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Chapter One
Xavier


I hate this part of the job. The sampling. The endless parade of ingredients that promise to be revolutionary, to change the very foundation of my seasonal menus, but mostly just taste like dirt, or flowers, or something pretentious. There’s always a vendor with stars in their eyes, convinced they’ve discovered the next big new thing in the culinary world, when in reality they’ve just found another overpriced weed that adds nothing but an earthy disappointment to my palate. My patience wears thin with every tiny spoonful I’m expected to taste and evaluate.

“Next,” I say, not even looking up from my notebook where I’m scratching out a line about an overpriced ‘artisanal’ mushroom that tastes like cardboard.

A small, unassuming tub is placed before me. Soft pastel pink, impossibly cute. Completely out of place in the stark, minimalist ambiance of Villard’s dining room, where even the water glasses exude an air of cold precision.

The packaging looks handmade, the kind of thing you’d find at a farmers’ market, not at one of my restaurants. Sweetheart Treats, it reads in a looping, cheerful script that feels almost childish. A tiny, hand-drawn heart hovers beside the words, as if mocking the serious culinary evaluation I’m supposed to be conducting. My first instinct is to dismiss it instantly, to send it back with a wave of my hand.

“This is the last one, Chef,” Jean-Pierre, my head of procurement, says. He sounds hesitant. “A local supplier. Boutique.”

I scoff. Boutique usually means expensive and amateur. I pick up the spoon. “And what am I supposed to be tasting?”

He shifts on his feet. “Ice cream, Chef. Vanilla bean.”

I narrow my eyes. “You brought me vanilla?”

“There’s a... unique ingredient,” Jean-Pierre mumbles. “It’s... ummm...” He clears his throat, looking everywhere but at me.

“Just spit it out, Jean-Pierre.”

“It’s breast milk, Chef.”

The spoon freezes halfway to my mouth. I stare at him, then at the innocuous pink tub. Breast milk. The most primal, intimate substance on earth. It’s not an ingredient; it’s a biological function. It’s... obscene. And yet the chef in me, the part of me that is endlessly, ruthlessly curious, is already screaming. I need to know.

I lift the spoon to my lips.

The second the cream hits my tongue, the world stops. It’s not just sweet. It’s a cascade of silk and warmth, a flavor so pure and elemental it feels like a memory. It’s vanilla, yes, but the vanilla is just a vessel, a suggestion. The core flavor is something else entirely. Something unnameable. It’s lush and decadent, but also impossibly fresh. It coats my tongue, a living thing, and a hunger I’ve never known roars to life in my gut. I want to plunge my face into the tub, to devour every last drop.

In all my years as a chef, or my forty-two years of life, I’ve never tasted anything like this. I’ve trained under the cruelest, most brilliant chefs in Lyon, battled my way through kitchens where knives flew and tempers flared, and risen to the top of an industry that chews people up and spits them out. I’ve built Villard from a single, stubborn vision into a global brand with twelve locations, each one a temple to precision and perfection. I’ve tasted foie gras that melted like butter on the tongue, truffles that haunted dreams, and molecular gastronomy creations that defied physics. But this small, unassuming tub of what should be absurd... this is different. This is something I cannot categorize, cannot reduce to technique or theory.

I lower the spoon, my hand steady, but everything inside me is shaking. I look at Jean-Pierre. My voice is a low growl. “Who makes this?”

“Sienna Meadows, Chef. Her business is Sweetheart Treats. It’s just her. She sources the other ingredients locally, but the... primary ingredient... is all her.”

Her. All hers.

“I’m going there,” I say, standing up so fast my chair scrapes against the floor. “Right now.”

***

Less than an hour later, I’m pushing open the door to Sweetheart Treats. This place is the polar opposite of Villard. The walls are a warm, buttery yellow. Shelves are lined with jars of sprinkles in colors that would make my pastry chef weep. There’s a small, cozy seating area with mismatched chairs and a table draped in a floral tablecloth. The air smells of sugar and vanilla and something else... something warm and alive. It’s the scent of her. I’m sure of it. This is her space. Her essence is in every detail. It’s an assault on my senses, a place of chaotic, unrefined beauty that shouldn’t work, but does. It’s alive.

A woman emerges from the back, wiping her hands on a pink apron. “Hi there! Welcome in. What can I get for you today?”

It takes me a moment to respond. My entire body tenses. I came here for an ingredient, a potential supplier. But this... this is something else entirely. She is younger than I expected. Too young to be the woman I’m looking for, surely. Her dark hair is pulled back in a loose braid that’s already coming undone at the nape of her neck. A few strands curl around her face, framing a pair of wide hazel eyes that sparkle with an easy, open warmth. There’s a smudge of chocolate on her cheek. She looks like a Renaissance painting, with soft curves in all the right places. She’s sunlight and cream, and I feel a pull so violent it almost knocks me back.

“I’m looking for the owner,” I manage to say. My own voice sounds rough, foreign to my ears in this bright, cheerful space.

A small, confident smile plays on her lips. “You’re looking at her.”

My breath catches in my throat. It’s her. The creator. The source. The woman who makes that ice cream. That incredible, life-altering ice cream. The pull intensifies, sharpening into a singular, possessive need that is both terrifying and absolute. My world, so carefully constructed on foundations of steel and precision, tilts on its axis. She is the center of the gravity that is pulling me apart.

“Sienna Meadows,” I state, testing the name on my tongue. It tastes as sweet as her product.

“The one and only,” she replies, her smile widening. “And you are?”

“Xavier Villard.”

Her smile doesn’t falter, but there’s a flicker of recognition in her eyes. “The Xavier Villard?” she asks, her tone light, genuinely impressed. “Wow. I... I didn’t expect you to just walk in here.”

I take a step closer, unable to stop myself. I need to be near her. To breathe the same air. “I tasted your ice cream.”

Her cheeks flush a lovely shade of pink. “Oh! Which one?”

“Vanilla bean.”

Her blush deepens. “You liked it?”

I let out a short, sharp breath that’s almost a laugh. Liked doesn’t even begin to cover it. “It was... so much better than anything I’ve ever tasted.”

“Thank you,” she says, her voice soft. “That means a lot, coming from you.”

Our eyes lock, and the air in the small shop crackles with an energy that is entirely new to me. I feel like I’ve been searching for something my entire life, and I’ve finally found it. Here. In this ridiculously cheerful shop, with this woman who smells like sugar and sunshine and who makes ice cream from her own body. My control, the very thing I pride myself on, is fraying at the edges. I want to touch her. To see if her skin is as soft as it looks.

“I would like to talk to you about a collaboration. About having your ice cream at Villard.”

Her eyes widen in surprise. “Really? At your restaurant?”

“Yes.” My gaze drifts down to the smudge of chocolate on her cheek. I have a sudden, overwhelming urge to lick it off. “I want to feature it. As a special. I want to introduce it to the world.”

She blinks, processing my words. “Wow. Okay. That’s... that’s a huge opportunity.” She looks around her little shop, a flicker of uncertainty in her eyes. “But Sweetheart Treats is just me. I’m not sure I could produce the volume you’d need.”

I don’t mean it to happen, but my eyes drop down to her chest as soon as I hear those words. Just for a second. But it’s long enough to see the soft, gentle curve of her breasts beneath the pink apron. The source. I feel another surge of that primal, possessive hunger. “We can figure out the logistics later,” I say, my voice rough. “Right now, I just need to know if you’re open to it. To us.”

To us. Where did that come from? This is business. This is about an ingredient. But looking at her, the rosy glow of her cheeks, the way her breath hitches just slightly at my words, I know it’s a lie. This has nothing to do with business. This is all about her.

She takes a small step back, her hazel eyes searching mine. “I... I think I am. I’ll be closing up in about twenty minutes if you don’t mind waiting. Then we can talk about it properly.”

I nod, my gaze unwavering. “I’ll wait as long as it takes.”


Chapter Two
Sienna


The last twenty minutes of my workday are the longest of my entire life. Every scoop, every friendly chat with a customer, every transaction feels like it’s happening underwater, in slow motion. Xavier is sitting at the small table by the window, the one with the wobbly leg I keep meaning to fix, and he hasn’t taken his eyes off me. Not once. The intensity of his focus is a physical weight, a low thrum of electricity that makes the hair on my arms stand up. My hands feel clumsy, my thoughts scattered. I’ve had customers stare at me before, for all sorts of reasons, but this is different. This isn’t leering. This is... studying. Like I’m a rare specimen he’s trying to decipher. And the craziest part? A huge, insane part of me loves it.

Finally, the last customer leaves, the little bell above the door chiming a cheerful goodbye that feels completely at odds with the charged silence that now fills the shop. I flip the sign on the door to ‘CLOSED’ and engage the deadbolt with a loud, definitive click. The sound echoes in the quiet space. It’s just him and me. My heart is pounding against my ribs, and it suddenly feels difficult to draw in a full breath. The Xavier Villard is in my shop. I’ve never seen him before now, but I’ve heard the stories. The man is a legend in the culinary world, a tyrant in the kitchen and a genius on the plate. People whisper his name with a mix of fear and reverence. And he’s here. He wants to put my ice cream in his temples of haute cuisine.

I turn around, forcing a bright, casual smile I don’t feel. “Sorry about the wait,” I say, my voice a little breathless. “Can I get you some more ice cream while we talk? On the house, of course.”

He watches me as I walk toward the table, his gaze following my every move. There’s a heat in his dark eyes that makes a flush creep up my neck. “What flavors do you have?”

“Honey Lavender is my current favorite,” I blurt out, trying to sound like a professional business owner and not a flustered fangirl whose underwear is suddenly feeling a little damp. “I grow the lavender myself, in a little garden I’ve got at the back of the shop.”

“Honey Lavender,” he repeats. “I’ll try that.”

I nod, maybe a little too enthusiastically, and retreat behind the safety of my counter. My hands are shaking as I grab a clean sample container and a scoop. The ice cream is perfectly smooth, a pale, creamy yellow studded with tiny flecks of lavender. I’ve made this flavor a hundred times, but now, as I scoop it, my movements feel clumsy.

All I can think about is the fact that he tasted my milk. He consumed a part of me. The thought sends a strange, dizzying heat pooling low in my belly. It’s never felt like this before. This has always been my business, my weird little secret that I turned into something successful. But with him... knowing he’s tasting the cream that came from my body feels deeply, terrifyingly personal. Especially when he’s looking at me like he wants to devour me whole.

I take a deep, steadying breath and carry the little container back to the table. “Here you go.”

I slide it across to him and take the seat opposite. His fingers brush against mine as he takes the spoon, and a jolt goes through me, sharp and electric. I pull my hand back as if I’ve been burned. His expression doesn’t change, but I see a flicker of something in the depths of his eyes.

He lifts the spoon to his lips, and the world narrows to that single point. I watch, mesmerized, as he closes his mouth around the small taste of ice cream. He lets out a low groan, a sound that’s almost sinful in its pleasure. His eyes flutter shut for a second, and the raw, unfiltered enjoyment on his face is the sexiest thing I have ever seen.

“Incredible,” he breathes, opening his eyes. They’re dark, intense, fixed directly on me. “The floral notes are subtle. They don’t overpower the sweetness of the honey. Or the cream.”

That last word hangs in the air between us, heavy with meaning. My body responds instantly. A sudden, sharp awareness of my own breasts, heavy and full, makes me shift in my seat. The familiar ache of being overly full is suddenly not an inconvenience, but something else. A need. For the first time since this whole thing started, I don’t think about the pump in the back room. I don’t think about the inventory. I imagine him. I imagine those dark eyes looking up at me as he latches onto my breast, as he drinks straight from the source. The image is so vivid, so shockingly intimate, that a wave of heat washes over me, so intense I’m sure he must be able to feel it from across the table. I cross my legs, pressing my thighs together, a frantic blush creeping up my neck.

He puts down the spoon, and I’m grateful. I don’t think I can handle another round of that. Not when my panties are already soaked.

“Your ice cream is... a revelation,” he says, leaning forward slightly, his forearms resting on the table. “But I’m sure the story behind it is just as fascinating. How did you come up with this?”

His directness is jarring, but also a relief. It gives me something to focus on other than the throbbing between my legs. I take a sip of water to clear my throat. “It’s kind of a long, weird story,” I warn him.

“I have nothing but time,” he replies, his gaze unwavering.

“Okay, well,” I start, my voice a little steadier now. “When I was eighteen, my body just... decided to start doing this. A hormonal imbalance, the doctors called it. I was mortified at first. I thought there was something seriously wrong with me. I hid it for months, feeling like a total freak.”

His jaw tightens almost imperceptibly. I hurry on. “But then, you know, I got sick of feeling ashamed. It’s my body. I can’t change it, so I figured I might as well embrace it. Find a way to make it... mine. The ice cream idea came from a joke, honestly. My friend and I were sitting by her pool last summer, and she’d run out of the good stuff from the store. She dared me to use my milk to make some of my own. Of course, she was just being funny, but something about it... clicked. I started experimenting that weekend, and to my absolute shock, it tasted good.”

I give a small, self-deprecating shrug. “And then people found out. The business just... took off from there. Most of my clients are health nuts who swear breast milk is a miracle cure for everything from acne to the common cold. The rest,” I pause, giving him a cheeky little smirk, “are guys who seem to get a little too excited about eating something with breast milk in it.”

The warm, relaxed intensity that had been building between us cools instantly. He straightens up in his chair, his whole posture changing. The easy curiosity in his eyes is replaced by something hard, something dangerous. His hands, which had been resting casually on the table, curl into fists. The shift in energy is so sudden and so jarring that it makes my breath catch.

“Men,” he says. His voice is low, almost a growl. “They say things? Do things that make you uncomfortable?”

The protectiveness in his tone is unmistakable. It should probably scare me, but it doesn’t. Instead, it sends a thrill straight through me.

“Yeah, sometimes,” I admit, suddenly feeling a little shy under the weight of his stare. “It comes with the territory, I guess. They make lewd comments, get a little too familiar. But I have a strict policy. I don’t put up with it. I give them one warning, and if they try it again, I throw them out. No second chances.”

He looks like he’s about to stand up and hunt someone down. I’ve never seen anyone look so furious on my behalf. It’s overwhelming. And if I’m being honest with myself, it’s the hottest thing I’ve ever seen.

“Xavier,” I say softly, trying to pull him back from the brink. “It’s okay. I can handle myself.”

His jaw is still tight, but he takes a slow, deep breath, the tension in his shoulders easing just a fraction. “You shouldn’t have to. I mean, you’re what… twenty-five? You shouldn’t have to protect yourself from creeps at work.”

“Twenty-two,” I answer quickly, before deciding a change of topic is desperately needed. “So,” I say, leaning forward and propping my chin on my hands, trying to inject some lightness back into the room. “This collaboration. I’m intrigued. Truly. But I have to be honest, my concern about the supply is real. Sweetheart Treats is a one-woman operation. I can’t just... turn on a faucet to make more of the special ingredient.”

His focus shifts back to me, the hard anger in his eyes slowly being replaced by the intense focus I saw earlier. He’s thinking, calculating. “We don’t need to turn it into a mass-produced commodity,” he says, a new energy in his voice. “In fact, we shouldn’t. The limited supply... that’s what makes it special. That’s what makes it a luxury. We lean into it.”

He leans back in his chair, steepling his fingers. “We offer it as a very special, very exclusive dessert at Villard. A single, perfect scoop. We won’t even list it on the main menu. It will be a whispered secret, something our regulars, our most discerning patrons, can discover. Something they’ll clamor for precisely because they can’t have it every day.”

My mind is spinning. He’s not just talking about using my ice cream; he’s talking about elevating it. Turning my weird little condition into something coveted and exclusive. “So... supply wouldn’t be an issue?”

“It would be the very foundation of the concept,” he corrects me gently. “You give me what you can. No pressure. I’ll pay you a very, very good price for it. Better than any other distributor. You’ll name your terms.” His gaze is direct, sincere. “This isn’t about exploiting you, Sienna. This is about creating something extraordinary together.”

The way he says “together” sends another shiver through me. This is a business proposal, but it feels like so much more.

“You don’t have to give me an answer now,” he continues, his tone softening. “Why don’t you come to my kitchen tomorrow morning? Nine o’clock. We can play with some ideas, see what we can come up with. If you like the direction, if you’re comfortable with the vision... then we can move forward. If not, we walk away. No harm, no foul.”

My head is spinning with possibilities, but my heart knows what it wants. “Okay,” I say, the word coming out soft but sure. “I’ll be there.”

A slow, rare smile spreads across his face. It completely transforms him, softening the hard edges, and I feel it right in my chest. “Good.”

He stands up, and I do the same, walking him to the door. He seems reluctant to leave, lingering for a moment in the doorway. “Until tomorrow, then,” he says, his dark eyes holding mine.

“Until tomorrow,” I echo.

He takes a step closer, and for a wild second, I think he’s going to kiss me on the lips. Instead, he leans down, his movements slow and deliberate, and brushes the softest, most feather-light kiss against my cheek. His lips are warm, and they linger for just a heartbeat longer than is necessary. A shiver runs down my spine, a full-body tingle that has nothing to do with the chill of the evening.

I watch him walk down the street, my fingers touching the spot on my cheek where his lips were. He doesn’t look back. I lock the door behind him, my heart pounding a frantic, giddy rhythm against my ribs.

And then I let out a squeal, a high-pitched, undignified sound of pure joy.

I lean my back against the door, my knees feeling like jelly, and slide down to the floor. What is happening? A week ago, my life was simple. Get up, make ice cream, serve customers, go home. Now, the most famous chef in the country wants to put my secret ingredient on his exclusive menu, and he just kissed my cheek. He’s intense, a little scary, and so handsome it should be illegal. And he looked at me like I was the most exquisite dessert he’d ever seen.

Big changes are coming, and I don’t think I’ve ever been so excited.


Chapter Three
Xavier


The next morning, I’m in my kitchen at the main Villard location. This is my sanctuary. My domain. A vast, gleaming expanse of stainless steel, copper, and slate gray. Every utensil has its place. Every surface is scrubbed to a sterile shine. The air is usually a hum of controlled, efficient energy, my team moving like a well-oiled machine. But today, it feels different. Tense. Anticipatory.

Nobody else is here yet. I want this space to myself. With her.

At precisely nine o’clock, the back door clicks open, and she steps inside, hesitantly. She’s traded her pink apron for a simple sundress, pale blue and flowing, a stark splash of color against the industrial monochrome of my world. Her hair is down today, a dark wave of curls that falls around her shoulders, and the sight of it makes something tighten low in my gut. She looks so soft. So completely out of place here. And yet, she’s the only thing that belongs.

“Hi,” she says, her voice a little breathless.

“Come in,” I say, my own voice rougher than I intend. I motion toward the large central island where I’ve set up a few ingredients. “This is where we’ll work.”

She approaches, her eyes wide as she takes in the sheer scale of the kitchen. It’s a look I’ve seen a hundred times, awe and intimidation warring for dominance. But with Sienna, it’s different. There’s a genuine curiosity there, an artist’s appreciation for a different kind of canvas.

“It’s... impressive,” she finally says, her gaze landing on the sleek, slate-gray cooktop.

“It’s just tools,” I reply, but I’m watching her, not the kitchen. I’m watching the way the morning light from the high windows catches in her hair, turning the dark strands to spun silk. “The magic is in the ingredients.”

My eyes drift to the small, insulated cooler she’s carrying. The one containing the ice cream that is made with her own sweetness. My body responds with a low thrum of possessive heat.

She catches my gaze and offers a small, knowing smile. “Right. Speaking of which...” She places the cooler on the stainless steel island with a soft thud. “Ready to get to work, Chef?”

The way she says my title sends a jolt through me. It’s playful, respectful, and loaded with an undercurrent of something I can’t name but desperately want to explore.

“I am.” I gesture to the ingredients I’ve laid out. “I was thinking about a deconstructed affogato. A classic concept, but elevated. A warm, delicate sponge, dark, bitter chocolate, and an almond crunch to play against the texture. Your ice cream... it would be the heart. The reason for the entire dish.”

She lifts the lid of the cooler, revealing several small, perfectly portioned tubs. The scent of vanilla and sugar and her instantly fills the sterile air of my kitchen, tainting it in the most delicious way possible. She’s marking my territory, and a primal part of me revels in it.

“A deconstructed affogato,” she muses, tapping a finger against her lips. My gaze is drawn to the motion, to the full, rosy curve of her mouth. “I don’t think I’ve ever eaten anything like that before. I’m more of an ‘eat it straight from the tub’ kind of girl.”

I take a small bowl and a clean spoon. “Then you’re about to be educated.” My tone is dry, but there’s no bite to it. I want to educate her. I want to be the one to show her the world of flavors she’s only just begun to imagine.

She scoops a small portion of the vanilla ice cream into the bowl, her movements deft and sure. The ice cream is pale, smooth, perfect. A canvas.

“First, the sponge,” I say, sliding a small, warm square of genoise toward her. “It’s light, almost airy. I want it to absorb the melted ice cream without becoming a soggy mess.”

She picks up a piece, popping it into her mouth. Her eyes close for a second. “Mmm. That’s good. Like eating a cloud.”

“It’s precision,” I correct her gently. “Eggs and sugar whipped to a specific ribbon, folded with flour just so. There’s no magic. There’s only technique.”

She opens her eyes, a playful challenge sparkling in them. “Or maybe a little of both.”

I hold her gaze. She sees the world in shades of intuition and feeling, and I see it in angles and measurements. We shouldn’t fit together, this chaos and this control. But the friction between us is generating a heat that is becoming impossible to ignore.

I shave some dark, bitter chocolate over the ice cream, then sprinkle on the toasted almond crunch. I slide the bowl back to her. “Try.”

She takes the spoon, her fingers brushing mine again. There’s a spark, and I wonder if she feels it too, or if I’m just a starving man projecting my hunger onto the nearest source of warmth.

She brings the spoon to her lips, and my entire body goes rigid. I watch her mouth close around the combination, watch the way her throat works as she swallows. A small, soft sound of pleasure escapes her, and it hits me with the force of a physical blow.

“Oh, wow,” she breathes, her eyes fluttering open. They’re hazy with pleasure, and suddenly I’m imagining her sprawled across my bed with that same expression on her face. “Okay. I get it. The bitter chocolate cuts through the sweetness... and the almonds... the crunch. And the warm sponge...” She takes another bite, a tiny smudge of the melting ice cream clinging to the corner of her lip. “It’s a whole symphony in your mouth.”

She goes to wipe it away with her thumb, but I’m moving before I can think. My own reaction shocks me. I’m not an impulsive man. Every decision I make is calculated, weighed. But this is pure instinct.

My hand covers hers, stilling it. Her eyes widen, her breath catching in her throat. I lean in, slow, giving her every opportunity to pull away. She doesn’t. She’s frozen, her gaze locked on mine, her body trembling just slightly.

I don’t use my fingers. I don’t use a napkin. I lower my head and close my lips over that tiny, perfect drop of her sweetness on her skin.

The taste of her, the taste of the ice cream, the feel of her smooth, warm skin against my tongue. It’s all I can do not to groan. Her skin smells like vanilla and sunshine, a scent so uniquely hers it should be bottled. The moment stretches, the air in the vast, sterile kitchen crackling with a tension so thick I can barely breathe. The world narrows to this single point of contact, to the heady, intoxicating mix of her essence and my desire.

I pull back just enough to look at her. Her lips are parted, her chest rising and falling with shallow, rapid breaths. The flush on her cheeks has deepened to a beautiful, maddening rose. I want to see that flush everywhere.

“Xavier,” she whispers. That single word shatters what little control I have left. She doesn’t flinch away. She leans in. Her hazel eyes are wide, dark with a hunger that mirrors my own.

My hand comes up to cup the back of her neck, my thumb stroking the sensitive skin just below her ear. I can feel her pulse thrumming against my fingers, a frantic, wild beat. I lean in again, my gaze dropping to her lips. This is it. I’m going to kiss her. I’m going to devour her. Right here in the middle of my kitchen.

But then, a loud sound fills the air. A shrill, insistent noise that cuts through the haze of lust like a knife.

It’s her phone.

She freezes, the spell breaking. “Damn it,” she breathes, fumbling in her purse for the offending device. “I’m so sorry, I should... I have to...” She finally pulls it out, the screen lighting up her face. “It’s my mom.”

She takes a few steps back, turning away from me, her posture stiffening as she answers the call. “Hey, Mom. What’s up?”

She walks towards the corner of the room, putting distance between us. I’m left standing there, alone in the center of my gleaming kitchen, my body still humming with a need that has no outlet. The taste of her is still on my tongue. The memory of her skin. My control is a frayed rope, and she just pulled it taut.

I watch her as she talks, her back to me. Her hair tumbles down her back in a dark, wild wave. I want to wrap it around my fist. I want to bury my face in it and inhale her scent.

I am a man who has always been in control. Of my kitchens, of my empire, of my desires. I’ve had women in my life, beautiful, sophisticated women who fit seamlessly into my world. But they were... distractions. Temporary amusements. A brief release of tension before I returned to the one thing that truly mattered: my work. I never allowed myself to get close, to feel anything more than a passing attraction. To do so would be a weakness, a vulnerability I could not afford.

But Sienna... she’s not a distraction. She’s a disruption. A beautiful, chaotic force of nature who has walked into my sterile world and shattered it into a million pieces. I want to possess her. Not just her body, but her mind, her spirit, that incredible, creative energy that makes her ice cream a revelation. I want to be the one she creates with. The one she trusts. The one she turns to when she needs... anything. The thought is so absolute, so overwhelming, it takes my breath away.

I want to spend the rest of my life with her.

The thought hits me with the force of a physical blow, so sudden and so certain it leaves me reeling. It’s madness. We haven’t even known each other for a full day yet. But I know it, with a certainty that defies all logic.

She is it.

She’s the one.


Chapter Four
Sienna


“Hey, Mom! What’s up?” I say, my voice sounding way too bright, too breezy, for the whirlwind that’s happening inside my head. The spot on my cheek where Xavier’s lips were still tingles, a ghost of a kiss that set my entire body on fire. I turn away from him, pressing my phone hard against my ear, trying to create some kind of barrier, some distance from the overwhelming presence of him.

“Just calling to see what you’re up to, sweetie. And to see if you were free for dinner on Saturday? Your brother will be home.”

“Saturday?” I repeat, my mind a complete blank. Saturday feels like a lifetime away. “Um, I’m not sure. Let me check my... schedule.” My schedule. Right now my schedule consists of not spontaneously combusting from the sheer magnetic pull of the man standing five feet away from me.

I can feel him behind me. I don’t have to look. I can hear the faint scuff of his expensive shoes against the polished concrete floor. I can feel his gaze on my back, a physical touch that makes every nerve ending sit up and pay attention.

“Work’s been crazy, huh?” my mom asks, oblivious.

“You have no idea,” I mutter, my eyes fluttering closed as I hear a soft step closer. He’s right behind me now. So close I can feel the warmth radiating from his body, can smell the clean, spicy scent of him that’s already imprinted itself on my brain. A shiver runs through me, a helpless, full-body tremor.

Then I feel it. Fingers, gentle but firm, combing through the loose curls at the nape of my neck. My breath hitches, a tiny, audible gasp. I lean back instinctively, my body seeking the solid heat of him, my head fitting perfectly against the hard plane of his chest. A low hum vibrates through him, a sound of pure satisfaction that I feel more than I hear.

“Sienna? Are you okay?” Mom’s voice is a distant buzz, an annoying fly at the edge of a perfect, shimmering web of sensation.

“Fine!” I chirp, the word coming out strangled. “Just... busy. Really, really busy, Mom. Hey, listen, I’ve gotta run. I’m right in the middle of something. Can I call you back tonight?”

I don’t even wait for her reply. I fumble with my phone, my thumb mashing the bright red ‘end call’ icon with a desperation that borders on panic. The silence that crashes in afterward is deafening. All I can hear is the frantic pounding of my own heart.

Xavier’s arm slides around my waist, a band of steel pulling me flush against him. I can feel every solid inch of him against my back, the hard lines of his body a stark, thrilling contrast to my own softness. He gathers my hair, moving the heavy fall of it over one shoulder, baring the long line of my neck.

His lips brush the sensitive skin just below my ear. It’s a barely there touch, a question, a promise. I tilt my head to the side, offering a silent, breathless invitation. That’s all the confirmation he needs.

He kisses my neck, a slow, deliberate press of his mouth that sends a jolt of pure electricity straight down my spine. It feels so good, so right, I can’t help the soft moan that escapes my lips. His hold on me tightens, a low growl rumbling in his chest against my back. He starts a trail of open-mouthed kisses down my neck, each one a small, possessive brand, and I melt against him, my body going pliant, my willpower evaporating like steam.

I turn in his arms until I’m facing him. He’s so tall I have to tip my head all the way back, my neck arching. His dark eyes are burning, fixed on my mouth, his jaw tight with a tension I can feel vibrating through the air between us. My whole body aches with a longing so profound it’s painful.

For a moment, we just breathe the same air, a world of unspoken questions and answers hanging in the charged silence. His gaze dips from my eyes to my lips and back again. And then he moves.

His mouth crashes down on mine. This isn’t a tentative, gentle exploration. This is a claiming. A ravenous, desperate kiss that tastes of chocolate and almonds and something wild and elemental that is purely him. I gasp into his mouth, and he takes the opportunity to deepen the kiss, his tongue sweeping against mine in a sensual, demanding dance that makes my head spin and my knees feel weak.

His hands are on my hips, gripping me tightly, and then he’s backing me up until the hard, cool steel of a kitchen counter presses into my lower back. The shock of the cold surface against my heated skin does nothing to douse the fire he’s stoking inside me. He devours my mouth, nipping at my bottom lip, soothing the sting with his tongue, and I’m lost. I’m completely, utterly lost to the sensation, to the overwhelming force of him. I place my phone down on the counter and then slide my hands up to tangle in the soft hair at the nape of his neck, holding on for dear life as he kisses me with a hunger that feels like it could swallow me whole.

He breaks the kiss just long enough to tug the hem of my sundress up, over my hips, my waist. I lift my arms automatically as he pulls the blue fabric over my head and lets it drop to the pristine floor. The cool air of the kitchen kisses my skin, and I’m standing before him in nothing but my simple white lace bra and panties. For a heartbeat, he just looks, his dark eyes roaming over my body with an intensity that’s almost possessive.

And then he’s on me again. His mouth is back on mine, hot and demanding, as his arms band around my waist. With a strength that takes my breath away, he lifts me, settling me down on the cold, hard surface of the stainless steel island. The shock of the metal against my bare skin makes me gasp, a sharp inhale that he swallows with another deep, plundering kiss.

His mouth leaves mine, trailing a path of fire down my jaw, my throat. I tilt my head back, arching into him as he kisses the sensitive skin where my shoulder meets my neck. His hands roam over my body, exploring every curve, every dip. They skim up my sides, thumbs brushing the undersides of my breasts, and a jolt of pure, liquid heat pools between my thighs. I’m aching for him, a deep, throbbing ache that I’ve never felt with anyone before.

His lips move lower, down the valley between my breasts. Just as he’s about to reach the lace of my bra, his hands come up to cover me, cupping the heavy weight of my breasts through the delicate fabric. He squeezes gently, and a soft moan escapes me. The pleasure is so intense, so immediate, that it scares me.

“Wait,” I gasp, my hands flying to his wrists to stop him.

He pulls back instantly. “What’s wrong, sweetheart?”

My cheeks are on fire. “It’s... you should probably avoid... that area,” I manage to say, my voice barely a whisper. “Otherwise, I’m going to start leaking milk and we’ll make a mess.”

My words have the opposite effect of what I intended. A low, dangerous growl rumbles in his chest. His eyes narrow, boring into mine. “Is that you telling me not to touch them,” he asks, his voice a low, husky rumble that vibrates right through me, “or is that you trying to give me an out because you think I won’t want to?”

My heart hammers against my ribs. I look down, unable to meet the intense, searching look in his eyes. “I... I do want you to touch them,” I admit shyly. “I just... wasn’t sure if you would, and I was trying to be considerate.”

His hands come up to frame my face, his thumbs stroking over my heated cheeks, forcing me to look at him. His gaze is soft now, but the fire is still there, burning bright. “Sienna, I want all of you. Every single part. I don’t want you to hide anything from me, or make excuses for the incredible things your body can do. Do you understand?”

I can only manage a small, shaky nod.

“Good,” he murmurs, and then his hands are moving again, tracing a path down my sides to my back. I feel the subtle click as he unfastens my bra. The delicate lace falls away, and my breasts are exposed to the cool air of the kitchen and to the heat of his gaze.

My breath catches in my throat. I feel incredibly vulnerable, more so than I have with anyone else. I wait, my body taut with anticipation, for him to touch me again. He takes his time, his eyes roaming over me, a look of such reverent adoration on his face that it makes my chest ache.

His hands finally come up to cup me, the heat of his palms a stark, delicious contrast to the coolness of the air. He touches me with a reverence that steals my breath, exploring the heavy weight, the soft curve of my fullness. My nipples tighten into hard, sensitive peaks under his touch.

He leans in, his dark eyes holding mine as his lips part, and then he’s closing them over one of my aching nipples. The hot, wet suction of his mouth is the most exquisite thing I have ever felt. A jolt of pleasure shoots through me, so intense it makes me gasp. I arch my back, pushing myself deeper into his mouth, seeking more of this incredible sensation.

A warm, sweet release fills his mouth, and he swallows, a low, contented hum vibrating against my skin. He doesn’t stop. He continues to suckle, each pull of his mouth sending a wave of heat straight to my core. It’s a pleasure that’s both innocent and deeply erotic, a nurturing act that’s also an act of pure possession.

I tangle my fingers in his hair, holding him close, my head falling back as I moan softly. He’s drinking from me, feeding from me, and the thought is so intensely arousing it makes me dizzy. He’s taking a deeply intimate part of me, and he’s savoring it, wanting it, craving it.

He moves to my other breast, giving it the same devoted attention. The sensation is just as overwhelming, just as exquisite. I’m lost in a haze of pleasure, my body thrumming with a need that’s growing more and more insistent with every passing second. I can feel myself growing slick and wet, aching for him in a way that’s almost painful. My hips rock instinctively, seeking a friction that isn’t there.

He seems to sense my desperation, because he finally releases me, his lips leaving my sensitive, tingling skin. I whimper at the loss, my eyes fluttering open to find him watching me, his expression dark with hunger and something else, something deeper that makes my heart ache with a tender, unfamiliar emotion.

“I know exactly what you need, sweetheart,” he murmurs as he lowers to his knees and kisses a path down over the soft curve of my stomach. “And I’m going to give it to you until you’re screaming my name.”


Chapter Five
Xavier


The scent of her arousal is intoxicating, a sweet, floral musk that wraps around my senses and shuts out everything else. The only thing that’s real is her. Sienna. Spread out on my island like a goddess, her skin flushed a beautiful shade of pink, her body humming with a need I fully intend to satisfy. She is warm, living chaos in my world of cold, hard precision, and I have never wanted anything more.

I’m on my knees before her, my face level with the apex of her thighs. The thin lace of her panties is damp, clinging to her perfect, pouting folds, hinting at the warm, wet paradise beneath. Her little white lace panties. The sight of them against her honeyed skin is almost my undoing. So innocent, yet so incredibly provocative. I place my hands on her thighs, my thumbs stroking the soft skin, and she trembles under my touch.

“Xavier,” she whispers, her voice a breathless plea.

I lean in, my nose brushing against the damp lace, and inhale deeply. The scent goes straight to my head, a potent cocktail of her unique sweetness and her desire. “I’m going to make you feel so good, sweetheart,” I promise, my voice a low growl against her skin. “I’m going to make you mine.”

I press my lips against her mound, kissing her through her panties. Open-mouthed kisses that are a promise of what’s to come. I can feel the heat of her through the fabric, and the way she squirms against my face, her soft little moans filling the quiet of the kitchen, is the sweetest music I’ve ever heard. I flatten my tongue and drag it over her, pressing it firmly against her clit through the damp lace.

Her hands slide into my hair, her fingers tangling in the strands, holding me to her. “Please,” she gasps, trying to pull me closer, trying to get more friction, more pressure.

I pull back just enough to look at her. Her eyes are glazed with pleasure, her lips parted. I can see the desperate need in her gaze, and it fuels a primal hunger in me that I’ve never experienced before. I reach for the sides of her panties, my fingers hooking under the delicate lace.

“Brace yourself,” I murmur.

She does as she’s told, her hands pressing flat against the cold steel of the island on either side of her hips. She lifts them just enough for me to slide the scrap of fabric down her legs. I toss the damp lace aside, and then I’m pushing her thighs wide, my gaze devouring the sight of her. She’s beautiful. So pink and perfect, glistening with her arousal for me. Her pretty pink pussy, all for me.

I lean in, unable to resist another taste. I drag my tongue through her slick folds, from her entrance to her clit, and a low growl rumbles in my chest. She tastes like heaven, like the sweetest, most decadent dessert I’ve ever had the privilege of tasting. “You are the most delicious treat I’ve ever tasted, sweetheart,” I tell her, my voice thick with awe. “Both your milk and this pretty little pussy. They are the best things I have ever tasted in my life. I’m already addicted.”

I don’t wait for a response. I bury my face between her legs and eat her out like a starved man, my tongue exploring every inch of her, my lips and chin getting covered in her wetness. I’m painfully hard, my cock straining against the zipper of my pants, and I reach down to free myself, needing the relief of my own hand. I can’t resist giving my cock a few long, hard strokes as I suckle on her clit, drawing the sensitive bundle of nerves into my mouth and flicking it with my tongue.

Her moans are filling the air, beautiful, breathy sounds that are pushing me closer and closer to the edge. She’s grinding against my face, smearing her wetness all over me, and I love it. I love feeling her lose control, knowing that I am the one giving her this pleasure. I double my efforts, my tongue driving into her, my nose pressing against her clit as I fuck her with my mouth.

I can feel her body tensing, her thighs trembling around my head. “Xavier,” she cries out, her fingers tightening in my hair. “Oh God, Xavier!”

She shatters, her body arching off the island as she comes, a wave of her release washing over my tongue. The taste of her is so good, so perfect, that it almost pushes me over the edge with her. I grip the base of my shaft hard enough to hurt, forcing back my own orgasm. I want to be inside her when I come. I need to be inside her.

I stand, my cock jutting out, hard and ready. I look down at her, sprawled out on my island, her body limp with pleasure, her face flushed with a beautiful post-orgasmic glow. “Are you ready for me to take you, sweetheart?” I ask, my voice rough with need.

She nods, her eyes hazy, a slow, blissful smile spreading across her face. “Yes,” she whispers. “Please, Xavier.”

I grip her hips, pulling her to the very edge of the island, and line myself up with her entrance. I can feel the heat of her, the slickness of her, and I’m about to push inside her, to claim her completely, when I hear it.

The sound of tires crunching on gravel.

My head snaps up, my body going rigid. I listen, and then I hear it again. The sharp crunch of another car on the loose stone of the back parking lot. A quick, sharp glance at the clock on the wall confirms my deepest fear. It’s time for my staff to start arriving.

“Fuck,” I curse, the word a guttural explosion of pure frustration. My hands clench into fists at my sides. I was so close. So close to being inside her.

Sienna’s eyes fly open, the hazy bliss in them replaced with a dawning alarm. “What is it? What’s wrong?”

“My staff,” I grit out, my jaw tight. “They’re going to be in here any second.” I look down at her, at her naked, beautiful body, and a surge of something fierce and protective rises in me. “You need to get dressed. Now.”

I tuck my painfully hard cock back into my pants, the confinement an exquisite agony. I grab a clean dishtowel from a nearby rack and wipe her juices from my face, the scent of her clinging to my skin a torturous reminder of what I’m about to lose.

“I’ll go,” I say, my voice tight with a control that is threatening to snap. “I’ll make sure nobody enters the kitchen for a few minutes. You’ll have time to get your clothes back on.” I lean down, my hand cupping her cheek, my thumb stroking over her soft skin. “This isn’t over, Sienna. Not by a long shot.”

She gives me a small, shaky nod, her eyes wide and trusting. “Okay.”

I turn and stalk toward the door, my frustration a hot, roiling ball in my gut. I’m ready to strangle someone. The timing couldn’t be worse. We were so close. I was so close to being inside her, to claiming her in the most primal way possible. And now, I have to face my team with her scent still on my skin, with the taste of her still on my tongue.

They’d all better be on their best behavior today, otherwise they might just find themselves on a one-way trip to the unemployment line with the mood I’m in right now.


Chapter Six
Sienna


“I can’t believe we almost got caught earlier,” I say with a giggle, a full, happy sound that bubbles up from my chest. The blush on my cheeks has nothing to do with embarrassment and everything to do with the giddy, breathtaking thrill of it all. “That was insane.”

A slow, rare smile spreads across Xavier’s face. “It was,” he agrees. “But worth it.”

We’re in a booth at the back of Villard, tucked away in a shadowy corner that feels like our own private world. The lunch rush has faded, leaving the restaurant hushed and intimate, filled with the soft clinking of silverware and the low murmur of conversation from the few remaining patrons. But all of that is just background noise. All I can focus on is the man sitting across from me. The famous, formidable Xavier Villard, who had his face buried between my legs just a couple of hours earlier.

My heart is still doing a little tap dance against my ribs.

He picks up a fork, spears a perfect ruby-red strawberry from the plate of desserts between us, and holds it out to me. “Open.”

My smile widens, and I do as he asks, parting my lips. He slides the fruit into my mouth, the sweet, tangy flavor bursting on my tongue as I bite down. I’ve been working alongside him all morning, and I swear the air between us is so thick with tension and unspoken promises, I could cut it with a knife. Every accidental brush of our hands in the kitchen, every shared glance over a bubbling pot, has been a fresh wave of delicious torture.

“You’re still smiling,” he murmurs. His dark eyes are fixed on my mouth, and he reaches out with the napkin, gently wiping a drop of juice from the corner of my lips. His thumb lingers, stroking my skin, and a shiver dances down my spine.

“I can’t seem to stop,” I admit, my voice a little breathless. “This morning was... a lot.”

His lips twitch. “It was nowhere near enough.” He picks up another forkful, this time a bite of a rich, dark chocolate mousse that pairs beautifully with the small scoop of my vanilla ice cream melting on the side. He’s been feeding me for the past ten minutes, and the gesture is so intimate, so unexpectedly tender from this powerful, intense man, that it makes my heart do a funny little flip.

He brings the fork to my lips again, and I take the bite, the combination of bitter chocolate and my sweet, creamy ice cream a perfect symphony. “So,” he says, his tone casual, but I can feel the weight behind it. “Tell me about your parents. What do they think of all this? Of... you?”

I can’t help but laugh. “Oh, you know,” I say, waving a dismissive hand. “They think I’m crazy. They love me, and they’re proud of me for starting a business, but they don’t quite get the... marketing angle. My mom’s main concern is that I’m telling the whole world I produce milk. She keeps asking if I’ve considered a... more discreet line of work.”

He chuckles, a deep, warm sound that I feel more than I hear. “And your father?”

“He’s just confused,” I say, a fond smile touching my lips. “He keeps trying to understand the appeal. He’ll say things like, ‘But pumpkin, why would people want to eat that? Isn’t it... weird?’ He just doesn’t understand why I’d want to broadcast something so personal. But they’ve never once told me to stop. They’re just... trying to wrap their heads around it.”

A slow, serious look comes over Xavier’s face. He sets the fork down, the small clink against the porcelain plate echoing in the quiet booth. He leans forward, his elbows on the table, and I’m caught in the intensity of his dark gaze. “They’re confused,” he says, his voice low and sure, “but they’re wrong. What you’re doing is incredible. The fact that you’re not ashamed, that you refuse to hide a part of yourself that society tells you is ‘weird’... it’s the most powerful thing I’ve ever seen.”

My breath hitches. The praise is so direct, so genuine, it feels like a physical touch. “Xavier...”

“No, I mean it, Sienna,” he insists. “You stand up and you declare to the world, ‘This is me, and it is beautiful.’ That takes a courage that most people will never possess. I am so incredibly proud of you for that.”

A wave of warmth washes over me, so potent it makes my eyes sting. I look down, a sudden, overwhelming shyness threatening to swallow me whole. I’m used to being confident, to being the bubbly, unapologetic girl who owns her weirdness. But this... this is different. This isn’t just acceptance; it’s admiration. And it’s coming from Xavier Villard.

He watches me for a moment, a muscle feathering in his jaw. He picks up the fork again, but doesn’t lift any food. Instead, he turns it over in his long, elegant fingers, the silver catching the dim light of the restaurant. “What about your past boyfriends?” he asks, and he tries to make it sound casual, but I see it. The tension that tightens the corners of his eyes, the slight rigidity in his posture. “Did any of them understand? Support you?”

He looks so... cute. This powerful, formidable man, trying to pretend he’s just making conversation when I can see the raw, possessive jealousy shimmering just beneath the surface. It makes my stomach do a slow, delicious flip. He’s jealous. He’s jealous of men who don’t even exist.

I let out a soft, airy laugh, shaking my head. “Well, it’s funny you should ask...” I trail off, trying to find the right words, feeling a familiar blush creep up my neck. “The truth is, there hasn’t really been anyone serious. Not since... well, since all this started.”

I gesture vaguely to my chest, and his gaze follows my movement, dark and intent.

“I went on a few dates here and there,” I continue, swirling the melting ice cream on my plate with my own spoon. “But it never went well. Either they got totally freaked out and made up some excuse to leave the second I told them, or...” I hesitate, my cheeks flushing hotter. “...or they got creepy about it.”

His jaw tightens, a muscle flexing there. “Well, you don’t have to worry about men like that anymore, Sienna. Not now you have me.” His fingers brush against mine on the table, and a little jolt of electricity sparks between us.

“They couldn’t just accept it as part of who I am,” I finish, my voice barely a whisper. I finally meet his gaze, and the possessive fire I see there takes my breath away. “Not like you have.”

His focus is absolute, like I’m the only person in the room, in the world. He puts the fork down with a soft click, the sound echoing in the charged silence. His hand, which was resting on the table between us, moves. It slides across the polished wood, and then it’s on my thigh, the heat of his palm searing through the thin fabric of my sundress.

I gasp, a sharp, quick inhale of air. My eyes dart around the restaurant, a knee-jerk reaction of panic. But our booth is secluded, tucked away in a shadowy corner. The other patrons are lost in their own worlds, the soft murmur of their conversations a distant hum. No one is paying us any attention. So I don’t stop him. I don’t want to.

His hand is a heavy, possessive weight. I ache for his touch, a deep, hollow ache that started the moment he walked into my little shop yesterday and hasn’t let up since. His fingers start to move, a slow, deliberate glide upward, tracing the sensitive skin of my inner thigh. My body responds instantly, a wave of heat washing over me, my muscles tightening in anticipation. My heart is beating a frantic, wild rhythm against my ribs.

Higher and higher, until the fabric of my dress bunches around my hips, until his fingers are brushing against the lace edge of my panties. My breath hitches. He’s watching my face, his dark eyes burning with an intensity that is both terrifying and intoxicating.

He leans in closer, the clean, spicy scent of him washing over me. He gets so close I can feel the warmth of his breath against my ear. “Sienna,” he whispers, and my name on his lips, spoken in that low, rough voice, is the most erotic thing I’ve ever heard. “Are you still a virgin?”

The question hangs in the air between us, raw and direct. A hot blush floods my cheeks, a wave of heat so intense I’m sure he can feel it when he’s this close. I can’t look away from his dark, burning gaze. I can only nod, a small, almost imperceptible movement.

A low growl rumbles in his chest, a deep, possessive sound that makes my head spin. His fingers hook into the damp lace of my panties, and he tugs them aside, the cool air of the restaurant a shocking kiss against my hot, wet skin. I gasp, my eyes darting around the dining room again, but no one is looking. No one sees. It’s our secret.

His finger traces my slick folds, a slow, exploratory caress that makes me tremble. “This sweet little pussy is mine,” he whispers, his voice a low, dangerous murmur against my ear. “Do you hear me? I am going to be the one to claim it. And if I get my way,” he adds, his finger circling my entrance, not quite pushing inside, “I’ll be the only man to ever be inside you.”

His words are a possessive brand, a dark, delicious promise that makes me squirm on the leather of the booth. I can’t help it. My body aches for him, for the promise of his touch. I try to shift my hips, to work myself against his finger, to coax him inside, but he stills me with his other hand on my hip.

“Stay still,” he whispers, a command that brooks no argument. “Act normal. I’m going to take care of you.”

Then finally, he pushes a single finger inside me. A slow, deliberate breach that makes me gasp. My eyes fly wide, and I have to bite my lip hard to stop a moan from escaping. It feels... incredible. My inner walls clench around him, a greedy, instinctive reaction, and I feel a deep, throbbing ache start to build in my core.

He starts to move, a slow, steady rhythm that’s torture and heaven all at once. He’s fucking me with his finger, right here in the middle of his restaurant, with people just a few tables away. The danger of it, the delicious naughtiness, makes my blood hum with a heady mixture of fear and arousal.

I do my best to look normal. I pick up my glass of water and take a sip, my hand trembling so much I’m amazed I don’t spill it. I glance around the dining room, and the thrill of what we’re doing makes a fresh wave of wetness coat his finger.

“You like this, don’t you, sweetheart?” he murmurs, a dark, knowing chuckle in his voice. “You like the risk. The thought of getting caught.”

I can only nod, my throat too tight to form words. He’s right. I do like it. I like it a lot.

He adds a second finger, stretching me, filling me more. The stretch is a little bit of a burn, a sting that quickly melts into a deep, pulsing pleasure. He curls his fingers just right, finding a spot inside me that makes my toes curl. I have to set my glass down, my hand shaking too badly to hold it. I grip the edge of the table, my knuckles turning white.

“Look at me, Sienna,” he commands.

I force my gaze to meet his. His eyes are so dark, so intense, I feel like I could drown in them. He’s watching my every reaction, every flicker of pleasure that crosses my face. He’s completely in control, and the thought is both terrifying and exhilarating.

“That’s my girl,” he praises, and the words, the simple approval, send a fresh jolt of pleasure through me. “Now, be a good girl and come for me. Right here. Right now.”

His thumb finds my clit, and he starts to rub slow, firm circles, a direct, insistent pressure that shatters what little control I have left. The world narrows to the sensation of his fingers inside me, his thumb on my clit, and the possessive dark fire in his eyes. I can feel the orgasm building, a tight, hot coil deep in my belly, pulling tighter and tighter.

“Let go, sweetheart,” he whispers. “Give it to me.”

And I do. I can’t hold back. A soft, strangled gasp escapes my lips as the pleasure crashes over me in a blinding, all-consuming wave. My inner walls clamp down on his fingers, a rhythmic pulsing that goes on and on. My vision whites out, and for a moment, the only thing that exists is the intense, exquisite pleasure he’s giving me. I’m aware, on some distant level, that I’m digging my nails into the polished wood of the table, that my body is trembling, but I’m lost in the sensation, in the sheer bliss of it all.

Slowly, the world comes back into focus. The soft murmur of the restaurant, the gentle clink of cutlery, the weight of his gaze on my flushed face. I’m boneless, limp, my body humming with a residual, pleasant tremor.

Xavier withdraws his fingers slowly, a final, gentle caress that makes me shudder. He brings them to his lips, and my breath catches in my throat as I watch him, transfixed. He licks each of his fingers clean, his eyes locked on mine the entire time. There’s no shame in his gaze, only a deep, dark hunger and a possessive satisfaction that makes my stomach flutter.

He leans in again, his lips brushing against my ear. “Delicious,” he murmurs, the word a hot, possessive puff of air against my skin. “My favorite dessert by far.”

I can only manage a weak, breathless laugh, my body still recovering from the orgasm that just rocked me to my core. I feel drunk, giddy, completely out of my depth in the most wonderful way possible. “You’re insane,” I whisper, my voice shaky but filled with awe.

“Only for you, sweetheart,” he whispers back, before pressing a soft, lingering kiss to my temple.

If this is what life with Xavier is going to be like, I am in so, so much trouble. And I have a feeling I’m going to love every single second of it.


Chapter Seven
Sienna


The kitchen is a symphony of controlled chaos, and at the center of it all is Xavier. He’s in his element, a commanding presence who moves through the flurry of activity with an effortless grace that is both intimidating and incredibly captivating. There’s a power in him that’s not loud or aggressive, but deep and inherent. A quiet authority that demands respect without ever having to raise his voice.

I’m standing off to the side, tucked away near a stainless-steel counter laden with fresh herbs, trying to stay out of the way. We have finished testing different dessert ideas to pair with my ice cream, and he told me to go away and think about if I wanted to move forward with the collaboration. Except I didn’t want to go away. I wanted to stay here. To see his world. So I’m just standing here, silent and unobtrusive, my gaze fixed on the man who has managed to completely consume my thoughts as he and his team prepare for their busy dinner service.

He’s guiding one of his trainee chefs through the delicate art of plating a seared scallop, explaining the precise angle of the microplane for the zest, the exact placement of the fennel fronds. “Perfection isn’t an accident, David,” he says, his voice calm but firm. “It’s a series of deliberate choices. Every detail matters.” The young chef nods, his expression rapt, hanging on Xavier’s every word. I know the feeling.

My heart does a little fluttery thing in my chest. It’s so unfair how handsome he is. His dark hair is slightly disheveled from running his hands through it, and the sleeves of his crisp white chef’s coat are rolled up to reveal strong, corded forearms dusted with dark hair. He’s not just a chef; he’s an artist, a master of his craft, and the sight of him so completely in his element makes me feel a little weak at the knees. I can’t believe he’s interested in me. Little old me, with my weird business and my even weirder body. It feels like I’ve won some kind of cosmic lottery, and I keep waiting for someone to tell me it’s all been a mistake.

“Hi.”

The voice is a little too close, and it pulls me out of my Xavier-induced trance. I turn to see a young man, probably a few years older than me, with a lanky frame and a messy shock of blond hair that falls into his eyes. He’s wearing the same white chef’s coat as everyone else, but there’s a trainee’s patch on the sleeve. He’s smiling, but it doesn’t quite reach his eyes.

“Hi,” I reply, offering a polite but distant smile. I try to take a subtle step back, to create a little more space between us, but he moves with me, closing the distance I was trying to create.

“You’re Sienna, right?” he asks, his gaze pointedly dropping from my face to my chest and lingering there in a way that makes my skin crawl. “The ice cream lady.”

“That’s me,” I say, my smile tightening. I cross my arms over my chest, a defensive posture that feels both necessary and humiliating. My sundress is modest, but it doesn’t stop him from looking at me like I’m a piece of meat on a platter.

“I’m Matthew,” he says, finally dragging his eyes back to my face, but the leering look is still there. “I, uh, I’ve had some of your ice cream. It’s... incredible.”

“Oh, thanks,” I mumble, suddenly wishing the floor would swallow me whole. I glance over at Xavier, but he’s still on the other side of the kitchen, his back to me as he demonstrates a technique to another young chef. A wave of disappointment washes over me. I know it’s ridiculous. He’s running a kitchen. He can’t be watching me every second. But right now, in this moment, I wish I had his attention.

“Seriously,” Matthew continues, oblivious to my discomfort. “It’s the best thing I’ve ever tasted.” He takes another step closer, until he’s practically in my personal space, the scent of stale coffee and something vaguely sour clinging to him. “Every time I eat it, it makes me wonder... what the main ingredient would taste like on its own.”

My blood runs cold. I know exactly what he’s implying. His gaze drops again, unabashedly, to my breasts, and he stares at them with a hungry, almost obscene focus. A hot flush of shame creeps up my neck, burning my cheeks. This is it. This is the reason I’ve never been able to have a normal relationship. This is the ugly side of my condition, the part that makes men see me not as a person, but as a... a commodity. A fetish.

The way he’s looking at me is so different from the way Xavier has been looking at me all day. Xavier has never once made me feel uncomfortable about the fact that I lactate. He has just accepted it as a part of who I am, and I’ve never felt anything but completely comfortable around him. But this, with Matthew, is making tears of shame sting my eyes. I blink them back though, refusing to let him see any weakness on my face.

Why do some people have to be so fucking creepy?

I take a step back, putting as much distance between us as the small space will allow. “You should probably get back to work,” I say, my voice tight. I turn away from him, my arms wrapped tightly around myself, hoping he’ll take the hint.

He doesn’t. He follows me, moving to stand in front of me, blocking my view of the rest of the kitchen. He’s crowding me, and the sickening feeling of being trapped starts to rise in my chest.

“I’m serious,” he says, his voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper. “I want to find out how good it tastes on its own.” He licks his lips, a slow, deliberate movement that makes my stomach turn. “I’ll pay you. Whatever you want. Just let me have a taste. My family has a lot of money, and I’d willingly pay you a fucking fortune to suck the milk straight from your sexy tits.”

The words, the sheer, disgusting audacity of them, land like a punch to the gut. The fear and shame that have been coiling in my stomach ignite into a white-hot rage. How dare he? How dare he talk to me like I’m some kind of object he can buy and use for his own sick gratification?

A surge of adrenaline floods my veins. I don’t think. I just react.

“Get the fuck away from me!” I snarl, and I put both hands on his chest and shove with all my might. He’s taller than me, broader, but the force of my rage gives me strength. He stumbles back, a look of shock on his face.

My shout echoes through the kitchen, cutting through the clatter of pans and the sizzle of the grills like a whip crack. The noise level drops instantly, the symphony of chaos grinding to a halt. All movement stops. All heads turn. Every single pair of eyes in the kitchen is now locked on us.

And one pair in particular. Xavier’s.

He was on the far side of the room, but in the space of a single heartbeat, he’s closing the distance between us. He doesn’t run, but it’s a movement so fluid and fast, so full of terrifying purpose, that it feels like he’s teleporting. He’s a blur of white and fury.

Before Matthew can even process what’s happening, Xavier is on him. He doesn’t say a word. He just grabs Matthew by the front of his chef’s coat, the fabric bunching in his fist, and yanks him away from me. The movement is so violent Matthew’s feet actually leave the floor for a second.

“What the fuck is going on here?” Xavier snarls, his voice a dangerous growl I’ve never heard him use before. It’s not the calm, controlled tone he uses with his staff. This is something else. Something primal and lethal.

Matthew stumbles, his face pale, sweat beading on his forehead. “Chef, I... I was just talking to her...” he stammers, his eyes wide with fear.

Xavier gets right in his face, their noses almost touching. “You were just what?” he asks, his voice dangerously quiet. “Harassing a guest in my kitchen? Disrespecting a woman I care about? Was that it?”

Matthew opens his mouth, then closes it, a fish out of water. He has no excuse. There is no excuse.

“Get out,” Xavier says, each word a sharp, distinct shard of ice. “You’re fired. Get the hell out of my restaurant. Now.”

He doesn’t wait for a response. He physically drags Matthew toward the staff exit at the back of the kitchen, shoving him through the door with enough force that Matthew stumbles and almost falls. He follows him out, and I hear muffled voices, then the heavy thud of the back door swinging shut.

The silence in the kitchen is deafening. The entire staff is frozen, their eyes fixed on me. I can feel their gazes like a hundred tiny pricks against my skin. My face is burning with a humiliation so profound I can barely breathe. I just want the floor to open up and swallow me whole. I don’t know where to look. At the floor? At the stainless-steel counters? At the horrified faces of the chefs? I can feel the tears I fought so hard to hold back prickling at my eyes, and I bite the inside of my cheek, trying to hold them at bay.

Then, he’s back. He moves through the silent, staring staff like a ship cutting through water, his focus solely on me. He wraps me up in his strong arms, pulling me against his chest, shielding me from all the prying eyes. He smells of clean linen and the faint, spicy scent of himself, and I bury my face in the crook of his neck as I try to hide from the world.

“It’s okay, sweetheart,” he murmurs, his hand stroking my back in a soothing rhythm. “I’ve got you. You’re safe now.”

He pulls back just enough to look at me, his thumbs gently wiping the tears from my cheeks. “What happened?” he asks, his dark eyes full of a fierce, protective light. “Tell me.”

I take a shaky breath, the words catching in my throat. “He... he said things,” I manage to whisper, my voice trembling. “He said he’d pay to... to taste my milk. To drink from me.” Saying the words out loud makes me feel sick all over again.

A muscle in Xavier’s jaw tightens, a flash of pure fury in his eyes. He looks like he wants to go back and finish what he started. But he takes a deep breath, and when he speaks again, his voice is calm but holds a steely edge. “I’m sorry, Sienna,” he says, his thumb stroking my cheek. “I am so sorry that happened in my kitchen. That is a failure on my part. It will never happen again. I promise you, I will never let another man treat you like that in my presence.”

He turns to face the still-silent staff, his arm wrapped securely around my shoulders. “Carry on,” he commands, his voice leaving no room for argument. “Service begins in thirty minutes. You know your stations. Do your jobs.”

Then he turns back to me, his gaze softening. “Come on,” he says, his voice gentle. “Let’s get you out of here.” He leads me out of the kitchen, his arm a steady, comforting weight around me. I’m dimly aware of the staff scrambling back into motion as we leave, the sounds of the kitchen slowly coming back to life behind us.

But all I care about is Xavier, and the solid, reassuring presence of him beside me.


Chapter Eight
Xavier


I guide Sienna through a short corridor towards my office, my hand resting firmly on the small of her back. Every muscle in my body is coiled tight with a rage so potent it tastes like metal in my mouth. I’m a man of control, of discipline. My entire world is built on precision, on order. And right now, that order has been shattered.

Not just by the insolent little shit who thought he could speak to my Sienna like that, but by my own failure. My restaurant, my kitchen, my domain. And she was hurt in it. I should have been there. I should have seen it coming.

I unlock my office door and usher her inside, closing it behind us with a soft click. The solid thunk of the lock sliding home is a small, satisfying measure of control. In here at least, I can keep her safe. In here, the rest of the world can’t touch her.

My office is my sanctuary. A space of clean lines and dark wood. But right now, none of it matters. The only thing that matters is the woman standing in the middle of the room, looking small and vulnerable in a way that makes my chest ache with a fierce, protective tenderness.

She hugs her arms around herself, and I see the slight tremor in her hands. “I’m so sorry, Xavier,” she whispers, her gaze fixed on the floor. “I caused such a scene.”

“Hey.” My voice is rougher than I intend. I cross the space between us in two long strides, my hands coming up to cup her face. I tilt her chin up, forcing her to meet my gaze. Her beautiful eyes are shimmering with unshed tears. “This was not your fault. Do you hear me? None of this is your fault.”

I see her swallow, the delicate movement of her throat. “I... I know.”

But I’m not sure she does. I can see the shame clinging to her, a toxic residue from Matthew’s poison. I need to wash it away. I need to erase every trace of it until all she feels is me.

I lead her over to my large leather chair, the one I’ve spent a thousand hours in, poring over balance sheets and menu plans. I sit, pulling her down with me. She settles onto my lap, her body pliant and warm against mine. I wrap my arms around her, holding her tight, her head tucked under my chin. I press a soft kiss to her hair, breathing in her sweet, vanilla scent. “I’m sorry,” I murmur into her hair. “I should have protected you better.”

She shifts against me, her soft curves molding to my hard frame. “You did protect me,” she whispers, her voice muffled against my chest. “You stood up for me. You fired him.” She lifts her head, her eyes searching mine. “Thank you.”

Something shifts in her gaze. The vulnerability is still there, but now it’s laced with something else. A heat. A curiosity. She wiggles in my lap, a slow, deliberate movement, and then she moves to straddle me. My body responds instantly, a hot, hard surge of lust that makes me grit my teeth. She feels it. I know she does. Her eyes widen slightly, a flicker of triumph in their depths.

She leans in, her soft lips brushing against mine. It’s a tentative, questioning kiss. Soft. Sweet. A stark contrast to the feral energy still thrumming through my veins. “Thank you for standing up for me,” she whispers against my mouth before kissing me again.

This one is bolder. Her lips part, and her tongue flicks out to trace the seam of my mouth. I groan, the sound ripped from my chest. My hands, which were resting on her back, slide down to grip her hips, holding her against me. I’m hard for her. So hard it’s almost painful. A desperate, primal need roars to life inside me, a caveman impulse to claim her, to mark her, to fill her belly with my baby so the whole world knows she is mine. That she is safe. That she is untouchable.

But not now. Not like this. Not while the shadow of that little shit’s harassment still hangs over her.

I force myself to pull back, my breathing ragged. “Sienna,” I start, my voice thick with unspoken desire. “We don’t have to...”

She silences me with another kiss, this one harder, more demanding. When she finally pulls back, her cheeks are flushed, her lips swollen and wet. She looks me dead in the eye, her gaze unwavering. “I want you, Xavier,” she says, her voice clear and steady. “I need you. I’m ready for you to finish what we started in the kitchen this morning.”

My heart hammers against my ribs. I cup her face in my hands, my thumbs stroking her soft, warm skin. I search her eyes, looking for any sign of hesitation, any lingering fear. All I see is a blazing, unwavering trust. A desire that mirrors my own.

“Are you sure, sweetheart?” I ask, my voice a low growl. “Are you sure you want me to take your virginity?”

A soft moan escapes her lips, a sound that goes straight to my cock. “Yes,” she whispers, her eyes fluttering closed for a moment before she opens them again, pinning me with her gaze. “Please, Xavier.”

That’s all the encouragement I need. I grip the hem of her sundress and pull it over her head in one smooth, fluid motion. She lifts her arms to help me, and then she’s sitting on my lap in nothing but her white bra and panties. She’s perfect. All soft curves and pale skin, her breasts full and heavy in their lace confines.

I reach behind her and unhook her bra, my fingers fumbling slightly in my haste. The fabric falls away, and her breasts are freed. They’re so fucking perfect. The soft, full swell of them, the pale pink of her areolas, the bead of her nipples, already hard and peaked for me.

I bring my hands up to cup them gently even as I lean in to claim her mouth again, and this time, I don’t hold back. I kiss her with all the pent-up hunger I’ve been feeling since the moment I met her. It’s a raw, possessive kiss, a claiming. She meets me with equal passion, her hands tangling in my hair, her body arching against mine.

I gently knead her tits in my hands, feeling how heavy they are, how full. And then, I feel a slight wetness against my palm. I pull back, and I see a single, pearly bead of milk welling at the tip of her nipple.

My breath hitches. I look from the bead of milk up to her face. Her cheeks are flushed a deep pink, her lips parted, her eyes wide with a mixture of vulnerability and arousal. As I hold her gaze, she gently grips my wrists and pulls my hands away from her breasts, and instead, she cups them with her own hands, lifting them slightly as if in offering. And as I watch, transfixed, another bead of milk wells up at the tip of her other nipple, then another, until a slow, pearly trail begins to trickle down the soft curve of her breast.

My cock, which was already hard, becomes impossibly harder, a throbbing, insistent pressure against the zipper of my pants. I’ve never seen anything more beautiful in my entire life. This is her unique gift, and she is sharing it with me. Trusting me with it. With her. The fact that she is giving herself to me so willingly after what just happened with Matthew makes my chest ache with a fierce, possessive love.

“Xavier...” she whispers, leaning in to brush one of her hard nipples against my lips.

That’s it. That’s enough to snap through the last thread of my control. I growl, and I lean in and take her into my mouth. I don’t hesitate. I wrap my lips around her taut peak and suck, hard. A burst of sweetness floods my tongue, warm and rich. I feast on her, my hands gripping her hips, holding her steady as I worship her breasts with my mouth. First one, then the other. I lick and suck and nibble until she is writhing on my lap, her fingers tangled in my hair, her head thrown back in a silent cry of pleasure. The sweet, creamy taste of her is the most delicious thing I have ever experienced, and even after draining her breasts this morning in my kitchen, I still can’t seem to get enough of her.

Keeping my mouth sealed around one stiff nipple, I wrap my arms around her waist and stand up, lifting her with me. She gasps and wraps her legs around my waist, her hot, slick center pressed right against my rock-hard cock. I don’t let up my assault on her breasts as I lay her down on my desk, her pale skin a stark, beautiful contrast to the dark wood. Her hair, a riot of dark curls, spills over the edge of the desk, and her eyes are dark and dazed with pleasure. Her lips are swollen and parted, and she’s breathing hard, her breasts rising and falling with each ragged breath.

I pull back, my gaze traveling down the length of her body, drinking in the sight of her. The soft curve of her belly, the dip of her waist, the long, elegant line of her legs. I hook my fingers in the waistband of her panties and I peel them down her legs, slowly, reverently. I toss them over my shoulder, not caring where they land.

She is completely bare to me now. Open. Vulnerable. All mine. I lean down over her, my hands braced on the desk on either side of her head, and I kiss her again, pouring all of my hunger, my need, my possessive love into it. I rub the hard bulge in my pants against her slick, wet pussy, a slow, deliberate drag that makes her moan into my mouth. I don’t care that it’s going to leave a wet patch on my pants. I don’t care about anything but the feel of her, the taste of her, the sounds she makes.

“Xavier,” she gasps, her hands fisting in my shirt. “Please... I need you inside me.”

The words are my undoing. I pull back and practically rip my clothes off, my movements clumsy with a desperate, frantic need. My shirt, my pants, my boxers. I discard them until I am as naked as she is. I watch her as I strip, enjoying the way her eyes widen, her cheeks flushing a deeper pink as I reveal my body to her. Her gaze roams over my chest, my stomach, lower, until it lands on my cock. It’s jutting out from my body, thick and hard and so fucking eager for her. A soft, breathy gasp escapes her lips, and the sound is the most beautiful thing I have ever heard.

Then I’m back between her thighs where I belong, the head of my cock nudging at her slick, hot opening. I look down at her, at her flushed face and dark, dazed eyes. “Are you on birth control, Sienna?” I ask, my voice little more than a growl.

She blushes, the pretty pink spreading down her neck and across her chest. She shakes her head. “No.”

A raw, primal satisfaction roars through me. I growl, the sound deep in my chest. “Good.”

I lean down, my lips brushing against her ear. “I want to see you growing big and round with my baby,” I whisper, the words a dark, possessive promise. “So the whole world will know you belong to me.”

Her response is a soft, breathy moan, her hips arching up against me in a silent plea for more. And who am I to deny her?

I press forward, slowly, so slowly, breaching her tight, virgin heat. The feeling is... indescribable. She’s so fucking tight. A hot, slick, velvet vise that grips my cock and makes my vision blur at the edges. It takes every ounce of my self-control not to slam into her, to bury myself to the hilt in one hard, possessive thrust. But I won’t. Not her first time. This has to be perfect for her.

I push in a little deeper, and I feel the barrier of her innocence. I look into her eyes, and I see a flicker of pain, a wince that she tries to hide.

“Look at me, sweetheart,” I command, my voice rough with emotion. She does, her dark eyes locking with mine. “It will only hurt for a moment,” I promise her. “And then... I promise you, it will feel so good.”

She nods, a small, trusting movement.

With one final, steady push, I’m through. I’m inside her. Fully sheathed in her hot, tight, perfect little pussy. A choked gasp escapes her lips, her body tensing beneath me. I stop, giving her a moment to adjust, to get used to the feel of me inside her. I press soft, gentle kisses to her forehead, her cheeks, the corner of her mouth. “You okay?” I murmur.

She takes a shaky breath, then another. The tension slowly drains from her body, and she wiggles her hips in a slow, experimental movement that sends a jolt of pure pleasure through me. “Yeah,” she whispers, a small smile playing on her lips. “I’m okay.”

I smile back, a wave of relief washing over me. I start to move, a slow, gentle rhythm. A slow slide out, then a long, deep push back in. Her tight, wet heat grips me with every thrust, a mind-blowing friction that makes it hard to think, hard to breathe. She feels incredible. Better than I ever could have imagined. Her legs wrap around my waist, her heels digging into my ass, urging me on.

“That’s it, sweetheart,” I growl, my pace increasing slightly. “Take my cock. Take all of me.” I lean down, capturing her lips in a deep, passionate kiss as I continue to move inside her. My hips start to move a little faster, a little harder, my control beginning to slip. The need to claim her, to mark her as mine, is a powerful, primal force, a relentless tide that’s pulling me under.

I want to consume her, to devour her, to make her so completely mine that she’ll never be able to imagine a life without me. I want to fuck her so hard, so deep, that she’ll feel me for days.

Her breath comes in ragged gasps, her hands gripping my shoulders, her nails digging into my skin. I can feel her body responding to mine, her inner muscles clenching around my cock, a greedy, rhythmic pulsing that drives me wild.

“Xavier...” she moans, her head thrown back, her dark hair a wild mess against the polished wood of my desk. “Oh God... don’t stop.”

I have no intention of stopping. I’m just getting started.

I reach down and grip her hips, my fingers digging into her soft flesh, holding her in place as I start to fuck her in earnest. My thrusts become deeper, harder, more demanding. The sound of our bodies slapping together fills the quiet office with a lewd, rhythmic symphony.

I lean down and take one of her beautiful, heavy breasts in my mouth again, my lips closing around her taut, milk-swollen nipple. I suck hard, and it’s a deep, possessive pull. Another burst of her sweet, creamy essence floods my tongue, and I groan, the taste of her, the feel of her, the smell of her, a sensory overload that makes my head spin. I am claiming every part of her. The sweetness of her milk, the tight, wet heat of her virgin pussy. All of it. All mine.

Her back arches off the desk, a silent scream of pleasure on her lips as my cock hits a spot deep inside her. Her body trembles, her inner walls clamping down on me in a way that tells me she’s close. So close.

I reach between us, my fingers finding her clit, the hard, sensitive nub of flesh. I start to rub her in slow, firm circles, making her breath hitch as her body tenses beneath me. “That’s it, sweetheart,” I growl against her skin. “Come for me. Come all over my cock.”

It only takes a few more strokes of my fingers, a few more hard, deep thrusts of my cock, and she shatters. Her entire body convulses, a powerful, violent wave of pleasure that wracks her from head to toe. A choked, strangled cry escapes her lips, her pussy clamping down on my cock in a rhythmic, pulsing grip that is my undoing.

The sight of her, lost in the throes of her orgasm, her beautiful face a mask of ecstasy, is the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. It pushes me over the edge. With a loud, guttural roar, I slam into her one last time, burying myself to the hilt as my own orgasm crashes over me, a blinding, all-consuming wave of pleasure. My cock pulses, spilling hot ropes of my seed deep inside her, filling her, marking her, claiming her in the most primal way possible.

I stay inside her, my body a dead weight on hers, as we both struggle to catch our breath. The air in the office is thick with the scent of sex and sweat and her sweet, vanilla perfume. I can feel her heart beating against my chest, a frantic, wild rhythm that slowly begins to calm.

After a few long moments, I push myself up, my arms trembling slightly with the effort. I look down at her, at her flushed, sated face and her dark, dazed eyes. She looks... well-fucked. Beautiful. Utterly and completely mine.

I carefully lift her into my arms, keeping my softening cock inside her, not wanting to break the connection just yet. I carry her back to my chair and sit down, settling her on my lap, her head resting against my shoulder. My arms come around her, holding her close, a bone-deep contentment settling over me. This is where she belongs. In my arms. On my cock.

“Are you okay?” I ask, my voice a low, rough murmur against her hair.

She nods, a small, tired movement against my chest. “Yeah,” she whispers, her voice husky. “I’m more than okay.”

A small smile plays on my lips. I press a soft kiss to the crown of her head, breathing in her sweet scent. This feels right. More right than anything has ever felt before. Holding her like this, with my cock plugging her up and my seed warming her womb, a fierce, possessive satisfaction settles deep in my soul.

This is the beginning of something. Something big. Something life-changing.

And I know with absolute certainty, that I will never want anyone but her for the rest of my life.


Epilogue
Sienna


Eight months later:

I stand in the middle of Sweetheart, my beautiful, glittering dessert bar tucked into a corner of the restaurant where Xavier first claimed me, and take a deep, shuddering breath. The air is thick with the scent of warm sugar, rich vanilla, and the buttery aroma of fresh-baked waffle cones. The low, soft hum of conversation is a gentle backdrop, and the tinkling laughter of happy customers is the sweetest music I’ve ever heard.

It’s the grand opening. The culmination of months of hard work, of late nights, of tasting sessions, of passionate debates with a certain grumpy, stubborn, ridiculously handsome chef. And it’s perfect. More perfect than I ever could have dreamed.

The space is a reflection of me, of us. The long marble counter gleams under the soft warm glow of the pendant lights, and the display cases are filled with a rainbow of my ice creams, each one a work of art. The walls are painted a soft, warm blush, and the velvet-topped stools are a deep, decadent emerald green. It’s elegant and sophisticated, but it’s also warm and inviting. It’s a little bit of my sunshine, right here in the heart of Xavier’s sleek, high-end world.

I run a hand over the round curve of my belly, a familiar flutter in my stomach. It’s not just the baby this time. It’s the flutter of disbelief, of pure joy. I’m here. I’m actually here. My dream, our dream, is real.

My gaze sweeps over the room, over the smiling faces and the happy diners, and it lands on him. Xavier. He’s standing by the entrance, a tall, commanding figure in a dark, tailored suit, his expression unreadable as he watches the room with a quiet, observant intensity. But I know him. I see the pride in the slight tilt of his chin, in the way his shoulders are held back. He’s proud of this. Of us.

As if he can feel my gaze on him, he turns. His dark eyes find mine across the crowded room, and the stern, unreadable mask melts away, replaced by a look so full of love and adoration it makes my breath catch. It’s a look that still has the power to make me feel like the only woman in the world. He gives me a small, private smile, a smile that’s just for me, before he pushes off the wall and starts to make his way toward me.

The crowd parts for him, a subtle, instinctual deference to his presence. He moves with a quiet confidence, a predatory grace that still makes my heart skip a beat. He stops in front of me, his hands coming to rest on my waist, his thumbs stroking the soft fabric of my dress.

“Well, Mrs. Villard,” he murmurs, his deep, husky voice sending a shiver down my spine, even after all this time. “It seems you’ve done it again.”

I smile up at him, my heart swelling with a love so powerful it’s almost overwhelming. “We did it,” I correct him, my hands coming up to rest on his chest, feeling the steady, reassuring beat of his heart beneath my palm. “This was our dream, remember?”

His eyes soften, a rare, unguarded warmth in their depths. “I remember,” he says, leaning in to press a soft kiss to my forehead. “I remember at one time, I thought it would be enough just to have a dessert or two on my menu that would include your mouth-watering ice cream. But then I knew nothing less than having you here in my restaurant, with your own space and your own name above it, would do.”

A soft, happy sigh escapes my lips. I turn in his arms, leaning back against his chest, and we both look out at our bustling little kingdom. “I can’t believe this is real,” I whisper, my gaze sweeping over the happy faces, the glittering glasses, the decadent swirls of ice cream. “Sometimes I feel like I’m going to wake up and it will all have been a dream.”

He tightens his arms around me, his chin resting on the top of my head. “It’s not a dream, sweetheart,” he says, his voice a low, reassuring rumble against my ear. “It’s real. This is real. We’re real.”

As if to prove his point, a strong, insistent kick ripples from deep within my belly. I gasp, my hands flying to my stomach, a wide, delighted smile spreading across my face. “And someone else wants to let us know that he is very real, too,” I say, laughing as I feel another series of flutters, a chaotic, joyful dance beneath my skin. “He’s going to be a soccer player, I swear.”

Xavier chuckles, a low, deep sound that vibrates through my entire body. He moves his hands from my waist to my stomach, his large, warm palms covering the swell. The baby kicks again, right against his hand, and Xavier’s breath hitches. I can feel the wonder in him, the quiet awe, even without him saying a word.

“He’s strong,” Xavier murmurs, his thumb stroking gently over my dress. “Just like his mother.”

I snuggle back into his embrace, my heart overflowing. It’s moments like this, these small, quiet moments of connection, that mean the most. The grand gestures, the expensive gifts, the lavish declarations of love... those are wonderful, and I love them. But this is the real foundation of our life together. This quiet intimacy, this shared wonder, this simple, profound joy.

This is the forever he promised me, served up in a thousand little moments.

And then, just to remind me that my grumpy, stoic, serious chef is also the man who spoils me rotten, he leans in and whispers, “Have I told you how beautiful you look tonight, Sienna?”

I laugh, a soft, breathy sound. “Once or twice.”

“Well, let me tell you again,” he says, his lips brushing against my ear, sending a delicious shiver down my spine. “You are the most beautiful woman I have ever seen. That dress... it’s my new favorite.” His gaze drops from my face to my body, to the simple, elegant maternity dress that drapes over my curves in a way that makes me feel beautiful and womanly and desired. He picked it out, of course. From some exclusive designer boutique in Paris that I can’t even pronounce. He flew it in just for tonight. Because he’s Xavier Villard, and that’s what he does.

“You’re biased,” I tease, turning in his arms to face him. I loop my arms around his neck, my fingers playing with the short, soft hair at the nape of his neck.

He grins, a rare, unguarded smile that still has the power to make my knees go weak. “Guilty,” he admits, his hands sliding down to cup the swell of my bottom, pulling me flush against him. He’s still hard for me. Even in the middle of a crowded room, surrounded by some of the most influential people in the city, he still wants me with a single-minded intensity that never, ever fades. It’s a heady, intoxicating feeling.

“And this,” he murmurs, one of his hands leaving my bottom to trace the curve of my belly, a slow, possessive caress. “This is my new favorite sight in the entire world. You, carrying my child.”

My heart does that little flip-flop thing it always does when he talks about the baby. He’s been like this since I told him I was pregnant. Doting. Protective. Utterly besotted.

“I love seeing you like this,” I whisper, reaching up to trace the line of his strong jaw. “Happy.”

“I’m always happy with you, Sienna,” he says, his voice serious now, his dark eyes searching mine. “Even when I’m being a grumpy bastard, I’m happy. Because I love you.”

Tears well up in my eyes, and I have to blink them back. Damn these pregnancy hormones. I’m a weepy mess these days. “I love you too, Xavier.”

I lean in and press my lips to his, a soft, sweet kiss that’s full of all the love and gratitude I feel for this man. He’s my rock, my anchor, my everything. He’s the grumpy, stubborn, ridiculously handsome chef who took a chance on a girl with a crazy dream and a secret ingredient, and he changed my life in ways I never could have imagined.

And I couldn’t be happier.

***
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