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The ballroom glittered like a perfume ad. Gold trim, dripping chandeliers, glasses that clinked like they cost more than rent. I sat with the other volunteers near the front, pretending I wasn’t sweating through my strapless bra. My heels were too high. My dress hugged tight across the hips. I sipped the cheap champagne and told myself I was doing something good.

Onstage, a man with a GQ jawline loosened his tie and flexed.

“Do I get hazard pay for this?” he called out, flashing his teeth.

“Only if you survive the date!” someone shouted.

The crowd burst into laughter. He took a deep bow like he’d won a pageant.

“Sold for three thousand!” the auctioneer said, delighted.

He strutted offstage to more whistles. The women at my table were fanning themselves and cackling.

“Next volunteer, please,” the auctioneer said, scanning our table. Her eyes landed on me. “Come on up, Lena.”

I stood, smoothed my skirt, and made my way to the stage. My knees felt loose, but my smile stayed in place.

“She’s dangerous!” someone whistled from the second row.

I took the mic and aimed a look at them. “Be nice,” I said, still smiling.

The crowd laughed, a few scattered claps. I shifted my weight as the auctioneer turned toward me with a grin.

“Twenty-one and brave,” she said. “Lena volunteers here every week, always smiling, always busy. And still shockingly single.”

“Five hundred!” someone called.

The first bid hit and the room chuckled.

“A thousand!” another shouted, too fast, like he’d been waiting for it.

“She’s adorable,” a woman near the back said, practically giggling.

The bids bounced higher—fifteen hundred, then two, then three. The man in the slick suit near the center made a show of lifting his paddle like he was bidding on a bottle of wine.

“Four thousand!” he grinned.

Someone else countered.

The auctioneer called, “Five!”

Six, seven, eight—the numbers jumped faster. I tried not to blush, but I could feel it climbing up my chest.

“Nine thousand,” a woman said smoothly, sipping from her glass like it was all part of brunch.

I glanced at the auctioneer, wondering how high this would go. My stomach fluttered.

“Ten thousand,” a man said, louder than the rest.

The room hummed.

That one landed.

It didn’t sound like a joke. It didn’t sound like someone just doing it for attention. It landed with weight. People turned, trying to spot the bidder.

The auctioneer paused. I could see her blinking twice before smiling wide again.

“Well, well,” she said.

My mouth was still smiling, but something behind my ribs tightened.

Ten thousand dollars.

For one date.

I swallowed and kept my eyes forward. The lights were hot. I could feel every heartbeat behind my knees.

“Shall I call it?” the auctioneer asked the room, drawing it out for drama.

The murmur spread. The bidder hadn’t moved. No one else raised a hand.

I stood there onstage, dress clinging too tight, nipples starting to ache under the fabric, unsure why. The champagne in my hand had gone warm.

The room waited.

—-
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“Ten thousand going once,” the auctioneer called, her voice lilting across the ballroom like it meant nothing.

I shifted on my heels, pulse still thudding from the last bid. The crowd had gone softer, watching now instead of teasing. I was ready to climb down and breathe again. My mouth stayed curled in the same polite smile. My dress clung damp against the small of my back.

“Going twice—”

“One hundred thousand.”

The voice sliced through the room. Calm. Deep. Unbothered.

The ballroom froze.

Silence fell so fast it felt physical.

I turned instinctively. Everyone did. Heads pivoted, eyes searched the back of the room where the voice had come from.

I saw him.

Tall. Composed. Like he hadn’t done anything unusual at all. He stood near the doors, hands in the pockets of a black suit that didn’t shine, didn’t beg, just fit him perfectly. No smile. Just eyes on me.

“I’m sorry?” the auctioneer said, choking slightly on the mic.

“One hundred thousand dollars,” he repeated.

His voice didn’t rise. It didn’t need to.

Gasps sparked around the room like firecrackers.

“Is that—?” someone whispered.

“That’s him,” came another voice, awed.

“He never does this.”

The blood drained from my face. My spine went tight. I looked at him too long and he didn’t blink. His expression was unreadable. But his gaze felt solid. Possessive.

He wasn’t playing. He wasn’t trying to impress anyone.

He was claiming something.

Me.

The auctioneer stumbled back into her role. Her voice came softer this time, reverent.

“Sold,” she said, eyes wide. “To the gentleman in the back.”

People clapped automatically, but it wasn’t loud. More like they were trying to catch up. Or afraid to do the wrong thing.

I couldn’t move.

He stood there, still watching me. Not smiling. Not celebrating. Like the money didn’t matter. Like I was already his.

My chest lifted with a hard breath. I didn’t look away.

The lights above me felt hotter.

He stepped forward slowly, parting the crowd without touching anyone. They made space. No one stopped him. No one said his name.

I could still hear the gavel’s echo in my head.

One hundred thousand dollars.

For me.

—-
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The private lounge was velvet and shadow. Everything glowed low and gold, even the single glass of wine between us. I hadn’t touched it yet. He hadn’t either.

Julien sat across from me like he’d been here all night. Legs relaxed, jacket unbuttoned, hands folded lightly in his lap. He watched me with the kind of stillness that didn’t come from patience. It came from certainty.

“You look exactly like I thought you would up close,” he said.

I blinked. “That’s... unsettling.”

“You should take it as a compliment.”

“You don’t usually bid on people.”

“I don’t usually find what I’m looking for.”

I swallowed and pressed my thighs together. “And what’s that?”

His eyes dropped to my waist like he could see under the fabric. “Health. Curves. Capacity.”

“Capacity for what?”

He smiled slowly. It wasn’t playful. It was final. “Life.”

My breath caught. Heat shot up my chest and down between my legs like a current.

“You’re very direct.”

“I don’t waste time.”

“Neither do I,” I said, before I could stop myself.

His gaze didn’t flicker. I felt it across my skin like a hand. He looked at me the way rich men looked at things they’d already bought. He didn’t lean forward. He didn’t flirt. He assessed.

I shifted in my seat.

The wine sat untouched.

He let the silence thicken until it became something else. My stomach fluttered, but not from nerves. I knew what this was.

Not a date.

Not charity.

Not play.

His eyes dipped again to my hips. He wasn’t admiring. He was measuring. My breath came shallow. I suddenly felt how short my dress really was, how exposed my thighs were against the velvet seat.

He hadn’t asked if I was on birth control.

He didn’t need to.

—-
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The restaurant was quiet the way money makes things quiet. No clatter, no shouting, just crystal glasses and murmurs and the sound of knives gliding across porcelain








































[image: ]






















































































[image: ]


































[image: ]




















































[image: ]





























































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
Breed Me, B

) ) / /
) ,u i, 7 &%
R X\ 2






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





