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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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