evens out. His grip on me softens. And then... he’s asleep.

I stay still, curled against him, listening to the steady rhythm of his heartbeat beneath my ear. It’s comforting, but only for a moment.

Because now that he’s quiet, my thoughts aren’t. They rush in too fast, too loud, crashing over me like waves.

What am I doing here? I don’t belong in a place like this, with a man like Elijah.

He doesn’t know who I am. Where I came from. How I live. He doesn’t know I’m a nobody.

And when he finds out, he won’t look at me the same way again. There is no way he will want me.

I swallow hard, trying not to shake as I lift my head from his chest. His arm slips from my waist without resistance, and he doesn’t stir. I slide out from under the covers, slowly, carefully, knowing I can’t wake him.

The suite is quiet as I pad into the living room area, the soft carpet warm under my bare feet. My clothes are still in a pile near the window, and I gather them with trembling hands, trying not to cry.

I don’t belong here.

And the longer I stay, the harder it’s going to be to leave.


Chapter Three
Elijah


I wake up smiling.

The room is quiet, the light dim behind the curtains, but there’s a warmth in my chest. Angel’s name is the first thing in my mind, clinging to the edges of the dream I just left.

I can still feel her skin on mine, her voice in my ear, and the taste of her on my lips.

I reach for her before I open my eyes, half-asleep and already greedy for her warmth. But my hand finds nothing but cold sheets on her side of the bed.

My eyes spring open. The space beside me is empty.

I sit up slowly, running a hand over the mattress. It’s cold. She’s been gone a while.

Don’t panic. She is probably just in the bathroom. There’s no reason to think the worst. There is probably a perfectly reasonable explanation.

Still, something twists in my stomach.

I push the covers back and rise from the bed, walking barefoot to the en-suite. I knock gently on the door. “Angel?”

No answer.

I wait another beat, then turn the handle. The door creaks open to reveal an empty room. My chest tightens.

I move quickly now, heart pounding faster than I want to admit. As I head into the living area, my eyes scan the room. Her clothes that we’d left in a pile over by the window are gone. So are her boots. There are no signs she was ever here. Not even a note.

And now my mind is spinning.

We had something. I know we did. She wasn’t faking that. Not with the way she touched me. The way she looked at me. I refuse to believe she just... left.

There has to be an explanation. Something happened. She went out for something. She’ll be back any second.

I stalk back into the bedroom and grab my phone out of my pants pocket, calling the number that only a handful of people have. The private security line for the hotel.

It rings once.

“Kingsley Grand Security. Max speaking.”

“Max, it’s Elijah.”

A pause. Then, “Good morning, sir. What can I do for you?”

“I need your help with something. Discreetly,” I’m already pacing, running a hand through my hair. “I need you to pull last night’s security footage. Find the woman I arrived with. Dark hair, early twenties. We came in around two a.m. I think.”

“Understood.”

“Once you’ve identified her, I want you to check every camera in the building. See if she’s in the lobby, the restaurant, the spa. Anywhere.”

“Yes, sir. Give me a few minutes. I’ll call you back.”

I end the call and throw the phone onto the bed, then start pulling on my clothes from the night before. My shirt is wrinkled from spending the night screwed up on the floor, but I don’t care.

I’m cursing under my breath as I fasten my belt.

Idiot. Fucking idiot.

I didn’t get her number. Didn’t ask for a last name. Because I didn’t believe she would leave. I thought I had forever to learn every little detail about her. It never occurred to me to plan for the possibility that she might disappear.

The phone buzzes, and I snatch it up. “Max?”

“I’ve got the footage,” he says, voice careful. “She was seen exiting the front doors around three-thirty a.m and she hasn’t returned since.”

The words knock the breath out of me.

“I see,” I manage before hanging up.

I stand there for a full minute. Letting it hit me. She left. She’s gone.

I sit on the edge of the bed and press the heels of my hands to my eyes. The ache in my chest is sharp. Almost physical.

This doesn’t make sense. Not after last night. Not after the way she kissed me. The way she clung to me like I was something she’d never want to let go of.

I can’t let her go this easily. I just can’t.

I pull myself together slowly, then grab my phone and scroll the number for my lawyer. He picks up on the second ring.

“Elijah.”

“I need your help finding someone. Her name is Angel. That’s all I’ve got. No last name, no number.”

“Elijah...”

“We met at the Silverleaf Cafe last night. We spent the night at the Kingsley Grand. I’ll send you security footage so you can see her face.”

He exhales. “Do you know where she lives? Where she works?”

“I know she does some kind of cleaning work, but that’s all. The only thing I know for sure is that I need you to find her. I don’t care how much it costs. Or how long it takes. Just find her.”

There’s a pause before he speaks again. “I’ll get someone on it right away.”

I end the call, ignoring the way my hands are shaking. I shove them into my pockets and stare out the massive windows at the city below. Somewhere out there, she’s walking away from me.

And she has no idea that she broke me by doing that.

I grab my keys, my wallet, and head for the door. I don’t know where to start looking for her, but I know I have to try. I can’t sit here waiting.

I can’t let it end like this.

Not when I’ve already decided she’s the one.


Chapter Four
Angel


It’s been three weeks since I left him.

Three weeks since I slipped out of the warmest bed I’ve ever slept in, from the arms of the only man who’s ever looked at me like I was something worth holding onto. Three weeks since I walked out of that hotel and into the freezing night air with a heart that didn’t feel like it belonged to me anymore.

I think about him every day.

No, every hour.

Sometimes it’s little flashes. The sound of his voice. The heat of his hand on my skin. The way he said my name like it meant something to him. And sometimes it’s heavier. A weight that presses down on me until I can’t breathe. The memory of his eyes when he looked at me like I was already his, and I let myself believe it for a second.

But I was a fool for believing it for even that long. Elijah deserves someone so much better.

I’m laid out across the back seat of the car, my blanket pulled up to my chin, trying to hold on to sleep for just a little longer. But the morning light is creeping in through the windows, soft and golden, and the chill in the air has started to seep into my bones.

The car isn’t much. A friend gave it to me last year when they upgraded, said it wasn’t worth selling and they figured I could use it. I didn’t tell them I’d be living in it. I didn’t tell anyone. It’s old, the heater barely works, and one of the windows doesn’t roll up all the way. But it’s mine. And it’s the only place I have.

I curl tighter under the blanket, hoping it’ll buy me a few more minutes of pretending I’m somewhere else. Somewhere warm. Somewhere safe. Somewhere his arms are still around me, holding me like he’ll never let go.

I press a hand to my chest. It aches. Not just with emotion, but something deeper, sharper. My breasts are sore, tender in a way that makes even the weight of the blanket feel like too much.

I sit up slowly, legs stiff from the cramped space. The second I move, a wave of nausea washes over me. My stomach turns so hard and fast it makes my head spin. I press the back of my hand to my mouth and breathe through it, the way I’ve been doing for the last few mornings.

It passes. But it leaves something behind.

That voice again. The one I’ve been trying to ignore because it whispers things I don’t want to hear.

About how I’m late. My chest hurts. I’ve been tired and nauseous.

I press my palms to my eyes and try to will the voice away, but it doesn’t work. I know what this is. I’ve known for days. Maybe longer. I just haven’t wanted to face it.

My period is over a week late. I’ve been keeping track. Not because I was expecting anything like this, but because when you live like I do, every little thing has to be monitored. There’s no room for surprises. No safety net.

And now...

Now there’s a possibility growing inside me that I haven’t even let myself say out loud. Because if it is true and I’m carrying his baby, I don’t know what I’m supposed to do.

I don’t have a home. My job pays below minimum wage, in cash, and I don’t have enough for even the most basic things.

How am I supposed to raise a child when I can barely take care of myself?

The fear wraps around my ribs and squeezes. But underneath it, there’s something else. Something warmer. Softer. Something that makes my throat tighten.

I close my eyes, just for a second, and let the memory bloom behind my eyelids. His voice in the dark. His hands on my skin. The way he called me his Angel.

He made me feel wanted, and no one’s ever made me feel that way before.

But now, if the little voice in the back of my mind is right, I’ll never be able to forget him. Not when a part of him might be growing inside me.

I breathe in deeply and pull the blanket tighter around my shoulders. I sit in the silence of the car, listening to the world wake up around me, and I know I can’t ignore it anymore.

I need to know. Even if I’m scared. Even if it changes everything.

I have to find out if I’m carrying Elijah’s baby.

***

The pharmacy smells of mint and floor cleaner. It’s too bright inside, the lights buzzing overhead, and I feel like every person in the place can see the panic stamped across my face.

I keep my head down as I scan the aisles until I find the one I need. It’s tucked away in the back, sandwiched between vitamins and bandages. The shelf is lined with pregnancy tests. Rows and rows of them in quiet, judgmental boxes.

I scan the prices and try not to let my stomach twist. Some are almost twenty dollars. Digital readouts, early detection, brand names I’ve seen on commercials but never thought I’d need.

My fingers close around the cheapest one. The off-brand box with plain lettering and a promise of accuracy without flair. I clutch it tight in my palm as I walk towards the register, the crumpled bills in my coat pocket already counted out. I have just enough. Barely.

The girl behind the counter looks about my age. She doesn’t say anything, just scans the box and mumbles the total. I don’t meet her eyes. I pay quickly and leave just as fast, stuffing the test into my bag like I’m hiding something dirty.

The nearest public bathroom is in the park two blocks away. It’s old and not the cleanest, but it’s quiet. I slip inside, lock the stall behind me, and rip the box open with shaking hands.

Once I’ve taken the test, I sit on the edge of the closed toilet seat while I wait for the results to appear, the stick resting on the edge of the sink. I have to keep reminding myself to breathe.

Every second feels like an eternity. My heart is pounding so hard it echoes in my ears. I keep thinking, what if I’m wrong? What if I imagined all the symptoms? That it’s just stress? Heartbreak?

But deep down, I already know the truth.

When the two pink lines appear, I don’t cry. I just go very still. It feels like the world narrows to that tiny white stick and those lines that change everything. I press a hand to my belly without even meaning to.

There’s a baby growing inside me.

His baby.

A piece of Elijah.

My eyes sting. Not with sadness, exactly. Not even fear. Just... emotion. Big and overwhelming and tangled up in everything I don’t even know how to name.

There is some fear, obviously. I’d be lying if I said there wasn’t. I have no home. No job that pays enough to keep me going for long. No family to help.

But underneath the fear is something else.

Love.

So much of it, it makes my throat ache.

I already love this baby. I haven’t even felt it move yet, haven’t seen it or heard a heartbeat or picked out a name. But I love it. And I’ll do whatever I have to do to protect it.

Even if it means doing things I never thought I would.

I make quick work of the walk back to the pharmacy, and it’s quiet when I enter again. The girl at the register isn’t paying attention, and there’s no one else nearby.

I don’t let myself hesitate.

I go straight to the same aisle, grab two different bottles of prenatal vitamins and slide them into my bag. My heart is thudding. I keep telling myself to stay calm as I head back towards the door. To walk like I belong here. To just...

A large hand clamps down on my shoulder, and I freeze.

“You can’t just walk out of here without paying for what you put in your bag.”

The voice is low. Firm. Male.

Heat floods my face, and I close my eyes.

Shit. Now I’m in trouble.


Chapter Five
Elijah


The sun is already high in the sky, pouring through the tall windows of the penthouse suite like it’s trying to wake the world. But I’ve barely slept. Again.

I’m still in the bed where I held her last. The same sheets. The same pillows. The same silence that’s followed me around like a damn ghost for the last three weeks.

I should be at work. I should’ve been at work hours ago. There are board meetings scheduled. My inbox is overflowing. Someone from PR is probably in the middle of a slow panic because I haven’t returned a single message all week. But none of it matters. And none of it will matter until I’ve got my Angel back in my arms.

I roll onto my side and bury my face in the sheets. The faintest trace of her is still there. Sweet and warm. A little floral, a little vanilla. My cock twitches to life as I inhale her scent. I haven’t let anyone touch the room since she left. Not housekeeping, not maintenance, no one. I told the front desk to lock the suite on a permanent hold, because I don’t want a single other person breathing in the air she left behind.

Because it’s all I have left of her.

And it’s pathetic, I know. I built an empire from the ground up, but here I am, laid out on a bed like a man in mourning. Because in a way, I am.

I think of her laugh. Her smile. Of the way she sighed and melted against me when I’d slipped my fingers inside her tight, wet little hole. The way her slick walls had felt around my hard dick as I’d claimed her. Filled her.

I can still hear her moans as she’d come undone beneath me.

I swear I’m starting to lose my grip on what’s memory and what’s hallucination.

With images from that night running through my mind, I reach down and wrap my hand around my cock, stroking it slowly as I continue to breathe her in. My shaft throbs in response, getting thicker and harder with every touch.

I can’t stop thinking about her. Can’t stop dreaming about the things we did. About the things we could still do.

And the more time passes, the more my hunger for her grows.

I groan her name against the pillow, the sound muffled as I fist my length harder. The ache inside me grows with every stroke, but no amount of relief is enough. Not without her.

I need to see her. Feel her. Fuck her. I need to hold her and know she’s mine. That she feels the same kind of obsession that I do.

And it is an obsession. I know that. It’s taken over my mind, my body, my every waking thought. She’s all I can think about. All I want. And not being with her is driving me mad.

I roll onto my back and pump my shaft faster, harder, until I feel the familiar fire burning in my balls. They draw up, tight and full and heavy, but before I can even find this small bit of relief, my phone starts buzzing on the nightstand.

Fuck.

I know exactly who it is. It’s the private investigator my lawyer hired the day I woke up and found her missing. He calls the same time every damn day to give me an update. And every day, it’s the same bad news.

With a groan, I reach over and answer the call. “You’d better have good news for me this time,” I growl out as the last traces of my impending orgasm disappear completely.

There’s a pause. A breath. And then he speaks, his voice cool, professional, steady.

“I found her, Mr. Kingsley.”

I sit up in bed so fast I nearly knock the phone from my ear. “Are you sure?”

“Her name is Angel Monroe,” the PI continues. “She popped onto my radar this morning when a police report came through. It’s a theft charge. Nothing serious.”

“Where?” My voice is rough. Frantic. My hands are already reaching for my pants and my shoes. Anything I can pull on fast. “Is she okay? What happened?”

“She was caught trying to steal from a pharmacy, and she’s being held for questioning. She had no ID, no home address, nothing for them to verify. She’s not under arrest, but she’s not free to leave yet either.”

I close my eyes for a second and force myself to stay calm. “What else do you have?”

“She was orphaned at eight. Lost both parents in a car accident. She spent the next decade in foster care until she aged out at eighteen. Since then... nothing. No employment record. No residential listings. No utilities. No paper trail. She’s been invisible for the last four years.”

I feel the words like a punch straight to the chest.

“Jesus,” I whisper. My fists clench around the sheets. “She’s homeless?”

No, not my Angel. She deserves so much better than the shitty hand life dealt her. Thank fuck I finally found her.

“No fixed address,” the PI confirms. “No steady employment. Cash work at most, probably off the books. She’s been keeping a low profile for years.”

I can’t even breathe. The idea of her living on the streets. Hiding. Surviving. It’s too fucking much.

But he keeps talking, unaware of the chaos in my head.

“She’s being held at a local police station. Detained, not arrested. It looks like she was caught attempting to shoplift some prenatal vitamins. No prior charges. If you want her out of there quickly, Mr. Kingsley, your presence will do more than any paperwork. You show up, tell them who you are, and offer to vouch for her. They’re bound to let her go without a fuss.”

Time stops. The room spins.

Prenatal vitamins?

She’s pregnant.

“Thank you,” I manage to rasp.

He gives me the address, and I hang up the phone, mind racing.

She’s carrying my baby. She’s homeless. And she’s sitting in a fucking police station all alone.

I’m coming, Angel.

I’m coming to bring you home.

***

The police station isn’t far, but every red light feels like a personal insult. I can barely keep my foot off the gas. My jaw aches from how tightly I’m clenching it. My hands won’t stop flexing on the steering wheel like they’re looking for something to destroy.

She was stealing prenatal vitamins.

My Angel. Alone. No money. Detained for trying to take care of the life we created together. And I wasn’t there.

I should have fucking been there.

The last three weeks, I’ve been so focused on my own heartbreak, on my own selfish feelings about the fact she left me, that it didn’t even occur to me that she had nowhere else to go when she ran. Jesus Christ.

When I walk through the doors of the precinct, I don’t stop at the front desk. I don’t pace. I don’t wait patiently. I walk straight up to the glass window and look the officer behind it dead in the eye.

“I need to speak to whoever is in charge of the Monroe detainment,” I say, my voice low. “Now.”

The young man blinks up at me, probably startled by the tone. “Sir, may I ask your name?”

“Elijah Kingsley.”

Recognition flashes in his eyes before he swallows and picks up the phone. “Right away.”

A few minutes later, an older woman in uniform steps out from the back. “Mr. Kingsley?”

“Yes,” I say, stepping forward. “Angel Monroe. I was told she’s here.”

She gives me a careful once-over. “She’s being held for questioning. Minor shoplifting charge. No formal arrest has been made.”

“I know. I’m here to take her home.”

There’s a pause, the weight of my words hanging between us. Then she nods. “I’ll need to see ID. And a statement of relation.”

I pull out my license and hand it over. “I’m her partner. I’ll assume full legal responsibility for her. If there are fines, I’ll pay them. If there’s a court date, I’ll send my lawyer.”

The woman looks at my ID and gives another nod before handing it back to me.

“I’ll have her brought out.”

The moment she disappears behind the back hallway, I feel my entire body brace. I don’t know what state Angel is in. I don’t know what they’ve said to her or how they’ve treated her. But I know I’m not leaving here without her in my arms.

And then I hear it. The sound of soft footsteps, a squeaky door, a muffled voice.

Then I see her.

She looks so small as she steps into view. Her shoulders are hunched, her head down. She’s wearing a sweater that’s too thin for the weather, and her hair is tucked messily behind her ears.

But the moment her eyes meet mine... it all changes.

“Elijah?”

Her voice is barely above a whisper. Disbelief. Shock. A thread of hope so fragile it almost breaks me.

I don’t give her time to say another word.

I cross the space between us in three strides and wrap her in my arms. Her hands come up slowly at first, almost like she thinks I might vanish if she touches me. And then she folds into me like she’s found shelter from a storm.

She starts to cry.

“I’m so sorry,” she chokes out against my chest.

“Shhh.” I cradle the back of her head, holding her close to my heart. “No more apologies. And no more running. You’re safe now.”

She sobs harder, and it cracks something wide open inside me.

“I’m taking you home,” I whisper into her hair. “That’s all that matters.”

“But I...”

“You don’t have to explain anything right now. We’ve got the rest of our lives to talk it through. And you don’t have to carry this alone anymore.” I tilt her face up gently, brushing my thumbs across the tear tracks on her cheeks. “You hear me, Angel? I’ve got you. I’ve always got you.”

She nods, lips trembling.

I take off my coat and wrap it around her shoulders, tugging the lapels close to her chest so she’s warm, so she’s shielded, so no one’s going to look at her like she’s anything less than mine.

One of the officers hands me a release form. I scribble my signature on it without even reading it. I’d sign over my entire fucking company if it meant I got to keep her.

Then I take her hand, threading my fingers tightly through hers, and lead her towards the door. She’s still shaking. Still blinking like she can’t believe I’m real.

I don’t let go.

This time, I’m never letting her go.


Chapter Six
Angel


Elijah opens the door, and I step into his home for the first time.

It’s quiet. Warm. Too big for one person, and still, somehow, it feels like him. I catch flashes of dark wood and sleek stone and expensive furniture, but the details blur at the edges. I can’t focus on any of it. Not when my chest is so tight I can barely breathe.

The car ride here was short. Maybe five minutes, ten at most. Neither of us spoke. But his hand never left my thigh. Just sat there, warm and steady, the weight of it grounding me. I think that small, quiet touch is the only reason I didn’t completely fall apart on the drive over. Because that was the moment I knew he didn’t hate me.

I keep his coat wrapped around me like armor. It’s way too big and smells like him, and being wrapped in it makes me feel safe in a way I haven’t felt in years. But I know I won’t get through this conversation if I sit down, so when he gestures to the couch, I shake my head. My feet start moving before I can stop them, pacing his living room, pulling the coat tighter around me with every step.

He doesn’t sit either. Just stands there, quiet and watching, like he’s waiting for me to say something.

“I’m sorry I ran that night,” I say quietly, the words scraping out of my throat like gravel. “I thought I could do it. Thought I could walk away without looking back. But I was wrong.”

He takes a step closer, but I hold up a hand.

“I have to say this all now,” I whisper. “Before I lose my nerve.”

He stops, nods once. Gives me space. But his eyes never leave me.

“I’m twenty-two,” I tell him, my voice shaking. “And I have... nothing. No family. No home. I’ve been sleeping in my car for the past year. Cleaning houses when I can find the work. I’ve been on my own since I was eighteen and the foster system couldn’t do anything for me anymore. I’ve never had anything. And you’re...” I glance up at him and give a shaky laugh. “What, thirty-something?”

He raises an eyebrow. “Forty-three.”

“Right,” I say, my throat tight. “You’re a man who can afford a night at the Kingsley Grand without blinking. You clearly have some money. You belong in a different world than I do, Elijah. That night... it was a dream for me. And dreams aren’t supposed to last.”

He moves forward again, and this time I take a step back, shaking my head.

“I missed you,” I say, my voice breaking. “God, I missed you so much it physically hurt. I went back to the coffee shop a few times, hoping maybe you’d be there. I didn’t know how to find you. I didn’t even know your last name. And even if I did run into you, what was I supposed to say? That I messed everything up and wish I hadn’t run? That I’ve regretted it every damn second since?”

His jaw tightens, but he still doesn’t interrupt.

“And then this morning...” I stop pacing and press a hand to my stomach. “I found out I’m pregnant.”

I expect him to flinch. Or freeze. Or at the very least, look surprised. But he just watches me, eyes dark and unreadable.

“It’s yours,” I whisper. “You’re the only person I’ve ever... you know.”

His throat works as he swallows, but he doesn’t speak.

“I’m not telling you because I expect anything from you,” I rush on. “I’m not asking for help. I just thought you deserved to know. You didn’t even get a chance to say goodbye, and now I’ve gone and... made things even more complicated.”

I start pacing again, faster now.

“I don’t want to be a burden. I’ve spent my whole life feeling like one. Being passed from one family to the next, always feeling like none of them wanted me. And then after foster care, I couch-surfed with anyone who’d let me. I hated it. Always feeling like I owed people something just for existing. So I promised myself I’d never be a burden again. I’d figure things out on my own.”

I don’t realize I’m crying until I feel a tear slide down my cheek.

“I didn’t want to ruin your life, Elijah.”

That’s when he moves.

In three quick steps, he’s in front of me. His hands cup my face, thumbs brushing at the wetness on my cheeks. I try to pull away, but he holds me there, gently, firmly, forcing me to look up at him.

“Angel,” he says, voice rough. “You are not a burden. You never were. And you never will be. Not to me.”

“But we’re...”

“We don’t belong in different worlds,” he says, mirroring my own words back at me. “Because you are my whole entire world.”

I gasp, blinking up at him as my vision blurs again.

“I haven’t stopped thinking about you. Not for a second. I’ve barely slept. I couldn’t eat. I hired a private investigator the moment I woke up and realized you were gone. I needed to find you. Because the second I saw you, Angel, I just knew.”

He leans his forehead against mine.

“I knew you were mine. And I couldn’t let you go.”

A sob breaks from my throat, and I grip his shirt like it’s the only thing holding me together.

“I’m going to take care of you. Of our baby. You won’t have to worry about anything ever again. Not food. Not rent. You have a home now. With me. And we’re going to be a family.”

I’m trembling as he slides his hand beneath his own coat to rest his palm against my stomach. This feels impossible. Too good. Too perfect. And part of me still doesn’t believe I’m allowed to have something like this.

“But a baby is a huge financial responsibility,” I whisper. “Even for a man like you.”

He chuckles low in his chest. It rumbles through his body and into mine.

“My Angel,” he says, pulling back just enough to meet my eyes again, “my full name is Elijah Kingsley.”

I frown. “Like... the Kingsley Hotels?”

He nods. “I own them. Every single one. Including the one we stayed at that night.”

My mouth drops open, but no sound comes out. I’d figured he had money... but not that kind of money.

“You will never have to worry about anything ever again,” he repeats. “I’ll give you anything you want. Everything you need. Our babies - because yes, I want more than just one with you - will grow up wanting for nothing. Just promise me one thing.”

I look up into his eyes, my heart pounding.

“Don’t run from me again,” he whispers. “I’m not sure my heart could survive it a second time.”

Tears fill my eyes again. But this time, they’re different.

“I won’t,” I say. “I couldn’t. I hated being away from you.”

He exhales hard, like he’s finally letting go of a breath he’s been holding for three weeks. Then he pulls me into his arms, tight and warm, pressing kiss after kiss to the top of my head like he’s trying to make up for lost time.

And when his hands slide gently to the collar of his coat to start easing it off my shoulders, I let him.

He begins trailing kisses down to my cheek, his lips lingering against the side of my jaw. The heat of his mouth against my skin makes me shiver.

“Tell me you want this,” he growls. “That you want us.”

I melt into him. “So much,” I whisper. “Please.”

His tongue drags along the soft spot below my ear. I moan softly, tilting my head, giving him better access. My pulse starts racing as his hand slips beneath the hem of my sweater and grazes the bare skin at the base of my spine.

But then he pauses, pulling back to stare down at my chest with a puzzled expression on his face. “Is this supposed to happen so early?” he asks.

I glance down to find two wet patches on the front of my sweater, one over each breast. They’re slowly spreading wider, turning the light gray fabric to a darker shade.

My cheeks burn as shame washes over me. “Oh god. That’s never happened before. This is so embarrassing.”

I try to cross my arms over my chest, but he gently grips my wrists and pulls my hands back down to my sides.

“It’s okay, my Angel. It’s natural. Your body is already preparing to feed our baby. That’s a beautiful thing.”

He releases one of my wrists, and I make no move to stop him as his hand grazes up my side, cupping my heavy breast in his palm. His thumb brushes lightly over the wet spot, making me gasp. He does the same to the other, the damp fabric clinging to my skin and heightening the sensation.

“You must be so full. Does it hurt, Angel?”

I nod, too embarrassed to speak. They’ve been tender for days, but the ache is almost unbearable now.

“Then let me help.”

He pulls the sweater up and over my head, exposing me to his gaze. His fingers make quick work of the bra clasp, and it’s gone a moment later, leaving my breasts free. They feel even heavier now, and his eyes darken as he stares at me.

“You’re so beautiful,” he murmurs.

He sits down on the couch and then gently pulls me down until I’m straddling his lap.

I’ve never had a man look at me like this before. Like he wants to worship every inch of me. Like he wants to possess and protect and claim. It makes me feel safe. Wanted. Needed.

He slides one hand into my hair, the other cupping my cheek. Then he kisses me, deep and slow.

“Relax,” he whispers, his mouth still against mine. “I’m here now.”

My hands slide over his chest and come to rest at the nape of his neck, fingers twisting in his hair. I hold on to him as he kisses his way across my jaw, down the side of my neck, to the hollow of my throat.

It feels so right to be here. With Elijah. In his lap.

The fear, the stress, the anxiety of the last few weeks melt away as his hands caress me. He palms both breasts, kneading and massaging, and I let out a soft whimper as milk beads on the tips, the pressure easing slightly.

“That’s it,” he murmurs. “I’m going to make it feel so much better.”

He lowers his head and draws a nipple into his mouth. His tongue swirls around the areola, gathering the moisture, and then he sucks gently. A bolt of electricity shoots straight through my chest and down between my thighs.

“Oh God,” I moan, arching against him.

I watch, mesmerized, as he keeps sucking, his throat working over and over as he swallows down my milk. His eyes close, almost as if he’s savoring the taste. And it feels... amazing.

His mouth releases my nipple with a soft pop, and he licks his lips, smiling at me. “Your milk is sweet, Angel.”

“You like it?” I ask shyly.

“Very much.” He lowers his head again, and his eyes meet mine as he latches onto the other nipple. “Let’s see if the other tastes just as good.”

His mouth is warm and wet, his tongue teasing and coaxing as he drinks from me. It’s so intimate. So erotic. I feel myself getting wetter, clit throbbing. Every pull of his mouth sends little jolts of pleasure straight down to that little bundle of nerves.

After a while, his eyes drift closed again. He moans softly, his hands clutching my hips as he pulls me closer. His cock is hard beneath me, pressing insistently against my core.

The feeling is exquisite. My pussy is dripping, aching, desperate for more.

“Please,” I whisper. “I need you inside me, Elijah. I’ve missed you so much.”

He groans and pulls his mouth away from my breast, leaving the nipple slick and glistening. His eyes are dark, almost feral, as he gazes up at me. “You have no idea how badly I’ve wanted to hear you say that.”

“Show me,” I breathe.

Without a word, he stands up, keeping his hands under my ass as he walks us through the house and into the bedroom.


Chapter Seven
Elijah


As soon as I lay her on my bed, my mouth moves back to her breast, drawing the nipple deep into my mouth as I take more of her sweet milk. I don’t know what came over me. I’ve never even thought of doing this with a woman. But as soon as I saw those wet patches on the front of her sweater, all I could think about was tasting her. Feeling her heavy breasts in my palms, her milk on my tongue.

She arches against me, her hands sliding into my hair, holding me closer.

I swear I could spend all day drinking from her, feeling her warmth and softness beneath me.

My hands move to the waistband of her jeans, popping open the button and lowering the zipper so I can slide my hand inside and rest it over her stomach. The place where my baby is growing inside her.

I gently caress her belly, imagining the life we created together in there while I keep sucking hungrily at her nipples, drawing every drop of milk into my mouth.

She writhes beneath me, her fingers tightening in my hair.

“Elijah,” she whimpers. “Please.”

She needs me. I can feel it in her touch, in the way her legs squeeze around my hips.

My hand moves lower, beneath the elastic of her panties. My fingers graze over the soft curls, then find the heat and wetness beneath.

She’s soaking.

I groan, my cock straining against the zipper of my pants.

“So wet for me,” I growl, pulling my mouth away from her nipple.

“Only for you,” she gasps. “No one else.”

The possessive beast in me roars, and I yank her pants and panties down her legs and toss them aside. I stand to undress myself, watching her the whole time. She looks up at me with heavy-lidded eyes, her legs spread wide. Her hair fans out on the pillows, a few strands clinging to her face.

She looks like an angel.

An angel who is mine.

I kick off my shoes and socks, and then undo the button of my slacks, pulling them off along with my boxer briefs. My cock springs free, thick and pulsing. I stroke myself slowly, letting her watch. Her breath catches in her throat, and she licks her lips.

I love the way her eyes go wide, the way she bites her lip, the way her skin flushes when she sees me.

“This cock is for you,” I tell her, squeezing the base. “No one else gets to touch it. No one else gets to ride it. Not now, not ever.”

She moans softly, nodding.

I release my hold on my cock and climb onto the bed, kneeling between her parted thighs. Her eyelids flutter closed as I tease my fingers through her slick folds, finding her swollen clit and rubbing it in firm circles.

“And this pretty little pussy is all mine, isn’t it? I’m the only man who’s ever felt those sweet walls wrapped tight around his cock. And I’m the only man who ever will. Because you’re mine, Angel. All fucking mine.”

“Yes,” she whispers, her head tilting back. “All yours.”

I press two fingers inside her, stretching her open.

Her lips part on a silent moan.

I lean over her, bracing myself on my elbow as I lower my mouth to her other breast. Her back arches as I draw the nipple into my mouth, the sound of her sweet voice filling my ears as her hands clutch at the sheets.

“Elijah,” she whines. “I need...”

“Shhh,” I soothe her, my voice rough. “Let me take care of you.”

I suck and drink until she’s writhing beneath me, her hips moving in time with my hand as I fuck her with my fingers. She’s so tight and hot and wet, her walls gripping the digits like a vice.

But I don’t let her come. Not yet. The needy little sounds she’s making are almost so sweet that I don’t ever want her to stop making them.

Once I’ve swallowed every drop she has to give, I slide my fingers out of her and begin kissing my way down to her tummy. My lips linger over the soft curve that will grow so much bigger in the coming months.

I lift my gaze to hers. “I’m so damn happy, my Angel. So happy that we’re going to have a baby together. That we’re starting a family.”

Her eyes shine, and she reaches down to run her fingers through my hair. “Me too.”

I dip my head and continue the trail of kisses down her stomach, stopping just above the patch of dark curls at the apex of her thighs. She spreads her legs wider, giving me a perfect view of her glistening folds, flushed and ready for me.

I can’t resist any longer.

I dip my head and bury my face in her pussy, inhaling her scent and then dragging my tongue up her slit.

She tastes so good. I lap and lick at her, teasing her clit before plunging my tongue inside her. Her hands find my hair, and her fingernails scrape over my scalp, making me groan. I eat her out like a man possessed, feasting on her sweetness, loving the sounds of her little whimpers and cries.

She’s close. So close.

I can feel her walls clenching, her thighs shaking.

“Not yet,” I growl. “Tonight, Angel, we come together.”

I lay down on my back beside her, my head on the pillow. “Come and straddle me, Angel. I want to watch you ride my dick like a good girl until you make us both come. I want to watch your tits bounce while you’re on top of me. I want to see every expression of pleasure on your face when you fall apart for me.”

“Oh God,” she whimpers, as she eagerly sits up.

With my help, she straddles me, her hands braced on my chest. I guide the tip of my cock to her entrance, then reach up to palm her breasts, squeezing them and tugging on the nipples. She gasps, her eyes glazing over.

“Ride me, my Angel. Take my cock. Let me fill you.”

She nods, biting her lip, her cheeks flushed pink.

Then she lowers herself onto my dick, her wetness coating the head and sliding down the shaft as she sinks lower and lower, taking me deeper and deeper.

Fuck. The feel of her surrounding my dick feels even better than I remember, and I grit my teeth, fighting against the urge to flood her pussy with my cum already.

“I love the way your body welcomes me,” I tell her. “Like we were made for each other.”

She whimpers as she takes me fully inside her, and then begins to move, riding my cock like a good little angel.

“That’s it,” I encourage her, my hands on her hips, helping her bounce up and down on me. “Take all of it, Angel. Ride my cock. Make us both come.”

Her fingers curl, nails digging into my chest. Her mouth is open, lips swollen and red.

I watch her, mesmerized, my gaze locked on her beautiful face, her perfect breasts, her soft curves.

She’s a fucking goddess.

“You’re so gorgeous,” I tell her. “I love watching you.”

My hands slide up her body, caressing her stomach, cupping her tits, teasing her nipples. I play with them, rolling the hard peaks between my fingers, making her whimper and gasp as droplets of milk soak my fingertips.

“Your body was made for me,” I whisper, staring into her eyes. “I’m going to show you every night, over and over again, how perfect you are. How much you turn me on. How badly I need to be inside you.”

Her pussy clenches around me, and I grit my teeth against the urge to blow.

“I’m close,” she moans.

“Good,” I growl. “So am I.”

My hands find her hips again, and I hold her steady as I thrust up into her, over and over. My cock slides deep and hard inside her, and I love the way her mouth drops open and her eyes roll back.

“Look at me,” I command.

Her gaze snaps back to mine, and her hands move to brace against my chest.

“You’re going to look into my eyes when you come,” I tell her. “You’re going to know who’s making you feel like this. Whose cock is inside you, filling you up, claiming you. It’s not any other man, is it?”

She shakes her head. “Only you, Elijah.”

“That’s right.”

I thrust harder, faster. Her breathing becomes more ragged, and her nails dig into my skin.

“Elijah!”

Her pussy flutters around my cock, and then she falls apart, her orgasm washing over her. Her whole body shudders, her muscles tensing and clenching as her orgasm takes hold.

“Angel,” I groan. “That’s it. Come for me. Come all over my cock.”

Her eyes lock with mine, her expression full of wonder. And that’s when I let go. My balls tighten, and then my cock throbs, spilling its load deep inside her. I grunt and moan, my hands gripping her hips tightly as we both ride the waves of pleasure together.

As our climaxes fade, she collapses against me, panting for breath. Her body is a warm, soft weight on top of mine. My cock is still buried inside her, and her pussy is still pulsing and squeezing.

I wrap my arms around her and hold her tight, pressing a kiss to the top of her head. “Perfect,” I murmur. “You’re fucking perfect, my Angel.”

She sighs happily and snuggles against me, her eyes closed. “I can’t believe you’re here,” she whispers. “That you actually found me. I thought I’d lost you forever because I was stupid enough to run away.”

“Of course I found you,” I reply. “You’re not getting rid of me that easily.”

Her soft lips curl up in a smile, and she opens her eyes, looking at me. “I love you, Elijah.”

My heart pounds, and I stroke her cheek gently. “I love you too, Angel. And I always will.”


Chapter Eight
Angel


The paper under me crinkles softly as I shift on the padded exam table, my hands resting on my stomach like I’m trying to protect something delicate and precious inside me... because I am. I’m wearing a loose dress that drapes over my knees and one of Elijah’s softest sweaters around my shoulders. He insisted I wear it this morning, said I’d be cold. But really, I think he just likes seeing me in his clothes. I like it too. It makes me feel claimed. Safe. Like I belong to someone, finally.

I glance over at him where he’s sitting beside me in the wide leather chair, his elbows resting on his knees, fingers laced tightly together. He looks calm and composed in that quietly intense way of his, but his leg bounces in small, restless movements. Every few seconds, he reaches for me. A brush of his fingers over my knee. A soft press of his palm against my thigh. He hasn’t stopped touching me since we got here, and I don’t want him to. His touch is the only thing keeping me from floating off the edge of the world right now.

Because I’m nervous. Not for the baby, but for what this means. For how real everything suddenly is. I’ve spent so much of my life drifting, surviving, never letting myself get too attached to anything. And now, here I am, sitting in the most beautiful private clinic I’ve ever seen, about to see my baby for the first time... with the man I love sitting right next to me.

I sneak a sideways glance at him again and find him already watching me. His lips twitch like he wants to smile, but the moment is too big for it. Instead, he leans forward and threads his fingers through mine, grounding me with that one small touch.

Before I can say anything, there’s a soft knock at the door. A woman in soft blue scrubs enters, holding a tablet in one hand and smiling warmly at us.

“Good morning,” she says gently. “I’m Nora, the sonographer. You must be Angel. And Elijah?” Her eyes flick between us, professional but kind.

Elijah nods, tightening his grip on my hand.

She gives us a reassuring smile as she wheels over a small cart with a monitor on it. “Let’s take a look at your little one, shall we?”

My heart starts thudding so hard it feels like it might crack my ribs. She asks me to lie back and lifts my dress just enough to expose my lower stomach. I try not to flinch as the cold gel touches my skin, and almost instantly, Elijah’s hand is there again, slipping into mine.

The machine hums quietly. Nora moves the probe across my belly with slow, practiced movements, her eyes on the screen.

And then...

A sound.

Quick, steady and impossibly small. Like tiny wings fluttering. A galloping rhythm that fills the quiet room with something holy.

“That’s your baby’s heartbeat.” Nora says softly. “Strong and healthy.”

I don’t hear the rest of what she says. I can’t. My whole body goes still as I stare at the screen, tears sliding down my face. It’s real. There’s a life growing inside me. A heartbeat that exists because of one night with the man standing beside me.

I feel Elijah’s thumb brush over my knuckles, and I turn to look at him.

He’s not calm anymore.

His jaw is clenched, and his eyes are shining with something fierce and raw. Awe, maybe. Or love. Or something deeper that doesn’t even have a name.

“That’s our baby, Angel,” he murmurs. His voice is rough. Unsteady. “We made that.”

The screen shows a little shape that’s not much more than a blur really, but I swear I can already see it as clearly as if I were holding it in my arms. It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

I nod, my throat too tight to speak. And then I reach for him. Not because I’m falling apart, but because I want him close for this moment. I want us both to remember what it felt like to fall in love with our baby for the first time.

Nora prints a few images from the scan and hands them to me before gently wiping the gel from my stomach. I cradle the photo like it’s made of gold, tracing the shape of our baby with my fingertips.

When we step back out into the hallway, Elijah takes my hand gently and leans to brush his lips gently against mine. As he pulls back, I swear I see tears shining in his eyes.

“Come on, my Angel. I made special plans for lunch, just for us. Just the two of us. Because today is a special day.”

I smile at him and slip my arm through his, resting my head against his shoulder as we walk back out to the car.

***

I recognize where we are the second Elijah pulls into the parking lot, and my heart gives a quiet little flutter that’s part excitement, part disbelief. I turn to look at him, but he only squeezes my thigh, his gaze still fixed ahead.

We’re at The Kingsley Grand.

The place I used to dream about. The place we made our baby.

He takes us to a private elevator, swiping a key card that gives us access to the top floor. But instead of the penthouse suite, where we spent that one perfect night, we keep going. One more stop. The doors open with a quiet chime, and the sweet scent of roses and honeysuckle drifts in.

The rooftop garden.

My breath catches.

It’s everything I imagined and more. There’s a narrow winding path made of smooth white stones, flowerbeds bursting with color, and soft ivy climbing the trellises all around the space. Lights twinkle like fairy dust in the leafy canopy above us, and the gentle sound of water trickles from a small stone fountain nestled in the corner.

I feel like I’ve stepped straight into a dream.

“Elijah...” I breathe, completely awestruck.

He doesn’t say anything. Just smiles and threads his fingers through mine as he leads me down the stone path to a small private dining alcove near the edge. From here, the city stretches out below us, glittering in the afternoon light like it’s laying itself at our feet. There’s a table already set with delicate crystal, white linens, and a small vase of pale pink roses.

The staff are already waiting nearby, smiling as they pour sparkling water into our glasses. I notice one of the servers whispering to another, both of them grinning behind their hands. They keep stealing glances in our direction, and I blush a little, wondering if they’re just excited about the baby. Word travels fast in a place like this, I guess. Still, there’s something in their eyes that feels... conspiratorial. Like they know something I don’t.

But I push the thought away and focus on the man across from me.

Elijah watches me with that look again. The one he gives me when I’m not doing anything special at all. Just existing. Breathing. Being his. It makes my chest ache whenever he looks at me this way.

Lunch is perfect and delicious. Neither of us talks much, just offering little smiles and lingering looks, our hands brushing across the table every so often like magnets pulling towards each other.

Desert arrives on a small white plate. But instead of anything edible, there’s a small velvet box in the center.

Time stops.

I stare at it, blinking, like I can’t quite believe what I’m seeing.

Elijah stands slowly, walking around the table and picking up the box before dropping to one knee. My hand flies to my mouth, and now I understand why the staff were smiling. They weren’t just excited about the baby.

They knew what Elijah was planning.

“I know this is happening quickly,” he murmurs, looking up at me with so much love in his eyes it takes my breath away. “But I couldn’t wait. If the three weeks apart taught me anything, it’s that I can’t bear to spend another day without you.”

He opens the box. The ring catches the light like it’s made of fire and starlight. A diamond that’s elegant and timeless. Like him.

“Angel Monroe,” he says, his voice thick and reverent. “I’ve loved you since the moment I laid eyes on you in that coffee shop. And I’ll love you until the last breath I take. You’ve given me everything I never knew I needed. A family, a future, a reason to wake up and want more.”

He swallows, the emotion in his throat making the words a little ragged.

“I want to spend the rest of my life giving that back to you. Let me take care of you. Love you. Build a life with you that’s worthy of everything you are. Will you marry me?”

Tears spill freely down my cheeks, but I don’t bother wiping them away.

I nod, over and over, and finally manage to whisper, “Yes. Oh my God, yes!”

He slips the ring onto my finger with hands that are so steady, so sure. And then he’s pulling me into his arms, lifting me out of the chair like I weigh nothing, spinning me around once before setting me gently on my feet again.

The staff bursts into quiet, polite applause.

But all I hear is the sound of his heart pounding in his chest when he holds me close.

And the softest promise I’ve ever been given when he whispers in my ear:

“You’re mine now. Forever.”


Epilogue
Angel


Six months later:

The house is quiet, except for the soft hum of the dishwasher and the occasional creak of old hardwood floors as I move from room to room. Outside, sunlight streams through tall windows, catching on the soft whites and golds of our new living room. The one I still can’t believe is ours. We moved in two months ago, when Elijah decided we’d need a bigger home to house all the babies he wants to have with me, and I couldn’t be happier. I’m barefoot, my belly round and tight beneath a maternity dress - which is the only thing I can wear these days if I want to be at all comfortable. There’s a small stack of care packages on the dining table, waiting to be delivered.

I tie a ribbon around the last one, smoothing the edge of the label where I wrote the name of the shelter it’s going to. Inside, there are essentials: warm socks, new toothbrushes, protein bars, bottles of shampoo and lotion. It’s a small thing, maybe, but I remember all too clearly what it felt like not to have even that. To feel forgotten by the world.

Not anymore. Not on my watch.

I smile as I gently lower myself into the armchair by the window, one hand resting on my bump, the other brushing over the notepad on my lap. The one where I’ve been drafting a new proposal for a women’s day center. Elijah says he’ll fund the whole thing. Every dollar, every brick. “Whatever you want, my Angel,” he’d said when I first brought it up, his voice low and sure. “You dream it, I’ll build it.”

It still makes me cry sometimes, the way he believes in me. The way he shows it with action, every single day.

But today... I miss him.

He left early for a meeting downtown, and the house feels too big without him in it. Too quiet. I glance at the clock. It’s barely past noon. I tell myself I’ll see him soon, but there’s an ache in my chest I can’t quite shake.

I’m about to go back to my writing when I hear the sound of a car pulling into the driveway. Tires on gravel. My heart skips.

A moment later, the front door opens, and there he is.

Elijah.

Tall and broad and devastating in a navy-blue suit, his tie already loosened like he couldn’t be bothered to keep it on once he decided to come home. His eyes find mine instantly.

“You’re home,” I whisper, surprised and breathless all at once.

“I couldn’t stay away.”

He closes the door behind him and strides across the living room like a man possessed. His hands are on me a second later, pulling me gently up from the chair, cradling my face, and kissing me like he’s starving.

“I thought you had meetings all day,” I murmur against his lips, smiling.

“I canceled my afternoon ones.”

“Elijah...”

“I needed to see you.”

And then he’s leading me towards the couch, sinking down onto the cushions and pulling me into his lap with that strength and ease I’ll never stop craving. I straddle his thighs, my belly pressed against his stomach, and he reaches out to slowly peel down the straps of my dress. My breasts are throbbing and aching as he reveals them to his hungry gaze, and I shift slightly in his lap as heat pools between my thighs.

“I hate being away from you,” he says, his voice rough as he palms one of my breasts and gives it a gentle squeeze, coaxing a drop of milk from the stiff peak. “Every minute without you feels wasted. I could be here loving you. Drinking from you.”

He leans in then, his tongue circling my nipple before he closes his mouth over it and starts to suck. Milk rushes into his mouth, and the feeling is so intense, so pleasurable, I gasp. He swallows hungrily, his throat working, his lips warm and wet against my skin. His stubble is a delicious scrape that makes me shiver.

“I missed you too,” I say, the words almost coming out as a moan as I surrender to his insatiable thirst.

Ever since the first time he drank from me, he’s never been able to get enough. He craves my milk just as much as I crave the feel of his hot, wet mouth on my nipple.

He growls softly, his hand on my back, holding me close. My other breast leaks a slow trail of milk down the curve, and he releases the nipple in his mouth, turning his head to catch the other drop on his tongue. He licks a long, slow path from the base of my breast, all the way to the swollen tip, and then seals his lips over it.

He drinks from me until his cheeks are flushed and his eyes are heavy-lidded with desire, until my breasts feel lighter and my panties are soaked. Until all I can think about is how much I want his cock.

So I slide down from his lap, slowly settling on my knees in front of him. I spread my thighs wide, giving my round, heavy belly space to hang between them as I lean forward slightly, nuzzling my face against his erection through his pants.

“I fed you,” I say, my voice husky as I look up at him. “So surely it’s only fair you feed me now.”

His eyes burn.

“Anything you want, my Angel.”

His hands go to his belt, his zipper, and a moment later, his cock springs free. It’s hard and thick, and I reach for it greedily. He groans as I stroke the silky skin with my palm, rubbing my thumb over the head and spreading the bead of precum down his shaft. And then I wrap my lips around him and sink down, taking him as deep as I can.

“Fuck,” he grunts, his hand on the back of my head, guiding me gently.

I suck him slow and deep, savoring the taste of his skin, the weight of his cock on my tongue, the way he fills my mouth. I bob my head up and down, swirling my tongue, letting the flat of it press against the sensitive underside. He grunts, his hand tightening in my hair, and then his hips start rocking in small, restless movements.

“So good, Angel,” he moans. “Your mouth is so fucking good.”

He guides me with his hand and his words, both of us falling into a slow, steady rhythm. When he tugs gently on my hair, I look up at him, keeping his cock buried in my mouth. Our eyes lock, and I can’t look away.

“Goddamn,” he breathes, his pupils blown wide. “That’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.”

I moan, and the vibration makes him shudder. He’s close. His legs are tense and his cock is throbbing in my mouth, his breathing rough and ragged.

“Can’t last long with you looking at me like that,” he grunts. “Like you want me to come in your pretty mouth.”

I hum an answer, nodding. Yes, please.

And a second later, he does. His body locks up, and a raw, ragged groan escapes his lips as he floods my mouth with hot, salty spurts. I swallow, sucking him until the aftershocks subside, and then release his softening cock with a pop.

“Fucking perfect,” he rasps, pulling me up and kissing me, his tongue plunging deep. If he can taste himself on me, he doesn’t seem to care.

I climb back onto the couch, settling beside him, and his hand instantly moves to my belly, caressing the swollen curve with gentle circles.

“Have I told you how beautiful you are?” he says, his eyes roaming over me.

“Only about a hundred times so far this week. And it’s only Tuesday.”

He smirks. “Well, I plan to tell you a hundred more, so you might as well get used to it.”

I grin and nuzzle into his shoulder, letting him pull me into his side, where I belong.

We stay there for a long while, neither of us moving, just listening to the other breathe. And it’s in that moment, the silence of our perfect house, our perfect life, that I know this is right. This is home. This is exactly where I’m supposed to be.

With him.

For the rest of my life.

***
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So whether you're here for the age gaps, the obsession, or the kind of heat that leaves scorch marks, you’re in the right place. Get comfortable. It’s about to get feral.

Find me online at https://allmylinks.com/willow-watkins
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