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​Summary
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Lily Rogers has always lived in the shadow of her parents’ intense love story. She wants something quieter—until Liam Sullivan, the arrogant, magnetic captain of the college baseball team, decides she’s his next obsession.

He’s everything she swore she’d avoid: controlling, merciless, and beautiful. But beneath his cruelty lies fixation—he’s been watching her since freshman orientation, waiting for her to notice him.

When he discovers the sketchbook she’s filled with drawings of him, he takes it as proof she wants him too. From that moment, Liam makes it his mission to break her defenses and claim her completely.

But the deeper they fall, the darker it gets. Liam’s past isn’t clean. And Lily’s heart might not survive loving a man who only knows how to take.
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​Trigger Warnings
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Sunflower contains mature content and themes that may be triggering for some readers. Reader discretion is advised.

This book includes:


●  College bully romance dynamics (dominant/submissive, power play, exhibitionism)

●  Degradation and praise kink

●  Bondage and consensual non-consent fantasy elements (safe word established)

●  Primal kink / intense physical dominance

●  Sexual content, including first-time sex, erotic roleplay, and heavy physical intimacy

●  Pregnancy and discussions of fertility / breeding

●  Obsession and possessive behavior (romanticized)

●  Self-consciousness or body insecurity (plus-size heroine)

●  Strong emotional intensity and manipulation within romantic context


All intimate scenes occur within the context of a fantasy romance and are consensual within the story’s world.
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​Dedication
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For the girls who crave a love that bruises as much as it heals—

and the boy who would burn the world just to keep them.
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The late afternoon sun, a buttery wash of gold, slanted across the university quad, painting long shadows from ancient oak trees. The air, still damp from a morning shower, smelled of petrichor and fresh-cut grass, with an underlying current of roasted coffee beans wafting from the nearby campus cafe. Sunlight, catching in the mischievous copper strands of my hair, created a faint halo around my head as I hunched over my sketchbook, utterly lost in the world within its pages. My graphite pencil, a well-worn extension of my hand, danced across the cream-colored paper, chasing the intricate lines and planes of a face I knew better than my own reflection before my nerve, a constant companion, could fully assert itself.

Liam Sullivan. The name alone was a thrum against my ribs. Dark, fathomless eyes, skin a rich, deep brown that seemed to absorb and radiate the sun's heat, and the kind of careless, rakish smile that made people simultaneously crave his attention and instinctively recoil from his formidable presence. He was a force of nature, a star pitcher, and utterly, maddeningly out of my league.

He was currently sprawled on the emerald expanse of grass with his baseball teammates, a knot of vibrant energy and boisterous laughter. Their voices drifted over, punctuated by the occasional shout or good-natured jeer, creating a distant hum that only deepened my concentration. Liam, in the center of their orbit, was throwing his head back, a peal of laughter escaping him, completely unaware that I was painstakingly building him out of graphite and a silent, desperate longing, each stroke a confession I could never voice.

A jolt of unease, a familiar buzz, ran through me. I shouldn’t be doing this here. Not where he could possibly see. The quad, a public thoroughfare, felt dangerously exposed. But my art professor, a wise and eccentric woman, had given us a simple, yet profoundly challenging, instruction for our observational drawing assignment: "Draw what truly inspires you. Let your passion guide your hand." 

And to my quiet, artistic heart, Liam Sullivan had been my most potent, most terrifying, and most consistent inspiration since freshman orientation, a vivid, walking muse I couldn't ignore.

The page was almost done – the subtle, arrogant curve of his mouth, the sharp, almost brutal cut of his jawline, the faint crinkle at the corner of his eye from his laughter. I was just about to add the final nuance to his brow, when a sudden, immense shadow spilled across my sketchbook, plunging my carefully rendered world into momentary darkness. My heart, which had been a steady, rhythmic drum against my ribs, gave a sickening lurch and froze.

“You always watch me this close, Sunflower?” The voice, deep and resonant, was right above me, a low thrum that vibrated through the air and settled directly in my chest.

My entire being went still, every muscle locking. I looked up, slowly, as if the movement itself might shatter the fragile peace of the moment. He was standing over me, a towering figure, broad shoulders silhouetted against the bright sky. His practice jersey, a dark blue, clung to his powerful chest, damp with sweat in the humid heat, a testament to his recent exertion. He had that smirk, too – the one that didn't just hint at knowledge, but proclaimed it, confident and utterly unashamed. It said he already knew exactly what he’d caught me doing, and perhaps, had known for far longer than I could bear to imagine.

“I— it’s for class,” I managed, the words catching in my throat, thin and reedy. My grip on the sketchbook tightened, my knuckles white, as if I could somehow transmute it into an invisible shield.

He didn't move, just watched me, a silent, predatory assessment. Then, with a fluid grace that belied his size, he crouched down until we were eye-level. His dark gaze flickered, a devastatingly intimate dance, between my flushed face and the graphite portrait in my lap. The scent of him – sweat, grass, and a faint, masculine cologne – suddenly filled my awareness, an intoxicating and overwhelming presence.

“For class, huh?” His voice was a low murmur, laced with an amusement that prickled my skin. His eyes returned to the drawing. “Looks like you’ve had a lot of practice drawing me.”

Before I could even form a response, before my stunned brain could register the impending invasion, his fingers, surprisingly warm and rough against mine, plucked the sketchbook from my grasp. My mouth fell open, a silent protest, but no sound escaped. He didn't wait for permission. He simply took it.

He flipped through the pages, slowly, deliberately. Each soft rustle of paper was a fresh stab of mortification. Every single one was him. Liam. Smiling from the dugout, stretching before a pitch, looking over his shoulder mid-throw, a casual glance captured with excruciating detail. Him laughing with his friends, him focused and intense, him just existing. My private obsession, years of stolen glances and meticulously rendered details, laid bare under his rough, calloused fingers. The world seemed to shrink to just the two of us, his knowing gaze, and the undeniable evidence of my secret life.

He closed the book with a soft thud and let out a low chuckle, a rich, dark sound that vibrated through my bones. 

“Guess I’ve got myself a little fan,” he said, his voice still low, still amused, but with an edge I couldn't quite decipher. “Or maybe a stalker.”

My throat tightened, raw and constricted. The word, "stalker," echoed in my ears, a horrifying accusation. 

“It’s not like that,” I whispered, desperation in every syllable.

He chuckled again, a deep rumble that seemed to emanate from his broad chest. 

“Relax, Sunflower. I’m not mad.” 

But then he leaned closer, so close I could feel the heat radiating off him, the subtle shift in the air pressure. The cedar and salt notes of his cologne, sharp and clean, mixed with the sweat and grass, tangling around me, trapping me in his immediate orbit. 

“If you wanted to draw me,” he murmured, his voice a silken thread, “you should’ve just asked. Or better yet...” His gaze, heavy and direct, dropped from my eyes to my lips, lingering there for a beat that stretched into an eternity. “You can sketch me from life. After practice. Tomorrow.”

I could only blink, my mind struggling to process the abrupt hairpin turn of this conversation. “What?” 

The word was barely a breath.

“You heard me.” He straightened up, a sudden return to his commanding height, a triumphant grin spreading across his face. A flash of startling white teeth against his warm, dark skin. “Bring your little notebook. I’ll make it worth your while.”

And then, with the casual, devastating confidence of someone who had just rewritten the rules of my entire existence, he turned and walked away, disappearing back into the golden light of the quad, leaving me frozen.

The sketchbook lay open in my lap, heavy and accusing, his drawn eyes staring up at me, a silent echo of the intense, living gaze that had just scorched me. I could still hear the low, amused rumble of his voice, the impossible invitation: You can sketch me from life. A dizzying mix of fear, humiliation, and a terrifying, exhilarating thrill coursed through my veins.

And the worst part, the absolute, undeniable worst part, was that I already knew. Without a doubt, I was going to show up.

​
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The air stills, unnaturally quiet despite the surrounding chaos of the university quad. It’s a charged vacuum, created entirely by my deliberate physical approach. The atmosphere is thick, heavy with the scent of freshly cut grass—chlorophyll mingling sharply with the late-day heat—and underpinned by the ceaseless, distant roar of four-o’clock traffic. That silence slams into place the second I step fully into her line of sight, breaching the invisible perimeter she so carefully maintains.

She freezes.

It isn’t a hesitant pause; it’s a beautifully violent halt, like a startled deer caught mid-stride, every molecule of energy instantly channeled into petrified stillness. Her copper hair, the color of rare, burnished pennies, is momentarily incandescent beneath the slanting rays of the late afternoon sun, forming a blinding, fiery halo around a face suddenly drained of all color, the small dusting of freckles now standing out starkly against the pallor. The cheap number-two pencil she was using—a familiar, well-gnawed tool—trembles once, a frantic vibration in her nerveless fingers, before slipping entirely. It clicks softly, insistently, against the rough concrete sidewalk, the sound sounding deafening in the unnatural hush. Her eyes, already magnified and intensely bewildered behind those oversized, ill-fitting wire-rim glasses, are wide, dark saucers reflecting back the full, intimidating expanse of my approach.

My Sunflower.

I’ve watched her for months, ever since freshman orientation, when she chose a bench tucked behind the sprawling, ancient oak, distinctly separate from the cacophony of incoming students and their frantic social engineering. She’s always hovering at the edges of my notice, a quiet, necessary fixture in the periphery of my chaotic, public life—a silent observation post. She’s... different. Not like the other girls, the eager, shimmering stream of sycophants who flit after me like blindingly obvious, buzzing mosquitoes to a burning stadium floodlight. They want the public spectacle; they want the status. She is quiet, certainly, but also meticulously clever, stubbornly independent, and now, undeniably reckless—because she dared to sit here, in the middle of the crowded university quad, and commit my likeness, my private self, to paper.

The moment I saw her, hunched over that thick, coil-bound notebook, shielded only by the pretense of deep, academic concentration, I knew I couldn’t leave her alone. Not now. Not when she had already, unknowingly, laid herself so completely bare for me on paper.

I drop into a crouch, the sudden shift in height jarring the air. My form immediately throws a long, encompassing shadow that swallows her entirely, plunging the space around her into a sudden, private twilight. The intimate proximity steals the breath from her lungs; I can hear the sharp, shaky inhale, a tiny, terrified catch in her throat. The scent of my practice jersey—a harsh mix of ozone, turf pellets, and post-game sweat—must be overwhelming at this range.

“You always watch me this close, Sunflower?” I tease, the sound low, dense, and laced with the intoxicating flavor of predatory satisfaction.

I let the panic flicker, a visible tremor beneath the delicate dusting of freckles across her nose. She bites her lower lip, hard, pulling the soft skin between her teeth, and the blush that immediately scorches her cheeks burns a vibrant, desperate crimson. It’s an unwilling admission of guilt, of interest, of a profound disruption.

Exactly how I want her. Nervous. Exposed. And deeply, fundamentally interested, though she’d sooner swear to the dean that the sun rises in the west than admit this artistic fixation has anything to do with me, the person, rather than me, the object.

She stammers something—a fractured explanation about an art class assignment, a midterm project, a required study of the human form in motion. It's Art 101, she insists, voice thin and reedy.

I don’t buy it for a second. That level of focused skill, that obsessive, desperate intensity etched into the very pressure of her charcoal strokes, doesn’t stem from a syllabus. She’s been obsessed with me—subtly, carefully, and agonizingly slowly—since that first day. I’ve felt her watching me, a faint, constant pressure against my back, even across the widest field, even when she believed she was invisible.

I reach down, my fingers brushing her knee before I unceremoniously lift the heavy, charcoal-smudged sketchbook from her lap. The paper is thick, creamy, expensive—not the cheap stuff for required observation. I flip through the pages with deliberate, excruciating slowness, absorbing the evidence of her months-long fixation.

I see it all: my profile during early morning sprints, the harsh, angular lines of my jaw caught mid-laugh, the careful, desperate detail given to the tension in my shoulders when I’m angry or frustrated. She hasn't just captured my likeness; she's studied my internal landscape. The last drawing, the one she was just finishing, is a close-up of my eyes, the gaze direct and unnervingly exposed. She’s cataloged my moods and my movements with the focus of a scientist documenting a rare species.

“You don’t need an assignment for this kind of talent, Sunflower,” I murmur, my voice dropping further into the kind of register meant only for her ears. I lean in, close enough that she can smell the faint musk of sweat and victory still clinging to the threadbare collar of my practice jersey, close enough that she can feel the low, steady rhythm of my heartbeat against her temple, loud and insistent.

“You can sketch me from life,” I continue, the words sliding out like liquid command. “Starting tomorrow. After practice, when the field is empty and the locker room is quiet. Bring the notebook. I’ll make it worth your while.”

Her eyes don’t just widen; they dilate, the dark pupils blooming until they are black, reflective pools, momentarily swallowing the pale greenish-blue of her iris. She tries to act indignant, to summon a defense, a denial of the clearly drawn invitation, but her hands are already trembling slightly in her lap at the mere thought of that private, focused session—just us, the hush of the building, and the charcoal dust. That’s my favorite part: how easy it is to shatter her composure, how deeply willing she already is to fall directly into my control.

I stand, rising slowly to my full height and looming over her, the sun now fully behind me, casting her irrevocably in my shadow. I toss the number-two pencil she dropped back onto the grass beside her knee, a final, proprietary gesture, letting her know I see every detail. My teammates are clearly audible, shouting my name from across the field, signaling the end of cooldown and demanding my attention, but I don’t move. Not until she is looking up at me like I’ve just thrown a searing, undeniable spark into dry kindling.

Tomorrow, she’s mine.

And this time, I’m not letting the Sunflower go. I’m replanting her exactly where I can watch her grow, exclusively under my light.
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The charcoal stick didn't just snap; it splintered with a crack that echoed too loudly in the otherwise silent art studio, a brittle testament to my shattered focus. The sharp, black fragments exploded outwards, a miniature galaxy of carbon dust, scattering like dark stars across the pristine, unforgiving white of the page. My hand, still clenched around the stub, trembled. I knew, with a sickening certainty, that I couldn't coax another coherent line from my sketchbook. Each stroke I'd attempted had been a desperate scratch, an angry gouge, fundamentally wrong, as if the paper itself—this cruel, pristine witness—was privy to the turbulent, forbidden landscape of my mind and knew exactly what I was thinking. Him. Liam Sullivan.

The memory of our last encounter was less a thought and more a raw, physiological assault. My lungs clenched, my heart hammering a frantic rhythm against my ribs. I replayed the moment he'd caught me, the late afternoon sun slanting like a judgmental spotlight across the studio floor, illuminating the predatory lean of his posture. He had been so close, a breathtaking, suffocating proximity – close enough that the expensive, dark scent of him, an intoxicating blend of cedar, something vaguely dangerous, and perhaps a faint whisper of old paper and ink, utterly overwhelmed my senses. The heat of his gaze hadn't just touched; it had pressed against my chest like a physical warning, heavy and demanding, stealing every atom of air from my lungs. My stomach violently tightened now, a painful knot of anxiety and, against every shred of my better judgment and self-preservation, a scorching, undeniable craving that burned through my veins.

My entire creative impulse felt poisoned, tainted by an obsession I couldn't shake. I tried to tell myself it was merely art, that my sudden, consuming fascination with the most notoriously aloof and dangerous man on campus was just fodder for a character study—a purely intellectual exercise, harmless observation. But the lie felt thin, transparent, even to myself. Every time I closed my eyes, seeking respite, I saw the dangerous, knowing edge in his enigmatic smile, felt the phantom pressure of his long, elegant fingers as they had closed around the spine of my sketchbook. It hadn't been a casual touch; it had been a claim check, an assertion of ownership over my most private thoughts, my secret vulnerabilities, laid bare on those pages.

Unable to sit still, the coiled tension in my body demanding release, I shoved my supplies away, the charcoal stick rolling off the table to land with a soft thud on the floor. I bolted from the studio, needing to outrun the suffocating thoughts, and began to pace the deserted campus quad. Early morning light filtered in gilded shafts through the ancient oak trees, dappling the dew-kissed grass, but the coolness of the air did nothing to settle the fire under my skin. I needed to burn off this tension, this electric hum of anticipation that had rooted itself deep in my core, vibrating through every nerve. I felt intensely exposed, walking alone in the open space, yet a frantic, self-destructive part of me was thrilled by the possibility of being seen, of being found. I couldn’t stop thinking about him, imagining his dark, unwavering eyes watching me from a hidden window in a shadowed building, or from some unseen corner, commanding me without ever needing to touch me. It was a terrifying form of surveillance that felt unbearably intimate, a silent conversation only we were privy to.

“You’re up early, Sunflower.”

The voice sliced through the pristine silence of the morning like a finely honed blade, low and resonant, carrying the undeniable weight of command, a velvet-wrapped threat.

I spun, my breath catching, my heart vaulting into my throat, hammering a frantic rhythm against my eardrums. He was there, as if conjured from my frenzied thoughts, leaning against the cold, moss-covered stone edge of the central fountain, looking entirely too relaxed, too put-together, for seven in the morning. His black hair was artfully tousled, falling carelessly over one brow, emphasizing the sharp, intense focus of his deep brown eyes, eyes that seemed to miss nothing. He was wearing a plain dark grey t-shirt that stretched across the muscular breadth of his shoulders, the casual attire somehow only amplifying his inherent danger, outlining the powerful architecture of his body. My pulse didn't just stutter; it seized, a sudden, desperate silence in the roaring maelstrom inside my ears.

“I— I just...” My meticulously prepared defenses, the careful walls of nonchalance I’d constructed, crumbled instantly to dust. My desperate words died, trapped in the sudden constriction of my throat, choked by his unexpected presence.

He pushed off the fountain with an effortless, predatory movement that devoured the distance between us. Each step he took was slow, measured, infinitely possessive, causing a rhythmic, painful pounding against my ribs, a visceral anticipation of his arrival. He stopped close enough that I had to tilt my head back just to meet his gaze, close enough that the potent scent of him—that dangerous cedar, now sharper, more intense—completely clouded my focus, stealing my ability to think, to breathe, to resist.

“Your sketchbook,” he murmured, the name of the object a dark invitation, a loaded suggestion. His voice was a low vibration, a dangerous hum that resonated deep within my chest, bypassing my logic entirely. “Show me what you’ve done since yesterday. Before you lost your nerve.” The last phrase was a direct challenge, a knowing jab that made my cheeks burn with a mix of shame and a strange, thrilling recognition. He saw right through me.

I hesitated, wanting desperately to tuck the book beneath my arm and run until my lungs burned, until I collapsed from exhaustion. But I couldn't move. My hands shook visibly as I opened the sketchbook, flipping blindly past the carefully rendered pages of architecture studies and landscape sketches. My fingers fumbled, landing on the fresh page, the one I had tried to hide. The lines were still shaky, drawn in a feverish, late-night session, but they were honest—a raw, unedited portrait of him, captured mid-motion, his mouth curved in that barely-there smirk that I had obsessively committed to memory. It was more daring, more revealing, more me, than anything I had ever committed to paper.

He leaned over my shoulder, scanning the page with focused intensity. The sudden, overwhelming proximity—the heat radiating from his body, the muscular tension in the way he stood behind me, boxing me in, making escape feel impossible—made my entire body rigid, every muscle locked in a desperate hold.

“Hmm. Not bad,” he said, his breath warm against my ear, sending an involuntary shiver down my spine. His tone wasn’t praise; it was an acknowledgment of my technical skill wrapped in deep, chilling possession. It was approval that felt like a claim, a warning that he saw how meticulously I had studied him, how deeply he had infiltrated my thoughts.

“I—I have to go to class,” I stammered, pulling weakly at the collar of my shirt as if to loosen the invisible grip on my throat, my voice barely a whisper.

He didn’t move, the sheer weight of his presence pinning me in place, immovable. “You think you get to run from me, Sunflower?” His hand lifted, the movement slow and deliberate, a mesmerizing dance of power, brushing the loose strands of my hair back from the




d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Shoshanna Blae

|






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





