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      Brooks Renshaw has little time on his hands to deal with problems. But when his mom shows up after a weekend in Vegas married to someone he’s never met, he decides to do some digging. Turns out she’s hitched herself to a con artist with a trail of bad debts and abandoned women along the way. When Brooks finds out his new stepdad has a daughter, he decides to look into her, too. Only when he finds his new stepsister, he’s ready to give her exactly what she wants.

      Eleanor works as a live-in baby nurse for new mothers. But her need to have a baby of her own has led her to take matters into her own hands. It’s not the ideal situation, but she can’t wait on Mr. Perfect any longer. But one phone call about a final job may change all her carefully made plans.

      

      Warning: This book is filthy, gooey goodness, with baby-making galore! They might be stepbrother and sister, but hey, who are we to stop love? Turn the lights down low, because we’ve got some claiming to do!

    

  


  
    
      To the group of ladies we met in London…

      we made your search for the word “breeding” easy this time. Enjoy!
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      I stare down at the little boy wrapped in my arms as he gives me a full, gummy smile. “I’m going to miss you,” I coo at him. He lets out a little giggle, reaching out and tugging on a lock of my dark hair. He looks so much like his mother. I wonder if my baby would look like me.

      I’ve been with the Dickens family for three months now and it’s time for me to go. Leaving is the hardest part of my job. It always is. I’m not sure how much longer I can keep going on like this. Each baby takes a little more from me and I can’t bear much more. As much as I love being around babies, it’s hard when it’s something I want more than anything in the world, something I can remember wanting since I was a little girl and held my first baby doll in my arms.

      I glance up at Mrs. Dickens. She’s got her lip between her teeth. “You’ll be fine,” I try to reassure her. Baby Samuel is her first baby, but she’s a great mom. In all honesty I don’t think she even needed me, but some parents really like having a live-in baby nurse when they bring their little ones home from the hospital. It puts them at ease, and even more so with first-time parents.

      “I don’t know how we’re going to do this without you.” Worry laces her words as I walk over to her and place Samuel into her arms.

      “You’ve got this. You’re more than ready.” She looks down at her baby with so much love. I fight back my own tears as I say my goodbyes and grab my bag.

      It’s not until I’m in the back of the taxi that I finally let a tear slip free. I know I’m going to miss little Samuel. I love each baby I care for. I can only imagine the love I’d feel for my own. It’s beyond my comprehension. I know you can’t understand that love until you hold your baby in your arms for the first time.

      I stop at the bakery down the street from my mom’s place and grab our favorite sticky pecan rolls before going home. She’s been working like crazy for the past few months after someone quit at the hospital. I haven’t seen her in weeks and I miss her.

      “Mom, I’m home,” I call out when I enter through the backdoor. I thought when I went to college my mom would move into the city and out of the suburbs, but she never did. She’s always been the one who loves the hustle and bustle of the city. I’m more low key and like being on the outskirts.

      I moved back in with my mom after I graduated from college. I’m not sure you can call it “living with her” because technically I only stay with her in my old room when I’m between jobs. Which isn't often. It’s not hard to find a job in my field. Live-in baby nurses can be hard to come by. Plus, I’d graduated top of my class and my list of recommendations speaks for itself. Many times families would try to get me to stay on longer, but I always said no. I’m scared I’ll get too attached. And a bigger part of me thinks that one day I’ll be starting a family of my own. That day hasn’t happened yet, and I’ve decided to do something about it.

      I pause when I see my mom standing over the dining room table with my folders scattered out on top of it. My mom is a pediatrician and scrubs make up her entire wardrobe. She’s in light blue today.

      I guess loving babies runs in our blood, though my mom only ever had me. She works at the local hospital a few miles away and I still remember when I was little she would take me to the hospital with her. I never liked that she didn’t get to spend much time with each baby. That’s why I chose to be a nurse. Then when I heard about live-in baby nurses I thought that couldn’t be more perfect for me.

      She looks up at me with the same rich brown eyes I see every day in the mirror. Only hers have a few fine lines around them.

      “You’re going to move out, too?” she asks, holding up one of the real estate ads I printed out.

      “I was just looking,” I admit.

      I step into the dining room and set the box down on the table against the wall before walking over to my mom. She pulls me into a hug and it feels like home.

      “I know you want to do this, and I’m on board. I’ll support you, Ella. I just thought you’d be staying here. I could help more that way.”

      My mom would do anything for me. I know that. That’s why I didn’t want to stay here. She would never ask me to leave if she needed space.

      “You’ve got your own life, Mom. You barely signed up for having one baby. I’m not going to push another on you.”

      She pulls back with a look of shock on her face. “Eleanor Newman!” she snaps at me. “I might not have planned for you, but you are the best thing that ever happened to me. You bet your tush I’m going to be a part of my grandbaby’s life.”

      I know I wasn’t a planned baby. She was fresh out of medical school and she fell in lust with a doctor at the hospital she used to work at. Soon into their fast love affair my mom knew he was no good. She broke it off with my biological father and soon after she found out she was pregnant with me. My father, or “sperm donor,” as I often refer to him, said he wanted nothing to do with me. He already had a family of his own.

      He tried to get my mom to get rid of me, but my mom said she knew the moment she found out she was pregnant, I was meant to be her baby girl.

      “I’m sorry, Mom. I didn’t mean it like that,” I tell her as guilt hits me. My mom never made me feel like a mistake. She loves me with her whole heart. I never longed for a dad because she loved me enough for two parents. I just didn’t want my life choices affecting her.

      “I thought if I was going to start trying for a baby that maybe I should get a place of my own.” I’d been saving like crazy since I graduated from college. Pretty much all my checks go straight into my bank account so I can afford getting pregnant, along with taking a big chunk of time off once I finally have my baby.

      “You’ll stay here. This is your home. You don’t have to do this alone. I know I work a lot, but I can help when I’m here.” I see the determination in my mom’s eyes. She isn’t going to back down.

      “Okay. I’ll stay.” Some tension leaves my body, because I know that I won’t be doing this alone. My mom gathers up all the real estate listings and throws them in the trash, only leaving behind the packet about artificial insemination.

      I reach down and pick it up. The pages are worn because I’ve read them over and over. I’ve kept it in a folder hoping that I wouldn’t ever have to use it. That one day I’d find the perfect guy and I wouldn’t need it. But I’m sick of waiting.

      I know part of it is my fault. I’m painfully shy when it comes to men. The only time I seem to be okay around them is when I’m working. And that’s probably because they’re all married.

      My mom comes walking back into the dining room and picks up the box of pastries before sitting down at the table.

      “I’ve already made an appointment,” I admit.

      “I figured.” She smiles over the top of her coffee cup before taking a sip. She’s always two steps ahead of knowing what I’m about to do. I hope that’s a skill I pick up with my own child.

      “I’m going to keep taking jobs until I get pregnant,” I add, hoping it only takes a few tries. I want to save as much money as I can so I can stay out of work longer once the baby finally arrives. I smile thinking about that moment.

      I turn the brochure over and see a happy couple on the back holding their baby. A lump forms in my throat. I love my mom and the family we have. It’s only the two of us and I loved my childhood. But I’d be a liar if I said I’m completely okay with doing this on my own.

      I want it all. To be head over heels in love with a man who wants a family with me as much as I do, but that’s just fairy-tale thinking.

      “You’ll find him one day. You won’t even be looking and he’ll be there.” I look back up at my mom, who’s studying me.

      She never dated. Heck, I’ve never even seen her show interest in a man. It was always work and me, with not much else. She always seemed more than happy with it, so why can’t I be, too?

      I shrug, not wanting to talk about a man who might not even be real. What I can focus on is getting my baby.
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      “This is Ella,” I say as I pick up my cell phone from my nightstand. I already know who it is because I have a ringtone set just for the agency.

      “Hey Ella, we got a request for you this morning. Think you can do an interview this afternoon?” Jenny asks in her always-chipper voice. It doesn’t matter what time of the day it is or how busy she is, she always sounds happy.

      I glance over at the clock. I should have gotten up thirty minutes ago, but I’m still adjusting to being able to sleep through the night. Out of habit I wake up every few hours thinking there’s a baby to check on, only to remember after sitting up that there isn’t.

      I see that it’s already ten o’clock and I have a doctor’s appointment at eleven. I’m going to have to get a move on it. It’s another reason I had trouble sleeping last night. I keep having nightmares that they’re going to tell me that something is wrong with me and I can’t have a baby. Nightmare scenarios like that play through my mind all the time. Then the nagging thought that I’m doing the wrong thing pops up. I keep pushing that one aside, thinking it’s just me being scared of doing this alone, but I know I can. I love babies and they love me. I’m good with them, and I’m going to be a great mom.

      “It would have to be after one,” I tell her, sitting up and stifling a yawn. “If that doesn't work maybe just get someone else?” I fling my feet over the side of the bed and rub the sleep out of my eyes.

      “No, this was a request for you specifically. I’ll text you all the details.”

      “Thanks,” I tell her before hanging up.

      I need to get my butt moving. I hop into the shower, making quick work of my morning routine before wandering into my closet to find something to wear. I’d planned for something casual, but it looks like I’ll likely be rushing from the clinic to my job interview.

      It isn’t uncommon for me to hop from one job to the next, and most of the ones I get are referrals. This could possibly be my last job as a live-in baby nurse. If I get pregnant right away, that is. I wonder how I’ll transition into being a regular nurse at a hospital or family practice. I know once I have a baby I can no longer be live-in. I haven’t even gotten pregnant and I’m already thinking way too many steps ahead.

      I settle on a simple white dress that falls to my knees with a blazer and flats. I go back into the bathroom and put on some mascara and lip gloss before brushing my hair out one last time. I grab my purse and my phone as I head out, then walk down the street to catch the bus. Maybe I should look into getting a car.

      I don’t have much need for one, but I’m guessing with a baby of my own I will. I make a note in my phone to look up the safest family vehicles. When I get on the bus I look at the information Jenny sent over, pulling up the address on Google Maps to determine if I’ll need to call a taxi or if a bus will get me there.

      I see that I’ll be meeting with a man. Brooks Renshaw. The name sounds familiar, but I can’t place it. When the online map comes up I realize why the name sounded familiar. Renshaw Banking is the biggest in the state and is on track to become one of the biggest in the country. For all I know, it already is.

      Everyone knows who Brooks Renshaw is because of how successful he was at a young age. Something about being good at the stock market, if I recall. There isn’t much more I know about him. I can’t even remember if I’ve seen a picture of him before. I see that our meeting is going to be at his office. I look down at my dress and wonder if I’m underdressed. I remind myself I’m a freaking nurse and not a business woman. I’m not applying for a job at one of his branches.

      Maybe I should Google him. I’m sure it will tell me something about his wife. When I type in his name the first thing that comes up is a picture of him, and my breath catches. No, I’m pretty sure I’ve never seen a picture of him before now, because this is not a man to be missed. Everything about him radiates power and dominance. From his dark hair to his dark eyes. I click on another picture, confirming what I already thought. The power rolls off him. He’s a big man, and in the picture he’s with a few other men, but he easily towers over all of them. It isn’t just his height either; he’s big all over. None of the pictures I’m scrolling through show him with a woman either. I also don’t notice a ring on his finger.

      I click the Wikipedia link on him, hoping that will give me something, but it lists him as single. Interesting. Maybe they’re keeping a low profile on it or something. I feel a trace of guilt for the attraction I felt when I first saw the picture of Brooks. He belongs to someone else. I need to remember that. I’ve never once had thoughts like that before about a client. It’s a little unsettling. I’ve also never had an instant attraction to a man either. Normally I have to force myself to go on dates, hoping that one will maybe grow over time. But it never does.

      I look up when I hear the bus driver call my stop. I put my phone away and exit. It’s only a short walk to the doctor’s office, and I stand outside looking up at the building. I’m not as excited as I thought I would be. Something doesn’t feel right. When I was a little girl and I played with my dolls, this was never how I saw this happening. I shake my head at myself, trying to shake off the pity party I’m having for myself.

      I walk into the doctor’s office, pasting on a smile I don’t feel. I fill out the paperwork and go through all the motions, but I swear I’m not taking it in. It isn’t until the doctor sets down a pile of folders in front of me that I finally snap out of the trance I’d fallen under.

      “These are possible donors,” she tells me, sliding the folders towards me. I hesitate for a moment before reaching out and taking them. I sit there with them, but I don’t open any. “Take them home and look over them. If you have any questions, feel free to call or shoot me an email,” she adds.

      “Thank you,” I respond, not looking at her. My eyes are still locked on the folders. I don’t want to pick them up.

      “We’ll have your test results back soon and I’ll call you then,” the doctor says, then stands. I follow suit, knowing I have to take these folders with me. I finally reach out and grab them, pulling them to my chest. I wish I’d brought a bigger bag with me. The doctor must read my face because she opens a drawer and takes out a bag for me to place the files into.

      “Thanks,” I tell her as we exit her office. When I step out onto the busy street I feel nothing like I thought I would. I thought I’d be more excited, but it feels more like a realization that I’m not getting the life that I’d always dreamed about.

      I look up, thinking someone is staring at me. I glance around but don’t see anyone near me. Everyone is coming and going like another normal busy day in the city. Pulling out my phone, I text my mom and tell her everything went great so she doesn't worry. She’d wanted to come with me, saying she’d call out of work, but I told her I’d be fine.

      I don't feel fine. In fact, I’ve never felt more uncertain in my life.
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      I hold the newspaper over my face until she passes by. I don’t know how she didn’t notice me following her into the doctor’s office or sitting in the waiting room holding a magazine up, but she was completely oblivious. I even followed her outside afterwards and she still didn’t have a clue.

      When I first heard about Eleanor Newman, I thought she sounded like an old lady. But when the nurse called her Ella, it fit. Her long dark hair and dark eyes were hypnotic. I had to check myself a few times to be sure I didn’t get caught staring. She had a big ass for her small size, and I couldn’t pull my eyes from it. Even now as I watch her walk, I’m in a trance.

      “Fuck, what am I doing?” I say to myself as I hit the button on my phone to call for my driver. He pulls up to the curb almost a second later, and I tell him to take me to my office. I’ve got to beat her there, and I need to get my eyes off her ass, and my cock needs to calm down if I’m going to do it.

      I watch as she hails a cab and then gets into it, safely shutting the door as we pass by her. How did I ever get mixed up in this?

      Giving the receptionist a smile and promising to get her into the hottest club in the city was an easy way to get what I wanted. I found out that Ms. Newman was there for artificial insemination, but that it was just the preliminary meeting. Nothing had been decided yet, and that went a long way to soothe my anxiety.

      It wasn’t supposed to go like this. None of this is going to plan.

      “Shit,” I sigh and put my face in my hands, rubbing my eyes.

      This is all my mom’s fault.

      Barbara Renshaw went to Vegas for the weekend and came back with a husband. Now she’s hitched and I’ve been stuck with the asshole she brought home. The first time I met I knew he was a sleazeball and was only after my mom’s money, which happens to be my money. My mother is a saint, and people have taken advantage of that before. I’m usually good about protecting her from creeps like him, but I thought she needed the weekend with her girlfriends. I should have known that no good comes from that city, and boy, did Barb go and prove me right.

      My phone rings and I look down to see the screen light up with her name. All I can think of when I see her name on there is, what now?

      “Hey Mom,” I say, unable to ignore her. “I’m headed to a meeting. What’s up?”

      “Hey sweetheart. I just wanted to call and see if you were free for dinner tonight. Vick has some wonderful ideas about investments. You know I’m not good with those kinds of things, and I thought you could help.”

      I have to bite my tongue so I don’t lose my temper. I love my mother, but god knows she doesn’t have the greatest taste in men.

      “I don’t know how long this will take, but let me help you out. I’m going to send Ryan, my financial advisor, over and he’ll be able to answer whatever questions you have.” My guy Ryan wouldn’t give this guy two wooden nickels.

      “Oh, that sounds perfect. Okay, if you can’t make dinner, let’s do lunch soon.”

      “All right, I’ll give you a call tomorrow,” I say and then tell her goodbye.

      I squeeze my phone in my hand, and though I’m tempted to smash it, I don’t. I still need it, even if I’m pissed off.

      “All because of Vegas,” I say to myself as I sit back in the car and head to the office.

      Once I’m there, I’m like a caged tiger pacing my office. When I sit down, I tap my fingers on my desk, getting anxious. Finally I hit the button on my phone for my secretary.

      “Is she here yet, Carol?” I ask impatiently.

      “No, sir. It’s only been four minutes since the last time you asked. I promise you’ll know the second she arrives.” I make some annoyed sound and I can hear the smile in her voice when she comes back on. “She’s not due for another fifteen.”

      “I’m aware,” I say and hang up. I’m almost certain I can hear her laughing on the other side of the wall, but that’s probably my own mind playing tricks on me.

      I stand up again and begin to pace. There’s no way I was this far in front of her in the car. Maybe she stopped for coffee or changed her mind. I don’t think either of those are possibilities, so maybe I’m just getting worked up for nothing.

      Just as I make another pass on the carpet, my phone beeps and it’s Carol. “Mr. Renshaw, Ms. Newman is here to see you,” she says, her voice cool and calm.

      I don’t have a chance to respond before the door opens and there she is stepping through.

      Getting the full effect of her straight on is almost jarring. Her warm eyes and striking features are enough to make my knees weak. But when she smiles at me, it punches me straight in the chest.

      “Nice to meet you, Mr. Renshaw. Call me Ella,” she says, offering her hand and stepping forward.

      I’ve had business meetings with leaders of countries and made billion-dollar deals over breakfast. But I’ve never been so tongue-tied and discombobulated as I am in front of this perfect woman.

      “Brooks.” I say and take her hand in mine. It’s all I can manage to get past my lips because I’m too busy thinking about taking her to the floor and ripping off her panties while I rut into her like a dog.

      “It’s nice to meet you, Brooks,” she says, and I have to blink a few times to come back to earth.

      “Ella,” I say, tasting her name in my mouth.

      I never imagined that one look at her and I’d be totally and completely in love. Especially since she’s my stepsister.
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      I bite my lip, unsure of what to do when Brooks doesn’t release my hand. He’s even more attractive in person than in the photos I saw. I give my hand a small tug, and he looks down as if he’s just now realized he still has a hold of it. He rubs his thumb across my knuckles before he finally releases me. The simple brush makes goosebumps break out across my skin. I’m sure my fair skin shows a blush. It always does.

      I glance around his massive office, trying to hide the color staining my cheeks and wondering if his significant other is here. There’s no one else but him and me, and I wonder what kind of woman it would take to land him. He’s so put together by the way he carries himself, but the five o’clock shadow on his face and the hint of a tattoo at the cuff of his dress shirt show something a little different. He isn’t some stuck-up suit behind a desk. He’s rough around the edges. It makes me think he plays dirty to get what he wants, and I should keep that in mind when dealing with him.

      “Can I get you two anything to drink?” I glance over my shoulder and see the assistant who greeted me standing in the doorway. She pulled me from the fantasy I was having of Brooks and I’m thankful for her appearance. She gives me a warm smile and she looks like she’s fighting a laugh.

      “I’m good, but thank you,” I tell her politely, and Brooks shakes his head. I hear the door close with a snick, leaving us alone.

      “Please, have a seat.” He motions for me to take a chair in front of his massive glass desk. Looking around the office, I notice everything is made of glass. Sharp edges are everywhere, and all I can think is this place would not be safe for a toddler.

      “I can have anything in this office changed,” he says, and my eyes snap back to his.

      It’s then I realize I’d spoken out loud. I smile at him, and a warm feeling rushes over me. I love when parents are willing to do anything for their children. I’m reminded that someone is missing from this meeting.

      “Will your wife be joining us?” I ask. I slide my hands down my thighs, making sure my dress is smoothed out. The perfection of the office is making me feel like I’m not dressed formally enough. Brooks takes the chair next to mine and not the one behind his desk.

      “Wife?” he asks as confusion forms on his face. “I’m not married.”

      “Well, then I guess I mean the woman you got pregnant.” I let out a small laugh to hide my disappointment and the trace of jealousy I’m feeling. I know not everyone believes in marriage. I shouldn’t have phrased the question that way, but the truth is, I wanted to know if he’s married. Committed. Get it together, Ella. I scold myself inwardly.

      “I’m afraid I haven’t gotten anyone pregnant either. Well, not yet.” He levels me with a stare, almost like he’s trying to tell me something before he gives me a wink.

      Is he flirting with me? No. I must be reading this wrong.

      “You called for a live-in baby nurse,” I prompt, trying to get us on the same page. I can feel myself getting anxious. I do that around men.

      “Yes, yes.” He shakes his head like he just remembered why I’m here. “It’s for my sister. She’s moving here and will be staying with me. I told her I’d get a live-in baby nurse set up. She doesn’t want to do this alone.”

      “I understand that,” I tell him. Even more than he knows. I’m scared of having a baby on my own, too, and I’m wonderful with babies. “Well, let me tell you—”

      He cuts me off before I can go into full detail of what I can offer in the way of services. “When will you move in?” He stands as if he’s getting up to help me carry boxes into his house.

      “Ah.” I look up at him, a little confused. He looks even bigger now with him towering over me. We haven’t even had an interview, and I don’t even know if we’re compatible. For all I know we might not be able to stand each other.

      “I’ll triple the price if you’ll move in today.” He walks behind his desk and picks up a phone. “Should I call movers?” He stares at me, waiting for an answer.

      “Hold on, I’m still playing catch up.” I stand up, too, grappling for something to say.

      No wonder Renshaw Banking is where it is today. This man bulldozes into things, taking what he wants. And what he wants at the moment is me. Too bad it isn’t for more than my services as a nanny.

      I turn around, giving Brooks my back, knowing I’ve just made myself blush. I can’t believe I even thought that. What is he doing to me? He has me all over the place with my emotions.

      “One million,” he says, and I whip around to look at him.

      He has his cell phone in a death grip and doesn’t look like he’s about to take no for an answer.

      “For how long?” The words come tumbling out of my mouth. I could do a lot with a million dollars. Not only have my baby but have a college fund and so much more. I also wouldn’t have to worry about working until he or she is in school.

      “A year,” he bites out. I can tell he wants to say longer, but he’s hedging his bets. I can do a year. That’s a lot longer than normal, but I could do that. “No dating or men during that time,” he adds.

      The off-topic comment takes me by surprise. “Okay,” I say easily. That won’t be a problem. I’ve never dated when on a job, but my jobs have never been for a year either.

      “You’re not seeing anyone now, are you?” he asks almost accusingly. I swear I hear the phone in his death grip crack.

      “No.” At my answer I watch some of the tension leave his body.

      “Then you’ll be mine for a year.”

      I nod, but it feels as if I’m agreeing to more than being a baby nurse. “When will your sister be arriving?”

      “Soon, but I want everything in place before she gets here. She could arrive at any time, so I need to get you settled in.” He brings the phone to his ear.

      “Send the car around. I want you to take Miss Newman home so she can gather her things. Then you can bring her to my home.”

      “This is all happening really fast.” I bite my lip. I don’t even know where he lives. I’m guessing somewhere really nice, but still. I hope it isn’t as cold as his office.

      “You already agreed.” His jaw hardens and I see the tension there.

      “I'm not changing my mind, it’s just…” I trail off. I don’t know why I’m questioning this. Maybe because it’s too good to be true. Or maybe it’s because of this attraction I’m feeling towards him. It’s making me feel off balance. I’m terrible with men and I can’t get a read on him.

      He comes around the desk to stand in front of me. I look up into his dark eyes. He tucks a loose piece of my hair behind my ear. The touch is intimate. “It’s okay, Ella. I’ll take care of everything. Your only worry is the baby.”

      “The baby isn’t here yet,” I remind him. I wish I could have met the mom-to-be first. I’ve turned down a few jobs before because of the mothers. Some can be too much to handle at times. Though for a million dollars I could probably handle any new mother.

      “Give it time. The baby will be here,” he says, and for some reason his words hold so much more weight than they should.

      I nod, and his eyes go to my mouth. I feel heat creep up my neck and I curse my fair skin. On top of being shy, it shows clear as day for anyone to see. He leans down a little. And for a second, I wonder if he’s going to kiss me. My breath catches, and I wait.

      A knock at the door has me jumping back from him, almost tripping over my own feet. Brooks catches me easily, pulling me into his big warm body and wrapping his arms around me.

      “The car for Miss Newman is here and so is your next appointment,” his assistant tells him.

      “Cancel my appointment. I’m going to escort—”

      This time I cut him off. “Please don’t do that.” I turn in his arms when I realize he isn’t going to let me go. “Let me get my things and get settled in,” I push. I need a little time alone to breathe for a moment. Get myself together and maybe even Google him a little more. I need to make sure I’m not biting off more than I can chew.

      “Sir?” his assistant calls again.

      “Please,” I try, needing just a little bit of a breather.

      He leans down, and his mouth is so close to mine. This time I’m sure he’s going to kiss me, which I know is a terrible idea. I’m going to be working for this man for the next year. Not to mention I’m going to begin trying to have a baby very soon.

      “Tonight,” he growls so low only I can hear him, then he lets me go.

      I turn and nearly run from his office, feeling dumb that I thought he was going to kiss me, and foolish for wanting him to.
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      I’ve spent the entire day annoyed by everyone. All I wanted to do was leave the office so I could go home and be with Ella. But instead I’ve had meetings and people in my face all day, and I’m agitated as I walk out of the last one.

      “I’ve tried to clear your schedule as much as possible for tomorrow, but there are still some conference calls you have to listen in on. I’ve made the schedule and emailed it to you.”

      “I’m not going to be on them, Carol.”

      She’s trying to keep up with my quick pace as I rush out of the boardroom and to the elevator.

      “Mr. Renshaw, I’ve tried to move them, but it’s impossible. At least listen in, this has to do with—”

      She’s talking as fast as she can, but I’m done listening to anyone who isn’t Ella. My sole focus is getting home and getting inside her. If she won’t let me have her tonight, then I’m going to spend my time convincing her why she should. So either way, I’m going to end up balls deep before the sun comes up.

      When I get on the elevator, Carol is still talking, but I hit the button for the lobby and ignore her as she stands there.

      “Goodnight, Carol,” I say, ignoring her agitated looks as the doors close and I ride down to the lobby.

      Once there, I walk outside to my waiting car and get in the back. I raise the glass partition between the driver and me, and I’m on the phone before he pulls away from the curb.

      “Hello?” her soft voice says, and it calms every nerve in my body.

      “Ella,” I say, closing my eyes. Her name is like a balm to my need for her. “I’m on my way home. Have you had dinner yet?”

      “Um, hi Brooks,” she says, and I think she might be smiling. “Yeah, I already ate. Your cook made me something a little while ago. She said not to wait on you. Is that okay?”

      A picture of her biting her lip enters my mind and my cock throbs. I reach down and rub my hand over my slacks where the hard length is going down my thigh. It’s been hard since she came into my office, and I haven’t had even thirty seconds to find some relief. It’s probably why I’m so fucking grouchy.

      “Yes, I usually don’t make it home in time for a decent meal, but for you I’m going to start making an exception.”

      “Oh really? How kind of you.” She laughs a little, and I can hear the smile in her voice.

      The shy woman who was in my office earlier is gone, and there’s a playful flirty woman in her place. Could it be that the phone makes her less intimidated? Or is spoiling her doing the job?

      “Did you get settled in okay?”

      “I did, all thanks to you. You sent a team to my house, but I didn’t have much to begin with. I think they were all bored.”

      I smile with her and lean back in the seat, relaxing for what feels like the first time in years. “You sound like you’re happy to be home then.”

      “It’s beautiful here. I appreciate the opportunity to work for you and your sister.”

      “I think you’ll find I’m more than agreeable to anything you ask for.” I hear what sounds like water on the other end of the phone and I sit up straight. “Are you taking a bath?”

      There’s complete silence on the phone, and then she clears her throat. “Mr. Renshaw, I don’t think that’s appropriate conversation for our work relationship—”

      “Answer me, beautiful,” I say, and I put all the power I can behind those words.

      She’s silent so long I don’t think she’s going to answer me. But I know what I heard, and her semi-denial is nearly proof. If she’s naked on the other end of this phone I might not make it home before I combust.

      “Yes,” she breathes, and the one word is barely above a whisper.

      I close my eyes tight before my hands start to scramble. I lean back in the seat and reach down inside my slacks and grab my cock. I can’t get to it fast enough. As soon as my hand makes contact with the steel-hard length, I’m biting my lip to keep from groaning.

      “Are you in the big bathroom? The one with the tub in the middle of the room?” I stroke my hand up and down my cock as I hear the water splashing a little more on the other end of the phone. I need every goddamn detail.

      “Yes,” she breathes again, and I can tell she’s turning shy.

      She’s in my bathroom. Which means the movers did as I instructed and put her in my bedroom, too. The image of her wet pussy soaking in my tub has me leaking cum on my hand. Fuck, I’m not going to make it home before I cum all over my hand. I glance out the window to see how close we are.

      “Did you use bubbles?” I ask, needing to know everything.

      “No,” she answers, and I can’t hold back my growl of excitement.

      If I were in the bathroom with her right now, I could stand over her and look straight down at her naked body. I could tell her to spread her legs and let me see that pink cunt I want to breed.

      “Did you think of me when you took your clothes off and got in the hot water?” I ask, needing to know.

      I’m desperate for her, and I need some sort of sign that she wants me, too. I could feel the pull between us today; it’s unlike anything I’ve ever felt and I know it wasn’t just me. If she gives me even the slightest hint, I don’t care if she is my stepsister. I’m going to get her little ass pregnant.

      “Yes,” she replies, and I swear to god I can hear a whimper in her voice.

      “Are you touching yourself while we’re on the phone?” I ask and pump my cock faster.

      Fuck, I’m not going to make it. There’s no answer, but I can hear the water moving, and I close my eyes tight, picturing her hand moving between her legs.

      “Stop it,” I growl, letting the anger push forward so that I don’t cum. When I don’t hear the sounds of water anymore, I hold the phone close to my mouth. “Stay where you’re at, and don’t you dare touch that sweet little pussy again. She belongs to me now, and I’m coming for her.”

      “Okay,” she answers, and it’s so soft I almost don’t hear it.

      “Good girl, beautiful. I’m on my way.”

      I hang up then tuck my aching cock back in my pants as the driver pulls up to the front of my house. I start stripping off my clothes as I enter.

      “Eleanor!” I shout as I yank off my tie and throw it down in the foyer.

      I pull off my shirt and toss it down on the stairs. I’m practically running inside, down the long hall to my bedroom, desperate to get to her. When I get to my room, I glance around and see some of her things. I strip off my pants and underwear as rush into the bathroom.

      There, in the middle of the bathroom, is my fucking goddess, naked in the water, her hair piled high in a messy bun, and her cheeks flushed with either the heat of the bath or need.

      When I had this house designed, I didn’t give two shits about the bathtub, but the designer told me since I had the space, the bath should be a key focal point in the room. I just said “whatever” and I’ve never once used it. But right this second, I think I’ll send the company a nice Christmas bonus. It cost an arm and a leg, but standing here and seeing my beauty naked and spread for me, I’d gladly give every last penny I had for it.

      “Beautiful,” I breathe, and for a second my chest tightens so much I’m worried I might have a heart attack. I take a breath knowing I can’t die before I get inside her pussy.

      “Brooks, I don’t know if this is a good idea. Oh god, what was I thinking.” She tries to cover her breasts, but I walk over to the side of the tub and look down at her.

      “Stop,” I say, and it’s a command. She looks up to me and our eyes lock. The feeling from earlier comes rushing back and I know damn well she feels it, too. I can see it in her eyes and the way she’s looking up at me. “Let me see it.”

      She slowly lowers her arms, exposing her breasts, and I shake my head.

      “Those are perfect and I can’t wait to have them in my mouth. But you know what I want.”

      Her cheeks redden even more as my eyes trail down her body to her thighs and she slowly spreads them.

      “That’s it. I’ve been thinking about that rosy little pussy since you walked in my office. Use your fingers and spread those lips.”

      She does as I ask, and I can see her hands tremble under the water.

      “Rise up, I want to see it all.”

      I step into the tub as she brings her hips up to the surface. The bath is big enough for about five more people, but luckily for me there won’t ever be anyone but her and me.

      I ease down into the hot water across from her and spread my legs. I stare at her pussy, letting my eyes linger on her puffy lips and hard little clit.

      “You want a baby in there, don’t you?” I say, and look into her eyes. She bites her lip and nods.

      I sit up on my knees and move over her body so that I’m on top of her in the tub. Her legs are still spread, and her hand remains on her pussy, holding it open for me. She’s ready to be bred, and I’m not waiting any longer for it. She might be my baby sis, but I’m going to take her bare and get her pregnant on the first try.

      She’s slick from the water, so when I slide the head of my cock into her, it’s easy.

      “Virgin little cherry, isn’t she?” I say when I feel her barrier.

      “Yes,” she says, looking up at me through her lashes.

      “Don’t worry, beautiful. I’ll be easy.”

      I slide in farther and feel it pop as her body tenses. Leaning down, I kiss her, letting my tongue glide across her lips until she opens for me. She tastes like cookies, and it’s so goddamn innocent I can’t help but thrust into her a little more.

      My hands grip her hips as I work my way inside her, knowing she’s unprotected. The chance of getting her pregnant makes me even harder, knowing I’ll be breeding her for my own. I can’t wait until her belly is big and round and my stepsister is carrying my child. Fuck, I should tell her, but I can’t take the chance she’ll say no. I need this, and I’ve never needed this before.

      I’ve never looked at a woman and thought about impregnating her, but with my Ella, I want to take her from behind like an animal and hold her hips up while I keep filling her up with my cum.

      “Yes,” she whispers against my lips as I take her deeper.

      Her body is ripe, and I bet she’s ovulating. She’s so fucking ready for my cock that I know she’s thinking it, too. She’s probably hoping that my seed takes root and she’ll end up with a blue line by morning.

      “Open up for me, beautiful,” I say, spreading her legs and tilting her hips. If she cums, her cervix will be nice and soft, so my cum will go right in. “That’s it. Nice and easy,” I say, encouraging her.

      My mouth goes to her nipple and I suck on it, feeling the hard peak on my tongue. She moans and grips my hair as I rock in and out of her pussy. She’s so close, and so am I, but I know what’s at stake. I won’t dare cum before she does, because I want to make sure I’ve got her where I want her.

      “Brooks, don’t stop,” she begs, and I wouldn’t dare.

      When I slide a hand to where we’re connected, I brush my thumb across her clit, and she cries out. It’s loud and echoes off the tile of the room, and I thrust into her one last time, holding my cock as deep as it will go.

      I feel the pulses of cum pump up my shaft and into her, and I growl through it. Her body lets nature take over as her pussy squeezes every drop out of me and into her womb. It makes it even hotter as I look down at her naked body, seeing her hips beg for more. She wants this baby. Maybe almost as much as I do.

      Moving my hands around her back, I stand up in the tub with her in my arms. I don’t dare take my cock out, because I don’t want to chance anything spilling out.

      “Where are we going?” she asks, her eyelids heavy.

      “I’m going to make sure you get what you want,” I say, carrying her to the bed. I put a pillow on the bed for her hips and then lay her down on top of it. “Now show me again where you want me to put your baby.”

      Her hand goes to where we’re connected, and she spreads her lips once again. I look down at my thick cock sliding in and out of her, covered in cum.

      “Hold them open, beautiful. I wanna be a daddy.”
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      I hide under the covers, scared to pull them off my head. I’m not sure what I’m going to see, because tonight could not have been real. Even though I already know it was. I can still feel Brooks all over my body.

      I slowly pull the blankets down and peek out. When I don’t see anyone, I sit up and look around the room. But still I don’t see anyone.

      My eyes go to the clock on the nightstand and I see it’s still night. I must have fallen asleep for an hour or so after Brooks pushed me into orgasm heaven. I didn’t even know it could be like that. I’d given myself a few over the years, but they were never like what Brooks did to me. I’m pretty sure I passed out after that last one, because I don’t remember much.

      Crawling from the bed, I scramble for the bathroom, looking for something to cover myself with. I snatch a robe that’s hanging on the bathroom door, then freeze when I see myself in the mirror. I look like a freaking hot mess. My hair was in a messy bun but is now loose, and I look like I spent all night fucking.

      I run my fingers along my collarbone and up my neck to where there is a line of little hickeys. I look down at myself and see tiny bruises forming on my hips and thighs. My core clenches at the sight of them, and I quickly close the robe to hide the evidence of what we did. I stare at my face in the mirror. My lips are puffy and red from the hours he spent kissing me.

      “What have you done, Ella?” I ask myself.

      I work for this man. I need to work for him for the next year. I’m already bound by the contract I signed when I got here. I don’t even know him and I let him do all kinds of things to me. My whole body flushes. I can’t face him. I might die of embarrassment.

      He kept talking about giving me a baby. I don’t know why, but it turned me on so hard I would have done anything he asked me to. I’d been lying in the tub fantasizing about what it would be like to be with a man like Brooks—to live in his house and sleep in his bed. To welcome him home every day after a long day at the office. Then he called and it all happened so fast.

      “I can fix this,” I tell myself. I’ll get dressed. Then I can go find him and tell him we have to keep this professional. My body rebels against the idea and so does my heart.

      I go in search of my clothes. While I went over paperwork and let the agency know that I was taking the Renshaw job, the movers put my stuff away. They instructed me this was my room, but as I start to open drawers I keep finding men’s clothes. I open another drawer and finally find something that looks familiar. Maybe Brooks has so many clothes he has to use his guest room for the extra space.

      I find a nightshirt and slide it on over my head before pulling out my favorite fuzzy slippers. After hanging the robe back on the door, I make the bed and straighten up a little. I try to tame my wild hair but settle on putting it in a messy bun on top of my head instead. It’s the best I can do at the moment.

      I stand there realizing there isn’t anything left for me to do to keep procrastinating. I was half hoping that he’d show up and I wouldn't have to go search for him. But it looks like I can’t drag my feet any longer, even though my shyness wants to win out.

      “Professional,” I mumble to myself.

      As I flip the bathroom light off a thought creeps into my mind. What if you’re pregnant? I almost stumble over my own feet when the idea hits me. I thought about it last night, of course. But it was in the heat of the moment. What are the odds I really got pregnant after the first time?

      The idea of having Brooks's baby warms my body all over. Then doubt starts to creep in and I wonder what kind of father he would be. What would that make the two of us? For all I know I’m just another flavor of the week.

      When I make it to the kitchen I don’t see anyone, so I go back to my bedroom and find my cell phone. I don’t feel right snooping through Brooks's home looking for him. Plus, the house is giant. I might never find him. Maybe he left a message that he’s going out to do something.

      I only see a couple of missed texts from my mom. I send her one back letting her know I got settled in. She’s disappointed that I already picked up a new job and won't be home for a longer stay. I make plans to have lunch with her in a few days. I’m still on the fence about telling her what happened with Brooks. The money, the sex. It’s a lot for twenty-four hours.

      I cringe when I think about it like that. Why else would someone offer you a million dollars, Ella? That can’t be it. A man like Brooks isn't hard up for female attention. He can’t be. He’s not only handsome, but he’s mega rich. And he’s incredible in bed. He might have been the only man I’ve ever had sex with, but he’s pretty freaking good at it. I thought your first time was supposed to be awkward and a fumbled mess. Even a little painful. It wasn't any of those things.

      The only rational explanation I can come up with is he has money to throw around and wanted to get this straightened out before his sister got here.

      I debate texting him. I want to but think better of it. I wouldn't text another client asking where they were. I head back to the kitchen but stop when I hear a knock on the front door. I pause, wondering if I should answer it. I live here now, I remind myself. Well, kind of.

      I go to the front door and peek through. I see a woman standing there holding a bottle of wine.

      I pull open the heavy door and the blonde stares at me in surprise. She’s tall, probably a foot taller than me. She’s in tight black spandex shorts and a bright yellow sports bra. The outfit implies she was going for a run, but the bottle of wine and makeup are saying something else.

      “Where’s Brooks?” she asks as she pushes in past me.

      “I’m not sure,” I tell her, feeling a little anxious. I’m not sure if I should have let her in or even opened the door. Not that I really let her in. She walked in as if she’s done it a million times.

      “I’ll wait.” She walks into the kitchen and I follow her. She starts opening the cabinets until she finds a wine glass and a wine opener. I stare at her as she pours herself a glass. She doesn't offer me one. Not that I wanted one to begin with. I want to eat a snack and then sneak back to my room. Now I think I have to stay.

      I can’t leave this woman to wander around. She might be his friend or— I cut that thought off, not wanting to go there. I hadn't even thought about him being with someone else after he said he wasn't married and hadn’t gotten someone pregnant.

      Yet. He’d said. The single word flutters through my mind and my hand goes to my stomach. I could be.

      “So who are you? Brooks never has women back to his place.” Her eyes roam over me. “Are you like a little cousin or something?”

      I look down at myself and remember that I’d put on my nightshirt that’s covered in bunnies. Paired with my slippers I probably look young.

      “No. I’m staying here to help when his sister comes. To help with the baby.” She looks at me like I’ve lost my mind.

      “He doesn't have a sister.” She rolls her eyes, bringing the wine glass up to her mouth but stops before she takes a drink. “You had sex with him, didn't you!” she accuses.

      I feel heat creep up my neck. “He doesn't have a sister?” I ask, ignoring her other question. I’m not talking about sex with this random woman who may or may not be involved with Brooks. The thought makes my stomach turn. Why else would she be here so late with a bottle of wine? Isn't that a booty call?

      “Not that I know of.” She sets the wine glass down with a hard thunk. I’m surprised it doesn't break. “I don’t know what you’re up to, but Brooks is mine.”

      I’m not sure what to do or even say. “Maybe you should go. I don’t think Brooks is here right now.” I want her to get out of here. I suddenly don’t feel so good.

      “Ella.” I almost jump out of my skin when Brooks's deep voice fills the room. His hand lands on my shoulder and he leans down, putting his mouth next to my ear. “Go to your bedroom.”

      I stand there shocked for a moment, not wanting to leave them alone. But I also don’t want to stay. What if he kisses her or something right in front of me?

      “Now,” he adds sternly.

      With that final word, I race back to my room and shut the door. I flip the lock and then stand there, feeling stupid and heartbroken over someone I don’t even know.
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      “What in the fuck are you doing in my kitchen, Tiffany?” I say, narrowing my eyes at her.

      I hear the sound of heavy footfalls behind me, and I know it’s my security.

      “Mr. Renshaw, I’m so sorry—”

      I hold my hand up to signal my head of security, Ben, should stop speaking. He’s out of breath so he must have run across from the other side of the property.

      “You guys are so over the top,” Tiffany says as she rolls her eyes.

      “Ma’am, you’re coming with me,” Ben says as he walks over to her.

      “Jeez, I was just coming over to be nice. It’s the neighborly thing to do,” she huffs out like I’m the one being ridiculous.

      “Tiffany,” I say and rub my eyes. “You’re not my neighbor anymore. Not since I bought the property from you and forced you to move. I’m pressing charges this time. I’ve already had to issue a restraining order, and you’re in violation of it.”

      I watch as Ben takes out his phone and sends a text message, no doubt alerting security to her presence and to inform the police.

      “You’re such an asshole!” she shouts, throwing the glass of wine at my head.

      If she had better aim she could have done some serious damage, and to my soon to be pregnant wife. The thought has anger creeping up my neck.

      “Get out!” I bark at her, and she pretends to cry. We’ve been through this before.

      She moved into the house about a mile down the road from me a couple of years ago and immediately tried to work her way into my life. I was polite, but I never allowed her in the house, and I never tried to lead her into thinking we were ever going to be anything, including friends. I have enough friends, and my work keeps me beyond busy. But when my security found her on several occasions creeping through my flower beds and looking for open windows, it was time to put a stop to it.

      The sirens of the cop cars blare in the distance and suddenly her fake crying turns into a scowl as Ben takes her by the upper arm and leads her out of the kitchen.

      “So you’ll fuck that whore upstairs but not me? I see how it is,” she yells, and I can’t even figure out what she means.

      She has this all built up in her head, and I knew the safest place for my Eleanor was to be as far away from her crazy as possible. But I’m no fool. I saw the hurt in her eyes as she was running from the room. I need to go hold her and make it right. But instead I’ve got to deal with the crazy that barged into my kitchen.

      When the cops come, I talk to them for a few minutes before they take her into custody and leave. Ben and I walk back inside and I let him know that some things are going to be changing.

      “I’m sorry, Mr. Renshaw, it won’t happen again,” he says, and I nod.

      “I need you to make sure it doesn’t,” I say and turn to give him a hard look. “The lady of the house is here to stay, and I want Eleanor to have freedom of the house and the safety that requires. She is to be protected at all times, and I don’t want anything or anyone but me close enough to touch her. Do you understand?”

      I make my words very clear and he nods, promising to do as I ask. I trust him with my life, but Tiffany might be crazy, and that’s a dangerous thing to play with.

      “Can you make sure she gets some help?” I say and glance back at the cop cars leaving.

      “I’ll do it,” Ben says, and then locks up the doors on his way out.

      As soon as I know we are alone, I run up the stairs and to our bedroom. When I open the door, the lights are off and the curtains are drawn. The room is pitch black, but I can feel she’s in here. After what I did to her, my body is attuned to hers, and it’s craving more.

      “Eleanor,” I say, as I walk towards the bed. I hear her breathing, but she doesn’t answer. “I need you again.” I strip off my clothes as I come to the edge of the bed, and when I’m finished I climb on it.

      “Go away,” I hear her say, but she doesn’t mean it. There’s no power behind it, and although she may have been hurt that I told her to leave, she’s silently asking me to make it right.

      “I can’t do that,” I say as I reach out and grab her ankle. “I had to protect you from her. I don’t know her, and I don’t know what she’s capable of. She’s a fucking crazy neighbor who is going to be handled. Don’t believe a word she says. ” My other hand finds her other ankle and I spread them apart. “You have my baby in your belly, and I have to protect you at all costs.”

      “You don’t know that!” she says, raising her voice defensively.

      I move between her legs as I run my hands up her thighs. “I fucked you hard and deep with my bare cock. There wasn’t anything stopping me from breeding you.” My hand moves between her legs and to her soaking wet pussy. “Even now, you’re lying here in the dark begging for me to come up and get you pregnant.”

      “Brooks,” she whispers.

      “Let’s just slide this under you,” I say, grabbing a pillow and putting it under her hips. “Now I told you last time that I don’t want you running around and letting my cum drip out. But you came so hard you fell asleep and didn’t hear me,” I say as I rub the tip of my cock between her lips. “You’re not a girl anymore, Eleanor. You’re a woman now because I took that tight little cherry you had saved between your thighs.”

      I push the tip of my cock past her tight opening and she moans.

      “You’re going to lie here with your pussy in the air and make me a daddy.” I thrust all the way in and grunt when her cunt clamps down and squeezes me hard. “Fuck, you aren’t even the least little bit broken in after last time. It’s gonna take me a while, isn’t it?”

      “Oh god.” Her hands go to my chest as I thrust in harder, trying to rub on her clit while I go deep.

      I lean down and kiss her before I taste her tongue and nibble on her lip. I bury my face in her neck and entwine her fingers with mine.

      “You’re the one I want, Eleanor. There’s no one but you.” I kiss her below her ear and feel her body relax even more under mine. “This is all happening fast, but it’s real. You’re mine now, and I’m going to put my baby in you.”

      She gasps as her body tightens, and I feel her pussy leak juice all over my cock. I keep rubbing my cock across her clit with every thrust and it’s enough pressure to send her over the edge. I kiss my way down her neck and suck on her nipples as she hits her peak. Her body pulses and writhes as the pleasure takes hold and flows through her.

      I should hold off longer, but I can’t wait and I cum with her. I feel every throb of my cock as it releases load after load of creamy nut butter into her waiting womb. It’s going to take root and give me a son like a goddamn heir to a throne. I’ve been made a man today, and I growl as I give her the last drops of my seed.

      “You’re mine now,” I say as I kiss the space between her breasts where her heart is beating. “Forever.”
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      Standing in the hallway, I hear a noise coming from the kitchen. I will myself to go in and face Brooks, but I have a sense of déjà vu from the night before flashing through my mind. I hope it’s him this time and not some hostile woman. I’m not a very chatty person and tend to stand like a deer in headlights when shit hits the fan. Well, I’m like that with grown people. I’m better with babies.

      I run my hands through my hair, trying to tame it. I do the best I can before I leave the bedroom. When I get downstairs I start to take a step towards the kitchen when a hand comes down on my shoulder. I scream out in surprise and nearly jump a foot in the air. I trip over the long rug in the hallway, but the man grabs me by the arms and keeps me from hitting the floor. His hold is hard and I try to jerk away, wanting to get out of his grip. I’m unsure of who has a hold of me, but I don’t like it.

      Maybe I should just stop leaving the bedroom. Every time I walk out of that door, something dramatic happens.

      I look up into the dark brown eyes of a man I’ve never seen before. He’s dressed in all black and his shirt says Razer Security in bright white letters. I’m guessing he works for Brooks, but I still don't like him touching me. I try hard to jerk back and this time he lets me go. I begin to stumble again, only to be grabbed by someone else.

      “I got you, beautiful.”

      The tension leaves my body as I know it’s Brooks. His smell invades my lungs, and I breathe him in. Warmth fills my stomach like it always does when he calls me beautiful. I wonder if he calls everyone that, or if it’s a name he has just for me. I melt into his hard body, and I can tell the tension I felt just a moment ago has transferred to him.

      “You touched her?” he says, the accusation and dominance in his voice send a shiver over my skin.

      I’m not sure he’s really asking a question though. I wish I could turn and look up at him to read his face, but he has an arm now locked around my waist and I’m not going anywhere until he allows it. I let myself sink even more into him. I like the feel of his protective hold on me.

      “Sir, I didn’t know…” The man stumbles over his words at first then stops all of a sudden and takes a step back. His hands rise and his eyes widen with fear. I swear I can feel the air around us change. It’s charged, but I don’t know with what. Anger? Male aggression? I’m not sure. I’ve never felt it before. All these new experiences seem to keep happening with Brooks. I’m starting to notice all kinds of things with him I’ve never felt before.

      “Out!” Brooks shouts, and even I jump a little at the command.

      His raspy voice is low and deadly. If he hadn't had a tight hold on me I probably would have darted out of here, too. I watch the security man nod and spin on his heels before he’s out of here in a flash.

      Brooks’s hold only loosens when I hear the sound of a door shut. I turn slowly in his arms and look up at him as I place my hands over his broad chest. I expect to see anger on his face, but instead he’s smiling down at me. His eyes are soft, and I melt a little at the look he’s giving me.

      “I’m cooking you breakfast before I have to go.” Suddenly, he picks me up and I let out a squeal of surprise. “I should have fed you last night, but when I touch you things happen.”

      He looks down at me as if he’s remembering all that we did. I blush as I do the same replay in my mind. He touched me and we lost all reason. All my sensible thinking was out the window and I never once tried to stop him. I’m a freaking nurse, for god’s sakes. My mom has pounded into my head about safe sex since I got my period at thirteen. And here I am, letting him cum inside me over and over, knowing what can happen. I don’t know a thing about Brooks, but it feels right in my chest. If I’m honest with myself, it’s crazy and over the top, but it’s somehow everything I’ve been dreaming of.

      He carries me to the kitchen and sits me down on the kitchen counter before placing a kiss on my nose. He lingers for a moment as if he’s going to do more but grunts and pulls away from me. He goes back over to the stove, where he starts to pile a plate with food. My stomach growls when the smell of bacon and eggs hits my nose.

      I watch as he moves around the kitchen, and I wonder if I should say something. This feels like what normal couples do each morning before work, but I’m not sure what to say. Well, that’s not true. I don’t know where to start. I open my mouth but can't get any words to come out. I’ve got so many questions, where do I even begin?

      He turns around and I shut my mouth so I don’t look like a dork with my mouth hanging open. He gives me a smirk as he walks over to me, placing the plate beside me before going over to the fridge and pouring a glass of orange juice.

      He holds his hand out like he’s giving me something. I open my hand with my palm up and he drops a couple of pills in it.

      “Prenatal vitamins,” he tells me simply. He hands me the orange juice next, and I take it with my other hand. I sit there a little shocked, and he gently nudges my hand. “Take them.”

      I knew what they were the moment I saw them. In my line of work I’m more than familiar with the pills, but I never thought I’d be waking up this morning with a need to take them.

      “I…” I glance up to meet his eyes and he studies me.

      “Beautiful, take the pills. They’re good for you and our baby.”

      I close my hand around them before bringing them to my mouth and popping them in. I take a big drink of the orange juice and our eyes stay locked the whole time. His smile grows even wider in approval. Something about it makes the warm feeling in my stomach come back all over again.

      “So you want a baby?” I ask. It’s the easiest question to begin with. I set the orange juice down next to the plate of food. It’s enough to easily feed three people. I’ll never be able to eat it all.

      “Finish the orange juice. That's good for you, too.” I pick it back up and take another drink. “Yeah, I want you to have my baby.”

      His big hands come to rest on my thighs. I’m wearing one of his shirts with nothing on under it. He traces the exposed skin on my thighs and then dips under the shirt. He leaves them resting there and I lick my lips as my body wakes up. I want him, but I blink a few times and remind myself to focus.

      “I want to have a baby, too,” I admit to him.

      “I know,” he tosses back at me easily.

      Of course he knows. He hired me pretty much on the spot. I’m guessing he did it after knowing someone I worked with before and reading over my file. Though those things shouldn't have been in there, though I’m not exactly silent about the fact that I want a baby. Someone must have told him.

      Maybe this isn't such a terrible idea after all. Maybe I can have a baby with him. He could want a child as much as I do. Maybe he's had bad luck with dating like me and he just wants a family.

      His hands slide farther up my thighs, breaking my concentration.

      I have to admit, though, being with Brooks and doing it this way has been a whole lot more fun than what conception would be like at the clinic. And much cheaper. Unless I lose my heart to this man, because that would cost me dearly. I need to keep in mind what we both want out of this is a baby. We can do this together and our child will have both a father and a mother. That’s something I couldn't give my baby when choosing to do this on my own.

      “I have to go into the office for a little bit, but I want to check you over.” He pushes the shirt up even farther, and before I know what’s happening, he has me flat on my back on the kitchen island, his hand stroking my center. “You’re a little red.” He spreads the lips of my sex before leaning down and kissing my clit. I stare down at him, a little shocked. I’m not sure why this shocks me, with all that we’ve done already. Then his warm, slick tongue slides across my tender skin and I don’t care anymore that I'm sore.

      “I should leave you alone. Your pussy needs to rest. I’m sure I already got you pregnant, but I can’t help myself.” I watch as he comes back to his full height, reminding me how much bigger than me he is. He pulls his button-up shirt out of his slacks before undoing his belt with a click. My eyes go straight there as his cock springs free. “I’m going to put a little more of my cum in you. Just to be sure. But I don’t want to hurt you.” I watch as he slides the head of his cock inside me. Then he reaches down and strokes his length and starts to jack himself off without entering me fully.

      We’re both breathing heavily now as my eyes are locked on where we’re connected.

      “Fuck, look at you.” His gaze roams over my body. He pushes my shirt all the way up so my breasts are exposed, and then that hand goes to my hip. “You were made to be bred. Look at these hips. Nice and wide, with lots of room.” He grunts as he strokes up and down his solid cock. “I want you in my shirt with your pussy bare and waiting for me when I get home. I want you sitting on my cock at all times, ready to take care of me.”

      “Oh god,” I moan, wanting him to sink farther into me. I rotate my hips, trying to take more of him, but he keeps jacking himself off with just the tip inside me.

      “Those fucking tits, too. I bet I’ll be so jealous when our kids get to suck on them. I’ll have to learn to control myself. Learn to share them.” He licks his lips as if he’s actually tasting my breast milk. His hand on my hip slides to my clit and he strokes me with his thumb. “You’ll have to save some for Daddy. It’s going to be my milk now, too.”

      The sounds of his grunts and my small whimpers fill the kitchen.

      “I heard that some women can’t get pregnant while they breastfeed. I bet you're the exception to that rule. Pussy this tight and horny is begging to be pregnant. You’ll spread these lips and beg for another baby,” he says as his thumb strums my clit. “I’ll be sucking on your sweet milky tits while breeding that little young cunt of yours.”

      A gasp leaves me and my orgasm washes over me at his erotic words. They’re filthy but somehow ignite something deep inside me.

      “Don’t you worry, Beautiful. I’ll make sure you get everything you want,” he growls as his whole body goes rigid.

      I feel his warm cum release into me, and I cum with him as I cry out his name. Thick spurts of semen coat my insides, and my pussy pulses, greedy for it.

      We stay locked together like that for a long moment before he slips the head of his cock out and smears the cum covering the tip all over my clit. The sensation makes me want more, feeling empty without his width inside me. I’m begging for him to thrust back in and stretch me and give me another load.

      I reach down and stroke him as he teases me with it. I whimper and put it at my opening, rocking my hips on it for more. He’s still hard and I know he could slip in so easily since I’m soaking for it. But his control is unbreakable as he lets me tease myself.

      He leans down, kissing me slowly, and I let out a small moan. I love this sweet, tender moment, and I want it to keep going.

      I feel another spurt of cum release on my pussy, and I try to rock on the head of his cock to take it deeper. He growls and gives me one last kiss before he pulls out of my grasp and sits me back up. I feel dazed with pleasure at what we just did, and I’m still horny for more. My body is buzzing with need, and he’s done this all to me in a matter of moments.

      I watch through my eyelashes as Brooks fixes his clothes. The sight is erotic. Seeing him all disheveled and having to put himself together makes me want him all over again. God, what is wrong with me?

      “I want you to eat. I’ll be back in a few hours,” he says before he kisses me deep and long. When he pulls back and I try to catch my breath, he gives me a stern look. “Don’t leave the house. Spend the day ordering stuff for the baby room.”

      With those instructions, he pulls away from me and leaves the room. I’m just as dazed as I was when I woke up. Then I wonder which baby room he’s talking about. The one for his sister or one for him? The thought of it being for him makes me feel a little sad. While this baby might get a mother and father, Brooks and I won't be a couple. This is about having a baby and nothing more. I need to keep reminding myself that this man isn’t mine.
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      I come through the door after spending every second of the day thinking of my Ella. I didn’t want to be there, and everyone knew it. I don’t care anymore. I told everyone in the boardroom that things were going to be changing very soon. I wouldn’t be putting in the hours I once did, and if they had a problem with that then they needed to come to me. I handed over everyday operations to my vice president and got what I needed out of my office. I know there will be a lot of follow-up emails and conference calls, but I did what I needed to today to ensure that I’m here with my woman.

      I call out for her and check the kitchen before I run upstairs. I wonder for a moment about finding her in the bath again and my excited cock throbs at the idea. Fuck, I loved taking her in that tub, but as long as I can get my dick in her, I don’t care where it’s at.

      “Eleanor? Beautiful, are you in here?” I call out, but still no answer.

      My eyebrows pull together in concern as I look around the room. Her cell phone isn’t beside the bed anymore, and the shirt she was wearing when I left is folded and lying at the end of the bed. I remember putting her sandals by the chair in the corner, but they’re gone, too. She wouldn’t leave. Would she?

      Panic begins to thump in my chest as I walk out of the room and down the hall. I check the other guest rooms just in case, but nothing. I walk down the stairs and check my office and the living room. I search every room in the house, and by the time I’m back in the kitchen, my heart is pounding in my ears.

      “Ella!” I shout as I walk to the back of the house and then come up short when I hear the sound of music.

      I walk over to the sliding glass door, open it up and hear the sounds of pop music coming from the back patio. I step outside and hold my hand up in front of my face to keep the setting sun out of my eyes. It’s then I see why Eleanor didn’t answer me when I called for her. She’s passed out in the lounger by the pool with the music playing on her phone next to her.

      She’s wearing a black bikini that I bought for her and put in the closet upstairs. She must have found it and slipped on her sandals to walk out here. I look around and don’t see a towel, so I don’t know if she got in the pool or not.

      I’ve been wanting her since the moment I left, and I’m ready to have her again.

      She’s lying on her back with an arm draped across her eyes, so I move around the lounger and climb on it. I reach down and unbuckle my belt and take out my swelling cock. I’m hard and she’s been hours without my cum in her. That’s far too long for her pussy to wait.

      Reaching out, I untie the little black strings at her wide hips and pull the material down to expose her pussy. I lie over her and slide my cock between her little wet lips, covering her from view. If anyone in security happens to spot us, they’ll just see me rutting on top of her.

      I push into her pussy, and she moans in her sleep as I have to grunt my way in. She’s still so fucking tight, even after all I’ve done to break her in. Pussy this good is made for getting pregnant. She’s all mine now and I let out a growl as I push my way deep.

      Her thighs spread as her arm moves away from her eyes. I reach up and put my hand over her mouth. “Don’t make a sound,” I say as I hump her on the lounger. “Don’t want anyone else hearing what belongs to me.”

      I grunt like an old man on top of a teenager, and all too soon I’m nutting inside her.

      “Fuck,” I growl, but I don’t pull out. I keep on going with my now cum-covered cock. “That pretty little pussy always makes me go so fast. Bet you want to get yours, too.” Leaning down I pull her bikini to the side, exposing a hint of her cherry pink nipple. “Fuck, I can’t wait to see that sweet milk dripping when I’m on top of you.”

      I feel her pussy tighten and it’s painful how small she is. But it’s worth every squeeze as she moans against my palm and starts to cum.

      Leaning down, I suck on her little nipple and she whimpers her orgasm under me. I cum in her again for good measure, wanting to make sure she’s a mommy.

      “You taste pregnant,” I say, licking her nipple one last time before covering it up. I pull my cock out and only move a little bit so I can reach down and tie her bikini back and cover up her now creamy cum-filled pussy. “There, much better.” When she looks up at me in confusion, I smile. “I like seeing it full of me,” I say and wink at her.

      I scoop her up in my arms and carry her back inside. When I take her up to the bedroom, I decide to fuck her again while she’s still got the bikini on. This time I just move the bottoms to the side and push the triangles covering her tits out of the way. Seeing them bounce with the bikini top on either side of them makes me cum again way too fast. I make it up to her when I take her from behind and slip my pinky in her ass. Her pussy opens up so good for me that I can hold the tip of my cock to her cervix and pump cum straight into it.

      Something about breeding her is naughty but hot as fuck at the same time. Taking her bare every single time is a pregnancy risk, and it makes me ten times harder knowing there’s nothing protecting her from me. I’m an animal ready to give her a litter, and she’s my mate in heat.
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      I run my hands through Brooks’s short hair. He’s got his head on my belly as he sleeps. The morning light is shining in through the large windows in the bedroom, and it’s so peaceful and perfect. If we have a boy I hope he looks just like Brooks.

      I wonder what he looked like as a child. The thought reminds me that I really don’t know much about him. His eyes slowly open and he smiles at me. I keep touching his hair and rubbing down his neck and shoulders, not wanting to break the stillness in this moment. It somehow feels as intimate as when we make love.

      When that thought enters my mind, I halt it in its tracks. No, this isn't making love. This is sex. Right? Not that I would know a difference. He’s the only man I’ve ever been with. But the way he makes me feel can’t just be all about sex. It’s so much more than that.

      “Why the face, beautiful?” he asks me. I try to cool my expression, not realizing that I’d given anything away. “Tell me.” He nibbles on my stomach, making me giggle. He kisses the spot he bit, and his eyes come back to mine. His face is serious. “If something is bothering you, I have to know what it is. I can’t fix it unless you tell me.”

      I know he’s right. I should lay my cards on the table. If we are having a baby together we need to be on the same page about everything so it doesn't get messy. Though I’m not sure we haven't already crossed that line. I’m already having deep feelings for Brooks.

      “Maybe we should make rules or something,” I say, unsure how to word what I want. Heck, I’m not even sure what I want. Okay, maybe that’s a lie. I want him to tell me this is about more than us having a baby. That he has some kind of growing feelings for me, too. That we’re not crazy to jump into a relationship that could potentially mess things up with our baby we’re so eager to make.

      I would hate to think that it’s all one-sided and I’m falling even more for him. What if things go south and we break up? The idea of seeing him with someone else makes me want to throw up. If we have a baby, then we’ll always be connected. I can’t stand the thought of being apart and not having him in my arms, and I need a clear line in the sand. Fast.

      “The only rule we need is that you belong to me,” he growls, sitting all the way up.

      His eyes narrow and I see the determination on his face. It’s as if he’s up against some sort of challenge. What woman in her right mind wouldn’t want to belong to him? Of course I want that, but I need more. I need to know what all of that entails. I might not be acting like an old-fashioned woman, but when it comes to commitment, that’s what I’ve always been after. It’s why I’ve been alone so long. I was waiting on the one. What happens if I’ve found that, but he doesn’t feel the same? I need it spelled out.

      “Are you mine, too?” I whisper, looking up at him through my lashes. I’m suddenly feeling completely unsure of what his answer might be. A small knot forms in my stomach, and I can feel my heartbeat speed up. “I mean, more than just having a baby together.”

      My words are rushed and I don’t know what to expect. So when his face softens and he pushes me down into the bed, I melt a little. He moves on top of me, and feeling his weight makes me feel safe.

      “I’m sorry I ever made you think that, my sweet Eleanor. This isn’t about a baby. Well, it didn’t start that way.”

      He leans down and kisses me so deeply that all my doubts melt away. He goes slow and takes his time, like he’s got nothing else in the world to do besides kiss me. It’s so beautiful that it makes my body ache for him. I want to seal this kiss by connecting as intimately as possible.

      When he pulls back, he cups my cheek and locks his eyes with mine.

      “I’ve wanted you the moment I first saw you. Then when I found out you wanted a baby, I knew I’d be the only man to ever give you one.”

      My mouth falls open at his confession. “You wanted me from the first moment you saw me?” I ask, wanting to hear him say it again. How can that be possible?

      “I more than wanted you. I think I’ve gone a little crazy,” he says, laughing and pressing his forehead to mine. “But I don’t care.”

      “I thought maybe you knew I wanted a baby and you’d always wanted one, too. So you’d be able to get what you wanted. Nothing more,” I admit to him, and he smirks. Could I have really been wrong about my assumptions from the beginning?

      “Beautiful, I can’t keep my fucking hands off you. I want a baby with you and no one else. I didn't even know I wanted kids until I saw you. Until you gave the idea life in my head.”

      “This is crazy.” I bite my lip to keep from smiling. Is this real? Is this really happening?

      “I told you I’m already crazy.” He pulls away from me and jumps off the bed. He goes over to a nearby dresser and opens up a drawer. After a second, he walks back with a box in his hand.

      My breath catches when I see the black velvet box resting on his palm as he presents it to me. Am I dreaming? He kneels down beside the bed and I sit up, putting my hands over my mouth. When he opens the box, I see a giant diamond sparkling in the morning light. It’s round and on a delicate band and looks like something that belongs in a museum and not in this bedroom. My eyes are probably popping out of my head as he smiles at me and takes it out of the box. I’m completely silent as he slips it on my finger, never even asking me if I’ll marry him. He brushes his lips across my knuckles and then leans up, kissing me softly on the lips.

      “We can get this finalized today. Then you’ll know how serious I am about this.”

      I stare down at the rock that’s weighing down my hand. I’m still in shock and completely speechless. This is more than crazy.

      “We don’t even know each other.” He gives me a smile that makes me think he’s hiding something. Then it hits me. If he knew I wanted a baby, it’s likely he knows almost everything about me. “Well, I guess I don’t know much about you.”

      “That will come with time. But while you have my last name. This is forever for me, and who says we can’t learn as we go,” he adds before standing up and pulling me into his arms. “We can be married by the end of the day.” He starts to lead me towards the bathroom, and I tug on him to make him stop. He turns to look at me, the playfulness dropping from his face.

      “I’m not saying I don’t want to marry you.”

      “You’re marrying me,” he throws back, and I have to fight a laugh. I can already see how married life with him is going to be. He’s possessive and controlling, but in the sweetest of ways.

      “I can’t get married without my mom. It would break her heart. She’s the only family I have.” I place my hand on his bare chest. “She’ll be the grandmother to our baby.”

      “Babies,” he corrects, but I keep going.

      “I need her to be there and to meet you. It’s always just been her and me before now.” Brooks pulls me into him so our bodies are pressed together.

      “Invite her over for dinner tonight. I want to meet the woman who raised my beautiful, sweet soon-to-be wife.” I wrap my arms around his neck and he picks me up easily.

      He moves towards the bathroom again and I feel light and happy. Everything in my life has led to this and it’s all coming together. Finally, all of my dreams are coming true.
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      I carry in the last of the bags and put them in the room next to ours. We might have gone a little overboard today with baby shopping. When we were in the shower I told her that I wasn't going to work and we could spend the whole day looking at baby stuff if she wanted to. The look on her face went straight to my heart. And I promised myself that I’d live my life making sure to keep that look on her face. I’d never seen someone light up like that before. It was so innocent and sweet. No matter what it takes, I’ll do right by her and our children.

      I look around at what used to be a guest room. It’s right beside the master, so it’s the perfect room for a nursery. The space is completely empty after I had it cleared out today. We were out buying things to fill it up and I wanted it to be a blank canvas for whatever Ella chooses.

      A shard of worry cuts through me when I think about how her mom will be here soon. All day I kept trying to come up with a way to tell her that I didn't really have a sister, but there was never the right moment. I needed to tell her how I really came to find her, but I couldn't bring myself to dim her smile. I can’t find the right words, but I know I have to tell her. Soon.

      Part of me is terrified because I don’t know how she’s going to react. I’ve never been scared of a thing in my life, but the idea of losing her is more than I can stand. Upsetting her isn’t something I’m prepared to do. I remind myself that no matter what happens I won’t let her get away. I’ll figure this out.

      Hopefully I can win her mom over tonight and drag her to the courthouse tomorrow to make it official. I need to have her legally bound to me. We can plan a wedding as big as she wants in a few months if she likes, but I need us married now. I want my name branded on her.

      “Hey.”

      I turn around to see Ella standing in the doorway, sleep still in her eyes. I’d carried her into the house after we’d gotten home and made love to her until she passed out.

      “Hey, beautiful.”

      I walk over to her and pull her into my arms. Like always she melts into me. How I got so lucky to have found this sweetness, I’ll never know. I hated her father Vick when I met him, but maybe I should be thanking him for giving me such a woman.

      I don’t know how that dumb fuck could walk away from my girl. She has something special in her heart, and I love her. I could feel it from that first moment I laid eyes on her. Something deep inside me shifted and fell into place. I didn’t realize I’d been waiting for her my whole life.

      She wraps her arms around me like she always does. I love how easily she gives herself to me. God, she’s going to be an incredible wife and a wonderful mother to our children. I hope I can live up to everything she wants.

      “My mom texted me. She’s on the way.” She gives me one of her big smiles.

      There’s no way her mom could know who my mom married. Could she? I doubt it. I just need to get through tonight without Ella finding out. We’ll get married first thing in the morning and then I’ll tell her. I know I should probably do it before, but I just can’t take that chance.

      “Go get ready. I’ll finish dinner.” I give her ass a small squeeze and it makes her giggle before she goes back to our bedroom.

      I watch her walk away and want to follow her, but I hold myself back knowing that if I do, her mom will show up while I’m deep inside her daughter. Probably not the best introduction to each other.

      I want her mom to like me. I know how much she means to Eleanor, and I know how much my own mom means to me. Hell, this is how everything started. Because of my mom and wanting to protect her against a con artist—it all led to my woman.

      I shake the thoughts from my mind. Right now, I need to focus on getting through tonight.

      I go to the kitchen and check on the pasta I requested be made ahead of time. Then I start pulling out the sides the staff had prepared to go with it. I set the table and make sure everything is perfect just as Ella comes walking into the kitchen. She’s wearing a light blue dress and her feet are bare. Her long dark hair flows behind her and she’s practically glowing. I’m pretty sure she’s pregnant just from the light around her. I can’t stand the distance between us, and I pick her up by the hips and sit her on the counter.

      “I’m a little nervous to tell my mom about everything,” she admits. Her small hands lock together in her lap as she bites her lip.

      I use my thumb to pull her bottom lip out from between her teeth. Then I give her a quick kiss before I rub my hands up and down her arms.

      “It will all be fine,” I tell her. “I’ll make sure of it.”

      “You can’t control everything.” She shakes her head at me.

      Maybe not, but I sure as fuck can get pretty close to it. I stand between her legs and she rests her hands on my chest.

      “I want this so bad. This all feels so right. I want my mom to like you. I want your family to like me.”

      Her sweet words warm me. I run my hands down to her hips and grip her there. I drop my forehead down to hers and take a deep breath. Fuck, I need to tell her about my family. I should have done it from the beginning, but I didn’t. Now I just need to do it and get it out there already.

      Leaning back, I look into her eyes and open my mouth.

      “Eleanor—” I begin, but my words are cut off when I hear my own mother’s voice coming from the front of the house.

      “Brooky! I was in the neighborhood.”

      Her always-chipper voice carries from the entryway. Fuck, I should have told the front gate to let me know if my mom showed up. They never alert me when she arrives. She’s cleared to come and go as she pleases, and now I should probably change that. I don’t want her or anyone else walking in here while I might have Ella laid out on the kitchen counter. I’ve just never had that worry before now.

      Although as panic settles into my chest, I realize that this might be the moment when it all blows up in my face.

      The sound of her heels clicking her way to us is foreboding. I pray that my mom is alone, but when I see her walking into the kitchen, I realize my luck has run out.
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      Brooks’s whole body tenses. I try to turn around to see the woman who called him Brooky. It better not be that neighbor again. I might lose it this time. Now that I know Brooks is all mine I can stake my claim all I want. I also know he thinks that woman is bat-shit crazy and his lawyer was supposed to have handled all of it. I was all too happy about that. I don't want Brooks anywhere near her.

      I’m not worried about her, though. I know Brooks only sees me. When we were out today most people knew who he was. Women openly stared at him, but he didn't even notice. All his attention was on me. In fact, he was the jealous one. Any guy who tried to even talk to me he either growled at or he barked at them to get away from me. I’d had to fight laughter most of the day because of it. Maybe I was wrong in finding it funny and adorable. The truth is that it made me feel wanted. As if he was scared someone might try to steal me away from him. My finger goes to the diamond ring on my finger. Both Brooks and I keep playing with it absently.

      Brooks’s big body blocks my view of whoever it is that just walked in. “I brought Vick with me,” I hear her say.

      “Fuck,” Brooks grits out, his voice irritated and angry.

      When he looks at me I can’t read him, but I know something is wrong. He’s serious and looks somewhat panicked as he takes my face in his hands.

      “I love you,” he tells me, catching me off guard. “Tell me you know that.”

      “What’s wrong?” I ask, unsure what the hell is going on.

      “I love you,” he says again, right before his mouth lands on mine in a hard kiss.

      It takes my breath away, but also takes away the chance for me to say it back to him. His hands dig into my hair and hold me captive as he devours me.

      “Eleanor.” I freeze when I hear someone I don’t know say my proper name. No one calls me that except Brooks, and sometimes my mother.

      Brooks pulls back from the kiss and looks into my eyes. “I love you,” he says again before stepping aside and letting me see who is in the room.

      I start to smile when I see a tall older woman with the same eyes as Brooks standing there in white slacks and a deep blue shirt. Her blonde-gray hair is short and styled away from her face. She steps towards him and opens her arms.

      My stomach drops when I see who is with her. The man who said my name.

      “Vick?” The sound of his name is almost accusatory, but I don’t care. He looks as shocked to see me as I am to see him.

      “You know my husband?” Brooks’s mom asks me with a smile on her face.

      My eyes shoot to Brooks. “What?” I ask, needing him to fill in some blanks. I’m confused, and suddenly panic is beginning to rise in my chest.

      “He’s not my father,” Brooks adds quickly. “My mother married him a short time ago.”

      I feel a trace of relief that he isn't my freaking brother, but still that makes us…what? Brother and sister by marriage. Oh god, he’s my stepbrother? My mind is racing to keep up with what’s happening.

      “You’re mine. My wife, the mother of my children,” Brooks rasps, and he closes the short distance between us.

      As usual he clears out all thoughts in my mind just by his presence. I don’t know how he always knows what I’m thinking. It reassures me that we were made for each other. Two halves of a whole. It’s how we came together so fast.

      “You’re married!” I hear my mom yell, and I close my eyes. Shit. “Vick?” I hear my mom say next. The question is clear in her voice. She’s probably wondering what the heck he’s doing here.

      This is a mess. It’s way too messy for it to have happened all on its own. I look around to see everyone's staring at me. I turn my eyes to Brooks. It’s then I know the truth in my heart.

      “You knew he was my father, didn't you?” He nods. “You don’t even have a pregnant sister, do you?” He shakes his head.

      Even with discovering those two pieces of the puzzle, this still doesn't make any sense.

      “Why?” I ask. “Why did you do all of this?”

      “I knew Vick was a piece of shit the moment my mom came home with him,” Brooks says, and I see the honesty in his eyes.

      “Brooks!” his mom yells, and my mom snorts with laughter.

      “A piece of shit,” he says again with emphasis as he stares at his mom before turning his attention back to me. “I started digging into him to give my mother the hard evidence she was ignoring, and I found you: his daughter.” His hands come to my face, and he holds me so I can’t look away.

      “You have a daughter?” Brooks’s mom shouts again, but this time at Vick. I ignore them. This is more drama than I’ve ever been in.

      “I told you I wanted you from the moment I laid eyes on you. I set up that meeting and pretended I needed to hire you. Then there you were. You were in my office and I knew if I wanted to, I could get you into my home that very day.” He drops his forehead down to mine. “And I wanted that more than anything. I’d never felt so much all at once, Beautiful. You have to believe me. I was in love on the very spot and I didn’t want to chance losing you. Once I got you here I knew I never wanted you to leave. I was worried that when you would find out about my lies you’d try to leave me.” His voice is thick with emotion.

      He’s gone so far to get me. Maybe he did it the wrong way, but I know he would always do whatever he could to have me by his side. To make me happy and keep me safe. It’s written all over his face right now. He loves me with every inch of his heart. If I thought for a second that he didn’t, then I wouldn’t have agreed to this in the first place. But I’ve known somewhere in my soul from the moment we met that this thing between us is the real deal.

      “Maybe we should go.” I glance over to see my mom standing right next to us. Brooks pulls back and looks at her.

      “I’m in love with your daughter. If you give me a chance, I’ll prove that,” he tells her.

      My mom smiles at him, then reaches out and places her hand on his arm.

      “All right. I’ll be back again tomorrow. Let’s try to do dinner again.” She gives his arm a small squeeze before turning to look at me. “Call me tomorrow,” she says, kissing me on the cheek. “Whatever makes you happy makes me happy. I give no shits about Vick. I got you because of him, so it’s hard to hate him,” she whispers in my ear. “But Brooks is right, he’s a piece of shit.”

      I fight a smile. She didn't have to tell me that. My mom always wants what’s best for me and whatever makes me happy.

      My mom walks over to Brooks’s mom and introduces herself as she completely ignores Vick. Brooks’s mom looks like she wants to murder Vick. I’m guessing like all the women in his life, he hasn't been honest with her either.

      My mom gives me one last smile before she leaves, and then Brooks wraps his arms around me.

      I glance over to see Brooks’s mom and Vick, who seem to be in a whisper argument that’s getting hotter by the second. I can’t hear what they’re saying from over here, but Vick’s face grows hard and I have a feeling things are about to change between them.
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      “Are you okay to handle this, Mom?” I ask as I step away from Ella and stand in front of her. I want to make sure she’s protected from anything he might try. Just keeping them apart in general is a good idea.

      “Yes,” she says and squares her shoulders.

      She might make poor decisions, but she’s a tough little bird. I watch as she pulls out her cellphone and types out something on it.

      “You can get your things from the house. My security will make sure you’re not taking anything that doesn’t belong to you. And my attorney is going to file for an annulment.” She looks up and gives Vick a death glare. “You’d be smart not to fight it, or I’ll drag your ass through court until you’ve got nothing left.”

      “He’s already got nothing,” I say, and Vick narrows his eyes at me.

      For a second he looks like he’s going to challenge me, but then he looks beyond me and his eyes soften. I can see his wheels already beginning to turn. If he can’t get a hold of my mom’s fortune, maybe he can somehow weasel his way into Ella’s life and get at mine.

      “Eleanor, darling—” he starts, but she steps out around me and cuts him off.

      “You don’t get to say my name. You don’t get to know anything about me. You gave up that right the day you told my mother to get rid of me. Then you continued to make that choice with every moment that passed from them to now. You made your decision to live your life the way you wanted, and that’s okay by me. But I made the decision to live without you, and I’m not going back on that. Ever.”

      I place my hand at Ella’s back, offering support. This is her decision, but I won’t allow a leech to be in her life and take all that is good and pure out of her.

      “I love Brooks,” she says, and I feel my chest grow with pride. She turns to look me in the eyes and smiles. “I do. I love you so much. You’re the one.”

      It’s so simple and so perfect.

      “I love you, too,” I say as she smiles softly at me.

      “Brooks keeps telling me that this is our house, the home where we’re going to raise our children. With no disrespect to you, Mrs. Renshaw,” she says and nods to my mother. “I’d like you to leave my house, Vick, and I’d like you to never come back.”

      He looks like he might have something to say back to her, but instead he throws up his hands and mumbles curses as he leaves.

      “I’ll be in touch,” my mom says as she comes over and kisses me on the cheek. “And I’ll be here tomorrow for dinner, too. By myself. I think we need a chance to meet properly.”

      “I’d like that,” Ella says and hugs her back.

      I text my security to follow her home. I know she has her own, but it doesn’t hurt to have a few backups for people like Vick. I’m not worried, though. Between her and the entourage she has in her house, she’s got this handled. And honestly, she needs to get her own ass out of this situation. I warned her about Vegas.

      When the front door closes, I turn to Ella. “Sorry, Beautiful.”

      “Sorry for wha—” She squeals as I grab her up in my arms and throw her over my shoulder.

      I stomp through the house and up the stairs to our bedroom. “I’m sorry you’re going to have to wait on dinner. You and I have got some celebrating to do. And I don’t plan on using words to do it.”

      “Why are we celebrating?” She giggles as she slaps my ass.

      I slap her back and she wiggles on my shoulder.

      “For a second I thought my whole world was crumbling down around me. Now that I know it’s not, I want to celebrate. And in order to do that, I need my cock ten inches deep in your tight little pussy while I get you pregnant.”

      This time when she wiggles on my shoulder, I know it’s not her being playful. When I toss her on the bed and her legs automatically spread, I give her a wicked smile. God, I love breeding her.
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        One year later…

      

      

      “He’s so strong,” she says as she holds our baby boy.

      He’s got his hand wrapped around her finger, and I know the feeling. I’m wrapped just as tight for her, too. There’s nothing in the world my beautiful bride could ask for that I wouldn’t provide.

      Our son a few months old now, and he is the light of our lives. I was right when I thought I got her pregnant on the first try. Her body was ripe and ready from the beginning, and now we’ve already got another on the way. We didn’t waste any time after she was cleared, and it happened right away. I can’t keep my cock out of her, and she can’t stay off of it. It’s really a dangerous combination.

      “I’m going to put him to bed,” she says, carrying him to the crib and placing him inside it. She turns on his sound machine and the baby monitor.

      I walk over to where she’s standing by the crib and move behind her. I place one hand on her growing belly and the other down her panties. I don’t do anything, I just like to cup her pussy and feel it against my palm.

      “He’s getting so big,” I whisper and kiss her neck.

      Her ass moves against my cock and I know she wants it. But this moment is so sweet, I’m not ready for it to end.

      My son is strong and healthy, and my wife is pregnant with our second boy. She’s so fertile and horny that it makes me hard every hour of the day. I’m constantly fighting myself not to drink all her milk and let her sleep through the night.

      My finger slips between her lips and I feel the wetness there. “Two boys ten months apart.” I smile and nibble my way up her neck. “What are we going to do?” I rub her clit a little, going slow. We’re in no rush.

      “It’s crazy, but so are we,” she says as she leans back and looks up at me. “Take me to bed.”

      I pull my fingers out from her panties and lick them as we leave the nursery and go to our bedroom. Once inside, she strips off and lies in the middle of the bed, just how I like. Her body is bare and her legs are spread, and she’s welcoming me like a king coming back from battle.

      I climb on top of her and slip the tip of my cock into her wet folds and just rub it there. I don’t enter her yet, because I want my taste first. I kiss my way down her chest and to her milky tits as a drop of the sweet cream rolls down and I lick it up. It’s sweeter now that she’s pregnant, and I can’t get enough. I rub her nipple across my lips and then I nuzzle her there before I move to the other one.

      “You’re so fucking full and tight. I know when I fuck you, I’m going to watch those creamy drops come out with every thrust.”

      She moans and her pussy tightens around the tip. The thought makes my dick throb and I can’t wait anymore. I have to slide into her wetness. She’s still so tight that it squeezes my cock to the point of pain, but I ignore it as I take her hard. I keep thinking that if I cum in her enough, the one baby will turn into twins. A man can dream, right?

      I grab her ass and lean back so I’m not crushing the baby. And this way, I can rub her pussy while I’m inside her. Sometimes I still like to call her my baby sister when we’re fucking and whisper all the nasty things I would have done to her if we were teenagers together. She loves dirty talk just as much as I do, and something about the taboo of being semi-related is a turn-on.

      Our lives are perfect and though we may have started out a little less conventional than most, I wouldn’t change a thing. I want to spend every second of every day making her and our children smile. And I’ll do whatever it takes to make that happen.

      “I love you, Beautiful.”

      Her thighs widen as she rubs my chest and kisses me. “I love you, too.”

      Her body responds like it always does, and I feel her orgasm coming. I tease her just enough to have her all worked up so that when she cums on my dick she covers me in cream. I press my chest to hers as the climax rolls over her, and I can feel the warm liquid of her milk on me. The smell and feel of it are more than I can take and I thrust deep, cumming in her as hard as I can. Pulses of cum coat her womb, and I feel her pussy trying to take it all.

      I roll us over so she’s laid across my chest, and I hold her to me. There’s nothing in the world I love more than falling asleep with her pussy wrapped around my cock. Our son is still little, so when he cries at night, I’m the one who gets up and feeds him. So I cherish these moments with Ella while I can.

      “Go ahead and sleep, beautiful,” I say, kissing the top of her head.

      “I’m already dreaming,” she replies, and I smile as we drift off.
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        Ten years later….

      

      

      “You’re not allowed to cry at the happiest place on earth,” Brooks says to our little girl.

      He’s trying to act tough, but I know he’s about to give her the Minnie Mouse she’s asking for. Our daughter is the youngest of seven kids. And the only girl. I wanted a little girl, but Brooks kept giving me boys. Finally, when we had her, I said we were done. I was surprised that Brooks went along with it so well, but he always gives me what I want, no questions asked.

      I watch as Brooks pays for the Minnie and tells our daughter that she’s not getting any more for the rest of the day. I look over to her brothers who are all waiting by the door. Each of them is carrying the Minnies she’s already gotten today. But every store we go by she asks for a new one, and none of them can tell her no. I just roll my eyes and laugh. She’s so spoiled but so protected as well. If her father wasn’t going to be bad enough, having six older brothers to watch out for you is like having your own personal army. But they all dote on her as they carry around her pink stuffed animals and ride all the rides she wants to. Thank god, because if I have to ride the teacups one more time, I might pull my hair out. But they’re all so patient with her.

      I’m so thankful our moms and our kids are able to be here together. When I first mentioned that I wanted to come to Disney for vacation, some of the older boys griped, but then they closed up quick after one look from Brooks. He does his best to keep them straight, but I know they’d all do anything I wanted.

      I watch as our moms join all seven kids in line for the next ride. The two of them are having almost as much fun as the kids. I was worried about them keeping up, but while the kids are getting tired and trying to go to bed, the moms are dragging them back out for more. Thankfully Brooks’s mom kicked Vick to the curb long ago, and we haven't heard from him since. She’s been dating a physical therapist that my mom set her up with for the past couple of years and seems to be really happy. I sometimes wish my own mom would date, but she says she can’t find the time. I personally think she has a friends-with-benefits situation with another doctor in her practice, but she’ll never admit it to me. As long as she’s happy. That’s all that matters.

      I feel Brooks come up behind me and wrap his arms around my waist. “Are you having fun?” he asks, kissing me on the neck.

      “You know I am,” I say as I rub the arms he has wrapped around me.

      Leaning back into him, I sigh and feel all the stress of home life fade away. I’m lucky that Brooks is so hands-on and we have both our moms to help, but with all the kids and their after-school stuff, it can be a lot to keep up with. Coming here was a way to be together while having fun, and I’m already looking forward to coming back.

      “Our moms are looking forward to taking them to the fireworks tonight,” he says, running his nose up my neck.

      “I’m sorry we’re going to miss them,” I say, but then I smile. “I guess we’ll just have to make some of our own.” I turn in his arms and look up into his smiling face. “Think you can handle that, Mr. Renshaw?”

      He places his forehead against mine and I feel his hand slide down to my ass. “Mrs. Renshaw, you better watch yourself. Don’t you dare give me a challenge.”

      “You’re groping me in Disney. I’m pretty sure Mickey Mouse is going to have something to say about that.”

      He smacks my ass and I squeal and giggle. I try to pull away from him, but his grip only tightens.

      “I dare that rat to try and take you away from me.”

      “Not a chance in the world,” I say, pulling him close to me and placing a kiss on his lips.

      I’m so lost in just the two of us that I don’t feel someone come up beside us. When we break apart from our kiss, I’m shocked to see Mickey standing there with his hands on his hips, tapping his foot. My cheeks redden like I’ve been caught by a teacher making out with my boyfriend behind the bleachers.

      “Sorry, Mickey,” I mumble, and then break out into laughter.

      “I’m not,” Brooks says and pulls me even closer. I feel him squeeze my ass one more time before Mickey waves at us and keeps on walking.

      “I think that just made my whole vacation,” I say and laugh again at how ridiculous that was.

      “Careful, beautiful,” Brooks says in my ear. “I’m going to fuck you like a dirty princess tonight.”

      A warm shiver travels down my back as I think of all the ways he’s going to love me. Can the happiest place on earth get any happier? I think I’m going to find out.
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      Sean Sparrow has one more job to pull: break into the bank, steal what he was hired to take, and get out. He plans everything to the very last detail, sure of success... until he sees Tessa.

      Tessa Martin lives a humdrum life. With a boring job and a crappy roommate, she's sure there must be more to life than this. She's not prepared for the muscle-bound bearded man who walks into her life, offering her everything she's ever wanted.

      When Sean breaks down all of Tessa's walls, she has no choice but to fall hard and fast. 

      But when the truth comes out, and Sean is fully revealed to her, will their instalove be enough to hold them together?
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      “Oh, fuck, just like that. Take it all the way to the back of your throat.”

      The slurping noise from the woman on her knees a few feet from me makes me clench my jaw. The smell of cigars and sex coats the air, making me wish I didn’t have to breathe in the stench.

      “Oh, right there. Swallow it all,” Nick mumbles as the slurping noise grows louder, and he grunts his release.

      Fucking hell, this is why I like to work alone. Being in the back of a seedy strip club after hours is making my skin crawl.

      One last job. I keep reminding myself why I’m here. I’m going to have to scrub my body with sandpaper when I leave this place. I’ll need a scalding hot shower and might even burn my clothes. God knows what’s happened in the very seat I’m sitting in.

      “You want her next? Maybe she can pull that stick out of your ass.” Nick laughs at his own joke as the woman pulls herself to her feet. She stumbles as she gets up, almost falling over in her heels. Who knows what she’s on. From how rail thin she is and the glazed look in her sunken eyes, I’m guessing something heavy.

      She steps towards me like my silence is an invitation, but I stop her in her tracks with a stare. I’d rather cut my fucking dick off than let her anywhere near it.

      “Come on, man. Loosen the fuck up,” Nick says as he adjusts himself and grabs a beer from the table next to him.

      “I’m leaving in five.” I clip my words, making them hard. This meeting was supposed to start twenty minutes ago, and I have shit to do. Okay, maybe not shit to do, but I have somewhere else I want to be.

      Stuck in the back of a strip club, waiting for the boss to show up, is not my idea of a good time. I took this job for one reason: a diversion. I need these guys, and I’m on a time crunch. Time that is ticking away and being wasted at this very moment. I normally like to work alone, but this job is paying me enough that I can finally retire. I’ll be set for life if everything goes according to plan. If being the operative word.

      These guys think we’re just robbing a bank, which we are, but I’m after something else. A bank job isn’t enough to have me hanging up my gun, but my real reason for breaking into the bank will give me the good life. There’s a very important deposit box inside that vault, and that’s my moneymaker. That box is the real reason I’ve hooked up with these clowns, and they’re the only way I can get into it with the time I’ve got left.

      No one needs to know I was ever in there, which is why I need a robbery to go down. I need chaos to help create a diversion while I get what I’m really after.

      “You’ll stay until Heavy gets here,” Nick says, like he can make me stay.

      “You forget who asked who to do this job.” I start to rise from my chair, like I don’t give a shit about the job one way or another. They asked me for my help, but only because I’d planted seeds for them to do so. I don’t want them to know how much this job means to me. It’s better if they think I don’t give a shit.

      Just then, Heavy walks in.

      “Out!” he snaps, and the girls who have been roaming around scurry from the room.

      Lazily, I drop back down into my chair and wait. Heavy pours himself a drink before making his way over to where Nick and I are sitting, a few more of his crew coming in behind him and joining us.

      Heavy is anything but heavy. He’s barely five foot, balding, and wears the most God-awful suits I’ve ever seen. The only reason he’s got himself this little makeshift gang is because it used to be his father’s until he passed a few years back.

      What was once a decent crew turned into a bunch of lazy fucks who clearly aren’t making ends meet. Seeing as they all latched on to the stupid idea of robbing a Federal bank, these idiots are dumber than I thought.

      Or maybe Heavy’s as crazy as I’ve heard he is, and he just doesn’t care. Crazy is dangerous and makes for sloppy work. Crazy is hard to understand and not easy to predict. I feel like I’ve bitten off more than I can chew with this crew, and I’m starting to have second thoughts. My doubts are bubbling to the surface, and I think maybe it’s time to call this whole operation off.

      Right until Heavy drops a stack of pictures and papers on to the table, making my heart jump into my throat.

      I sit perfectly still, trying to appear completely unfazed by what I see. The real reason I want to call off the job. I don’t make a single move to indicate I know who the woman is. Her pictures are scattered across the table for all these men to leer at, and I’m cool and calm on the outside. On the inside, though, I’m losing my shit.

      I’ve always been known for my control, and for the first time in my life, I feel a crack split in my facade. The mask I so carefully wear starts to slip, and I have to rein myself in.

      “Tessa Morgan.” Heavy says her name like he bought himself a winning lottery ticket. I should have seen this coming, and maybe I did but I ignored it. I don’t even like her name on his lips. She’s too sweet and pure for a man like Heavy to even say her name.

      When I knew what bank was my target weeks ago, I started digging up every piece of information I could get my hands on. Tessa stood out to me right away but probably not for the same reasons she stood out to Heavy.

      I hate her name on his lips; it makes my stomach clench. I’ve been watching her for weeks already, and I told myself it’s because she’s a part of the job. That’s a lie, because I haven’t watched anyone else at the bank. Just her. I want to watch her now.

      Each day my little obsession for her seems to grow. Now I’m so deep there’s no turning back. I have to have her, and I will, by any means necessary.

      She’s the reason I keep picking up my phone every ten minutes. I’ve been checking her location. Checking on her.

      “What about her?” I manage to ask the question with as much indifference I can muster, but my blood feels like it's ice, moving through my veins as everyone in the room stares down at the pictures of her. She looks like a fucking angel. My angel. That’s what I thought the first time I’d laid eyes on her, and I still think it every time I see her.

      Her reddish-brown hair falls in waves around her face down to the middle of her back. She has honey-colored eyes like I’ve never seen before. I didn’t even know eyes could look like liquid gold. When I first saw her, I was sure they were contacts. After I planted the camera in her apartment, I learned it was her true color. Those gorgeous eyes hypnotize me.

      She’s curvy, almost plump, and her short stature makes her seem compact. It’s like I could carry her soft little body around with me, and she’d mold against me perfectly. But what drives me wild about her are the little freckles that pepper her cheeks and her little button nose. It makes her look sexy and innocent, all rolled into this fucking package I can’t get off my mind.

      It started with how she looked, but as the days went on, the more I watched her, it became so much more. She truly was a sweet little angel. Not a mean bone in her body. Always has a smile for everyone, but a lot of the time the smile doesn't reach her eyes. I want to make that smile reach her eyes. Have it directed at me.

      Now all these fucks are standing around, staring at her, and I’m trying not to lose my shit.

      I know what Heavy’s going to suggest, because I’d thought it myself.

      “We’re going to use her to glean information on the bank and get our hands on her access keys. She looks easy enough to seduce.”

      “I’m not into chubby chasing,” Nick says, picking up one of the pictures of my angel. I feel my fingers twitch, wanting to grab the blade at my side and slam it through his hand.

      “You’ll do what you’re told,” Heavy reminds him, but no way could Nick seduce her. He isn’t charming enough. She’d run from his sleazy advances the first time he tried to come on to her. He’s used to paying women to fuck him.

      Heavy’s eyes are on me, but I don’t want to seem eager. If I try to jump in, the situation could blow up in my face and ruin everything.

      “Sparrow should do it. The ladies always seem to be after him.” I have no clue what Heavy means by that. Maybe it’s because the whores in his club are always trying to latch on to me, but that’s probably because I don’t look like I’d beat the shit out of them. Like his whole fucking crew does.

      “I’m here to make sure the cops don’t show up. I’m cutting the lines and hacking the systems. Those are my skills sets,” I remind him, as if I want no business seducing the girl. I’ll be the one to do it if it’s something he’s going to push. “We don’t need her. I got you the floor plans, schedules, and I can take their system down easy. We don’t need to drag a woman into this, one who can end up identifying us when it’s all finished.”

      “Trust me, she won’t be identifying anyone when we’re done with her.” Heavy’s intent is clear. But that’s something I would never allow to happen. “I just want to make sure everyone is on the same page. Let’s not forget she has keys, too. Access to the main vault.”

      “And what if shit goes wrong? She could ID me if she slips through our fingers,” I try again, going at him from another angle.

      “Why do you care? I hear this is your last job anyways.”

      I regret giving him that piece of information, but I had to give him something. I was known for working alone, doing random jobs for crews. Normally, when I did pick up a job with another crew, I still did those jobs alone. Got them what they needed, then stepped out. I had to have a reason why this time I was willing to go in with a whole group, and I used this being my final score as that reason. I told Heavy I wanted to walk away with a lot of money so I could be done. But I have a feeling with all this talk about the girl not walking away and wanting me to get close to her that Heavy doesn’t plan on me walking away either.
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