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Chapter 1

The bass thumps through the walls of the off-campus house, so loud I feel it in my chest like a second heartbeat. Red Solo cups litter every surface. Someone's shoe print marks the wall near the stairs. The air tastes like cheap beer and artificial watermelon, thick enough to coat my tongue.

I don't belong here.

The thought loops through my mind as I stand near the kitchen doorway, gripping my own cup like it's anchoring me to the floor. Around me, people laugh too loud, lean too close, move with the easy confidence of those who've done this a hundred times before.

"Relax, Lily. It's college. This is what people do."

My roommate Maya says this while adjusting her crop top, her dark eyes already tracking someone across the room. She makes it look effortless. The parties. The attention. The way she exists in her body without second-guessing every movement.

I nod and take another sip. The vodka-something burns going down. I've already lost count of how many I've had. Three? Four?

The music shifts to something with a heavier beat. Bodies press closer together in the living room, a mass of moving limbs and sweat-slicked skin. Someone bumps into me, sloshing liquid over my hand.

"Sorry!"

They're already gone before I can respond.

I drain the rest of my cup. The alcohol spreads warmth through my stomach, fuzzing the edges of my anxiety. Maybe Maya's right. Maybe I need to stop overthinking everything. I spent all of high school in dance studios, my life measured in counts of eight and the squeak of rosin on hardwood. College was supposed to be different.

I'm supposed to be different here.

Through the crowd, I catch someone watching me. He's older—a senior, maybe. Tall, with dark hair that falls across his forehead and the kind of easy smile that probably works on everyone. When our eyes meet, he doesn't look away. Just raises his cup in a small salute.

My face heats. I glance down at my drink, suddenly fascinated by the pink liquid inside.

When I look up again, he's closer.

"Haven't seen you at one of these before." His voice cuts through the music, low and smooth. He stands just inside my personal space, not quite touching but close enough that I smell his cologne. Something woodsy and expensive.

"First one." The words come out quieter than I intended.

"No kidding?" He grins. "What's your major?"

"Dance scholarship."

His eyebrows lift. "That explains it."

"Explains what?"

"Why you move like that." He gestures vaguely at me, his eyes traveling down and back up in a way that makes my skin prickle. "Like you're floating. It's hot."

I don't know what to say to that. My roommate would have a witty comeback ready. I just stand there, my empty cup suddenly feeling very obvious in my hand.

"Want another?" He's already reaching for it.

"I probably shouldn't—"

"Come on. Live a little." He winks and disappears toward the kitchen before I can protest.

The alcohol in my system makes everything feel slightly sideways, like the room tilts when I'm not paying attention. Someone cranks the music louder. A girl shrieks with laughter nearby. The guy—I realize I don't even know his name—returns with two fresh drinks.

"Cheers." He taps his cup against mine.

I drink. This one tastes stronger, the burn more immediate. He watches me the whole time, that smile playing at his lips like he knows something I don't.

"Too loud in here," he says after a moment, leaning close so his breath tickles my ear. "Want to go somewhere quieter?"

Warning bells sound somewhere in the back of my mind, but they're muffled by vodka and the desperate need to prove I can do this. That I'm not the uptight dancer everyone probably thinks I am.

"Okay."

His hand finds the small of my back, warm through my thin shirt, guiding me toward the stairs. People barely notice as we slip through the crowd. My legs feel loose, uncoordinated in a way that would horrify my dance instructors. I grip the banister as we climb, the wood smooth and slightly sticky under my palm.

The second floor is quieter. Dim. He opens a door at the end of the hall, revealing a bedroom barely illuminated by the streetlight filtering through the window. A bed. A desk. Clothes on the floor.

The door clicks shut behind us.

The music becomes a distant thump, muffled by walls and floorboards. He sets his cup on the desk and turns to face me, that confidence radiating off him in waves that make me feel small and uncertain.

"You're really pretty, you know that?"

No one's ever said that to me quite like that. Like they're stating a fact. Like they already know what comes next.

He steps closer. His hand cups my jaw, tilting my face up, and then he's kissing me. His mouth tastes like alcohol and something mint. The kiss deepens quickly, his tongue pushing past my lips with practiced ease.

I try to match his rhythm, but I'm clumsy, inexperienced. My hands hover awkwardly at my sides before settling on his chest. His heart beats steady under my palm.

He walks me backward until my legs hit the bed. I sit without meaning to, and suddenly he's above me, his weight pressing me into the mattress. His hands slide under my shirt, rough against my ribs.

"Have you done this before?"

The question makes my stomach drop. I shake my head, the movement small.

He pauses, pulls back just enough to look at my face. Something flickers in his expression—surprise? concern?—but then it's gone, replaced by that easy smile again.

"It's cool. I'll take care of you."

His hands continue their exploration. I lie still, my mind racing even as my body responds in unfamiliar ways. This is what people do. This is normal. I'm normal.

He tugs my shirt over my head. The air feels cold on my exposed skin. When he reaches for my jeans, I help, lifting my hips so he can slide them down my legs. My underwear follows.

I'm naked. On a stranger's bed. At a party.

The thought should terrify me. Instead, everything feels distant, like I'm watching myself from across the room.

"You're so fucking hot." He stands to remove his own clothes, and I glimpse his body in the dim light. Athletic. Confident. When he pushes down his boxers, his cock springs free, hard and flushed.

It looks bigger than I expected. Intimidating.

He climbs back onto the bed, positioning himself between my legs. His hand wraps around himself, stroking slowly as he looks at me spread out beneath him.

"Ever given head?"

My face burns. "No."

"Want to try?"

I don't, really, but I nod anyway because saying no feels impossible right now. He shifts, kneeling beside my head, and guides his cock toward my mouth.

"Just lips over your teeth. Use your hand too."

I do as he says, wrapping my fingers around his base—I can barely close my fist around him—and opening my mouth. The head pushes past my lips, salty and warm against my tongue. He groans, his hand tangling in my hair.

"Fuck, yeah. Just like that."

I have no idea what I'm doing. I try to take more but gag when he hits the back of my throat. Saliva pools in my mouth, dripping down my chin. The angle feels awkward, my jaw already aching.

"Easy," he murmurs, pulling back slightly. "Breathe through your nose."

I try again, establishing a shallow rhythm that doesn't make me choke. His hips begin to move, meeting my mouth in gentle thrusts. The sounds he makes—low grunts and muttered curses—fill the quiet room.

After a minute, maybe two, he pulls away abruptly. Saliva connects my lips to his cock in a thin strand that breaks when he moves.

"Your turn."

Before I can process what he means, he's pushing me back down, spreading my legs wide. His face disappears between my thighs.

The first touch of his tongue makes me gasp. He licks a long stripe from bottom to top, circling something that sends sparks shooting up my spine. My hands fist in the sheets.

"Oh—"

"Feel good?"

"Yes." The word comes out broken.

He does it again, adding a finger that pushes inside me. The stretch burns slightly, unfamiliar, but the pleasure from his tongue overwhelms it. He adds another finger, pumping slowly while his mouth works that sensitive spot with devastating precision.

The alcohol and sensation combine into something overwhelming. My hips lift off the bed, chasing his mouth. Everything goes hazy at the edges, narrowing to just this—his fingers, his tongue, the building pressure low in my belly.

Then he stops.

I make a sound of protest, but he's already moving, positioning himself over me. His cock presses against my entrance, blunt and insistent.

"This might hurt a little." He says it like an afterthought, already pushing forward.

The pressure builds. Burns. I stiffen, my hands flying to his shoulders.

"Wait—"

He pushes harder, and suddenly he's inside me. The pain is sharp and immediate, stealing my breath. I can feel myself stretching around him, too full, too much.

"Fuck, you're tight." His voice sounds strained.

He starts to move, short thrusts that make the burning worse at first. Each push sends a jolt through me—part pain, part something else I can't name. I bite my lip hard enough to taste copper, metallic and sharp, willing my body to adjust to the intrusion. He's so much bigger than I expected, stretching me in ways that feel impossible.

The alcohol makes everything feel surreal and distant, like I'm floating above myself, watching this happen to someone else. Someone braver. Someone who knows what she's doing. My nails dig into his shoulders as he moves, seeking purchase, seeking something to anchor me to reality.

Gradually, the burning begins to fade, replaced by a strange fullness. His rhythm is steady but urgent, like he's fighting for control. I can feel the heat of his skin against mine, the way his muscles tense under my palms. The bed creaks with each movement, a rhythmic sound that mingles with our breathing.

It doesn't last long. Maybe a minute, maybe two—time feels elastic and strange. His thrusts become more erratic, losing the careful pace he'd maintained. His breathing turns harsh and ragged against my neck, his body trembling with the effort of whatever's building inside him. Then he groans, a low, guttural sound that vibrates through his chest, and his body goes rigid above me.

Warmth floods inside me, pulse after pulse.

Inside me.

The reality of it hits like a slap. He's inside me, part of him now part of me, and I can feel it—warm and foreign and irreversible.

"Shit." He collapses beside me, his chest heaving. "That was amazing."

I lie motionless, staring at the ceiling. Between my legs, I feel wet and sore. When I shift slightly, his cum leaks out onto the sheets.

"Did you use a condom?"

The words barely register in my own ears, but he hears them. I watch his expression shift, recognition dawning.

"Oh. Fuck. No. Sorry, I—got caught up in the moment." He runs a hand through his hair. "You're on the pill though, right?"

I'm not.

I'm not on anything.

The reality of what we just did—what I just did—crashes over me. My throat tightens. I need to leave. Need to get out of this room with its sticky sheets and the smell of sex hanging in the air.

I scramble for my clothes, pulling them on with shaking hands. He watches me with something like confusion, still naked on the bed.

"You okay?"

"Fine. I just—I need to go."

I don't wait for his response. The door opens, closes behind me with a soft click. The hallway spins slightly as I navigate back to the stairs. The party continues below, oblivious. Music and laughter and the clink of bottles.

Outside, the night air hits my face like a slap. I walk home alone, my inner thighs chafing with every step.

I don't cry until I'm safely behind my dorm room door.

Six weeks later, I stare at the pink plus sign on the plastic stick.

My hands shake so badly I nearly drop it in the sink. I set it on the counter carefully, like it might explode, and grip the porcelain edge until my knuckles turn white.

This can't be real.

I take three more tests. They all say the same thing.

When I call my parents, my mother answers on the second ring, her voice bright and unsuspecting.

"Lily! How are classes going?"

"Mom." The word breaks. "I need to tell you something."

The silence that follows my confession stretches so long I think the call dropped. Then my father's voice cuts in, hard and flat.

"You made an adult choice. Now you deal with adult consequences."

I withdraw from school the next week.

The scholarship is gone. The future I planned—professional dance companies, stages, applause—dissolves like smoke.

Instead, I watch my body change. My stomach swells. My breasts grow heavy and tender. Every morning, I wake up and remember: this is my life now.

I'm twenty-one years old, and everything is over before it even began.


Chapter 2

The baby cries at four in the morning.

Then again at six.

By seven, I'm awake for good, sitting in the nursery with Emma latched onto my breast, her tiny fingers curled against my skin. She nurses hungrily, her eyes drifting closed in that peaceful way that makes my chest ache with something too complicated to name.

Love. Terror. Exhaustion.

All of it tangled together until I can't tell where one ends and another begins.

My parents helped me secure the internship. Dad made a call to someone who owed him a favor, and suddenly I had an interview scheduled at Blackridge Holdings. A real company. The kind with glass towers and executive parking.

"You need structure," Mom said when she came over to watch Emma for the day. "You can't just sit here forever."

She's right. I know she's right.

But leaving Emma feels like ripping off my own skin.

The building looms above me, all steel and glass and sharp angles that slice into the gray Seattle sky. People in expensive suits move through the revolving doors with the kind of purpose I haven't felt in months. Years, maybe.

I smooth my skirt—one of the few professional pieces I still own—and adjust the bag on my shoulder. Inside: my resume, a notepad, two pens, and a manual breast pump I pray I won't need before this meeting ends.

My breasts are already heavy. Full.

Emma nursed an hour ago, but my body doesn't care about schedules. It produces milk on its own relentless timeline, and right now I can feel the pressure building, a dull ache that promises to become urgent if I don't deal with it soon.

Not now. Not here.

I push through the doors.

The lobby steals my breath. Marble floors stretch out like frozen lakes, reflecting the overhead lights in cold, precise lines. Everything gleams. Chrome. Glass. Polished stone. Even the air feels expensive, filtered and climate-controlled to the perfect temperature.

People move fast here. Executives in tailored suits stride across the marble with phones pressed to their ears, their heels clicking out rhythms of importance. Nobody looks at me.

I feel invisible.

Small.

The receptionist sits behind a curved desk that looks like it cost more than my parents' car. She's beautiful in that effortless way some women manage—sleek dark hair, perfect makeup, a smile that's professional without being warm.

"Can I help you?"

"I'm here for an interview. Lily Hart. Nine-thirty."

She types something into her computer, her manicured nails clicking against the keys. Her eyes flick to me briefly, assessing.

"Have a seat. Someone will be with you shortly."

I sink into one of the leather chairs arranged near the windows. The leather is soft, butter-smooth, the kind that probably costs thousands of dollars. I fold my hands in my lap and try to look like I belong here.

I don't.

Minutes drag by. I watch people come and go, all of them moving with that same purposeful energy. A man in a charcoal suit laughs into his phone. A woman with a briefcase strides past without breaking stride.

My breasts throb.

I shift in the chair, trying to relieve the pressure. It doesn't help. The ache is spreading now, a heaviness that makes me hyperaware of my body in ways I wish I could ignore.

Not now. Please not now.

"Ms. Hart?"

I jolt upright. The receptionist stands near her desk, beckoning me forward.

"Mr. Kane will see you now."

My stomach drops.

Kane. That name sounds familiar, though I can't place why.

"I'm sorry—I thought this was an HR interview?"

"Mr. Kane prefers to meet all new candidates personally." Her smile is polite but dismissive, like my confusion is a minor inconvenience. "Top floor. Elevator's to your right."

I stand, legs unsteady beneath me. This wasn't supposed to happen. I prepped for HR questions. Standard interview stuff. Tell me about yourself. What are your strengths? Why do you want to work here?

Not the CEO.

The elevator is glass-walled, offering a dizzying view of the city as it climbs. I watch Seattle shrink below me, the streets and cars reducing to toy-sized replicas. My reflection stares back at me in the polished doors—blonde hair pulled into a neat ponytail, blue eyes wide with nerves, blouse buttoned to the collar in an attempt to look competent.

Professional.

Like someone who deserves to be here.

The pressure in my chest builds with every floor. I press my arms against my sides, trying to contain it. Milk production doesn't stop just because I have an interview. My body doesn't care about professionalism or first impressions.

It only cares about Emma.

The elevator chimes softly as it reaches the top floor.

The doors slide open.

Another lobby. Smaller this time, quieter, with floor-to-ceiling windows that flood the space with natural light. A woman sits at a sleek desk, older than the receptionist downstairs, with sharp eyes that miss nothing.

"Ms. Hart?"

"Yes."

"Mr. Kane is expecting you." She gestures toward a set of double doors. Dark wood. Imposing. "Go right in."

My heart hammers against my ribs.

Go right in.

No waiting. No time to collect myself.

I walk forward, each step feeling heavier than the last. My hand closes around the door handle—cool metal, solid—and I push.

The office opens before me.

Massive doesn't begin to cover it. The space is bigger than my parents' entire living room, with windows that stretch from floor to ceiling, offering a panoramic view of the city. The furniture is minimal but expensive—leather chairs, a glass coffee table, a desk that looks carved from a single piece of black walnut.

And behind that desk, rising from his chair as I enter, is Dominic Kane.

He fills the room.

That's the first thing I notice. Not his height, though he has that too—easily over six feet, broad-shouldered and solid in a way that makes the space around him feel smaller. Not his suit, though it fits him perfectly, dark gray and tailored to emphasize the powerful build beneath.

It's his presence.

The way he stands there, utterly still, watching me with eyes that feel like they see everything.

Gray eyes. Storm-colored. Sharp.

They lock onto mine, and my breath stumbles.

"Ms. Hart." His voice is deep, controlled, the kind of voice that doesn't need to rise to command attention. "Come in."

I step forward. The door closes behind me with a soft click that feels far too final.

My breasts ache.

I fold my arms across my chest, trying to be subtle, but his gaze flickers down for just a second. Brief. Clinical.

He noticed.

Heat floods my face.

"Please. Sit."

He gestures to one of the leather chairs across from his desk. I sink into it, grateful for something to do with my body. He remains standing for a moment longer, studying me with an intensity that makes my skin prickle.

Then he sits, folding his hands on the desk in front of him.

"Tell me why you're here."

The question is simple. Direct.

But something about the way he asks it—calm, unbothered, like he has all the time in the world—makes my prepared answers dissolve.

I open my mouth.

No sound comes out.

His eyes don't leave mine.

And the pressure in my chest builds.


Chapter 3

"I—" My voice cracks. I clear my throat, try again. "I'm here for the internship position. My father helped arrange—"

"I know who you are."

His tone doesn't shift. Still calm. Still controlled. But the words cut through my fumbling explanation like a blade through silk.

He knows.

My hands twist together in my lap, hidden beneath the desk's edge where he can't see them. Can't see how badly they're shaking.

"Your father spoke highly of you." Dominic leans back in his chair, the leather creaking softly under his weight. "Said you were a dancer. Full scholarship before..."

He trails off. Doesn't finish the sentence.

He doesn't need to.

The silence between us stretches, thick and heavy. I can't tell if he's waiting for me to fill it or if he's simply observing. Cataloging my reaction.

My chest throbs. The ache has graduated from uncomfortable to painful, the kind of pressure that demands attention no matter how much I try to ignore it.

I press my arms tighter against my sides.

His eyes drop again. Just for a second. Then return to my face.

"You have a baby."

It's not a question.

Heat floods my neck, crawls up to my cheeks. "Yes."

"How old?"

"Three months." The words come out quieter than I intend. "Her name is Emma."

Something shifts in his expression. Not softness exactly. More like recognition. Interest, maybe. His gaze intensifies, and I feel pinned beneath it, like a specimen under glass.

"You're breastfeeding."

My breath catches.

Oh God.

Of course he noticed. Of course he did. The way I've been sitting here, arms crossed like I'm trying to hold myself together, the slight wince every time I move wrong—

"I—yes." My face burns. "I pump. During the day. I have a—a schedule."

Why am I telling him this?

"How often?"

I blink. "I'm sorry?"

"How often do you need to pump?" His tone remains perfectly neutral, as if he's asking about my typing speed or software proficiency. As if this is a normal interview question.

My throat goes dry.

"Every... every three to four hours. Sometimes sooner if—" I stop myself. Too much information. Way too much. "I can manage it during lunch breaks. It won't interfere with work."

"That's not what I asked."

He shifts forward slightly, elbows resting on the desk. The movement draws my attention to his forearms—thick, strong, the sleeves of his dress shirt rolled to just below his elbows. Veins trace visible lines beneath tan skin.

I drag my eyes back to his face.

"You're in pain right now," he says.

It's not a question. Again.

My mouth opens. Closes. "I'll be fine. I just need to—after the interview, I can—"

"You've been here fifteen minutes." His voice drops lower, that quiet authority threading through every word. "When did you last feed her?"

"Six-thirty. This morning. Before I left."

He glances at his watch. The movement is casual, unhurried. "That was almost three hours ago."

"I know." My voice comes out sharper than I mean it to. Defensive. "I know my own body, Mr. Kane. I said I can manage."

For the first time since I walked in, something changes in his expression.

Not anger.

Something else.

His lips curve slightly. Not quite a smile. More like acknowledgment.

"You don't need to call me that."

I swallow hard. "What should I call you?"

"Dominic."

The name sits between us. Familiar in a way that feels wrong, given that I met him five minutes ago. Given that he's the CEO of a massive company and I'm just—

A college dropout with a baby.

A charity case my father begged someone to interview.

"Dominic," I repeat. Testing how it sounds. It feels strange on my tongue. Too intimate.

He watches me say it. His gray eyes don't leave mine.

The pressure in my chest spikes suddenly, sharp enough that I inhale through my teeth before I can stop myself. My hands fly up instinctively, pressing against my blouse, trying to ease the ache.

Then I realize what I'm doing.

I drop my hands immediately, mortified.

He saw.

Of course he saw.

"You need to take care of that." His voice is firm now. Not harsh, but leaving no room for argument. "There's a private restroom attached to this office. Through that door." He nods toward a door I hadn't noticed, half-hidden in the wall to my right. "Go."

"I—" Panic flares in my chest. This is an interview. I can't just leave. "I can wait until—"

"Lily."

The way he says my name stops me cold.

Low. Deliberate. Like he's said it a thousand times before instead of just now.

"You're not going to sit here suffering through the rest of this conversation because you think it's professional." He stands, moving around the desk with a fluid grace that seems impossible for someone his size. "You'll pump. Then we'll finish talking."

He towers over me now. Close enough that I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. Close enough that I can smell him—something clean and masculine, expensive cologne mixed with something darker underneath.

My heart pounds.

"What if I say no?"

The question escapes before I can think better of it.

His eyebrow lifts slightly. "Then you'll sit here in pain while I ask you questions you're too distracted to answer properly." He pauses. "Is that what you want?"

No.

God, no.

But admitting that feels like surrender.

He must see the answer on my face because he steps back, giving me space. "The door's unlocked. Take your time."

I stand on shaky legs. My body moves before my brain catches up, drawn toward the door he indicated. My hand closes around the handle—cool metal, just like before—and I push.

The restroom is smaller than the main office but still nicer than anything I've seen outside a luxury hotel. Marble counters, soft lighting, a plush chair positioned near the sink.

I close the door behind me and lean against it, breathing hard.

What just happened?

He commanded me. Politely, yes. Calmly. But there was no mistaking it for anything other than what it was.

An order.

And I obeyed.

My hands shake as I unbutton my blouse and set up the pump. The familiar whir fills the small space, rhythmic and mechanical. Relief floods through me as the pressure finally eases, replaced by the strange pulling sensation I've grown used to over the past three months.

I close my eyes and try to collect myself.

He knows about Emma.

He knows I'm breastfeeding.

He knows I'm struggling.

And instead of dismissing me—like I half-expected—he sent me here. Gave me privacy. Told me to take my time.

Why?

The pump finishes its cycle. I clean up quickly, efficiently, storing everything back in my bag before buttoning my blouse with trembling fingers.

When I step back into his office, Dominic is standing by the windows, hands clasped behind his back, looking out at the city below. He turns when he hears the door.

His eyes sweep over me. Assessing.

"Better?"

"Yes." My voice is steadier now. "Thank you."

He nods once, then moves back to his desk. "Sit."

I do.

This time, the chair feels less like a trap and more like... I don't know what. Something else.

"You'll start Monday," he says.

I blink. "What?"

"The internship. You'll start Monday." He pulls a folder from his desk drawer, flips it open. "Standard hours, nine to five. You'll work directly under my assistant, Catherine—the woman at the desk outside. She'll handle your training."

"I—" My brain struggles to catch up. "You're hiring me?"

"Yes."

"But you haven't asked me anything. About my qualifications. My—"

"I don't need to." He looks up from the folder, gray eyes locking onto mine. "You're a dancer. That means discipline. Work ethic. The ability to push through discomfort." His gaze sharpens. "You're also a mother. That means you understand responsibility."

My throat tightens.

"You'll need accommodations," he continues, as if it's already decided. "A private space to pump. Flexible break times. If Emma gets sick, you'll need to leave. I don't expect you to choose between work and your daughter."

I can't speak.

"Catherine will set everything up. If you need anything else, you tell her. She reports to me." He closes the folder and slides it across the desk toward me. "This is your contract. Take it home. Read it. Bring it back signed on Monday."

My hands reach out automatically, taking the folder even though my mind is still reeling.

This doesn't make sense.

He didn't ask about my education. Didn't ask for references beyond my father. Didn't even let me finish explaining why I wanted the position.

He just... decided.

"Why?" The word escapes before I can stop it.

Dominic tilts his head slightly. "Why what?"

"Why are you hiring me?" My fingers tighten on the folder. "You don't know anything about me. I dropped out of school. I have a baby. I'm—" The words stick in my throat. "I'm not exactly the ideal candidate."

For a long moment, he doesn't answer.

Then he stands, moving around the desk again. This time he doesn't stop until he's directly in front of me, close enough that I have to crane my neck to see his face.

"You came here despite being in pain," he says quietly. "You sat through an interview with a stranger who knew your worst mistake before you walked through the door. You didn't make excuses. You didn't ask for special treatment." His eyes hold mine. "You just said you'd manage."

My breath catches.

"That tells me everything I need to know about who you are, Lily Hart."

The way he says my full name sends a shiver down my spine.

He steps back, creating distance again. "I'll see you Monday."

It's a dismissal.

I stand, legs somehow functional despite the way my entire body feels like it's buzzing with electricity. "Thank you. I—thank you."

He nods once. Doesn't smile. Doesn't offer his hand.

Just watches as I turn and walk toward the door.

My hand closes around the handle. I pull.

"Lily."

I freeze. Turn back.

He's still standing there, hands in his pockets, expression unreadable.

"Don't be late."

"I won't."

I pull the door open and step through.

Catherine glances up as I pass her desk, but I barely register her. My feet carry me toward the elevator on autopilot. The doors open. I step inside.

As the elevator begins its descent, I catch my reflection in the polished doors.

My face is flushed. My eyes are too wide. My hands clutch the folder against my chest like a lifeline.

I should feel relieved.

I got the job. Against all odds, despite everything, I got it.

Instead, I feel watched.

Like even now, twenty floors above me, Dominic Kane's gray eyes are still cataloging every reaction.

Every breath.


Chapter 4

The first week passes in a blur of paperwork and learning Catherine's organizational system.

She's efficient. Precise. The kind of woman who can tell when I'm about to ask a question before I open my mouth. She teaches me filing protocols, email hierarchies, meeting schedules. How to answer the phone with the exact right balance of professional warmth.

I expect her to mention my situation. The baby. The pumping breaks.

She doesn't.

She just shows me the small office—more of a closet, really—that's been set up with a chair, a small table, and an outlet. There's a mini fridge in the corner.

"Mr. Kane had it installed Tuesday," she says, as if CEOs routinely renovate office space for interns. "Lock the door when you're in there. No one will disturb you."

I don't know what to say.

Catherine simply moves on to the next item on her list.

By Wednesday, I understand the rhythm.

Morning meetings. Afternoon calls. Catherine handles Dominic's calendar like she's conducting an orchestra—every appointment precisely timed, every conflict resolved before it becomes a problem.

I rarely see him.

He's in his office or in conference rooms with people who wear watches that cost more than my parents' mortgage. When he does emerge, he moves through the space like he owns not just the building but the air inside it.

Which, I suppose, he does.

Thursday afternoon, Catherine sends me to deliver a contract to his office.

"Just leave it on his desk," she instructs. "He's expecting it."

The door is slightly ajar when I reach it.

I knock anyway.

"Come in."

His voice pulls me forward before I consciously decide to move.

Dominic stands near the floor-to-ceiling windows, silhouetted against the city skyline. He's rolled his shirtsleeves up, revealing forearms that are all muscle and tendon. A tumbler of something amber sits on the window ledge beside him.

"The Meridian contract," I say, holding up the folder.

"On the desk."

I cross the room, set the folder down carefully. My heels click against the marble. The sound feels too loud in the quiet space.

When I turn to leave, he's moved.

No longer by the window.

Right behind me.

I freeze.

He doesn't touch me. Doesn't have to. The heat of him radiates against my back, close enough that I can feel the shift of air when he breathes.

"You still think like a dancer."

Not a question. Not exactly.

My breath catches. "What do you mean?"

"The way you move through space. Like you're always aware of where your body is." His voice is low. Quiet. "Most people don't have that. They stumble. They compensate." A pause. "You glide."

Heat crawls up my neck. He's watched me that closely?

"I don't dance anymore," I whisper.

"No." Something shifts in his tone. Something almost like regret. "But she's still in there. The girl who did."

The words hit deeper than they should.

Because he's right.

I've been trying so hard to bury her—the girl who lived in studios and knew her body as an instrument. The girl who believed her future was mapped out in choreography and stage lights.

That girl feels like a ghost now.

But Dominic sees her anyway.

"I can't be her anymore," I say, barely audible.

"I'm not asking you to be." His hand comes up, fingers brushing against my temple. A strand of hair has fallen loose from my ponytail. He tucks it behind my ear with a gentleness that feels dangerous. "I'm asking you to remember what it felt like when you were."

My breath stumbles.

"Mr. Kane—"

"Dominic." His thumb grazes my cheek. "When it's just us, you call me Dominic."

I should protest. Should remind him that I work for him, that this is inappropriate, that I'm not—

His other hand settles on my hip.

The world narrows to that single point of contact.

"Tell me to stop." His breath ghosts against my ear. "If you want me to stop, say it now."

I open my mouth.

Nothing comes out.

He turns me slowly, his hands firm but unhurried, until I'm facing him. This close, I have to tilt my head back to meet his eyes. They're dark gray now, storm-colored, locked onto mine with an intensity that makes my knees weak.

"Lily." My name in his voice sounds like a claim.

"I—" The words tangle. "This isn't—"

"Isn't what?"

"Appropriate."

His mouth curves slightly. Not quite a smile. "No. It isn't."

But he doesn't let go.

Instead, he lifts his hand to cup my jaw, thumb tracing the line of my lower lip. The touch is feather-light. Deliberate.

"You've been here all week," he murmurs. "Working late. Trying to prove yourself." His thumb presses slightly. "You don't have to prove anything to me."

"Then what do I have to do?"

The question escapes before I can stop it.

His eyes darken further. "Let me touch you."

My breath catches.

He leans in slowly, giving me time to pull away. To say no. To remember all the reasons this is a terrible idea.

I don't move.

His mouth brushes mine. Once. Soft. Testing.

Then again, deeper, as his hand slides into my hair and angles my head exactly where he wants it.

I make a sound—small, helpless—and his grip tightens.

The kiss isn't gentle.

It's claiming.

His tongue sweeps against mine, demanding response, and my body gives it without permission. My hands come up, clutching at his shirt, trying to find purchase in the storm he's creating.

He walks me backward until my hips hit the edge of his desk.

"Up," he says against my mouth.

I hesitate for half a second.

His hands go to my waist and he lifts me like I weigh nothing, setting me on the polished wood. Papers scatter. I don't care.

He steps between my legs, spreading them to make room for his hips, and suddenly there's no space left between us. Just heat and pressure and the shocking hardness of him pressed against me.

"Oh god—"

"Shh." His mouth moves to my neck, teeth scraping sensitive skin. "We're going to be quiet."

My head falls back, giving him access. His hands roam—up my sides, tracing my ribs, then higher.

When his palms cup my breasts through my blouse, I gasp.

They're full. Heavy. Still tender from pumping just an hour ago.

He squeezes gently and I feel it—the telltale tingle that means I'm about to leak.

"Dominic—wait—I can't—"

"Can't what?" His thumbs brush over my nipples through the fabric and I whimper.

"I'll—I'm going to—"

Understanding crosses his face. But instead of pulling away, his expression shifts into something darker. More possessive.

"Show me."

"What?"

"Show me." His hands move to the buttons of my blouse, fingers working them open with practiced efficiency. "I want to see."

"This is—" My protest dies as he pushes the fabric aside, revealing my simple white bra. Already, I can see the damp spots forming.

His jaw tightens. "Christ, Lily."

Humiliation burns through me. "I'm sorry, I should go—"

"Don't." His hands catch my wrists before I can cover myself. "Don't apologize." He releases one wrist to trace the edge of my bra, fingers following the line of dampness. "Do you have any idea how fucking beautiful you are?"

"I'm leaking—"

"You're perfect."

Then his mouth is on mine again, swallowing my protests, while his hands work the clasp of my bra. It falls away and cool air hits my skin.

"Dominic—"

"Let me." His voice is rough now, control fraying. "Let me take care of it."

Before I can process what he means, his hand cups my left breast, thumb and fingers applying gentle pressure.

The relief is immediate.

I gasp as milk beads at my nipple, then begins to flow in earnest. He catches it in his palm, expression fierce.

"Does this hurt?"

"No." My voice shakes. "It feels—it's—"

"Good?"

I nod, incapable of more.

His other hand mirrors the motion on my right breast, and suddenly I'm leaning back on the desk, supported by his body, while he methodically relieves the pressure that's been building all day.

It should be clinical.

It's not.

Every stroke of his hands sends heat pooling low in my belly. Every time milk spills over his fingers, his breathing gets heavier.

"Such a good girl," he murmurs. "Letting me help you."

The praise does something to me. Something that makes me arch into his touch, seeking more.

"Please—"

"Please what?" His hands still. "Tell me what you need."

"I don't—I can't—"

"Yes, you can." His mouth finds my ear. "Use your words, Lily."

"Touch me." The admission comes out broken. "Please touch me."

His hand leaves my breast and slides down, over my stomach, to the hem of my skirt. He pauses there.

"Here?"

"Yes."

He pushes the fabric up slowly, exposing my thighs. His palm is warm against my skin, rough with calluses. When his fingers trace the edge of my underwear, I stop breathing.

"Already so wet," he says, almost to himself. "I've barely touched you."

"Dominic—"

He hooks his fingers into the fabric and pulls it aside. The first brush of his fingertips against me draws a sound from my throat I've never made before.

"Quiet," he reminds me. But his voice is strained now. "Remember where we are."

I bite my lip as he explores, fingers sliding through wetness, finding the spot that makes my hips jerk.

"There?" he asks.

"God—yes—"

He circles it slowly. Methodically. Building pressure with each pass until I'm shaking.

"Look at me."

I force my eyes open. He's watching my face with the same intensity he brought to the interview. Cataloging every reaction. Learning what makes me gasp. What makes me clench around nothing.

"You're going to come for me," he says. Not a question. A statement of fact. "Right here. On my desk."

"I can't—someone might—"

"No one's coming up here." His fingers press harder. "It's just us. So let go."

I try to hold on. Try to maintain some shred of control.

But he's relentless. His fingers work me with devastating precision while his other hand returns to my breast, thumb brushing my nipple, and the dual sensation is too much.

"Dominic—"

"That's it. Come for me."

My body obeys before my mind can protest.

The orgasm crashes through me in waves, each one stealing my breath. I bite down on my own hand to muffle the sounds trying to escape while he works me through it, gentling his touch as the aftershocks fade.

When I can breathe again, I realize he's pulled me against his chest, one hand cradling the back of my head while the other rubs soothing circles on my lower back.

"Good girl," he murmurs into my hair. "So fucking good for me."

I should feel embarrassed. Should pull away.

Instead, I just cling to him, trying to remember how my legs work.

After a moment, he eases me back enough to look at my face. His expression is unreadable, but his pupils are blown wide and there's a tension in his jaw that speaks of control barely maintained.

"Turn around," he says quietly.

"What?"

"Turn around, Lily. Put your hands on the desk."

Oh god.

"Dominic, I don't think—"

"Do you want me to stop?"

The answer should be yes. Should be obvious.

"No."

Something dangerous flashes in his eyes. "Then turn around."

My body moves before I consciously decide to obey. I turn, pressing my palms flat against the cool wood of his desk. Behind me, I hear the clink of his belt buckle.

"Stay just like that." His hand settles on my lower back, warm and grounding. "Don't move unless I tell you to."

The skirt gets pushed higher. My underwear dragged down my thighs.

Then the thick head of him presses against me and every thought evaporates.

"Dominic—"

"I know." His other hand grips my hip. "I know it's been a while. We'll go slow."

He pushes in an inch. Maybe two.

I cry out before I can stop myself.

"Shh." His hand comes up to cover my mouth gently. "Breathe through it."

But it's too much. He's too big—impossibly thick—and even though I'm wet, my body resists the intrusion.

"Can't—it's too—"

"You can." He holds still, letting me adjust. "Your body was made for this. Made for me."

Another inch.

My vision blurs as tears gather on my lashes. The sensation isn't quite pain—it's the crushing weight of being completely filled, stretched beyond what I thought possible, my body forced to accommodate every thick inch of him.

"That's it." His voice is strained now, control fracturing. "Take me. Just a little more."

He rocks forward slowly, and suddenly he's fully seated. I can feel him everywhere—impossibly deep, stretching me in ways that blur the line between pleasure and too much.

"Breathe, Lily."

I drag in air. Focus on the solid warmth of his hand on my hip. The way his thumb strokes soothing patterns on my skin.

"Good girl." He withdraws slightly, then pushes back in. "So fucking tight. Like you were made exactly for my cock."

The crude words should shock me.

Instead, they send heat spiraling through my core.

He sets a rhythm—slow, deep strokes that make me feel every inch of him. His free hand comes around to my front, finding my breast again.

Milk leaks freely now, running over his fingers as he kneads the sensitive flesh.

"So full," he murmurs. "Dripping for me."

"Please—"

"Please what?" He thrusts harder and I gasp. "More?"

"Yes—god—yes—"

He gives it to me. Faster now. Deeper. The desk creaks with each movement. Papers slide to the floor. I don't care.

All I can focus on is the relentless pleasure building with each stroke. The way his fingers work my breast. The filthy sounds of our bodies meeting.

"Come again," he orders. "Come on my cock."

"I can't—"

"Yes, you can." His hand leaves my breast to find the spot between my legs again, fingers slick with milk as they circle my clit with devastating precision. "I want to feel you squeeze me when you fall apart."

The combination destroys me completely.

His cock driving deep, hitting that perfect spot with each thrust. His fingers working my clit in tight, relentless circles. The obscene wetness of my milk coating his other hand as it kneads my swollen breast.

It's too much. Every nerve ending screams with pleasure so intense it borders on pain.

I come with his name torn from my lips, my entire body seizing as the orgasm crashes through me. My inner walls clench around his thickness so hard he curses, a raw sound that vibrates through his chest.

"Fuck—yes—just like that—"

His rhythm falters, becomes erratic and desperate. I feel him swell even thicker inside me, stretching me impossibly wider as he chases his own release. Each thrust now is urgent, claiming, like he's trying to brand himself into my very core.

The desk shakes beneath us. My milk flows freely, coating both our bodies in slick heat. And still he drives into me, deeper and harder, until I'm nothing but sensation and surrender.

"Lily—fuck—I need to—"

Then he stills, buried deep, and I feel the hot pulse of him filling me.

The realization cuts through the pleasure haze.

"Wait—no—you can't—" Panic floods in. "You didn't use anything—"

He doesn't pull out. Just leans over me, pressing kisses to my shoulder.

"I know."

"I'll get pregnant again—I can't—"

"You won't." His voice is absolute. Certain.

"You don't know that—"

"If you do—" He turns me to face him, hands cupping my face so I have to meet his eyes. "—then you do. And I'll take care of you. Both of you. All of you."

Tears spill over. "You can't just—"

"I can. I will." His thumbs brush away the wetness on my cheeks. "You're mine now, Lily. That means I provide. I protect." His jaw sets. "And if I put another baby in you, then that's mine too."

"This is insane—"

"Maybe." He kisses me again, softer this time. "But it's done."

He's right.

It's done.

I can feel him still inside me, softening but not withdrawing. Can feel the evidence of what we just did beginning to leak out.

"What happens now?" I whisper.

Dominic pulls back just enough to meet my eyes.

"Now you go home to Emma. Get some rest." His expression is unreadable. "And Monday, you come back."

"That's it?"

"For tonight." He finally withdraws, and I feel the loss immediately. "We'll talk about the rest later."

He helps me clean up with surprising gentleness. Finds tissues. Straightens my clothes. Rebuttons my blouse with steady fingers while mine shake too hard to manage it.

When I'm presentable again—or as presentable as possible—he walks me to the elevator.

"Dominic—"

"Monday, Lily." He brushes his thumb across my lower lip one more time. "Don't overthink it."

The elevator doors close between us.

As the car descends, I catch my reflection again.

Flushed. Disheveled. Marked.

Mine, he'd said.

And god help me, I want to be.


Chapter 5

Monday morning feels like walking into a minefield.

Every step through Blackridge's lobby makes my heart pound harder. Every glance from passing employees makes me certain they know—that somehow what happened Thursday is written across my skin in permanent ink.

I keep my head down. Focus on the elevator buttons. On the familiar weight of my work bag. On anything except the memory of Dominic's hands on me.

His cock inside me.

His voice saying mine.

The regular elevator deposits me on the executive floor at eight sharp. Catherine greets me with her usual professional smile, handing over a stack of files that need organizing.

"Mr. Kane has meetings all morning," she says. "He shouldn't need anything until after lunch."

Relief and disappointment war in my chest.

"Perfect. Thank you."

I settle into my small desk outside Catherine's office and lose myself in color-coded tabs and alphabetical ordering. Safe. Predictable. Nothing like Thursday's chaos.

Except I can't stop listening for him.

Every footstep in the hallway makes my pulse spike. Every door opening draws my attention. When his voice carries from his office during a conference call, my entire body goes taut.

He sounds exactly the same. Controlled. Authoritative. Calm.

Like he didn't have me bent over his desk three days ago.

Like he didn't fill me with his cum and tell me he'd take care of whatever consequences followed.

"Lily?"

I jerk my head up. Catherine stands over my desk, concern creasing her forehead.

"Sorry—yes?"

"I asked if you needed anything before I head to the legal department."

"No. I'm fine." I force a smile. "Just concentrating."

She studies me a moment longer before nodding and walking away.

I exhale slowly.

This is going to be impossible.

The morning crawls by. I pump twice in the small office Dominic had installed, each time hyper-aware that he arranged this space. That he knows what I'm doing behind that locked door.

That he's touched me there. Tasted me.

My face burns every time the thought surfaces.

By noon, I've successfully avoided him completely. Catherine mentions he's in back-to-back meetings through the afternoon, and I tell myself it's better this way.

Easier.

Except at four o'clock, Catherine sends me to deliver revised contracts to the legal team on the twentieth floor.

"Take the executive elevator," she says absently, already focused on her computer screen. "It's faster."

My stomach drops.

The executive elevator requires a keycard. Only senior staff use it. And it opens directly into Dominic's private hallway.

"I can take the regular—"

"Don't be silly. Use Mr. Kane's access." She slides a temporary keycard across her desk without looking up. "He approved it this morning."

Of course he did.

I take the card with trembling fingers and head toward the private elevator bay.

The hallway is empty. Quiet except for the low hum of climate control and my footsteps on marble.

I swipe the card. The doors open immediately—polished steel and dark wood paneling. Much smaller than the regular elevators. More intimate.

I step inside and hit the button for twenty.

The doors start to close.

Then a hand catches them.

Dominic steps in.

My breath stops completely.

He's in shirtsleeves, tie loosened, looking like he's been working for hours. His gray eyes find mine immediately, and the air between us ignites.

The doors close.

We're alone.

"Lily."

Just my name. But it sounds like a claim.

I press myself against the back wall, gripping the contracts like a shield. "I'm—I need to get to legal."

"I know." He doesn't move closer. Just watches me with that unnervingly calm intensity. "You've been avoiding me."

"You're my boss."

"And that changes what happened?"

"It should." My voice comes out shakier than I want. "Thursday was—we shouldn't have—"

"But we did."

The elevator continues its smooth descent. Eighteen. Seventeen.

Dominic reaches out and presses the emergency stop.

The carriage jerks to a halt between floors.

"What are you doing?"

"Talking to you." He takes a step forward. "Since you've spent all day pretending I don't exist."

"I wasn't—"

"You wouldn't look at me once during the morning briefing."

He'd noticed. Of course he'd noticed.

"I was taking notes."

"You were hiding." Another step. The elevator feels impossibly small now. "Why?"

"Because—" The words tangle. "Because I don't know how to do this. I don't know what you want from me."

"I told you what I want." His voice drops lower. Rougher. "I want you."

"For how long?" The question bursts out before I can stop it. "Until you get bored? Until—"

He closes the distance between us in one stride, caging me against the wall with his body.

"You think I'd risk everything I just did for boredom?"

I can't breathe. Can't think. His heat overwhelms everything.

"I don't know what you'd do."

"Then let me show you."

His mouth crashes onto mine—not gentle like Thursday, but demanding. Possessive. His tongue pushes between my lips and I open for him helplessly, the contracts falling forgotten to the floor.

This kiss is different. Hungrier. Like he's been starving since Thursday and finally gets to feed.

I kiss him back just as desperately, my hands fisting in his shirt to pull him closer. Need floods through me—sharp and immediate and completely irrational.

Dominic tears his mouth away just long enough to spin me around.

"Hands on the wall."

"What—"

"Do it."

I obey, palms flat against the cool paneling. Behind me, I hear his belt buckle. The rasp of his zipper.

"We can't—not here—"

"We can." His hands push up my skirt, dragging it over my hips. "And we are."

He rips my panties down my thighs and I gasp at the roughness of it. At how exposed I suddenly am in this enclosed space.

"Dominic—"

"I've thought about nothing but this since Thursday." His voice is pure gravel now. "About you. About being inside you again."

He doesn't give me time to respond. Just lines himself up and thrusts.

I cry out—he's bigger than I remembered, stretching me impossibly wide with one brutal stroke. No warm-up. No preparation. Just raw claiming.

"Fuck—you're so tight—"

He pulls back and slams in again, harder this time. The force of it pushes me against the wall, my palms squeaking against polished wood.

This isn't like Thursday's measured intensity. This is pure animal need.

Dominic grips my hips hard enough to bruise and sets a punishing rhythm. Each thrust drives deeper, hitting spots that make my vision blur.

"Take it," he growls. "Take all of me."

I can barely form words. Just broken sounds that might be his name.

He pounds into me relentlessly, the obscene slap of skin on skin echoing in the small space. His cock feels even thicker than before—stretching me so wide I'm caught between pleasure and pain.

"You feel that?" He punctuates the question with a particularly deep thrust. "Feel how hard you make me?"

"Yes—god—yes—"

"Been like this all fucking day thinking about you."

His hand slides up my spine, into my hair, gripping tight and pulling my head back. The angle makes him sink even deeper and I whimper.

"That's it. Let me hear you."

But when another moan builds, his other hand clamps over my mouth.

"Not too loud, baby. Can't have anyone hearing how good I'm fucking you."

The muffled quality of my own sounds makes everything more intense. More forbidden. I'm completely at his mercy—pinned between his body and the wall, unable to do anything but take the relentless pounding.

My breast ache with each impact but there's no time for relief. This is about pure possession. About him marking me again in the most primal way possible.

"You're mine," he rasps against my ear. "Say it."

I can't—his hand covers my mouth.

He bites my neck. Not gentle. A sharp sting that makes me cry out against his palm.

"Say it."

He removes his hand just enough for me to gasp: "Yours—I'm yours—"

"Damn right."

The hand in my hair tightens and he drives into me with renewed force. The elevator car shakes slightly with each brutal thrust.

Pressure builds low in my belly—impossible heat spiraling tighter with every stroke.

"Come on my cock, Lily. Come for me right fucking now."

His hand drops to where we're joined, fingers finding my clit and rubbing tight circles.

The combination destroys me.

I come with his hand clamped back over my mouth, screaming silently against his palm as my body seizes. The orgasm rips through me with violent intensity—my inner walls clenching rhythmically around his thickness.

"Fuck—yes—just like that—squeeze me—"

Dominic's rhythm falters, becomes erratic. He slams in one final time, buried to the hilt, and I feel the hot pulse of him filling me again.

Both of us shake. Panting. Sweat-slicked.

Slowly, carefully, he removes his hand from my mouth. Releases my hair. But doesn't pull out yet.

Just leans his forehead against the back of my head, both of us trying to remember how to breathe.

"Wow," he mutters finally.

I can't form words. Can barely stand. My legs tremble so badly I'd collapse if he wasn't still pinning me to the wall.

When he finally withdraws, I feel the immediate loss. The evidence of what we just did begins sliding down my thighs.

Dominic turns me around with surprising gentleness. His expression is unreadable as he smooths down my skirt, adjusts my blouse.

"You good?"

I nod, not trusting my voice.

He retrieves my torn panties from the floor, the delicate lace barely recognizable after what he did to them. My breath catches as he kneels between my trembling legs, using the ruined fabric to gently clean the evidence of our coupling from my sensitive skin.

I shudder violently when the soft material strokes over my swollen folds, still hypersensitive from his thorough claiming. The intimate gesture feels both tender and possessive—like he's marking this moment, ensuring I'll remember exactly how thoroughly he took me.

"Easy," he murmurs, his touch careful despite the heat still burning in his gray eyes.

When he's satisfied, he tucks the destroyed panties into his suit pocket like a trophy. Like proof of what just happened between these walls.

Then he straightens, collecting the scattered contracts from where they fell during our frantic coupling. His movements are methodical, controlled—as if he didn't just fuck me senseless against the elevator wall.

He hands me the papers, his fingers brushing mine deliberately. The professional documents feel surreal in my hands, a stark reminder of where we are. What we just did.

"Next time you need to deliver something—" He leans in close. "—don't look at me like you did this morning."

"Like what?"

"Like you want me to bend you over the nearest surface." His thumb brushes my swollen lower lip. "Because I will."

Heat floods my face.

He reaches past me and releases the emergency stop. The elevator resumes its descent.

"You should be careful where you look at me like that," he adds quietly.

The doors open on twenty.

Dominic steps out first, nodding at a passing executive as if nothing happened. As if we didn't just fuck like animals between floors.

I follow on shaking legs, clutching the contracts against my chest.

He glances back once. Gray eyes dark with satisfaction.

Then he's gone, disappearing into a conference room.

And I'm left standing in the hallway, thoroughly claimed and completely wrecked.

Again.


Chapter 6

I'm walking past the break room when I catch fragments of conversation through the half-open door.

"—heard he was Special Forces or something—"

"—not just Marines. Black ops. The kind of shit they don't put in files—"

"My cousin works in logistics. Says Kane has connections in places that don't technically exist on maps."

I freeze mid-step, pretending to adjust the files in my arms.

A woman's voice—someone from accounting—drops lower. "Remember Marcus Chen? The VP who tried to undercut Kane on the Singapore contract?"

"What about him?"

"Gone. Just... gone. One day he's threatening a lawsuit, the next he's accepted a transfer to some subsidiary in Kazakhstan. His wife left him. His lawyers won't return his calls."

Silence.

Then nervous laughter.

"You're being dramatic."

"Am I? Name one person who's crossed Dominic Kane and come out ahead."

I don't wait to hear more. My feet carry me down the hallway, heart hammering against my ribs.

It's just office gossip. Every powerful man collects rumors like lint. Doesn't mean any of it's real.

Except.

Except I remember the way Dominic stopped that elevator between floors. The absolute certainty in his movements. The control.

The way he said: You're mine.

Like it was a fact. Like the universe would rearrange itself to make it true.

By Thursday, the whispers have multiplied.

Catherine sends me to Dominic's office with updated financial projections. I knock twice before entering.

He's standing at his desk, sleeves rolled to his elbows, examining blueprints spread across the polished surface. The late afternoon sun cuts through the floor-to-ceiling windows, turning his dark hair almost bronze at the edges.

He glances up. Those gray eyes find mine and something shifts in the air—immediate, electric.

"Close the door."

I do. My hands shake slightly as I approach his desk.

"Projections from Catherine."

"Leave them."

I set the folder down carefully, hyperaware of the space between us. Of how easily he could close it.

"Lily."

My name in his mouth does things to my pulse. Makes my breath shallow.

"Yes?"

"You've been listening to office gossip."

It's not a question. Heat floods my face.

"I—people talk. I can't help overhearing."

"What are they saying?"

I meet his gaze. Find nothing but patient waiting there.

"That you were military. That you did things... dangerous things. That people who cross you—" I swallow hard. "—that they disappear."

Dominic sets down the pen he's holding. Moves around the desk with that predatory grace that makes my stomach tighten.

He stops inches away. Close enough that I have to tilt my head back to maintain eye contact.

"Which rumors do you want confirmed?"

"Are they true?"

"Which ones?"

My throat feels tight. "The ones that make people afraid of you."

Something flickers across his expression—amusement, maybe, or approval. He reaches out, fingers trailing along my jaw with devastating gentleness.

"People should be afraid of the right things."

"That's not an answer."

"It's the only answer you need." His thumb brushes my lower lip. "I protect what's mine, Lily. Everything else is just noise."

"But—"

"But nothing." He tilts my face up. "Do I scare you?"

I should say yes. Should step back, put professional distance between us.

Instead I whisper: "Sometimes."

"Good." His smile doesn't quite reach his eyes. "Fear keeps you honest. Keeps you careful."

"Is that what you want? For me to be scared?"

"No." He leans in, mouth nearly brushing mine. "I want you to understand that when I say you're mine—I mean it. Every part of that statement. Every implication."

My knees feel weak. "Dominic—"

"Anyone touches what's mine…" His voice drops to something dark and absolute. "...they regret it."

The words should terrify me.

They don't.

They make heat pool low in my belly. Make my breasts ache with sudden heaviness.

Dominic notices. Of course he does.

His gaze drops to my chest, where my blouse stretches tight across swollen curves. I haven't pumped in three hours. The pressure borders on painful.

"You need relief."

"I'm fine—"

"Don't lie to me." He straightens, moving to the door. Locks it with a quiet click. "Take off your blouse."

"Dominic, we can't—not here—"

"We can. We will." He returns to stand before me. "Take it off, Lily. Or I'll do it for you."

My fingers fumble with buttons. The fabric slides from my shoulders, pooling at my elbows. My bra—the same nursing type I always wear—looks obscene stretched across milk-heavy breasts.

Dominic makes a low sound in his throat.

"Sit on the desk."

I obey without thinking, my body already responding to the command in his voice. The cool wood presses against the backs of my thighs as I lift myself onto the surface.

He steps between my legs, hands bracketing my hips. His fingers find the front clasp of my bra, releasing it with practiced ease.

My breasts spill free—swollen, aching, already leaking thin streams that trace white paths down my ribs.

"Fuck." Dominic's gaze darkens to storm-gray. "Look at you."

Humiliation burns my cheeks. "I told you, I need to pump—"

"No." His thumb catches a droplet, brings it to his mouth. "You need me."

Then he leans down and seals his lips around my left nipple.

The relief is immediate and overwhelming. I gasp as he sucks—firm, rhythmic pulls that release the building pressure. Milk flows freely into his mouth and he swallows, groaning against my skin.

His hand cups my other breast, thumb circling the nipple until it releases too. Warm liquid tracks down his wrist but he doesn't stop, doesn't pull away.

Just drinks.

My head falls back, fingers threading through his hair. The sensation walks the line between pain and pleasure—each pull sending sparks straight to my core.

"Dominic—oh God—"

He switches sides, lavishing the same attention on my right breast. His tongue circles the sensitive peak before he sucks hard, drawing out more milk.

I'm soaking through my panties. Can feel the slickness between my thighs.

When he finally pulls back, his lips are wet, eyes glazed with raw hunger.

"Strip." His voice comes out rough. "Everything. Now."

I slide off the desk on trembling legs, fingers fumbling with my skirt zipper. The fabric drops. My panties—already damp—follow.

Naked except for my heels, I stand before him.

Dominic sheds his suit jacket, loosens his tie. But doesn't undress further. Just sits in his desk chair and spreads his legs.

"Come here."

I move between his thighs. His hands span my waist, lifting me like I weigh nothing. He positions me straddling his lap, my knees bracketing his hips.

Then he frees himself from his trousers.

His cock juts between us—thick, heavy, already leaking at the tip. I remember how impossibly full he felt inside me. How much it hurt before the pain transformed into something else entirely.

"You're going to ride me." His hands guide my hips, positioning me directly above that blunt crown. "Going to take every inch while I watch those pretty tits bounce."

"I don't—I've never—"

"You'll learn." He notches himself at my entrance. "Lower yourself. Slow."

I grip his shoulders, thighs shaking as I begin to sink down.

The stretch is immediate and intense. He's so thick—filling me inch by inch until I'm gasping, trying to accommodate the invasion.

"That's it. Take your time. Let that tight little pussy adjust."

Halfway down and I'm already trembling. He feels enormous from this angle, pressing against places inside me I didn't know existed.

"Dominic—I can't—it's too much—"

"You can." His thumb finds my clit, circling gently. "Breathe through it. Relax."

The stimulation helps. My body softens, accepting more of him. Another inch. Then another.

Until finally—impossibly—I'm fully seated in his lap.

Completely impaled.

"Look at you." Dominic's voice roughens with approval. "Taking all of me like you were made for it."

I can't speak. Can barely breathe around the fullness.

His hands cup my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples. More milk leaks out, trailing down his fingers.

"Move." He squeezes gently. "Lift up and sink back down. Show me how well you can ride my cock."

I raise myself experimentally. The drag of him against my inner walls sends electricity up my spine. Then I lower again, taking him deep.

"Fuck—yes—just like that—"

I find a rhythm. Slow at first, adjusting to the angle and depth. But as my body relaxes, I move faster. Lifting and dropping, impaling myself over and over on his thick length.

My breasts bounce with each movement, milk spraying in thin arcs that land on his shirt. He doesn't care. Just watches with hungry eyes, hands guiding my hips.

"Harder, Lily. I want to feel you lose control."

I brace my hands on his shoulders and ride him in earnest now. The wet sounds of our coupling fill the office—obscene, unmistakable.

"That's my good girl. Taking what you need. Using my cock exactly how you want."

His words push me higher. I grind down, circling my hips, searching for the angle that makes stars burst behind my eyes.

When I find it, I cry out.

"There?" Dominic's hands tighten on my waist. "That's the spot?"

"Yes—oh God—yes—"

He helps me now, lifting and dropping me with increased force. Each descent drives him deeper, harder, until I'm sobbing with the intensity.

My breasts ache, leaking continuously. Dominic dips his head, capturing a nipple and sucking hard while I ride.

The dual stimulation destroys me.

"I'm—I'm going to—"

"Come." He releases my nipple with a wet pop. "Come all over my cock while I watch."

The orgasm slams through me with brutal force. I scream—high and desperate—inner walls clamping rhythmically around his thickness.

Dominic groans, fingers digging into my hips hard enough to bruise. He holds me down, grinding deep as my body milks him.

"Fuck—Lily—you feel so fucking good—"

I'm still shaking through aftershocks when he stands abruptly, taking me with him. My legs wrap instinctively around his waist as he walks us to the desk.

He bends me backward over the surface, never withdrawing. Just drives into me with renewed aggression, chasing his own release.

Each thrust punches the air from my lungs. Rattles the items on his desk. My breasts bounce wildly, milk spraying with each impact.

"Mine." He leans over me, mouth at my throat. "Say it."

"Yours—I'm yours—"

"Damn right."

He pounds into me—deep, brutal strokes that border on too much. But my body responds, impossibly climbing toward another peak.

When he bites my neck—hard, claiming—I come again. Crying out as pleasure whites out everything else.

Dominic follows immediately. Buried to the hilt, he pulses hot inside me. Filling me with proof of his possession.

We stay locked together, both shaking. His weight presses me into the desk, cock still twitching inside my sensitive channel.

Finally he straightens, withdrawing slowly. His release immediately begins leaking from me, tracking down my thighs in thick trails.

He watches it happen with dark satisfaction.

Then he reaches down, swiping through the mess and bringing his fingers to my lips.

"Taste us."

I open automatically. His fingers slide into my mouth—salty, intimate. I suck them clean while his eyes burn.

"Anyone touches what's mine—" His voice drops to something dangerous. "—they regret it. Do you understand?"

Looking into those storm-gray eyes, seeing the absolute certainty there, I realize something.

The rumors aren't exaggerated.

They're probably understatements.

And I'm in way deeper than I ever imagined possible.

"I understand," I whisper.

He smiles—slow and possessive.

"Good girl."


Chapter 7

The exhaustion hits differently this time.

Not the bone-deep tiredness of caring for Emma or the mental drain of navigating Blackridge. Something heavier. Like gravity increased just for me, pressing down through my chest and settling low in my belly.

I notice it Tuesday morning. Standing at my bathroom sink, toothbrush frozen halfway to my mouth as a wave of nausea rolls through me.

It passes.

I tell myself it's nothing.

Wednesday, my breasts ache more than usual. Even after pumping, the tenderness lingers. Different from the fullness of milk. Deeper. More familiar.

Thursday, I realize I should have started my period five days ago.

Five.

Days.

The thought arrives quietly. Doesn't announce itself with fanfare or panic. Just settles into my awareness like dust finding a surface.

I push it away.

Friday, I can't anymore.

The fluorescent light in the Blackridge women's restroom buzzes faintly overhead. White tile. Chrome fixtures. Everything sterile and clean in a way that makes the pink box in my hand feel obscene.

I locked myself in the handicapped stall. The largest one. As if extra space might somehow contain what I'm about to confirm.

My hands shake as I tear open the packaging.

The instructions blur. I've done this before. I know the steps.

Pee on the stick. Wait three minutes. Read the result.

Simple.

Except nothing about this is simple.

I follow the motions mechanically. Cap the test. Set it on the metal toilet paper dispenser. Wash my hands twice even though I'm just going to stand here staring at the wall.

The air conditioning hums through the vents. Steady. Rhythmic. Like a heartbeat.

Three minutes.

I count them in my head because looking at my phone feels too real. Too documented.

One Mississippi. Two Mississippi.

My reflection catches in the polished chrome of the stall lock. Small. Pale. Eyes too wide.

When did I get so fragile-looking?

Sixty Mississippi.

My breasts ache. My stomach feels hollow and full at the same time. There's a metallic taste at the back of my throat I recognize from last time.

One hundred Mississippi.

I don't want to look.

Looking makes it real.

One hundred fifty Mississippi.

But I already know.

Deep down, beneath all the denial and the careful way I've been avoiding Dominic's office, avoiding his messages, avoiding his eyes when we pass in the hallway—

I've known since Tuesday.

Maybe longer.

Maybe since the elevator. Or his desk. Or that first time when he didn't pull out and I felt him pulse hot inside me and some distant part of my brain whispered this is how it happens.

One hundred eighty Mississippi.

I pick up the test.

Two lines.

Pink. Unmistakable.

The room tilts slightly. Or maybe I do. My hand finds the stall wall for balance.

I've been here before.

The thought arrives calm. Almost detached.

I know what this means. I know what it changes.

Last time, I was terrified. Alone. Standing in a Target bathroom at eleven PM because I couldn't risk my roommate seeing. The senior from the party never returned my calls. My parents looked at me like I'd ruined everything they'd built.

This time—

This time is different.

Because of him.

I don't go to Dominic.

That's the first decision I make, standing in that bathroom with positive test clenched in my fist.

Not yet.

Maybe not ever.

I need to think. Need to breathe without his presence filling every available space in my head.

So I avoid him.

Monday, when Catherine mentions Mr. Kane requested I bring the quarterly reports to his office personally, I tell her I have a doctor's appointment. Leave the reports on her desk.

"He specifically asked for you, Lily."

"I know. I'm sorry. I can't."

Catherine's expression shifts—concern mixed with curiosity—but she doesn't push.

Tuesday, Dominic messages me directly.

My office. Now.

I stare at the text for five full minutes before responding.

Busy. Later.

Three dots appear immediately. Pulse. Disappear.

No reply comes.

Wednesday, I see him in the hallway outside Legal. Fifty feet away. His eyes lock onto mine instantly, like he's been waiting. Watching.

I turn. Walk the opposite direction. Duck into the stairwell and take the long route back to my desk.

My heart pounds the entire way.

Thursday afternoon, his assistant stops by my cubicle.

"Mr. Kane is asking for you."

"Tell him I'm busy."

She blinks. "He's—he's not really asking, Miss Hart. He's—"

"I know what he is." My voice comes out sharper than intended. "Tell him I said I'm busy."

She hesitates. Clearly weighing whether delivering that message might cost her job.

Finally nods and retreats.

I don't see Dominic for the rest of the day.

But I feel him. Like pressure building behind a dam.

Friday morning, I type my resignation email.

Short. Formal. Controlled.

Dear Mr. Kane,

Thank you for the opportunity to intern at Blackridge Holdings. Due to personal circumstances, I must resign effective immediately. I appreciate your understanding.

Sincerely, 

Lily Hart

My finger hovers over send.

If I do this, there's no coming back. No more pretending this is just a job. No more orbiting around him while trying to convince myself I'm still in control.

I hit send before I can reconsider.

The response arrives four minutes later.

We need to talk.

I close my laptop. Pack my bag. Walk out of Blackridge Holdings without looking back.

The apartment feels smaller than usual when I get home.

One bedroom. Barely enough space for Emma's crib, my bed, and the small dresser we share. The walls are thin enough I can hear my neighbor's TV through them.

This is what I came back to after everything fell apart the first time.

And here I am again.

Emma starts crying the moment I close the door. Her hungry cry—high-pitched and insistent.

I drop my bag. Move to her crib. Lift her against my chest.

"Hey, baby. I know. I know."

Her little fists push against me, rooting. I carry her to the worn armchair by the window and unbutton my blouse. She latches immediately, sucking with the fierce determination of someone who knows exactly what she needs.

I stroke her soft hair. Watch her tiny hand curl against my breast.

I have to think about her first. Not him.

That should be simple.

Emma is my priority. My responsibility. She didn't ask to be born into this mess, and she deserves a mother who makes smart decisions. Who doesn't get swept up by dangerous men with storm-gray eyes and hands that know exactly how to unmake me.

But even as I think it, I feel Dominic's presence.

In the ache between my legs that hasn't fully faded. In the marks on my hips where his fingers pressed too hard. In the way my body still responds to the memory of his voice dropping low and rough—

"Mine."

I close my eyes.

Emma finishes nursing. I burp her, change her diaper, settle her back in the crib with her favorite stuffed rabbit.

Then I sit on my bed and stare at my phone.

No new messages.

I don't know if that's better or worse.

The silence feels heavy. Expectant.

Like the moment before lightning strikes.

The knock comes at seven thirty PM.

Not loud.

Not aggressive.

Just three solid raps that somehow convey absolute certainty.

I freeze on my bed, laptop open to job listings I'm not actually reading.

Emma sleeps soundly in her crib. The apartment is quiet except for the muffled television next door and my suddenly thundering heartbeat.

Another knock.

Measured. Patient.

I knew he would come.

The thought arrives without surprise. Of course he came. Men like Dominic Kane don't accept unexplained resignations. Don't let things slip away without understanding why.

Don't let me slip away.

I stand slowly. My reflection catches in the mirror by the door—oversized sweater, leggings, hair in a messy bun. No makeup. Barefoot.

I look exactly like what I am.

Exhausted. Scared. Trapped.

The knock comes again.

I open the door.

Dominic fills the doorway. Six-three of controlled power in dark slacks and a button-down with the sleeves rolled to his forearms. His expression is calm, but his eyes—

His eyes burn.

"Lily."

Just my name. Nothing else.


Chapter 8

Dominic fills the doorway. Six-three of controlled power in dark slacks and a button-down with the sleeves rolled to his forearms. His expression is calm, but his eyes—

His eyes burn.

I should close the door. Tell him to leave. Insist we talk at the office tomorrow like professionals.

Instead, I step back.

He moves inside. The apartment shrinks around him. These walls that always felt too small suddenly feel microscopic with him standing in the middle of my living room, surveying everything with those sharp gray eyes.

The worn furniture. The basket of unfolded laundry.

Emma.

His gaze settles on her crib. Lingers there.

Then returns to me.

"You quit."

Not a question. An observation that demands explanation.

"I had to."

"Why?"

I wrap my arms around myself. The sweater suddenly feels too thin. Too exposing.

"You know why."

"Say it."

His voice stays level. But there's weight behind it. The kind of weight that makes buildings lean.

I open my mouth. Close it.

How do I explain that being near him feels like standing too close to a furnace? That every time he touches me, I lose pieces of myself I can't afford to lose? That I'm terrified of becoming someone who needs him more than she needs herself?

Emma's cry shatters the silence.

High-pitched. Urgent.

My body responds before my brain catches up. I move to her crib, lifting her against my chest. She's warm, squirming, rooting against my sweater with frustrated little sounds.

"Shh, baby. I've got you."

I carry her to the armchair. Settle into the cushions. My fingers fumble with the buttons of my sweater, hyperaware of Dominic's presence behind me.

He doesn't move.

Doesn't speak.

Just watches.

I feel his gaze like a physical thing as I free my breast and guide Emma's mouth to my nipple. She latches immediately, sucking with that fierce determination that always makes me smile despite everything else falling apart around us.

The room goes quiet except for Emma's soft nursing sounds and my neighbor's television bleeding through the wall.

I can't look at him.

Can't see whatever expression he's wearing while he observes this—the most intimate, vulnerable thing I do. The thing that marks me as someone's mother more than anything else.

But I feel him.

Standing there.

Absorbing everything.

"You were going to disappear."

His voice comes from closer than before. Not harsh. Almost gentle.

Almost.

"I—" My throat tightens. "I didn't know how to tell you."

"Tell me what?"

Emma's hand curls against my breast. Her eyes drift closed, content and safe.

Tell him. Just say it. Get it over with.

"I'm pregnant."

The silence stretches.

One second.

Two.

Three.

I risk a glance up.

Dominic stands five feet away. His expression hasn't changed. No shock. No anger. No visible reaction at all.

Just that same focused intensity that makes my pulse stutter.

"With mine."

Not a question.

A statement.

I nod.

His jaw works. Once. That's the only sign that my words landed anywhere inside him.

Then he steps closer.

Not rushed. Not emotional. Just certain.

The same way he moves through boardrooms and across his office floor—like the space between here and there has already surrendered to him.

He stops beside the armchair. Looks down at Emma nursing. At my exposed breast. At the curve of her cheek pressed against my skin.

"You thought I'd let you go."

"I thought—" I swallow hard. "I thought you'd want me to."

"Why?"

"Because this is—" I gesture vaguely at everything. At Emma. At myself. At the shabby apartment and the reality of what I'm offering. "This is complicated. Messy. I'm already someone's mother. Now I'm going to be..." I can't finish.

"Mine."

The word lands like a physical touch.

"You're going to be mine," he says again, quieter. "Both of you."

Emma makes a soft sound. Pulls back from my breast with milk-drunk satisfaction. I shift her to my shoulder, patting her back gently while I try to process what he just said.

Both of you.

Not the baby.

Not your child.

Both of you.

"Dominic—"

"You think this makes you weak."

His hand moves. Slow enough I could stop him. Could pull back.

I don't.

His fingers brush Emma's downy hair. Trail down to cup the back of her small head.

"It doesn't."

His thumb strokes once. Gentle. Reverent.

Then his eyes find mine.

"This—" He means her. Means the weight of her in my arms and the milk drying on my skin and the exhaustion I carry like a second skeleton. "This is the strongest thing you could be."

Something cracks inside my chest.

Not breaking.

Opening.

I settle Emma back in her crib. She fusses briefly, then finds her thumb and drifts off with that boneless sleep only babies achieve.

When I turn around, Dominic hasn't moved.

Still standing in the middle of my too-small apartment. Still watching me with that expression I can't read.

"You should have come to me," he says.

"I didn't want to depend on you."

"You already do."

The words should feel like an accusation. Instead, they feel like an inevitability finally spoken aloud.

I cross my arms. Try to hold onto something. Anything.

"This isn't—we can't just—"

"Why not?"

"Because you're my boss. Because I'm pregnant with your baby and I already have a three-month-old and I'm twenty-one years old and—"

"And you're mine."

He says it so simply.

Like it's already decided. Already true. A fact that existed before I walked into his office three weeks ago and will exist long after we're both gone.

I should argue. Should tell him people don't belong to other people. That I'm not something he can claim like a company or a contract.

But I don't.

Because when he says it—when his voice drops low and certain around those two words—something inside me settles.

Something that's been vibrating at the wrong frequency since the moment I discovered I was pregnant the first time.

You're mine.

Not you're weak.

Not you're broken.

Not you're a problem I need to solve.

Just...

Mine.

"I'm scared."

The admission slips out before I can stop it.

Dominic moves. Three steps that eat up the distance between us. His hand lifts to my face, thumb tracing the curve of my cheekbone.

"I know."

"This is too much. Too fast."

"I know."

"I don't know how to—"

"You don't have to know."

His other hand settles on my hip. Familiar weight. Possessive heat.

"You just have to stop running."

I don't remember deciding to move.

But suddenly my hands are on his chest. Feeling the solid muscle beneath expensive fabric. The steady rhythm of his heartbeat that never seems to race no matter what's happening around him.

He goes still.

Lets me touch.

My fingers trail up. Over his shoulders. Along his neck. Into his hair.

I'm not being pulled anymore.

The thought arrives with startling clarity.

I'm choosing.

His eyes darken. Pupils expanding until the gray almost disappears.

"Lily."

Warning. Permission. Question.

I rise on my toes. Press my mouth to his.

The kiss is different this time.

Slower.

Intentional.

I'm the one controlling the pressure. The depth. The slide of my tongue against his.

He lets me.

His hands stay on my hips—firm enough I feel claimed but gentle enough I could pull away if I wanted.

I don't want to.

I deepen the kiss. Pour everything I can't say into the press of my lips and the scrape of my teeth and the soft sound that escapes when his grip tightens just slightly.

When I finally pull back, we're both breathing harder.

"Bedroom," I whisper.

My bedroom is barely big enough for the double bed and Emma's crib. I close the door quietly behind us, hyperaware of every sound.

Dominic stands by the window. Waiting.

I move to him. My hands find his belt.

"Lily—"

"No." I look up. Meet those storm-gray eyes. "My turn."

Something flickers in his expression. Not surprise.

Recognition.

He nods once.

I unbuckle his belt. Unbutton his slacks. Lower the zipper with trembling fingers.

His erection strains against black boxer briefs. I slip my hand inside, wrapping around hot, hard flesh.

He inhales sharply.

I stroke once. Twice. Learning the weight of him. The thickness that always makes me wonder how I manage to take him at all.

Then I sink to my knees.

The carpet is thin beneath me. I can feel every contour of the floor. But I don't care.

I pull his boxer briefs down. His cock springs free—thick and heavy and already leaking at the tip.

Tell me this is mine too.

I lean forward. Drag my tongue along the underside from base to tip.

"Fuck."

The word punches out of him. Harsh and raw.

I do it again. Then wrap my lips around the head, tasting salt and musk and something uniquely him.

His hand finds my hair. Not forcing. Just holding.

I take him deeper. Inch by inch until he hits the back of my throat and I have to pull back, gasping.

"Easy."

"No."

I look up at him through my lashes. "I want all of you."

Something dangerous flashes in his eyes.

"Careful."

"No." I wrap my hand around the base. Stroke while I suck. "My turn."

I work him with hands and mouth. Learning what makes his breathing hitch. What makes his fingers tighten in my hair. What makes his hips flex forward despite his obvious attempts at control.

When I feel him getting close—cock thickening even more, pre-come flooding my tongue—I pull back.

"Not yet."

I stand. Strip off my sweater and leggings. Unhook my bra and let it fall.

My breasts are heavy. Swollen. Already leaking slightly from arousal and the fact that Emma didn't empty me completely.

Dominic's eyes lock onto them.

"Come here."

I cross to the bed. Climb onto the mattress.

He follows. Strips off his remaining clothes with efficient movements.

Then he's there. Hovering over me. His weight pressing me into the cheap mattress.

"Say it," I whisper.

"Say what?"

"That I'm yours."

His eyes search mine. Reading something I didn't know I was showing.

"You're mine, Lily. You and Emma and the baby growing inside you. All mine."

The words shiver through me.

I reach between us. Guide him to my entrance.

"Then take what's yours."

He slides inside. One slow, devastating inch at a time until he's buried completely and I'm stretched impossibly full and we're locked together like puzzle pieces that only fit one way.

I wrap my legs around his hips. My hands find his shoulders.

"Move."

He does.

Slow at first. Pulling almost all the way out before sinking back in with deliberate pressure.

But I don't want slow.

I arch up. Meet his next thrust with my own.

"Harder."

"Lily—"

"Harder."

He groans. His control fractures. He drives into me with real force—the kind that makes the bed frame creak and my breath stutter and pleasure spike so sharp it borders on pain.

I love it.

Love the way he fills me. The way his body covers mine. The way he looks at me like I'm something precious and dangerous all at once.

His mouth finds my breast. Latches onto my nipple and sucks.

Milk floods his tongue.

I cry out. The sensation is too much—his cock stretching me, his mouth drawing from me, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise.

"Dominic—"

He drinks deep. Pulls from my breast while his hips drive into me with increasing desperation.

The sensations collide—his mouth drawing milk from my body, his cock stretching me impossibly wide with each thrust. They build together into something that threatens to tear me apart.

I break.

The climax slams through me like lightning. Every muscle locks tight. I convulse around him, my body gripping his cock in desperate pulses while he continues to drink, and everything else dissolves until there's nothing but the rhythm of him taking everything I have to give.

Just us.

Just the perfect, terrifying rightness of letting him have everything.

He lifts his head. Milk glistens on his lips.

"My turn."

He pulls out. I whimper at the loss.

"On your knees."

I flip over. Rise onto trembling hands and knees.

He positions himself behind me. One hand on my hip. The other between my shoulder blades, pressing down until my chest touches the mattress and my ass lifts higher.

Then he's inside again. Deeper this time. The angle devastating.

"Yes—"

He fucks me hard. No restraint now. Just raw need and claiming possession.

His hand wraps in my hair. Pulls my head back.

"Who do you belong to?"

"You."

"Say it again."

"You, Dominic. I'm yours."

He drives deeper. "And this baby?"

"Yours."

"Emma?"

"Yours. Both of them. All of us—oh god—"

He reaches around. Finds my clit. Circles with perfect pressure.

I come again. Harder this time. My whole body convulsing around him.

"Fuck—Lily—"

His voice breaks on my name like something snapping under pressure. I feel him swell inside me, growing impossibly larger, stretching me beyond what I thought possible. The first pulse hits deep, and I know exactly what I want.

I wrench myself away from him, my body protesting the sudden emptiness. The loss of him leaves me aching, hollow, but I'm already spinning around before he can react. My hands find his thighs, gripping the corded muscle as I position myself.

He's magnificent like this—head thrown back, chest heaving, his cock glistening and thick and pulsing with need. For a split second, our eyes lock. His are wild, unfocused, pupils blown wide with the intensity of what's building inside him.

Then I lean forward and take him into my mouth just as the first wave of his release hits.

His shout echoes off the thin walls of my small apartment, raw and primal and completely uncontrolled. The sound sends heat spiraling through me all over again.

I swallow. Take everything he gives me. The salt and heat of him floods my mouth, and I drink from him the way he drank from me—like it's sustenance, like it's necessary, like we're completing some ancient exchange that goes deeper than bodies and pleasure.

His hands tangle in my hair, not forcing but anchoring, and I feel the tremors running through his powerful frame as I take every last drop.

Fair trade.

Perfect balance.

Mine.

After, we lie tangled together on my too-small bed.

His arm around my waist. My head on his chest. Emma sleeping soundly in her crib three feet away.

The silence feels different now.

Not heavy.

Full.

"You don't struggle anymore," Dominic says quietly.

His hand strokes my hair. Slow. Soothing.

"I take care of what's mine."

I close my eyes.

I thought losing everything was the end of my life.

The thought drifts through my mind without the usual panic attached.

I didn't know it was the beginning of something else.

Something bigger.

Something I don't want to run from.

Dominic's heartbeat is steady beneath my ear. Emma's soft breathing fills the room. My body aches in the best way—used and claimed and satisfied.

Because for the first time...

I'm not afraid of where this ends.

I press a kiss to his chest.

"Okay."

"Okay what?"

I tilt my head up. Meet those gray eyes that see everything.

"Okay... I'm yours."

His hand cups my face. Thumb stroking my cheekbone.

"I know."

And somehow—impossibly—that's enough.

__________________________________________________________________________
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