
Table of Contents

The Billionaire's Secret Baby Bargain

Dedication

Chapter 1: One Night in Paris

Chapter 2: Two Lines and a Secret

Chapter 3: The Job Interview

Chapter 4: The Bargain

Chapter 5: A Cold Mansion

Chapter 6: The Arrangement

Chapter 7: The Pressure Builds

Chapter 8: The Unraveling

Chapter 9: The Turning Point

Chapter 10: The Decision

Chapter 11: The New Beginning


The Billionaire's Secret Baby Bargain

––––––––
[image: image]

Copyright © 2025 by Sharon Maya
All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, distributed, or transmitted in any form or by any means, including photocopying, recording, or other electronic or mechanical methods, without the prior written permission of the publisher, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical reviews and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.
This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events, locales, and incidents are either the products of the author’s imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead, or actual events is purely coincidental.
	[image: image]
	 	[image: image]


[image: image]

Dedication
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To every woman who has ever doubted her worth—may you find the strength to choose yourself and the love that empowers you.
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Chapter 1: One Night in Paris
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The Eiffel Tower sparkled in the distance like a thousand tiny stars had fallen to earth just for this night. Aria Monroe stood at the edge of the Seine River, arms wrapped around herself, soaking in the cool spring air of Paris. It felt like a dream—the kind she used to scribble in her journal when life felt too ordinary. A spontaneous trip before returning to her reality of two jobs, mounting bills, and the ache of lost dreams. She had promised herself this escape, even if only for a few days.

She wasn’t supposed to be at the rooftop bar tonight. But a missed tour and a lonely dinner pushed her into the arms of something unexpected—or someone.

“Alone in the city of love?” a smooth, rich voice asked behind her.

She turned around. The man standing there looked like he’d walked out of a luxury fashion magazine—tall, broad shoulders, sharp suit, and eyes the color of storm clouds. Mysterious. Dangerous. Irresistible.

“I guess that makes me the cliché,” she replied with a soft chuckle, clutching her wine glass.

He smiled, a curve that held just the right balance of charm and arrogance. “Or maybe just someone who hasn’t found the right company yet.”

She laughed, and he took that as his cue to step closer.

“I’m Damien,” he said, offering his hand.

“Aria,” she replied, shaking it. His touch sent a thrill up her spine.

They talked for hours—about everything and nothing. He was guarded, never quite giving away too much, but he listened like every word she said mattered. And for the first time in forever, she felt seen. Not as the struggling waitress or overworked graphic designer, but just as Aria.

Midnight crept in, and the city outside softened into a romantic hush. The rooftop emptied, but they stayed—drawn in by something neither of them could name.

“Come with me,” he said suddenly.

She blinked. “Where?”

“My hotel. One night. No expectations. No names beyond firsts. Just... this.”

She should have said no. She wasn’t that kind of girl. But something in his voice—wounded, yearning, sincere—cracked her hesitation. And maybe, just maybe, she needed this too. One moment where life didn’t demand anything but surrender.

She nodded.

The hotel was five stars. A suite with a view that would’ve taken her breath away if Damien hadn’t already stolen it. He kissed her like she was air and he hadn’t breathed in years. Every touch was slow, intentional, like he wanted to memorize every inch of her.

They made love like strangers who needed to forget everything for one night.

Afterward, wrapped in silk sheets and his arms, she asked, “What are you running from?”

He didn’t answer for a long time. Then, “Trust.”

She didn’t push. In the dim light, she traced lazy circles on his chest until sleep pulled her under.

By morning, he was gone.

No note. No phone number. Just a rose on her pillow and the faint scent of his cologne.

She sat up slowly, staring at the spot he’d occupied hours ago. For a moment, she wondered if she imagined it all. But the soreness in her limbs, the warmth in her chest—it was all too real.

A single tear slid down her cheek. Not from heartbreak, but from knowing that whatever they’d shared wasn’t just passion. It was something more. And she hadn’t even gotten his last name.

She checked out by noon and caught her flight back home later that day. The fairytale was over.

Or so she thought.
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Chapter 2: Two Lines and a Secret
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Aria stood frozen in the middle of her tiny bathroom, holding a pregnancy test like it was made of glass. Her heartbeat echoed in her ears, louder than the dripping faucet and louder than the voice in her head trying to reason with her.

Two pink lines.

She stared again, as if willing the result to change.

Two. Pink. Lines.

She let out a shaky breath and sank to the edge of the bathtub, the cold porcelain grounding her. It had been six weeks since Paris. Six weeks since that magical, reckless night with Damien. She hadn’t planned to think of him again—had forced herself not to. But now he was with her in the most permanent way possible.

She closed her eyes. “Okay... okay,” she whispered.

This wasn’t the end of the world. It was a detour. A sharp turn she hadn’t planned for, but maybe—just maybe—it was meant to be.

Aria wasn’t a stranger to hard choices. She’d lost her mom at sixteen, raised her younger brother until he went off to college, and had built her life piece by piece with little more than grit and coffee-fueled determination. If anyone could handle a surprise pregnancy, it was her.

Still, she wasn’t naïve.

Babies cost money. Time. Energy she barely had. She worked mornings at a diner and nights freelancing as a graphic designer for anyone who could pay her on time. Her cramped studio apartment barely fit her bed and desk. And she had no clue how to contact Damien.

She didn’t even know his last name.

Just Damien. A rich man in a designer suit with a haunted look in his eyes and hands that made her forget the rest of the world. She’d tried to find him—googled every “Damien” linked to Black Cards and rooftop bars in Paris. But it was like he had disappeared with the dawn.

She wrapped her arms around her waist protectively.

“I’ll do this on my own,” she said aloud, as if declaring it would make it easier.

The next few months blurred together in a mix of nausea, hormones, and saving every cent she could. She cut out takeout. Cancelled streaming subscriptions. Took on more clients—even the difficult ones who nitpicked every logo revision. She went to doctor appointments alone, clutching the ultrasound photo like it was a lifeline.

Despite everything, a quiet joy bloomed inside her. Especially the first time she heard the baby’s heartbeat. Fast and strong. Like the flutter of wings inside her chest.

She was having a baby.

A piece of Damien, yes—but more importantly, someone who would be hers. Someone to love and raise and protect.

She named him in her head: Eli.

By her seventh month, Aria had moved to a slightly bigger apartment outside the city. Nothing fancy, but it had a nursery-sized room and a window that let in morning light. Her freelance business had grown too—enough to drop the diner job. She created baby-themed templates, digital cards, and nursery wall art. Ironically, pregnancy made her design work softer, more inspired.

But it didn’t stop the ache.

She often wondered what Damien would think if he knew. Would he be angry? Cold? Would he even care?

It wasn’t about money—Aria never intended to track him down for support. But there were nights she sat rocking in the glider, one hand on her belly, wondering if her son would ever meet his father.

And then—Eli came.

Screaming. Beautiful. Perfect.

The moment they placed him on her chest, everything else faded. The fear. The loneliness. Even Damien.

For now, it was just her and her son.

One Year Later

“Eli, no—don’t put that in your mouth!” Aria rushed over and gently pried the coaster from his tiny fists.

He giggled, flashing two small teeth, and crawled away like he’d won the game.

Aria sank into the couch with a breathless laugh. He was almost one—crawling, babbling, and clinging to her like Velcro. He was also her motivation to keep pushing. Her freelance design business had taken off, and she was finally landing big clients. One of them, a major marketing firm, had just referred her for an in-house designer position. Full-time. Benefits. Stability.

She dressed in her best blazer and skirt, carefully applying makeup between diaper changes and feeding time. This interview could change everything.

Her phone buzzed.

Blackwood Enterprises – 3:00 p.m. Interview Confirmation

She blinked at the name.

Blackwood?

It sounded familiar, but she shook it off. Just a coincidence.

She kissed Eli on the forehead. “Wish Mommy luck, baby boy.”

She had no idea that fate—so carefully avoided—was about to bring her face-to-face with the man she never thought she’d see again.
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