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Daddy Bjorn is a Daddy Romance. A steamy, emotional love story about a powerful, protective man and the woman who discovers she was always meant to be his.
This book includes a nurturing Daddy/little one dynamic (consensual, safe, and rooted in love), heartfelt vulnerability, and high-heat romance. If you enjoy protective heroes, tender dominance, and heroines who blossom when they’re finally seen for who they truly are, you’re in the right place.
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Daddy Bjorn is a work of adult romantic fiction intended for mature audiences only (18+).
This story contains:
	Steamy romance and explicit sexual content

	Power exchange themes (protective/possessive dynamic, nurturing elements, and consensual kink)

	Strong language

	Kidnapping (includes being drugged and threatened) & Rescue

	Corporate business wars

	Hospitalization

	Emotional vulnerability, insecurity, and healing from trauma



Please note: All depictions of intimacy, caretaking, and relationship dynamics are consensual and written for entertainment purposes. This book does not portray real-life parent/child relationships. If any of the above themes are not for you, please read with care or choose a different book. At its heart, this is a story of love, trust, healing, and finding safety in another’s arms. 
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  Prologue
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They say we are born with iron coursing through our veins. I’ve always believed it. 
It’s not just muscle. Or will. Or alpha-ness. Though, let’s be clear, we have all of that in spades. It’s blood. My grandfather came to this country with a hammer in one hand and the history of our family in the other. And the man before him, and the man before him, and the man before him… straight from the cold, hard earth of a land where men worked with their hands and led with their hearts and fought for what was theirs with every last drop of blood in their bodies.
And now it runs in all of us.
There are seven of us. Brothers by blood. Seven men who have built our company from nothing but sweat and bone. Seven sons of an immigrant. Seven Northmen for the modern age. 
Halvorsen Corporation. Seven sharks in suits who never forget just how many sacrifices our families made to let us come so far in this life. Seven men who started with nothing but an empty basement, a vision, and a very excellent work ethic. Seven men who now run every boardroom we step into.
But underneath the suits. Beneath the billions. Beneath the respect we’ve earned and the power we wield… we are still what we’ve always been: men of stone and fire. We work. We lead. We fight. And if, and when, we find the right woman? We love hard. 
There’s also another thing. Another thing that’s passed down through the old stories.
The Pull. 
The great-grandparents spoke of it as legend. They said that every man of our blood, when he met her, the woman he was meant to be with, body and soul, he would feel it in his chest. A weight. A shift. A knowing. 
Normal people would have called it superstition. I never believed in fairy tales. 
It hits you hard. Like being punched in the chest. 
The Pull. 
No warning. No sense. No explanation. Just this animal, body-deep knowledge that this woman, this woman with her soft, curvy figure, her shy eyes, her sunbeam smile belongs to you.
Mine. Not in the way that most men say it. I’m not most men. Neither are any of my brothers. 
We live by a different code. A deeper one. We don’t lie. We don’t cheat. We don’t manipulate. And when we love, it isn’t casual, it’s forever.
All seven of us are woven from the same cloth even if we’re not related. We can be as powerful, as ruthless as we need to be in the world outside, but beneath that, we are simple. Each of us has known even before we had the language for it that we were meant to love differently. To care, to protect, to cherish. 
We are Doms. Some of us, like me, are Daddies. Not the kind of Daddy that wants to play dress-up for the night and forget about it in the morning. I want a woman who needs more. A woman who melts beneath a firm hand and gentle words. A woman who wants to be cared for, held, shaped. A woman who wants to be mine, to be protected from the world… and from herself.
I’ve spent my whole life building my heart into a fortress. Now, it’s time for that fortress to fall.







  
  Chapter 1
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Bjorn 
I don’t want the same thing today. No working lunch. No steakhouse with another corporate agenda. Not a wine list longer than the menu. I want something simple. Quiet. A place that doesn’t offer a spreadsheet with the special of the day.
So, I walk out of the office. Out of the skyscraper that overlooks the city. The steel-and-glass monolith my family built from the ground up, and I just keep walking.
I’m not even sure what I’m looking for. I feel as if my soul is calling me towards something. My father always raised my brothers and I to follow that feeling whenever it calls. And today, the call has been heard. The sun is beating down and the air feels a little stagnant. Yet, I’m determined. That is who I am. The rock against water to crash upon. 
I walk down at least two blocks and then I find it. 
A new sandwich shop wedged between a florist and a bookstore. Small, cozy-looking. Almost quaint in a way that feels out of place downtown. Hand-painted sign above the door. The smell of fresh bread baking inside punches me like an old memory I didn’t know I missed.
A sensation that had me feeling as if I was pulled in this direction by an invisible string, feels stronger now. I step inside and there before me, I see her. 
She’s behind the counter, laughing at something a customer is saying. Flour on her apron. A smudge of chocolate on her wrist. Hair tucked behind one ear. Cheeks flushed the way only real warmth can make you flush. She’s very full figured, yet her curves make my mouth water. Her hair is a bit mussed yet it fits her entire ensemble of someone that has been hustling and bustling inside a shop like this. 
When the customer she was helping walks away, her eyes turn towards me and the world grinds to a halt. Time. Thought. Breathing. She’s it. 
I don’t know her name. I don’t know her story. But every fiber in my body locks onto her. I can feel it in my chest, that feeling that my family would talk about. The Pull. 
My grandfather talked about it like folklore sometimes as did my father. The men in our family all shared similar stories to all the boys in the family. How they would know the woman they are destined to be with the moment they laid eyes on her. The one to steady their soul. 
I never knew how to fully emotionally invest in something like that as I had built my own life around tangible things. If I can touch it, see it, and utilize it, then it is real. 
I didn’t know how to fully believe in that tale of The Pull…until today. 
Staring at her from across the shop, I know, she can feel it too. 
She freezes. Lips parting just enough to be noticeable. Hands stilling on the counter. It’s small. Subtle. But I can see her caught in it just like me.
I step forward, slow. Not hurried. Not eager. Like a predator approaching its prey. I want to let her feel me. 
Her eyes track me as she watches me approach, wide and searching, and I know she’s wondering. Wondering what I want, who I am. She’s unsettled, hesitant, maybe even a little overwhelmed. But she doesn’t look away. 
I let my gaze land on her, not just her eyes, but the soft curve of her lips, the fullness of her cheeks, the hint of pink blooming in her throat. My chest tightens. My fingers clench. 
“Hi,” she says, voice low. “Welcome to Sammie’s. What can I get you?” 
She’s not flirting. She’s not even trying to impress me. She’s just… here. Honest and real, and that makes her all the more magnetic.
I stare at her for a moment longer before I answer. I want her to feel it. To see the way I look at her.
“I’m new to your shop,” I say, voice a low rumble. “What would you recommend?” 
She tucks hair behind her ear, cheeks dusted pink.
“The turkey pesto is our best seller.” 
I keep my eyes on her, steady. “What do you like?” 
That throws her off guard for a second. She blinks, then grins. Small but real. “The Caprese. Simple but good.” 
“Then I’ll take that.” 
She nods, ringing it up, hands a bit unsteady. She’s not hiding it. She’s affected. Yet, she doesn’t understand why yet. 
From the corner of my eye, I see a man watching from the back of the shop. Older. Tall, sturdy. Eyes sharp, protective. Arms crossed over his chest. 
Her father. 
I nod politely in his direction. He glances at me, sizing me up. Nods back. Not a warning. Not a threat. Just an observation. 
I glance back down at her nametag. 
Grace. 
It suits her. Soft in a way that’s gentle, but not weak. I can see strength in the way she carries herself, even when she’s nervous.
“What’s your name?” I ask, though I already know.
She glances at me again. “Grace.” 
I say it back to her, loud enough for her to hear the way it sounds when I say it. “Grace.” 
Her breath hitches. Fingers brush mine as she hands me the wrapped sandwich. Barely touching. But it’s enough. 
“It’s nice to meet you. I’m Bjorn.” 
Her eyes meet mine, then drop. She’s reacting. Just a little. A flutter. A stumble in her breath. 
I lean in, just a fraction. Close enough for her to hear me. 
“Thank you, Grace.” 
Her name rolls off my tongue, like a promise. I want her to remember the way it sounds coming from me.
She swallows, hard. “You’re welcome." 
I step back. Slowly. “I’ll be back tomorrow.” 
I walk out the door, sandwich in hand completely forgotten. 
All I can think about is her. That sweet, helpless energy that she doesn’t know what to do with. That flash of submission hiding beneath her careful smile.
I’ll be back tomorrow. And the day after that. Until she knows. Until she sees what I see. 
She’s mine. 






  
  Chapter 2
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Grace 
My hands are still shaking. 
The bell over the door jingled less than a minute ago, but the atmosphere in the shop hasn’t returned to normal yet. It’s as if he left something of himself behind… something heavy and warm and crackling with electricity.
I try to take a deep breath, but my chest refuses to expand properly. My heart is still racing, my skin prickling where our fingers touched.
Bjorn. That man didn’t just walk into a sandwich shop. He owned the space. I have never known someone to look at me the way he looked at me. Not like I was some sort of prize to win but something he wanted to unwrap slowly, piece by piece.
His voice was both velvet and gravel, silk and sandpaper. And when he said my name… 
I had to hold onto the counter to keep myself from floating away.
“You okay, sweetie?” My dad’s voice brings me back to the present.
I look at him, forcing a smile, trying to pretend like everything is fine. Like a gigantic Viking didn’t just fry my brain with one long, hungry look.
“Yes,” I say. “Just a little warm back here.” 
He narrows his eyes at me as if he doesn’t believe me, but he doesn’t say anything more.
He heads back into the kitchen, and I slump down onto the stool behind the register, one hand clenching the edge of the counter with flour-coated fingers.
I need a second. Just one second to get my breath back. What was that? 
I’ve always felt like I was different. Not in a way I can explain to anyone, not even to the boy I used to date, especially not to him. 
But I’ve also known since I was a teenager that I didn’t want what other girls wanted.
Not dinner dates and flowers and someone who buys you expensive items.
I want safety, and structure. 
I want to be taken care of, but not because I am incapable, but because I need it. I crave it. 
I read late at night, online forums, blogs and stories on Kindle about Daddies and littles. 
Girls who are soft and sweet and needy in a way that are nurtured, not judged and above all cherished.
I thought I was the only one. A freak. I have done a good job of keeping that part of myself hidden.
No one in my life knows. Not even my best friend, Claire.
I play the part, the independent, capable, smiley Grace.
The girl who bakes bread for the lunch rush and does invoices at night.
But that man looked at me like he knew.
Like he saw past the flour stained apron, past my very plus sized figure, past the ability to mask myself, and right down into that quiet part of me I’ve tried to bury. It scares me to feel so seen and yet it thrills me. 
I lean forward on the counter and glance out the window.
He’s gone now, but I can still see him perfectly in my mind. Broad shoulders beneath a tailored suit that looks like it costs more than my dad’s old used car. And god help me, he has a jawline that could cut glass. Eyes so focused, they made my knees go weak. And lest I forget his voice…“Thank you, Grace.” He said it like I was his. 
Like my name meant something when he said it.
I squeeze my thighs together and close my eyes. That’s not appropriate. I can’t just get all… I don’t know… spaced out on a random dude like that. Not now. Not during work. But maybe when I’m alone in my room tonight with my rabbit friend…
But my imagination has no regard for the passing of time. Or sense. 
I picture it. What it would feel like to collapse onto his lap after a long day at work. To rest my head beneath his chin, warm and safe, tucked close to that solid chest. To feel his arms wrap around me and hear him call me “good girl” in that low, husky voice.
Not teasing. Not demanding. Just claiming, loving, calling him Daddy. 
The word makes my face flush. I’ve never said it out loud. Not to anyone. But I have whispered it to myself when the lights are off. I want someone who makes me feel safe. Who will hold me and nurture me and protect me, but I’ve never found anyone who was… strong enough to carry the weight of that desire or the weight of me.
And he doesn’t even know me… or maybe he does.
Maybe he saw everything I hide every day. Because for one brief, terrifying second, I swear I saw him look right through me and I believe he saw my soul.
But there’s also the other side of me. The insecure side, because men like him, powerful, achingly masculine, so confident they feel like they’re untouchable. They don’t want girls like me. I’m not model-thin. My thighs touch, my stomach bulges, my arms flap, and I jiggle when I walk. 
I’ve always been soft in a way that society likes to wrap up in apologies. My ex did his best to remind me of it, too. He called me “too much” and “not enough” in the same sentence. Too emotional, and not sexy enough. Too curvy, and not confident enough. 
After I left him, I moved back home with Dad and started over. Mom passed away when I was very young and I was so glad that I at least had Dad to raise me. I told myself I didn’t need a man to make me feel like I was enough. And I still don’t feel like I need someone. But I want someone. And now I want him. Even if it’s impossible. 
Even if I’m just some fat girl in a flour-dusted apron and he’s… a living, breathing, Viking sex-god!
But holy hell, when he looked at me like that? I felt every tingle in my body come to life! I felt wanted, if only for a moment. Even if I don’t fully understand who that is yet.
A customer walks in, and I’m jerked back into the present. I automatically smile, stepping up to the counter, but my brain is still mired in him.
Maybe I’ll never see him again. But I know that’s not true. Because he didn’t walk into our shop like a stranger. He walked into the shop like a man who had finally found what he’d been searching for. And the way he said my name… 
That didn’t feel like a goodbye. That felt like a beginning. 
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Bjorn 
She’s wearing lavender today.  A soft cardigan, slipping just off her shoulder. Just enough to make my breath catch. And God help me, her top hugs her in all the right ways that is causing my cock to harden against my freshly pressed slacks. Fuck, she doesn’t know what she does to me, how that bare stretch of skin can completely derail my morning.
This is the third day in a row. At exactly 11:42 a.m., I cross the street, just early enough to miss the beginning lunch rush, just late enough to be sure she’s working at the front counter.
And every day, I find her here. Behind the counter. Flour on her hands or apron. Hair pinned back, but a few strands always escape. Her smile, hell, her whole presence makes the world quieter.
“Back again?” she says as I step inside.
I drink her in slowly. Her cheeks flush just like yesterday and the day before that.
“I might be addicted,” I murmur, lowering my voice. “To the sandwiches.” 
Her laugh is nervous, sweet. “Right. Of course.” 
I lean in, resting one hand on the counter, close enough for her to smell the bergamot and cedar from my cologne. Her breath stutters. 
“And maybe the way you greet me every time I arrive.”
She fumbles her pen. It tumbles over the counter and drops to the floor with a quiet clatter.
I crouch and retrieve it, letting my fingers brush hers when I
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