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​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​​...

​​​​​​During a work trip with her dashing boss, Luna fulfils one of her darkest fantasies by sleeping with him. She has had a crush on the Werewolf for a long time, but everybody knows he isn't looking for a relationship. She thought, naively, that he would be different with her, but the only thing different about her is that he does not even remember her name the next time they see each other in the office.

Luna is a capable woman who has overcome countless adversities to get where she is. She can get over this- get over him, too.

It is, however, much more challenging to overcome the fact that their one night of passion had resulted in long term consequences.

"I can't get you pregnant, my ass," she sneers at the pregnancy tests scattered on her bathroom floor.

With nowhere else to turn, she decides to marry her best friend, only to have the same man who had rejected her so callously interrupt the wedding and steal her away.

She thought she loved him and this will be the happily ever after that she wanted all along, but she couldn't have been more wrong.

...
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​​​​Prologue
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The seduction, if she could even call it that, isn't even a seduction at all.

She wishes he had been more romantic, that she could use a better excuse about why she had finally slept with her boss. She had been so good. She is the only employee on the floor who hasn't yet agreed to sleep with him. It's not necessarily a badge one should wear with honor, but it's a badge nevertheless.

"It would be easier for everyone, especially you," he says to her on the first day of vacation. "We both know you want this."

Does she really, though? She hasn't slept with him, but she also hasn't slept with anyone.

Luna is a virgin and that's another badge that she wears, though it isn't one that's known to her colleagues, not like the first thing.

The thing with Damien- The thing with her boss is that he is possessive with his lovers, no matter how short a time he keeps them around. Shifters are generally rather possessive of their lovers. So, the single women in their office would, at some point or the other, carry his mark on their skin. Marks that generally do not have the time to fade before he's moved on to the next paramour.

Luna likes to think herself as a fairly open-minded person, but she doesn't condone Damien's propensity to sleep with anyone who's willing. Unlike most, he doesn't care whether his lovers are shifters or human, merely that they are willing and understand that it is a purely physical thing. He isn't in it for love. He enjoys sex and, luckily for him, is very good at it and has plenty of partners to  choose from.

"You're coming to my bed tonight," he whispers against the flushed heat of her skin.

"Am I?" she hums. She is feeling pleasantly buzzed from all the drinks she's had, but she isn't so far gone that she is incapable of knowing how terrible of an idea this is.

You see, unlike most of the other women Damien has brought to his bed, she is in love with him. She doesn't just want this to be physical. She wants him to actually love her back. She had dreamed so long of being his that it is easy to say yes and let him has his way with her. She isn't so self absorbed to think that would make her unique. Plenty of women are in love with Damien and wish he would sweep them off their feet and offer them the happily-ever-after that everybody wants.

She's witnessed first hand what heartbreak looks like on those women, having been tasked with showing them out the door when they inevitably find their way to the office. They're, for the most part, dressed their best on the way in but look in complete disarray on their way out, often in tears of humiliation and rejection. Some don't bother with dressing up, coming in their day-old-clothes and demanding to see Damien, wanting an explanation for why he's ending things when it's all going so well. Why he hadn't been answering their calls? Why, Damien? Why?

Because he can.

He's done it so many times before that she doesn't even think twice about it anymore. The poor young women should have known better, she thought selfishly. They shouldn't have fallen for him in the first place.

They know better.

But here she is, doing exactly what she has judged others for. She shakes her head. "I have no interest in being another statistics, Mr. Terrador," she says firmly. She is not even supposed to be here. Alvin had an emergency at home and she was the only one available on short notice, as in 'be there in half an hour' short notice.

"You are not just another statistic," he says.

She isn't gullible enough to believe that she's special in any way. "I know how you are, Mr. Terrador. You just had an infuriating business meeting and you're looking for someone to take the frustration out on."

"No such thing," he says, but there's a curve to his lips that indicates that he's amused by her observation and she isn't too far off.

"You don't even know my name, do you?" she asks. She should be insulted. She had been with him the entire day, running his errands and getting everything he needed.

"Of course I know who you are," he says and then pauses when he realizes she isn't wearing the company issued name tag.

She grins. "Luna," she says, throwing him a bone.

"Beautiful name," he says.

She rolls her eyes. "For someone who's supposed to be really good at this, you are spectacularly terrible, sir."

"I am very good in bed," he corrects suavely. "The small talk, not so much."

"That's a prerequisite," she argues. "Surely they don't just jump into bed with you without making you do the wooing first?"

"Normally a gift would be enough," he says, close enough to touch.

"Oh? Did you get something for me?" she asks, feeling brave.

"What can I get for you that would improve my chances with you?" he asks and places his hands on her hips. He lifts her up and then settles into a couch with her in his lap.

"Oh, I don't know," she laughs, enjoying this more than she should.

"Why don't I surprise you?" he says.

"I don't like surprises," she starts to say, cutting off abruptly when he takes her hands and raises them to his lips and kisses her fingers. Her eyes widen and she swallows, blushing. "Are you even listening to me?" she asks, mortified to hear how shaky and lacking in conviction her own voice sounds. "I'm not someone you can just woo and toss away the next day."

"I'm not going to toss you away the next day," he says with a small smile. "I'll take responsibility."

"You're a liar," she says, but her heart beats faster. Does he say this to all the women he tricks into bed with him? Surely they will be more upset if he had promised them something more and failed to deliver? "I don't believe you," she whispers.

"Let me show you," he says. "You can tell me to stop whenever you want, but you won't be able to resist," he continues.

"You're so full of yourself," she laughs, but she's already caving. It sounds good enough. She can let him try and seduce her and if she isn't enjoying herself, she can tell him to stop. "You're so relentless," she says.

"And yet, you find yourself craving it, don't you? The way I make you feel," he says and surges towards her, kissing her with a sudden ferocity that takes her by surprise.

She kisses him back, though in all honesty, she doesn't know how to, it being her first kiss and all. She leans into his touch and lets him take control, parting her lips when his tongue licks between the seams.

"That's it," he hums, pulling away so he can slide his fingers inside, flicking her tongue. She sucks it without thinking and gazes at him from under her lashes, trying to figure out if that's what he wants. He strokes her back with his other hand and she's vaguely aware of how tightly she's clinging onto his shoulders. "So gorgeous," he says. "I believe I could do anything I chose to you when you're like this and you won't even stop me, would you? You wouldn't even try."

She wants to argue that he doesn't know her, that she hasn't changed her mind about him and she could still put a stop to this insanity, but she too curious to see where this will go and there is something oddly gratifying about sucking his fingers and watching his pupils dilate, his scent thickening with arousal.

She makes a small moaning noise and he pulls his fingers out of her mouth, wet and glistening, and slowly and torturously glides her hand up her skirt and between her legs.

"You're soaked already," he says as she gasps, clinging to him helplessly. He pushes her panties to the side and slides his finger in. She cries out at the sensation. "Shh... relax," he coaxes. "Must've been a long time since you've had sex," he whispers, making conclusions about her that he knows nothing about.

Before she can correct him, he slides into the tight heat of her body, right up to the first knuckle, caressing and exploring in a way that's both careful and yet incredibly persistent.

"Oh god," she says faintly, gripping his shoulders so hard her fingers are aching.

He moves his face round to kiss her wrist. "Feels good?"

"Yes," she whimpers, surprised by her own answer. "Yes."

"Has anyone ever done this to you before?"

"No," she gasps and bears down on his shoulders for leverage, frantically pushing her hips up into his hand, exactly as he predicted she would.

"Have you ever done it to yourself?"

"Yes," she says in a small, reluctant voice. Absurdly, considering the situation, she still feels embarrassed admitting it.

"How?" he presses. "How did you do it? Lying on your back? Sitting on your couch?"

"In the shower," she whimpers, undulating her hips helplessly.

"How many fingers did you attempt?"

"Oh god, I don't... I don't remember." It is a miracle her cheeks have not caught on fire yet.

"You don't remember, so you've tried it some time ago and didn't like it? Did it not satisfy you?"

"I don't... oh, oh, god," she cries, feeling him slide a second finger inside of her. "Why do you even want to know?"

He curves his fingers and she cries out again. "I'm curious," he says.

"Ah, I don't- it wasn't like this, okay?"

"Not like this," he repeats, reaching out his other hand to cradle the back of her head, holding it in place. "Don't close your eyes," he says. "I want to watch you while I'm doing this. You shouldn't be so self conscious, Luna."

"I can't... I'm not..."

"But you are," he says. "You are exquisite," he says caressingly and takes her apart piece by piece.
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Positive.

No matter how many pregnancy tests she's pees on, she keeps getting the same result. One could have been a fluke. User error. Or manufacturer's error. She throws a robe over her nightgown and goes out to buy three different brands from a pharmacist who's looking at her with increasing pity. She ignores the man, pays with her card, and goes back to her apartment while gurgling her second bottle of water. Can't test without pee.

Positive.

Positive.

Pregnant.

The last one is a digital test that costs three times as much as the others and had the audacity to give her a smiley face on it's screen.

Her hands are shaking and it's getting harder and harder to keep her shift in check. She hasn't lost control of her shift since she was teenager and here she is, purring away in a pathetic effort to self-soothe. Her tail had made an appearance at some point too, curling around her body. It is taking all of her self control to not start chewing away at the end. She had done that a lot as a child and needed an embarrassing amount of visits to the country doctor, who always looked so disappointed to see her.

"Such a lovely tail," he says, studying her black silken strands, and then his eyes dart up to her face. "Pity."

As if she didn't know how awkward she looked. She was sixteen and had eyes that are too big for her face and an upturned nose with lips that are too thin to be considered conventionally pretty. Some cat shifters look the part. She looks completely human except when she loses control of her shift and is overwhelmed by emotions, which happened a lot when she was a teenager. Her body is shaped awkwardly too, lanky with small breasts and barely any hip. To be fair, she was sixteen.

Then again, she hasn't really changed that much now either. She's twenty-two and while she never did grow taller, she is still too skinny, her breasts too small and her hips... nonexistent. She read somewhere that this will change as she gets more pregnant.

"I can't get you pregnant, my ass," she sneers at the pregnancy tests scattered on her bathroom floor. She still remembers his sensual voice and the way he had whispered it against her skin. Don't worry, he had whispered, his lips inches from her neck, licking and sucking bruises there. It's impossible.

And she had believed him.

How could she have been so stupid?

To be fair, he is the one with experience under his belt, so she assumed he knew what he was talking about. It's not as if she's the one who had bedded half of the department- the other half only left alone because they are either married or not the gender he's interested in.

She thought he was on some sort of new male birth control plan. She's read about that somewhere.

She's so stupid.

She had fallen for the oldest cliché in the world- an innocent country girl moving to the big, bad city and getting seduced by her arrogant, wealthy boss. She's so ashamed of herself. How is she going to explain this to her family back home?

She should have left the company at Christmas, when Justina did. Justina hadn't slept with her boss, but she might as well have. She had fallen for her manager, the man in charge of training her. She had found out shortly afterwards that the man had a fiancee and she was the side piece. Justina told the poor woman, packed her bags and left.

Justina knew about her crush and told her that she needed to nip it in the bud, tear it out like she did, roots and all, before it could grow. But even the knowledge that Damien would make love with a woman and then proceed to forget her name in the office the day after isn't enough to stop her feelings for the man.

No, Luna had somehow allowed that bud to flower and turn into an entire garden. Not the pretty sort, either. The kind that's overridden with weed and poison ivy.

It had just been a crush. A wild, heart-pounding crush, and one single moment of weakness. She just wanted a taste of what the others had. She just wanted one night.

Her heart hurts as she looks at the positive tests.

What is she going to do?

She's not ready to be a mother and she knows that Damien isn't going to be a father. He isn't even willing to be a significant other, a partner. The notorious playboy had his choice of gorgeous, brilliant women, all willing to get in bed with him despite knowing his reputation. If he could forget those women, no wonder he had forgotten about Luna, who is unremarkable in every way imaginable.

No. Damien would be a terrible father.

Worst still, he might blame her for this. He might think she had done something to get pregnant on purpose. Maybe he thought she was on the pill and that was why he was so certain he couldn't get her pregnant. But she's not on the pill because she has never had sex- had never had sex. That ship has sailed now and for what?

A single night of ecstasy.

Was it worth it?

Kind of, a traitorous voice in her head whispers.

She gathers the tests and throws them all in the bin. She doesn't want to have her crisis in her bathroom when there's a perfectly respectable couch in her living room.

She could go home. Her parents would be disappointed, but they would forgive her... hopefully before she delivers the baby.

This is such a mess.

Does she have to tell Damien? She could just tender her resignation and disappear and no one would be the wiser. She wanders into the kitchen and gets fills a kettle. She'll make tea. She has a decaf tin somewhere that she had only drank from once because she needs caffeine in her blood. What's the current literature on whether that's acceptable or not?

Her tail whips from side to side behind her, but she can't be bothered to get her emotions in check to draw it back into herself.

She'll figure this out.
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Chapter Two
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Luna stops dead in front of the Steel Building and cranes her neck to look at the top floor, squinting against the sunlight reflected on it's steel exterior.

His words continue to echo in her head. What if he doesn't believe her?

Then at least she could say that she's tried.

The air is fresh and warm and it will continue to be fresh and warm when she exits the building later.

It isn't the end of the world. She's going to tell him and then go home. The resignation letter is burning a hole in her bag.

As unexpected as the pregnancy is, Luna has already come to love the baby. She is going to keep it and love it with all of her heart.

Initially, she considered not telling the man, but the possibility of him finding out later down the road isn't one that she wants to risk. He had the right to know.

She pushes the building's revolving door and takes the elevator to the top floor, grateful that they never bothered upgrading the building's system to make it so that each floor required it's own key card.

"You're late," Alvin snaps at Allie as she passes his desk. "What's the matter with you, girl?"

Luna feels the floor move beneath her in a sway of nausea. She had been sick twice on the subway ride from her apartment. She had been queasy for weeks. That should have warned her, but her cycle has always been erratic. She couldn't be pregnant.

Damien reassured her that they didn't need protection, that it was impossible for him to get her pregnant.

She's such an idiot.

"Are you sick?" Alvin asks, his tone softening. "You can just call. You don't need to come in if you're sick," he says. "Unless you're just suffering from a hangover, in which case, I have no sympathy for you."

"I wish," she snorts.

"Then it's some man," the older man says. "Wait a second. I've seen this before. Did you finally sleep with the boss?"

"I knew it was only a matter of time," Patricia says in her thick unidentifiable accent. Her accent switches depending on what tv show she's currently binge-watching. "You know he took Lady Langdon to the benefit last night? It's all over the papers. They think he'll finally settle down now that he's found someone worthy of his time. She's a Werewolf too, you know. Not some-" she pauses and looks over Luna with hard eyes "-trash cat."

"Patricia!" Alvin scolds, but there's a sneer on the corner of his lips too.

They're the judgmental sort who thinks that people who aren't Werewolves aren't worth their time. Luna knows enough of the sort to not let them get to her.

Patricia is one of the women who had slept with their boss, but it was only for one night and after that, Damien hadn't even bothered knowing her name. He didn't even send her flowers, as he had with some of the others.

"But did you really, Luna? I thought you knew better," Alvin's voice is thick with disappointment, but his eyes are bright. Luna knows that it's only a matter of time before everyone in the building finds out.

"Yes," Luna doesn't see the point of lying about it. "I'd like to speak to him, please."

Alvin blinks at her. "You can't just request to speak with our boss, Luna. You know that," he chides.

"All the same, there is something I need to tell him." Briefly, she considers telling Alvin and letting him pass the message along, but she thinks that isn't the kind of attention Damien would appreciate.

As if summoned by his name, Damien's deep, accented voice booms through the intercom on the dark wood desk. "Alvin, come in at once."

A thrill of panic races through Luna at the sound of his voice, causing her heart to nearly leap out of her chest.

"Yes, sir," the executive secretary replies, then releases the intercom button. His eyes trace of Luna's pale face. "You need to create a new analysis on the- Oh, everything's on your desk. Just go to work and get it done before the end of the day. Your work have been lacking of late."

When Luna doesn't move, his cheery expression dissipates.

"Get going, girl."

"No," Luna whispers, one hand on the resignation letter in her bag, the other pressed against her heart, fearing that it would jump right out of her ribcage.

Alvin turns back with surprise, anger in his eyes. "What did you say?"

"I need to see Mr. Hunt," Luna says, shaky but determined. Beneath her long skirt, her tail whips from side to side, making the cloth sway.

"You can't. Go to your office," he says in the tone of someone scolding an unruly teen.

"Let her go," Patricia mutters. "Once he sees her, he'll put an end to her misery and fire her."

Luna starts towards the office door. He could fire her. As she understands it, getting fired would garner her some form of compensation.

"You can't just-"

Luna opens the door the same time Alvin grabs her arm and yanks her back. "I need to talk to you," she gasps when she catches sight of the man, looking unfairly put together behind his massive desk. "Please," she implores.

"I'm sorry sir. I tried to stop her-"

"Leave us, Alvin," he says shortly.

Perhaps it was her tone that had convinced him, or the sight of her. She grimaces when she sees her own reflection in the glass window behind him. She has a beanie stuffed over her head to hide the fact that she has so little control of her emotions that her cat ears have manifested. Her tail hasn't gone away since that day either. She looks half-feral, but she had talked to a doctor about it and the doctor said that the additional stress of carrying a baby had done this to her and it's safer for them both if she isn't prescribed anything to hide those features. That visit had been particularly awkward, especially when they asked if the father was involved. She had written down Damien as the father in the registration form, but no other contact details. She didn't even know where he lived.

"Sit down, Miss..." He pauses and glances at her tag. "Miss Florentine."

He doesn't even remember her name, she thinks despairingly. "Luna," she folds her arm and when he cocks a brow at her, she continues. "I think you should call me Luna."

"Sit down," he repeats, his expression unchanging.

She considers standing her ground, but this isn't the hill that she wants to die on. There are plenty of other hills for her to do that. Her knees tremble as she sinks into the leather chair across from his desk. She hugs herself and considers keeping herself together, but gives up and allows her tail to curl around her body so she can nibble at the end helplessly. It makes him uneasy. It makes people uneasy when her kind does this, but she remembers him reacting quite differently the last time her tail had manifested.

She can see him steeling himself to reject her, the expression on his face shifting so quickly from guilt to annoyance, to apathy that she would have been rendered to tears if she hadn't prepared herself for this possibility.

"What do you wish to discuss with me, Miss Florentine?"

She opens her mouth and then closes it. "I- I need to tell you something."

"Yes?"

He waits with a patience that she wishes he didn't have. It would be easier if he was being an asshole about it. Easier still if she didn't need to do this at all.

"I'm leaving," she says and licks her lips. "Resigning. Effective immediately." There goes her plan to collect her termination compensation. Stupid, stupid stupid. Beneath her soft beanie, her ears twitch in irritation.
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