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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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