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Chapter One
Dominic


I don’t tolerate incompetence. Not in my employees, not in my business partners, and certainly not on my construction sites. The high-rise going up in the center of the city bears my name, my vision, and my money, and I won’t have it tainted by carelessness.

“You have exactly three days to fix this mess, or you’re out,” I say coldly, my voice cutting through the air.

The foreman swallows hard, nodding so fast I think his head might snap off.

“Yes, Sir. It won’t happen again, Mr. Vance.”

I don’t bother responding. I just turn on my heel and walk away. The weight of a dozen pairs of eyes follows me, but I don’t acknowledge them. I never do. They know better than to expect friendship from me. I didn’t build an empire by being kind.

The site is alive with the chaos of construction - hammers striking metal, workers shouting over the roar of machinery, the scent of concrete dust hanging thick in the air. I usually feel a sense of satisfaction walking through my projects, seeing my vision manifest into something tangible. But today, for some reason, there’s an unease settling deep in my gut, something crawling under my skin.

Then I see her.

And the entire fucking world stops.

She’s standing near the scaffolding, flipping through a large binder, completely unaware that she’s just altered the course of my life. The air in my lungs disappears, and my pulse slams hard against my ribs.

She’s young; maybe twenty-one at most. So roughly half my age and too young to be working on a site like this. Wide, innocent eyes, soft curves, long blonde curls tied into a neat ponytail that hangs out beneath a yellow hard hat. She’s petite, delicate even, standing out starkly among the dust and sweat-covered workers. Something about her innocence sends a primal, possessive need surging through me.

She doesn’t belong here. Not in this mess. Not in the presence of men who don’t deserve to breathe the same air as her.

I take a step forward, compelled by something I’ve never experienced before. For the first time in my life, I don’t feel in control. That should probably unsettle me, but how can it when it’s drawing me towards someone so damn perfect?

I need to know her name. Need to hear her voice. Need to claim her before anyone else even dares to look in her direction.

Then my blood turns to ice.

A man steps into her space, close enough that she instinctively shrinks back. I recognize him - a low level construction worker. His body language makes my stomach churn with rage. He’s cornering her, leaning in too close, saying something I can’t hear.

She tries to step around him, but he blocks her. I see it all - the discomfort in her posture, the flicker of uncertainty in her expression. She’s too polite, too professional to cause a scene, but I know exactly what’s happening.

A muscle jumps in my jaw, and I move before I think.

“Is there a problem here?” My voice is quiet. Deadly.

The worker startles, turning around with a guilty expression that tells me the fucker already knew he was doing something wrong. His eyes widen when he realizes who he’s dealing with.

“M... Mr. Vance! No problem at all, Sir! Just welcoming the new girl to the team.”

Well, that would explain why I’ve never had the pleasure of laying eyes on her before now.

I step between them, cutting off his access to her completely. He has to crane his neck to look up at me, his bravado shrinking under my glare.

“If I ever see you speaking to her again, you’re fired.”

A soft gasp from the beautiful creature hidden behind this son-of-a-bitch reminds me that I need to keep this professional. So I clear my throat and continue speaking.

“I will not allow any of my female employees to feel threatened here. If I see anything like this happening again, there will be no warnings. No second chances. You will be gone. Am I understood?”

The color drains from his face. “Y... yes, Sir. It won’t happen again.”

He stumbles backwards, almost bumping into the woman behind him, before scurrying off. I watch as he disappears into the maze of scaffolding, making sure he’s gone before turning my full attention back to my woman.

Because that’s what she is, even if she can’t even begin to understand that yet.

She’s staring up at me, lips parted, eyes wide.

Fuck. She’s even more beautiful up close.

“Are you alright?” I ask, my voice still rough, even though it’s much softer now than it was when I was talking to the construction worker.

She swallows. “I... yes. Thank you, Mr. Vance.”

Hearing her say my name sends something dark and possessive curling through my chest. I want to hear it again. I want to hear it whispered, moaned, gasped.

I force myself to stay composed, though, ignoring the way my cock is swelling and straining almost painfully against my pants.

“What’s your name?”

“Evie Clarke.”

Evie. Sweet, soft, innocent.

“You’re part of the interior design team?”

She nods. “Yes, Sir. I started last week. I was just going over some of the design plans for the penthouse.”

I smirk, already loving the way she keeps calling me sir. “Smart. The penthouse will be the jewel of this project.”

“That’s what I was thinking,” she says, a small, shy smile touching her lips.

That smile slams into my gut like a sledgehammer.

I should step back. I should remind myself that she’s young. That she’s my employee. That I have no right to stand here drinking her in like a starved man. But none of that matters. Not when every cell in my body is screaming at me to take her. To claim her. To make sure she never walks away from me.

“I want you to do something for me, Evie,” I say, reaching into my pocket.

The gasp that comes from her pretty pink lips has my cock stiffening even more, and I have to hold back a groan. I’ve had plenty of women in my time, but not a single one has ever affected me the way Evie does. This is it. From now on, there will be nobody else for me. Only her.

“What is it, Sir?” she asks, her voice holding a breathless quality that has me imagining her coming undone for me.

Fuck.

I pull out a business card from my pocket and hand it to her. “If anyone else bothers you, Evie, I want you to contact me directly. I will deal with it. Okay?”

Her fingers brush against mine briefly as she takes the card from my hand, and electricity shoots through my veins. She nods, her cheeks flushed, her eyes still wide.

“O... okay, Mr. Vance.”

“Dominic.”

“Huh?”

“Call me Dominic.”

She opens her mouth, but no sound comes out. After a moment, she closes it and just nods, still looking dazed.

I give her a slow smile, savoring the sight of her blushing. This woman is going to be the death of me, and I’m not even sure if she understands just how breath-taking she is.

“In fact,” I continue, “if you need anything, just call me. Anything at all.”

“Thank you,” she breathes."But I don’t want to be a bother, Sir. I mean Dominic."

The urge to push her back into the corner and whisper words of reassurance in her ear while feeling her delicate little body pressed against mine is overwhelming. But I keep it tightly under wraps. I’m not like the pushy fucker who just had her cornered, and I want to prove that to her.

So, for now, I will have to offer her the reassurance she needs from a respectable distance.

“You are not, nor will you ever be, a bother, Evie. Do not hesitate to ask for whatever you need. I will take care of it for you.”

Her blush deepens, and her breathing picks up. She shivers, and I don’t know if it’s from my words or my presence. I hope it’s both.

Fuck, I’m so hard it hurts.

“T... thank you, Dominic.”

This isn’t enough. This small conversation, this brief moment. I need more. But I know if I stay too long, I’ll do something reckless. So I force myself to step back. For now.

“I will let you get back to work, Evie.”

She nods, her fingers tightening around the binder she’s holding. “Yes, Sir.”

I turn away, forcing myself to leave before I do something drastic. But as I walk across the site, only one thought consumes me.

She’s mine. She just doesn’t know it yet.


Chapter Two
Evie


I can feel his eyes on me.

Even when I’m not looking, even when I force myself to keep my attention on the plans spread across the table in front of me, I know he’s watching. Dominic Vance. Billionaire real estate mogul. My boss’s boss. The man who sent a construction worker packing with a single glare this morning.

The man whose presence alone makes my entire body hum with awareness.

I tell myself I’m imagining it. That someone as powerful and important as Dominic Vance wouldn’t be wasting his time keeping tabs on a twenty-one-year-old junior designer. But every time I glance up, every time I shift in my chair and sneak a look across the site, I find him there.

Standing by the scaffolding. Leaning against a steel beam. Talking in low tones with the project manager while his piercing gaze lingers on me for just a beat too long.

My heart flutters wildly in my chest, and I hate that my first instinct isn’t to be unsettled. It should be. He’s intense. Overwhelming. The kind of man who could devour someone whole without a second thought.

But god help me, all I feel is a heat curling low in my belly. A thrill. A dangerous pull I don’t quite understand.

I force myself to focus. I need to get through these color palette selections and finalize the material choices for the penthouse suite, so I can send them to my boss by the end of the day for his approval. That’s why I’m here. Not to get caught up in whatever game Dominic Vance is playing.

“Hey, Evie.”

I jump slightly at the voice, my head snapping up. One of the other designers, Liam, leans against the table beside me, grinning. “You’ve been quiet today. Need any help with anything?”

I offer a small smile and tuck a strand of hair behind my ear. “Just trying to make sure everything’s perfect before I finalize things. But I think I’ve got everything under control.”

Liam nods, but his eyes flick behind me for the briefest second, and his grin fades a little. Before I even turn my head, I know exactly what - or who - he just saw.

Dominic.

He’s standing on the other side of the site, arms crossed over his broad chest, watching us. His expression is unreadable, but his body language is anything but relaxed. A slow, unsettling tension curls through me.

Liam shifts and takes a step away from the table. “Well, I should let you get on with your work if you don’t need any help.”

“Yeah.”

The word is barely out of my mouth before he walks away.

Dominic doesn’t stop watching, though.

I swallow hard, feeling the heat creeping up my neck. I turn back to my work and try to ignore the way my entire body tingles with an awareness of him and his dominating presence.

By the time the lunch hour rolls around, I’m a mess of nerves. I keep telling myself I’m being ridiculous, but the problem is, I know what I saw. Dominic Vance didn’t like Liam standing so close to me.

He didn’t do anything about it. Didn’t call me over, didn’t speak, didn’t even frown. But the weight of his gaze was enough to make my coworker scurry off like he’d just stepped into enemy territory.

I don’t know what to do with that.

But I do know I need to get out of here for a while. Maybe some distance from him will help me clear my head. I’ll go to the coffee shop, eat an overpriced salad and forget all about him for a while.

“Evie.”

I freeze.

That voice.

Low, rough, commanding. A voice that expects obedience.

Slowly, I turn.

Dominic stands a few feet away, his expression as unreadable as always, his dark eyes locked on me.

I swallow. “Mr. Vance.”

Something flickers across his face, something sharp and dangerous. “You’re leaving for lunch.” It’s not a question. It’s an observation.

I nod, resisting the urge to fidget under his stare. “I was just going to grab something quick.”

A slow smirk curves his lips, and my stomach does somersaults. I swear it should be illegal for someone to be so handsome. So masculine. So... perfect.

“Join me.”

My breath catches in my throat. It’s not a request.

When I don’t answer straight away, he steps closer, and suddenly the entire world seems to fade away as he takes up all the space around me. He’s tall, well over six feet, and he towers above me, making me feel tiny in comparison. His scent surrounds me, a subtle mix of cedarwood and mint that sends heat coursing through my veins.

“I’d like to discuss the penthouse suite. Your designs. I have some thoughts.”

I should say no. There’s no reason to accept a lunch invitation and be alone with him. I can take notes from the team.

But my lips part, and the word that escapes betrays me.

“Okay.”

His smirk widens just slightly. “Good girl.”

My entire body buzzes with the praise. Oh god, what am I getting myself into?

***

The restaurant he takes me to is dimly lit, private, the kind of place where deals worth millions are sealed with a handshake. The moment we step inside, I know I don’t belong here.

Dominic pulls out my chair, and I sit down stiffly as he takes the seat across from me. For a long moment, he doesn’t say anything. He just looks at me.

I shift slightly, clearing my throat before speaking. “You wanted to talk about the penthouse, Mr. Vance?”

He leans forward, bracing his forearms on the table. “Firstly, I thought I told you to call me Dominic. And yes, I did want to talk to you about that. But I also wanted to talk about you.”

My breath catches. “Me?”

His eyes don’t waver. “Yes.”

I should look away. I should pretend I don’t feel this pull between us, this slow burning tension that makes my skin tingle. But I can’t. All I can think about is how good he might make me feel if he actually touched me, considering the effect he’s having on me with just his gaze.

So I push those thoughts aside and clear my throat again. “That’s... unexpected.”

Dominic doesn’t blink. “Is it?”

“Yes,” I say, shifting in my seat, finally giving in to the need to squirm under his scrutiny. “I mean, you’re my boss. Technically. You don’t usually take an interest in new hires, right?”

A shadow of something dark flickers across his face. “No. I don’t.”

“So why me?” My breath catches in my throat and stays there while I wait for his answer.

His jaw tightens, and for the first time since I met him, he looks almost... frustrated. Like there’s something clawing at him from the inside out.

Finally, he exhales sharply, shaking his head. “I don’t know.”

That admission makes my stomach flip.

I know I should be scared. Or concerned, at the very least. But all I feel is heat licking up my spine, my heart racing.

He studies me for a long moment, his gaze heavy on my skin. Then, finally, he speaks.

“Tell me something, Evie.” His voice is softer now, but no less commanding. “Do you always get as much attention on the site as you did this morning?”

I blink, taken aback. “What do you mean, Dominic?”

His jaw flexes. “First there was the construction worker. Then Liam.”

Oh.

“I...” My voice wavers for a second before I get control of myself. “Admittedly, the first guy was a bit creepy, but Liam was just being friendly. He was asking if I needed any help.”

Dominic leans in slightly, his eyes flashing. “I don’t like it.”

Something in his tone makes my breath hitch. It’s so possessive. So primal. Like I’m his already.

“What are you saying?”

“You know exactly what I’m saying.”

The waiter appears beside us, saving me from having to answer. We both order quickly, and as soon as the server is gone, Dominic speaks again.

“Are you single, Evie?”

I stare at him. “What?”

His eyes glint in the dim lighting, and a ghost of a smirk touches his lips. “It’s a simple question.”

“But it’s... inappropriate.”

He just lifts an eyebrow, and a flush spreads across my cheeks.

“I... yes. Yes, I’m single.”

His smirk widens. “Good. So tell me about yourself. Everything.”

I blink. “That’s a little broad, don’t you think?”

“Fine. Start with why you chose interior design.”

I exhale, grateful that he turned the topic to something I’m comfortable discussing. “I’ve always loved creating spaces that feel like home. That makes people feel something. My mom was an artist, and I guess I inherited her eye for color and detail.”

He watches me with an expression I can’t quite read. “And your father?”

I shift in my seat. “He wasn’t around.”

Something dark flickers in his gaze. “I see.”

If there’s one thing to be said about Dominic, he’s a man of very few words. But the words he does choose are always direct. Straight to the point. I guess he didn’t get where he is in the world by wasting time on anything that’s surplus to requirements.

As he glances at me across the table, the air between us tightens. I take a sip of my drink, trying to shake the weight of his scrutiny. “What about you? You built an empire from the ground up. That’s impressive.”

His jaw ticks. “It was necessary.”

“Necessary?”

A shadow passes over his expression. “I didn’t come from money. Everything I have, I earned. Fought for.” He pauses, then adds, “And I always get what I want, Evie. Always.”

He reaches across the table, taking my hand in his. As his long fingers envelop my hand, it suddenly feels hard to catch my breath. There’s no doubt in my mind that he’s not talking about business anymore. Oh no. He’s making a claim.

There is a sensible part of my brain that wants to push back. To tell him that I’m not just something he can possess. But the words catch in my throat, because, deep down, some reckless part of me wonders what it would feel like to be his. To be protected. Loved.

I shouldn’t let this happen. Not with someone like him. I know better than to play with fire.

But when his thumb traces a circle on the inside of my wrist, and his dark gaze locks on mine, I don’t care.

In that moment, I don’t want to fight him.

I just want to surrender.

To him.

Only him.


Chapter Three
Dominic


I shouldn’t be here. Not like this.

Sitting in my car, parked a careful distance from the modest apartment building, I watch as Evie steps out of her car and walks towards the entrance. I have no right to be here, no logical reason to be sitting in the shadows, my fingers clenched around the steering wheel like I’m holding myself back from something dangerous. But logic has nothing to do with this anymore.

She’s mine. And mine alone.

From the moment I laid eyes on her, my world shifted. I’ve built my empire on control, on ruthless precision, on taking exactly what I want when I want it. But this... this thing inside me, the overwhelming need to claim her, to watch over her, to own every inch of her body and mind - it’s unlike anything I’ve ever known.

It’s obsession. And I don’t care.

Hours earlier, I told myself I’d be satisfied just keeping an eye on her at the site. That I could restrain myself, act professionally, let things unfold naturally. But then I watched her talk and laugh with the other men. I watched her smile at them. And that tight, possessive coil in my chest wound itself even tighter. None of them deserve her attention. None of them understand what she needs.

What I need.

That’s when I knew it would be harder than I’d originally thought to ever let her out of my sight.

So I followed her after work. Not closely. Not obviously. Just enough to ensure she was safe. Just enough to make sure no one else would dare approach her.

Now, as I watch her fumble for her keys and push open the door, I feel a sharp sense of satisfaction settle inside me. She’s home. Safe. Untouched. Just as she should be.

She pauses in the doorway, hesitating. For a split second, I wonder if she knows. If some primal instinct is warning her that she’s being watched. That I’m here.

Then she steps inside, and the door clicks shut behind her.

I exhale, dragging a hand over my jaw. Just watching her isn’t enough. I need more. I need her to crave me the way I crave her. I need her to understand that she belongs to me, even if this is happening at an insane speed.

Tomorrow, I’ll make my move. Carefully. Deliberately. I won’t give her a reason to run, but I will make sure she knows exactly who she belongs to.

With my mind made up, I can focus on other matters. Matters that make me grateful my car has tilted windows so that nobody in the nearby apartments will be able to see what I’m doing.

I reach down and pop the button on my pants open, tugging the front down enough that my hard dick springs free from my clothing. A hiss escapes through my teeth as I wrap a hand around my shaft, squeezing roughly.

Images of Evie fill my mind, each one making my blood burn hotter. Her on her knees. On her back. Bending over the desk in my office. I imagine how she would taste, the sounds she would make, the way her soft body would feel beneath my rough hands.

I picture her eyes, wide and filled with desire as she takes my cock down her throat, and I groan. I won’t let anyone else touch her. Ever. The thought of anyone else laying a finger on her perfect skin makes rage pulse through me.

She’s mine. And she always will be.

I can still smell the faint scent of her perfume, sweet and intoxicating. It only heightens the feeling of lust pulsing through my veins.

With another groan, I start stroking myself faster, imagining her stomach growing big and round with my child. Fuck, that’s the only way to put an end to this madness. When I’ve planted my seed in her womb, when she’s carrying my baby, everyone will know who she belongs to. Everyone will understand that she’s not for them.

That she’s for me. Only for me.

With that thought in mind, I pump myself faster, letting my head fall back against the seat as I imagine burying my cock in her tight little pussy. Claiming her. Taking her. Filling her with my seed and making her mine.

The idea alone is enough to push me over the edge.

With a growl, I come hard, spilling all over my fist and the steering wheel. My eyes squeeze shut, my breath coming in sharp, heavy bursts as pleasure crashes through me.

For several long seconds, all I can do is try to remember how to breathe.

Slowly, the world comes back into focus, and the haze of lust clears from my mind. With a sigh, I lean back in the seat and drag a hand over my face.

Tomorrow. Tomorrow, everything will change.

Evie will be mine.


Chapter Four
Evie


I pull into the parking lot, gripping the steering wheel tighter than necessary. My thoughts are a tangled mess, my body still humming with unease from last night. That feeling - like someone was watching me - hasn’t quite left me. I barely slept, tossing and turning, trying to shake off the lingering sensation.

What little sleep I did manage to get had been dominated by dreams of Dominic. They were the kind of dreams that made it necessary to give myself some relief in the shower this morning - twice - and yet it still hadn’t felt like enough.

As I shift into park, a sleek black car pulls up beside me. My stomach tightens. I know that car. It’s the same one Dominic had used to drive me to the restaurant for lunch yesterday.

My pulse picks up when his window rolls down to reveal the man himself, and I follow his lead, pressing the button to lower the window on the passenger’s side of my car.

“Mr. Vance?” My voice, surprisingly, comes out sounding a lot steadier than I feel.

His lips twitch, but don’t quite pull up into a full smile. “Evie. Come sit with me for a moment. I need to talk to you.”

Before I can even respond, his window is rolling back up again, making it impossible to see him through the dark tinted glass. Letting out a sigh, I tell myself to make an excuse. To say no. But I don’t.

Instead, I find myself unbuckling my seatbelt and stepping out of my car. The morning air is crisp, but my skin is already warm as I slide into the leather seat of Dominic’s car. The scent of him surrounds me instantly - dark, masculine, intoxicating.

The door shuts with a soft click, and suddenly, it’s just us.

“I couldn’t sleep last night,” he says, his voice low, rough. “I kept thinking about you. About how much I need you.”

My breath catches. “Dominic...”

“Don’t deny it," he interrupts, his fingers brushing against mine where they rest on my lap. “You feel it too. This pull between us.”

Once again, it’s a statement, not a question.

I swallow hard. Because he’s right. I do feel it. The electric current humming between us, the way his presence makes my heart pound and my stomach flip. It’s overwhelming. And terrifying.

I’ve always promised myself that I would never be reliant on a man. Not after seeing the way mom had struggled to raise me on her own. As far as I was concerned, I would be better off without a man in my life, because they never hang around. And after twenty-one years of keeping every man I’ve ever met at arm’s length, Dominic is somehow managing to break down every barrier I’ve ever constructed. Without even breaking a sweat.

“This is all happening too fast,” I whisper, searching his face for any sign of hesitation. But there is none. Dominic Vance is a man who knows exactly what he wants. And right now, what he wants is me.

His fingers grip my chin, tilting my head up and forcing me to meet his gaze. “I don’t do slow, Evie. And I don’t let go of what’s mine.”

I should be running from words like that. But instead, I feel myself leaning in.

Dominic makes a low sound of approval before his lips crash against mine. The moment they touch, something inside me snaps. I should be resisting, but I can’t. He consumes me, his mouth demanding, his hands tangling in my hair like he can’t get close enough.

When we finally pull apart, I’m breathless, my head spinning.

“I’m going to put my baby inside you,” Dominic murmurs against my lips, his voice like gravel. “You’re going to be mine in every way.”

My entire body flushes at his words. I should be horrified. I should push him away. But instead, a deep, forbidden thrill rushes through me.

“You don’t even know if I want that,” I manage to say, my voice weaker than I intend it to be.

He smirks, brushing a strand of hair from my cheek. “You do. You just don’t realize it yet.”

I exhale shakily, willing myself to put up some kind of fight against this. It’s moving too fast. We’ve known each other for less than twenty-four hours. But the truth is, I don’t want to fight. The battle is already lost.

Without saying another word, Dominic pushes his seat back before reaching for me, pulling me across the center console with very little effort to settle me in his lap. My legs are straddling his powerful, muscular thighs, and I can feel the evidence of his arousal pressing against my core.

Even through our layers of clothing, I can feel him pulsing, throbbing, aching to claim me.

I have to fight the desire to rub myself against him in a wanton display of my own need, and the ache between my thighs intensifies as he cups the back of my head, bringing me to him for another fierce kiss.

His fingers trail up my thighs, reaching under my dress to grip my ass as his tongue parts my lips, demanding entrance.

“Evie.” My name is a rough whisper on his lips. “Fuck, you taste good.”

I moan into his mouth, arching my back, pressing myself closer to him. His cock is straining against his slacks, and my body is screaming out for more. More friction, more contact, more of everything.

Dominic’s large hands slide over the curve of my ass, gripping my cheeks firmly. Then, without warning, he gives one firm slap.

“Mine.”

I gasp, both from the sting of his palm and the possessiveness of his tone. It’s almost animalistic, primal. And even though I shouldn’t, I love how it makes me feel when he says it.

A deep rumbling growl escapes his throat. “Say it.”

“I’m yours,” I whisper.

His dark eyes flash with something fierce and predatory. “That’s right. Now tell me how many men have been lucky enough to fuck you, Evie. Tell me how many men I have to kill for taking what’s mine before I could ever find you.”

My chest clenches. I’m not an idiot. I know what kind of man Dominic is. The power he has. But the words are still startling.

“N-none,” I stammer. “No one, Dominic.”

He stares into my eyes, searching for any hint that I might be lying. But he must be satisfied with what he sees, because he lets out a low growl of approval.

“Good girl. And from now on, there will be nobody but me. I’ll be your first. Your only. Is that understood?”

“Yes,” I breathe.

“That’s right. Mine. All fucking mine.”

The words send a shudder through my body. I should be scared. Hell, I should be running. But I can’t. Because even though this is happening too fast, even though my head is spinning, I don’t want to stop.

With a groan, Dominic leans forward, claiming my mouth in another bruising kiss.

“That’s right,” he growls against my lips. “You’re fucking mine, Evie. And I’m not letting go. Not now. Not ever.”

My breath hitches as he trails a hand up my spine, pulling me closer, deeper into his lap. I can feel his cock pulsing through the layers of fabric, and my body aches with the need to have him inside me.

“But how, doll?” he asks, his voice ragged. “How have you managed to avoid all the men who must have been desperate for your attention ever since you became an adult?”

His fingers tangle in my hair, tilting my head back so he can brush his lips against my neck. The gentle touch sends a shiver down my spine, and soft whimpers fall involuntarily from my lips.

“Because I decided no man was worth the heartbreak that my dad put my mom through,” I answer softly, my voice little more than a whisper. “He just left her for no reason when I was a baby. He left her to raise me alone and wanted nothing to do with me.”

Dominic lets out a soft groan and pulls back just enough to look into my eyes again.

“I promise you, I will never be like him. I will love you more than you ever thought possible. I will take care of you and the many children I plan to put inside you, doll. I’ll make sure you never doubt that I am crazy about you.”

My heart squeezes in my chest.

I haven’t got a clue what to say to him in return, but when he leans forward once more to bite and suck at my neck, the only sound that falls from my lips is a loud moan.

One of his hands remains tangled in my hair, holding my head back to keep my throat exposed, while his other hand slides up my skirt, his fingertips brushing against the gusset of my panties.

“Mmm... you’re already soaked for me, doll. You really are perfect,” he growls into my ear.

I whimper, my body trembling as he traces the edge of the fabric.

“Before we go into work, I want to see you come undone for me, Evie. I want to hear you moaning my name as I play with this pretty little pussy that belongs to me now.”

His words make a rush of heat flood between my thighs. With a groan, he pushes my panties to the side, exposing my sensitive flesh to his touch.

I gasp when he starts to tease my clit with his thumb, the contact making sparks of pleasure explode inside me.

“Oh god, Dominic...”

“That’s right,” he rasps. “Come for me, Evie. Give me what’s mine.”

My hips start to move instinctively, grinding against his hand as his expert fingers bring me closer and closer to the edge. It feels incredible.

“Dominic, please,” I beg. “Please, I need-“

“I know what you need,” he growls. “And I’m going to give it to you.”

With that, he slides two thick fingers inside me, curling them against my most sensitive spot.

I cry out, my nails digging into his shoulders as he starts to pump the digits in and out, filling me completely. At the same time, his thumb continues to circle my clit.

“You’re so tight, Evie. You feel like a fucking vice around my fingers. How the hell are you going to cope when it’s my cock pounding this sweet pussy, doll? I bet you’ll feel so fucking good wrapped around me. You’ll make me come so hard. I already know it. Your pretty little cunt is going to milk every drop of seed from my balls, and I’m going to knock you up, Evie. The entire world will see you growing big with my baby inside you, and everyone will know you’re mine.”

His filthy words send me over the edge.

With a scream, I come undone, my body shaking and trembling as waves of pleasure wash over me.

As the intensity begins to fade, I slump forward against him, resting my forehead on his shoulder. My breaths come in heavy gasps, and my body is tingling from head to toe.

“Good girl,” Dominic groans as he presses his lips against the top of my head. “Such a good fucking girl.”

I’m barely coherent enough to register him sliding his fingers out of me, but the loss makes a soft whimper leave my lips.

“Shh, doll,” he murmurs. “You’re okay. I’m right here.”

Slowly, my breathing returns to normal, and reality starts to sink in. What the hell am I doing? I can’t just let myself fall into the arms of a man like Dominic.

I’m just starting to push myself upright, to pull away from him, when he stops me. His hand slides around the back of my neck, pulling me back down for a deep, sensual kiss.

My body melts into him, all thoughts of resistance forgotten in a heart beat.

“That was just a taste,” he whispers. “Soon, I’ll have you. In my bed, on my desk, wherever I want. And you’ll love every fucking minute.”

My head spins. God, what is he doing to me?

“Let’s go, doll,” he murmurs, lifting me off him and depositing me back in the passenger seat. “We’ve got work to do. But tonight, after work, you’ll be coming home with me. Okay, doll?”

I nod weakly, my head still reeling from the intense orgasm he’s just given me.

With a satisfied smirk, Dominic leans across to kiss my lips gently, and when he pulls back, he brushes his fingertips against the side of my throat.

“That mark on your neck should be enough to let all the men here know that you are taken. I suppose little marks like that will have to be enough to keep the others away until I’ve got my ring on your finger and my baby growing inside you.”

I gasp, bringing my hand up to the spot where he’d just been touching. Damn it. I’d been enjoying his kisses and touches so much that it hadn’t even occurred to me that he had an ulterior motive - that he wanted to mark me.

He climbs out of the car with a smug grin on his face, and I take a deep breath before getting out myself.

Dominic Vance is a man on a mission, and it’s clear I’m the target.

But can I really let myself get swept away by him? Can I really just fall into his arms and let him take control?

My gaze drifts back to the man himself. His dark eyes are already locked on me, and his lips curve up into a dangerous smile.

God, the answer is already right in front of me. I’m going to fall. And it’s going to happen fast.

All I can do is hope that the landing is gentle.


Chapter Five
Dominic


I don’t let her out of my sight. Not for a damn second.

Evie moves through the site, trying her best to focus, but I see the way she falters when she feels my eyes on her. She pretends not to notice, but I know she does. It’s impossible not to. I’m making sure of it.

After I made her come for me in the car this morning, the little self-control I’d had left has snapped. I’m not even trying to be subtle anymore. I want her and everyone else on the site to know I’m watching her, to know she belongs to me.

And the mark on her neck?

My mark.

The possessive satisfaction that surges through me whenever I see it has me nearly dropping to my knees. A deep purple love-bite, standing out against her soft, flawless skin. Proof that she’s mine. That I’ve had my mouth on her, my fingers buried inside her, coaxing those perfect little cries from her lips.

The memory of her orgasm plays on a loop in my mind, a relentless torment of arousal. The way her body trembled beneath my hands. The way she gasped my name as she shattered with my touch. My cock has been throbbing painfully ever since, my need for her clawing at me like a beast.

And now, watching her - knowing what she sounds like when she comes - I’m fucking feral.

She’s wearing her hair down today, long waves tumbling over her shoulders, but it doesn’t quite hide my mark. The other men on site see it. I know they do. I catch their glances, the way they flick their eyes to her neck, then to me. Some look away quickly. Others hesitate, as if they don’t understand what they’re seeing. And I don’t blame them. Most of the men here have worked for me on many projects, and they’ve never seen me act like this before.

But they will understand soon enough. Everyone will know Evie is mine.

She’s talking to one of the designers now; something about fixtures and finishes, but I don’t hear a word of it. I only hear her - that sweet voice, that nervous edge in her tone when she knows I’m close.

I need to hear her moan for me again.

Now.

I don’t give a fuck that we’re at work, that there are people around. I don’t give a fuck about anything except making her fall apart for me.

Some of Evie’s words break through the heavy fog of arousal that is clouding my mind right now. She’s going for lunch.

Perfect.

I stalk up behind her, and she doesn’t notice me until I’m right there, stepping into her space, towering over her. The way her colleagues look up at me must give away my presence, because she turns and almost stumbles, until I reach out to grab her arm and steady her. Evie’s breath hitches as her eyes meet mine.

“Dominic,” she says, a little breathless. “I was just...”

“Let’s go.”

She blinks. “What?”

I don’t answer, and I don’t take any notice of the way the other designers are looking at us. I just take her wrist in my hand, gently but firmly. Her skin is warm beneath my fingers, and I feel the way her pulse flutters at the contact. I don’t give her a chance to protest. I lead her away, guiding her across the site toward the small office I keep here.

She doesn’t fight me.

When we reach the door, I pull it open and usher her inside.

Then I follow, shutting the door behind us. Locking it.

Without wasting a second, I pull her into my arms, then push her back against the locked door, lowering my head to capture her lips with mine. The hunger raging inside me takes over, and I claim her mouth. I kiss her deeply, hungrily, like a starving man who has finally found his salvation.

Evie gasps and her lips part, giving me the chance to delve deeper, to taste her, to feel the warmth of her tongue sliding against mine. Fuck, she tastes like heaven. I can’t get enough.

Her hands grip my suit jacket, pulling me closer, and her hips roll forward, grinding against me.

I’m fucking done.

With a growl, I step back and pull off my jacket, throwing it to the floor before tugging at my tie. Once that is gone, I open the top two buttons of my shirt.

The way Evie stands motionless, her eyes roaming over my body, tells me everything I need to know. She wants me. Badly. Not quite as badly as I need her - not yet - but it’s enough.

“Take off your panties, doll. It’s lunchtime, and I’m hungry for your pretty little cunt.”

Her jaw drops, and while I wait for her to do as she’s told, I move towards the old couch in the corner, dropping down onto my back.

Once I’m in position, I glance over at her. She hasn’t moved.

“Take your panties off,” I repeat, my voice a low growl. “Then get your ass over here and sit on my face. I am going to feast on your sweet pussy until you’ve come so many times you can’t walk straight. Am I understood?”

Her cheeks flush pink, and for a moment, I think she might say no. She looks nervous. Shy. But then her gaze flickers from my face down to the bulge in my pants, and her resolve seems to crumble.

With trembling fingers, she reaches under her skirt and pushes her panties down, letting them pool around her ankles before stepping out of them. As soon as she’s within arm’s reach, I take hold of her hand and tug her closer, helping her get into position as she straddles my head with her soft, creamy thighs.

“Hold your skirt up, doll. Let me get a better look at what’s mine.”

“Oh god,” she whimpers.

But this time, there is no hesitation. She grips the hem of her skirt and pulls it up to her chest, revealing the smooth, wet folds of her perfect pussy.

I groan, sliding my hands over the silky skin of her thighs.

“Fuck, Evie. You’re so fucking beautiful. Now, lower yourself down on my mouth. I want you to come all over my fucking face, doll.”

“Jesus, Dominic...”

Her words trail off as I grab her thighs in my big hands and pull her down onto my waiting mouth.

She’s soaked.

And her taste... fuck, I can’t get enough. I groan into her sweet flesh, licking and sucking her swollen clit. Her hips start to grind against me, her movements slow and tentative at first, but then more frantic as she gets closer to her release.

I tighten my grip, pulling her harder against my mouth as she writhes on top of me. Her sweet nectar is coating my lips and tongue, and her scent fills my nostrils. It’s fucking intoxicating.

Her breaths become shorter, more labored, and her moans grow louder and louder as I lick and suck at her perfect little cunt.

“Oh, god, Dominic, please,” she cries, her hands gripping the back of the couch for support.

I groan, my cock pulsing at the sound of her needy little cries. Fuck, I love the way she says my name. It’s like a prayer. A plea.

And it’s only for me.

“Come for me, doll,” I groan against her slick flesh. “Come on my face.”

I slide my hands over her hips, grabbing her ass and helping her grind harder against my mouth. She’s moving as if she’s afraid to suffocate me, but I don’t fucking care. If this is how I go, so be it. All I care about is making her scream with pleasure.

“Oh, god, Dominic... fuck, I’m going to-“

She breaks off with a loud cry as her orgasm crashes through her. Her entire body trembles, and her hips buck wildly as she rides my face. I tighten my grip, holding her steady as I continue to lap at her slick pussy.

Her sweet taste floods my senses, and I can’t help but groan into her core. Fuck, she’s delicious. I could eat her cunt for hours and never tire of it.

Slowly, her body relaxes, and her breathing returns to normal. With a sigh, she lifts herself off me, her cheeks flushed and her eyes bright.

“That was... incredible,” she whispers, a small, shy smile tugging at her lips. The same smile that makes me ache for her every damn time.

“It was,” I agree. “But I don’t know where you think you’re going, doll. I’m not finished yet.”

With that, I pull her back down onto my face, enjoying the desperate moans that emerge from her as I begin feasting between her thighs once more.


Chapter Six
Evie


I feel like I’m going to pass out.

Dominic’s mouth is relentless, licking and sucking at my most sensitive places, and my body is shuddering with the aftershocks of pleasure.

I can’t breathe. I can’t think. All I can do is feel.

“Dominic,” I whimper, not knowing whether it’s a plea or a protest.

My whole body is trembling, and my mind is a mess. He’s unraveling me. And I’m helpless to stop it.

“Please,” I beg. “Please, I can’t...”

“You can,” he growls, his breath hot against my slick folds. “And you will. Come for me again, doll. Soak my face with your sweet cream.”

“Oh, god,” I gasp.

But he’s not stopping. His tongue is driving me insane, and the stubble on his jaw is scraping against my sensitive skin, sending shivers through me.

I’m so close. I can feel it building inside me, like a tidal wave of pleasure, threatening to crash down and drown me. I think I’ve lost count of the number of orgasms he’s given me, my fuzzy brain making it difficult to even comprehend numbers right now, and yet it still doesn’t seem to be enough for him.

“Dominic,” I moan, my fingers clawing at the worn fabric of the couch, desperate for something to anchor me. “I need... oh, god...”

“You need to come for me,” he growls.

“Yes,” I gasp. “God, yes. Please...”

He groans into my slick heat, his tongue driving me closer and closer to the edge.

“Dominic, please, please...”

“Come for me, doll. Now.”

His fingers dig into my ass as he holds me in place, and my body responds instantly, surrendering to his command.

A cry rips from my throat as I come apart, the world exploding around me. It’s too much. It’s not enough. It’s everything.

I’m gasping and trembling as the waves of pleasure ebb, and Dominic lifts me off him. Gently, he settles me in his lap, pulling my weak body against his, wrapping his strong arms around me. In this moment, with my smaller body going limp against his powerful frame, I really do feel like a doll. His pet name for me suddenly feels incredibly accurate.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, kissing the top of my head.

His hard cock presses against my ass cheeks, reminding me of the fact that while he’s made me come multiple times, his own needs have been woefully neglected.

I shift in his lap, bringing a hand between us to trace my fingertips over the impressive bulge. He lets out a low growl. The animalistic sound sends a shiver through me, and I grow bolder, running the palm of my hand over the outline of his entire length.

“Take it out, Evie,” he commands, his voice ragged.

I drag my eyes from the tent in his pants up to his face and moan softly. His mouth and chin are coated in my juices, and yet he makes no move to clean himself up. It’s almost like he enjoys being covered with my pleasure. The sight of him like that makes my spent pussy clench.

With Dominic’s help, I change position, so I’m straddling his thighs.

My hands shake slightly as I undo his belt and the button of his pants, and the metallic sound of the zipper is loud in the quiet room.

His cock springs free, and I stare at the thick length of flesh for a moment, trying to take it in. God, he’s huge. My hand looks so tiny next to his cock, and I wonder if he’s actually going to fit inside me.

I can’t help but reach out and touch him, sliding my fingers up and down the hot, velvety skin of his shaft. He lets out a low growl, and the sound spurs me on. I wrap my hand around his cock, gripping him firmly. He’s so big, my fingers can’t even meet.

I start to stroke him, slowly at first, then picking up speed as I find a rhythm. His groans grow louder, and his hips buck up, thrusting his cock into my hand.

“That feels so good, Evie,” he groans, his eyes closing as he drops his head back against the couch cushions. “Don’t stop, doll. I want you to make me come with your hot little hand.”

The dirty talk spurs me on, and I stroke him faster, feeling his cock throb in my palm.

“God, Dominic,” I gasp, unable to tear my eyes away from his thick length. “You’re so... I mean, your cock is just...”

“You like it?” he growls, his tone full of dark satisfaction.

“Yes,” I whisper, flicking my thumb over the swollen head.

“Good. Because this big cock is all yours, doll. And soon, I’m going to bury it inside you and fuck you senseless.”

His words make my core clench with desire, and I moan softly, tightening my grip on him.

I keep stroking his cock, twisting my wrist as I run my palm up and down his hard length, and I can feel his muscles tensing as he draws closer to his climax.

But it’s not enough. I need more.

So I release my hold on him and slide down off his lap, settling on my knees in front of him.

“What are you doing, doll?” he asks, his eyes popping open. As he glances down at me, the questioning expression on his face is combined with a dark, hungry lust that makes my pussy throb.

“You had your lunch, Dominic,” I say, surprised by how breathy my voice sounds. “It’s my turn now.”

Before he can respond, I lean forward and run my tongue along the underside of his cock.

“Oh, fuck,” he groans, his eyes locked on me. “Fuck, doll, yes. Take my cock in your pretty little mouth.”

His words make me moan, and I wrap my lips around the swollen head, sucking gently. The salty, masculine taste of him is like nothing I’ve ever experienced, and I find myself wanting more.

I slide my lips down his shaft, taking him deeper into my mouth. His size is intimidating, and I struggle to accommodate even half of him, but the desperate moans and curses falling from his lips are worth the effort.

It might be my first time doing this, but I’m determined to please him just as intensely as he’s pleasured me so far today.

“Evie,” he growls, his fingers sliding into my hair, urging me on. “Oh, fuck, doll. Your mouth is fucking incredible.”

His praise spurs me on, and I begin bobbing up and down on his cock, stroking him with one hand as I suck and lick him.

The sounds he’s making are so sinful and dirty that it makes my head spin. The fact that I am the one making these noises emerge from Dominic Vance, the city’s richest, most powerful man, seems impossible. And yet here we are.

I lose track of time as I worship his cock, the musky taste of him filling my mouth and making my head spin. My jaw starts to ache, and the position I’m in is uncomfortable, but none of it matters. All that matters is making him come.

“Oh, god,” he growls. “I’m close, Evie. Are you ready to swallow my cum, doll?”

I nod, moaning around his shaft, and he grunts, his fingers tightening in my hair.

“Fuck,” he groans. “Yes, Evie. Oh, fuck, I’m coming...”

He lets out a low, animalistic noise as his cock pulses in my mouth, shooting thick ropes of cum onto my tongue.

I swallow eagerly, savoring the taste of him. His fingers grip my hair almost painfully as he empties himself, his body shuddering with the force of his orgasm.

When he’s finally spent, he releases his hold on me, his hand falling limply to his side. I lift my head, looking up at him. His eyes are closed, and his breathing is ragged. It’s a look of pure bliss on his face, and the knowledge that I was the one to put it there makes my heart skip a beat.

I crawl back up onto his lap, resting my head against his shoulder, and his arms immediately wrap around me, holding me close.

“God, Evie,” he murmurs, nuzzling my hair. “That was incredible.”

“Was it?” I ask, a slight hint of anxiety creeping into my voice.

“Of course it was,” he replies, pressing a kiss to the top of my head. “You were amazing, doll. So fucking perfect.”

I can’t help the blush that spreads across my cheeks, and I burrow further into his embrace, enjoying the warmth and safety of his strong arms.

“I don’t think I can wait any longer, doll. I need to take you, Need to make you mine properly.”

A shiver runs through me.

“What about work?” I ask, even as the need to be with him grows stronger.

“Fuck work,” he growls, nipping at my earlobe. “I’m taking you home with me right now, Evie. And I’m going to claim your sweet virgin cunt with a big load of my seed.”

I moan, the sound muffled by his broad chest. The idea is insane. Ridiculous.

But it also makes my entire body tremble with anticipation.

“Let’s go,” he growls. “Now.”

“But…“

“Now.”

There’s no arguing with that commanding tone.

So instead, I nod, lifting my head and looking up into his eyes.

“Okay, Dominic. Let’s go.”


Chapter Seven
Dominic


I don’t think I’ve ever driven this recklessly before.

I’m not normally the kind of guy to put people in danger, but right now, all that matters is getting Evie home with me.

Fuck, she’s gorgeous. And so goddamn sexy.

Her sweet moans still echo in my mind. Her taste still lingers on my lips. And I need more. So much more.

We barely speak as I drive. I can sense her nervousness, but the way she looks at me when I glance over, her gaze full of need and lust, tells me all I need to know. She wants this just as badly as I do.

When we arrive at my building, I park and get out, barely taking the time to close the door. She does the same, hurrying after me as I stride towards the entrance.

The security guard, Frank, gives us both a curious look. I rarely have guests, and I can only imagine what he’s thinking. But it’s not the time to worry about appearances.

I lead Evie straight to the private elevator, swiping my card and pressing the button for the penthouse. As the doors close, I can’t resist stepping closer, pinning her against the wall with my body.

My mouth is on hers in an instant, kissing her deeply, hungrily. The taste of her is intoxicating, and the little moans that escape her are like music to my ears. I swallow every single one of them because, just like the rest of her, they belong to me. And me alone.

“Dominic,” she whispers, her eyes fluttering shut as I kiss her neck.

“I need you, Evie,” I growl. “I need to make you mine. Right fucking now.”

She nods, her hand wrapping around the back of my neck, pulling me closer.

The elevator dings as it reaches the penthouse, and the doors open. But neither of us moves. We’re too caught up in each other.

After a moment, though, I force myself to pull away, taking her hand and leading her into the penthouse.

I don’t give her the chance to take it in. The place is fucking massive, with an open-plan living space, a modern kitchen, and a view of the city that is breathtaking. But all that matters right now is the king-sized bed waiting in the master bedroom.

I tug her down the hall, pushing the door open and guiding her inside.

“You’re sure, Evie?” I ask, giving her a chance to change her mind. “This is your chance to walk away if you want to.”

It would fucking kill me to watch her walk away right now, but I’m not a monster. I don’t want to force her into anything. I want her to need all the filthy things I’m about to do to her just as much as I do.

“I’m sure,” she says, her voice barely above a whisper.

Relief floods through me, and I claim her mouth once more, backing her up until the backs of her legs hit the edge of the bed.

Gently, I push her down, climbing on top of her and pressing her body into the mattress.

Her hands claw at my suit jacket, trying to get it off me. She’s impatient, and I love it.

I break the kiss, pulling back and quickly discarding my jacket, followed by my shirt. She watches, her eyes wide and hungry.

“Take off your clothes, Evie,” I growl. “I need to see every inch of your beautiful body.”

She doesn’t hesitate, scrambling to her feet and hastily removing her dress. My cock twitches at the sight of her creamy white skin and her lacy bra and panties. Fuck, she’s gorgeous.

“Keep going,” I groan, unzipping my pants and tugging them off.

She reaches behind her, unhooking her bra and letting it fall to the floor, exposing her perfect breasts.

Her hands move down, slipping her panties off. They pool around her ankles, and she steps out of them, leaving her completely bare.

“Fuck, doll,” I murmur. “You’re so goddamn perfect.”

She blushes, her cheeks turning the most delicious shade of pink.

I can’t wait any longer.

With a low growl, I move closer, pulling her into my arms and kissing her deeply. Her soft, naked body presses against mine, and the feeling is unlike anything I’ve ever experienced.

Her small, perky tits are crushed against my hard chest, and her skin is so fucking soft. Her body feels good, her curves molding to the hard planes of my own body.

I push her down onto the bed, crawling on top of her and grinding my aching cock against her soaked pussy.

“Dominic,” she gasps, her fingernails digging into my shoulders.

“I can’t wait, doll,” I groan, rocking against her. “I need to take you. To make you mine. Do you want that, Evie? Do you want me to take your virginity and fill your tight little pussy with my cum?”

“Yes,” she cries. “Please, Dominic. Please...”

I capture her mouth in another deep kiss, swallowing her desperate little moans as I continue grinding against her. My cock is leaking precum, coating her slit and making her even wetter.

Finally, I can’t take it anymore.

Breaking the kiss, I reach down, positioning the swollen head of my cock at her entrance.

“You ready, doll?”

She nods, her eyes locked on mine.

Slowly, carefully, I push inside her. She’s so fucking tight. Her pussy walls grip my cock, squeezing me almost painfully as I stretch her open.

“Oh, god,” she moans, her nails scratching down my back. “Oh, Dominic, you’re so big...”

“You’re doing so good, Evie,” I praise her, pushing deeper into her tight channel. “Fuck, your pussy is so perfect. So goddamn tight.”

Her breath hitches as I bury myself to the hilt, her hips lifting off the bed as she tries to take all of me.

“Fuck, you feel good,” I groan, dropping my head and pressing my face against the crook of her neck, inhaling her scent. “You okay, doll?”

“Yes,” she gasps. “Oh, god, yes.”

Her pussy clenches around me, and I grunt, struggling to keep control. She’s so fucking tight, and my cock is throbbing with the need to fill her up.

Slowly, I start to thrust, easing in and out of her tight channel.

“Oh, fuck,” she whimpers.

“You like that, Evie?”

“Yes. Oh, god, yes. It feels so good, Dominic.”

Her words make my blood burn with desire. Hearing how much she’s enjoying this is almost enough to push me over the edge.

I start fucking her harder, plunging in and out of her, filling her up over and over again.

“Oh, fuck, you’re so tight,” I groan. “Your sweet little pussy feels so good, doll. So perfect.”

Her fingernails dig into my shoulders as she holds onto me, her breath coming in sharp gasps.

“Dominic,” she moans, her hips lifting up off the bed, meeting my every thrust.

“I’m not gonna last much longer, Evie,” I growl, picking up speed. “I need to fill your pussy with my cum. I need to knock you up and make you mine.”

“Yes,” she cries.

Her pussy is clenching around me, and I can tell she’s close.

I’m not going to be able to hold back much longer. My balls are heavy with cum, and the need to fill her up, to claim her completely, is overwhelming. So I shift all my weight onto one elbow so I can reach between our bodies with my free hand. My fingers find her clit, the little bud slippery with her juices.

I stroke her, rubbing slow circles around her clit as I keep thrusting into her tight channel.

“Come for me, doll,” I growl. “Squeeze my cock with your perfect little pussy and make me come inside you.”

“Oh, god, yes,” she cries, her back arching as her whole body trembles with pleasure. “Dominic, please... Oh, god, please...”

“Come for me, doll,” I command, my fingers working her clit furiously.

“Oh, fuck,” she gasps.

“That’s it,” I growl, my cock throbbing inside her. “Let go, Evie. Give in to the pleasure.”

She lets out a broken cry, her entire body tensing up as her climax hits her.

Her pussy clamps down on my cock, her inner walls gripping me tightly as she comes apart.

And I can’t hold back anymore.

“Oh, god, yes,” I growl, my thrusts growing erratic as my orgasm crashes over me.

My cock pulses, filling her up with a thick load of cum. The feel of her hot, wet pussy clenching around me, milking me dry, is incredible. It’s unlike anything I’ve ever felt.

She’s mine. Completely and utterly mine.

I can feel her trembling beneath me, her breath coming in ragged gasps.

“Shhh,” I murmur, dropping my head and pressing a gentle kiss to her lips. “I’ve got you, Evie.”

She sighs, her eyes fluttering shut, and I wrap my arms around her, holding her close.

“You were incredible,” I murmur, nuzzling her neck.

She blushes, her eyelashes fluttering against her cheeks.

“Was it... was it okay for you?” she asks, her voice so quiet I can barely hear her.

“More than okay, Evie,” I reply, kissing her softly. “It was perfect. You’re perfect.”

She nods, her body tensing as she sits up in bed, pulling herself out of my arms.

“Are you alright?” I ask, propping myself up on one elbow, looking at her intently.

She won’t meet my gaze.

“Evie?”

She gets out of bed, moving quickly.

“What’s wrong?” I ask, starting to get out of bed as well.

“Nothing,” she replies, not turning around.

She grabs her panties from the floor and begins pulling them on.

“Evie,” I say, keeping my voice steady. “Tell me what’s wrong.”

“It’s nothing,” she says again, reaching for her dress and pulling it on over her head. Her bra still lies discarded on my bedroom floor in her rush to leave.

“Bullshit,” I say. “If it was nothing, you wouldn’t be trying to run away.”

“I’m not...” she starts, but cuts herself off, clearly realizing that’s exactly what she’s trying to do. “Look, this has all happened really quickly and... and I just need a bit of time alone to process all of this. I’m sorry.”

I let out a frustrated sigh, dragging a hand through my hair.

“Alright,” I agree, even though the thought of her walking away right now makes me want to break something. “I can give you some time.”

“Thank you,” she murmurs, finally turning to face me. Her cheeks are flushed, and she looks like she’s about to cry.

“But, Evie?” I say.

“Yeah?”

“We’re not finished here. Not by a long shot. You’re mine now. And I’m not going to let you go. Ever.”

Her cheeks flush even brighter, and she nods, chewing on her bottom lip.

“I’ll be waiting, doll. Whenever you’re ready.”

She gives me a shy smile before turning and hurrying out of the room.

I collapse back on the bed, staring up at the ceiling.

Fuck. What the hell just happened?

It felt so right. So good. But if Evie’s reaction is any indication, she’s not ready to acknowledge what we have. Not yet, anyway.

But I’ll do whatever it takes to prove to her that she belongs with me.


Chapter Eight
Evie


The streetlights blur through my windshield as I drive towards my mom’s house for our regular Wednesday night dinner together, but my mind isn’t on the road. It’s still back in Dominic’s bed where I’d been only a few hours ago, tangled in sheets that smell like him, lost in the feeling of him claiming me completely.

I still feel him. His touch, his scent, the way his voice rasped my name like I belong to him.

Because I do.

And that’s the part that scares me.

It was too much, too fast. Only twenty-four hours after I’d met him, I’d been in his bed, begging him to take my virginity and knock me up. Surely they are not the actions of a sane person? It shouldn’t matter how much my heart wants him. That is still reckless behavior.

I grip the steering wheel tighter, my stomach twisting. I don’t regret what happened. Not even for a second. But I am afraid of what it means. Of what happens next.

I’ve never let anyone get this close before. Never given anyone the power to hurt me. But with Dominic, I gave him everything with barely a second thought.

I think of my mom. Of the way my dad had walked away and never looked back. My mom had loved him so much, and for what? To be left behind? To be forced to pick up the pieces of a heart that no one bothered to protect?

The idea of ending up like that terrifies me.

I sigh as I pull onto her street, forcing myself to shake off the heaviness in my chest. I had considered canceling my plans tonight, considering the fact I’ve spent the last couple of hours sobbing. But after the whirlwind that I’ve been swept up in over the last couple of days, I need something like this. It’s our routine. It feels normal. Safe.

So I park in front of her house and step out of my car, wrapping my arms around myself to keep the evening chill at bay. The sky is streaked with the last remnants of sunset, the air crisp and cool. I take a steadying breath as I walk up the porch steps and ring the doorbell.

Then, out of the corner of my eye, I see it.

A sleek black car parked a few yards down the street.

My heart stutters.

Dominic.

I don’t even have to check the license plate to know it’s him.

He’s following me.

And instead of fear or irritation, a strange warmth spreads through me.

He’s here. Watching over me.

Even though I told him I need space, he still can’t bring himself to be far away.

I should be unnerved by it, but I’m not. It’s possessive and obsessive and completely Dominic. And, to my surprise, I like it.

The porch light flicks on, and my mom opens the door with a bright smile. “Evie! Come in, sweetie.”

I step inside, forcing myself to forget about the man sitting in his car outside. My mom kisses my cheek, then shuts the door behind me, leading me towards the kitchen.

The table is already set - salmon, roasted vegetables, and an open bottle of white wine. I slide into my usual chair, inhaling the familiar scent of home.

But even as I try to settle in, my mind keeps drifting back to the car outside. To Dominic.

To what it means that he’s here.

“So, what’s new with you, Evie?” Mom asks as she pours me a glass of wine.

I hesitate.

I’ve never been one to talk about guys with my mom. I’ve never had anyone worth mentioning before.

But now?

I take a slow sip of my wine. “I’ve met someone,” I tell her, before I can talk myself out of it.

Her eyes light up instantly. “Oh? Tell me everything!”

I let out a breathy laugh, not at all surprised by her enthusiasm. “It’s... complicated.”

She tilts her head, studying me. “Complicated how?”

I stare down at my plate, pushing my fork through the vegetables. “I like him,” I admit quietly. “A lot. But I’m scared.”

When I glance up at her, her expression has softened. “Scared of what, sweetie?”

I swallow. “Of getting hurt. Of... letting myself love someone, only to be abandoned.”

Understanding flickers across her face. She reaches across the table, squeezing my hand. “Evie, sweetheart... I know what happened between your father and I made you wary of love. But that’s not how it’s supposed to be.”

I bite my lip. “But how do you know that someone won’t hurt you? How do you trust someone not to leave?”

Mom smiles gently. “Because when a man truly loves you, he shows you. Every single day. He does everything in his power to protect your heart and make sure you feel safe with him. Is that something your new man does for you?”

My breath catches, and my mind flashes to the car outside. To Dominic, parked there in the dark, just watching over me.

He’s protecting me.

Maybe not in the way most men would, but in the best way he knows how.

A slow, aching realization settles deep in my chest.

Dominic isn’t like my dad. He’s not the type to walk away. If anything, he’s the type to never let go.

And maybe - just maybe - that’s exactly what I need.

I exhale softly, a small smile tugging at my lips.

My mom watches me carefully. “You love him, don’t you?”

I hesitate, then nod.

I love him.

And for the first time since Dominic bulldozed his way into my life and my heart, I feel at peace with it.


Chapter Nine
Dominic


The morning air in my office is thick with impatience. My fingers drum against my desk as I review the latest reports, but my mind is elsewhere. I haven’t been able to stop thinking about Evie since I claimed her for the first time yesterday. Hell, I haven’t been able to stop thinking about her since the moment I first laid eyes on her. Every muscle in my body is tense with the need to see her, to pull her back where she belongs. But I force myself to wait. She needs space, and I’m trying to respect that.

My phone rings, and I answer without looking at the caller ID. “Vance.”

A strained voice comes through the speaker. “Mr. Vance, it’s Jeremy Ward.”

I frown. Jeremy is the head of my interior design team. Evie’s direct boss. “What is it?”

There’s a slight hesitation before he speaks. “I... I have to step down, effective immediately. I’m sorry to let you down, but it’s a family emergency, Sir. I’m flying out to Chicago today, and I don’t know when I’ll be back. Or even if I will be able to come back.”

I lean back in my chair, my jaw tightening. Jeremy is competent, but replaceable. I should be more irritated by this news, but all I can think about is how convenient this is. How it opens up a perfect opportunity.

I exhale slowly. “I understand, Jeremy. Good luck. I hope that whatever the issue is, that everything works out okay.”

Without another word, I hang up, already knowing exactly how I’m going to handle this vacancy.

I press a button on my desk phone. My assistant answers immediately. “Yes, Mr. Vance?”

“Bring Evie Clarke to my office. Now.”

“Yes, Sir.”

I sit back, inhaling deeply, willing myself to remain in control. I will see her again in a matter of minutes. I will not pull her into my lap the moment she walks through the door. I will not demand she stay by my side where she belongs. I will give her space.

Even if it kills me.

Minutes later, there’s a knock at my door.

“Come in.”

Evie steps inside, and everything in me tightens.

She’s breathtaking, her hair slightly tousled from the breeze outside, her lips soft and pink. She looks at me, and something inside my chest aches. To my surprise, she doesn’t appear at all angry to have been called to my office. And she’s not running from me. These are all good things as far as I’m concerned.

Before I can even speak, she folds her arms and tilts her head slightly. “Why have you been following me?”

I blink, caught off guard by her directness. Then I realize I’m not even surprised she figured it out.

She’s smart. And she knows me.

I don’t bother lying. “Because I can’t bear to be away from you for too long.” My voice is steady, raw with honesty. “And because the thought of something happening to you when you’re out of my sight is unbearable.”

I wait for her reaction. For her to shout at me and tell me I’ve crossed a line.

But she doesn’t.

She just watches me, her expression unreadable. And for the first time in my life, I feel like a man who would burn the world to the ground just to keep her with me for the rest of our lives.

As she looks at me, there is a searching expression on her face, like she’s trying to decide what to do with the knowledge that I’m utterly consumed by her.

The need to close the distance between us is a relentless force, but I restrain myself. I force myself to remain calm, steady. “I didn’t call you here just to talk about that.”

Evie arches a brow and waits for me to continue.

“It’s about your boss, Jeremy Ward. He’s just quit. Starting immediately.”

Her brows pull together. “What? Why?”

“A family emergency. He has to leave the city and isn’t sure if he will be able to come back.” I lean forward, resting my elbows on the desk as I pin her with my gaze. “Which means his position is open. And I want you to take it.”

Evie’s lips part slightly, shock flashing across her face. “You... you want me to take it?”

“Yes.”

She lets out a breathy, disbelieving laugh. “Dominic, I... I’m not qualified for that job. I barely just started working here. You can’t be serious.”

I tilt my head. “Do I look like the kind of man to make jokes where my business is concerned?”

Her throat bobs as she swallows. “You can’t just give me a promotion because we...” She cuts herself off, her cheeks darkening.

Because I fucked her. Because I took her. Because I made her mine.

My jaw tightens. “Is that what you think this is?” My voice is dangerously low now. “That I would throw a job at you as some kind of compensation because you were a good girl and spread your legs for me?”

My words are crude, but I want to shock her. I want her to realize just how wrong she is when she suggests such a thing.

Her lips press together, guilt flickering in her expression.

I stand up, moving around the desk until I’m right in front of her. Some of the tightness that has been in my chest since she walked away from my yesterday begins to loosen just from being closer to her.

“Listen to me, Evie. My empire no longer belongs just to me. It stopped being just mine the moment I laid eyes on you and knew I needed to build a future with you. A future for us. This all belongs to you too now.” I place a hand on her waist, firm but not demanding. “I want you by my side every day. Working together. Building a loving family. I want it all with you, doll.”

Her breath is uneven now. I can see the way my words are hitting her, the way the meaning behind them is sinking in.

“I’m not offering you this because I fucked you yesterday,” I tell her, my voice softening slightly. I hold her chin gently, forcing her to look up at me. “I’m offering you this because I know what you’re capable of. I know your mind. Your talent. I know that you can handle this.”

She stares up at me, her expression unreadable for a long moment. Then, slowly, her lips curve into a small, breathless smile.

“You’re serious about this,” she murmurs.

I nod. “Deadly serious.”

A slow exhale leaves her lips. “Okay.”

I raise a brow. “Okay?”

She laughs softly, like she’s still processing what just happened. “Yes. I’ll take the job.”

Satisfaction floods through me. But it’s not just because she accepted the position. It’s because she understands now. She sees that this isn’t just some fleeting obsession for me.

This isn’t just lust.

It’s forever.

And then I can’t hold back any longer.

I tug her closer, one arm wrapped around her waist as my free hand cradles the back of her head. She gasps softly, but she doesn’t resist. If anything, she melts into me, her fingers gripping the fabric of my shirt.

“This is where you belong,” I murmur against her lips before capturing them in a deep, claiming kiss.

She sighs into my mouth, her body pressing against mine, and now I know for sure that she’s finally accepted the truth I’ve known all along.

She’s mine. Completely. Irrevocably.

Forever.


Chapter Ten
Evie


Dominic’s lips on mine are soft but demanding, and all thoughts of what’s right or wrong fly out of my mind. His touch feels like a brand, a possessive claim.

A low groan rumbles in his chest as he deepens the kiss, his tongue slipping between my parted lips.

“I need you,” he murmurs.

He doesn’t need to say it. The hard ridge of his cock against my stomach is a pretty clear indication of his desire.

His hands are all over me, sliding up and down my body, pulling my skirt up around my waist. He cups my ass, squeezing roughly, and a low moan escapes my throat.

“Tell me you’re mine, doll,” he whispers, his lips moving to my ear.

“I’m yours,” I reply, breathless.

And there’s no hesitation anymore. Everything he’s done has shown me that he loves me. He wants me. Dominic isn’t going anywhere, and now I feel safe giving myself to him completely.

His hands are on my hips, pushing me back until my ass hits the edge of his desk. His lips find mine again, hungry and demanding. He lifts me up onto the desk, stepping between my parted legs, and I can feel his erection pressing against my core.

I let out a soft moan, reaching around to grip his ass cheeks and pull him closer, as if I can’t bear the slightest bit of distance between our bodies.

“I’m not sure we should be doing this here,” I say breathlessly as Dominic trails kisses down my throat. His hands are already working the buttons of my blouse open, his hungry kisses moving down to the swell of my breasts. “What if somebody walks in and sees us?”

But even as I’m expressing my concerns, I’m cupping the back of his head and arching my back, pushing my breasts against his face.

“Then they’ll get one hell of a view before I tell them to get the fuck out of here,” he replies, his voice low and husky.

My nipples are hard, and when his teeth graze over one through the fabric of my bra, I gasp.

“I love these,” he groans, palming both breasts and squeezing them. He pulls the cups of my bra down, exposing the soft mounds of flesh, and I can’t stop the low moan that escapes my throat. “They’re fucking perfect.”

His tongue swirls around each nipple in turn, his stubble scratching against my skin, before he sucks one into his mouth.

“Oh god,” I whisper, clutching his shoulders, my nails digging into the fabric of his suit.

His hand slides between my legs, stroking my pussy through the thin fabric of my panties.

“Jesus, Evie, you’re soaked,” he growls.

He tugs the crotch of my panties to the side and slips a finger inside me, teasing my entrance.

I’m panting, writhing under his touch. I want more. Need more.

“Please,” I whimper.

He gives me a devilish grin. “Please what, doll?”

I bite my lip, looking up at him. “Fuck me,” I whisper. “Breed me. I want your baby inside me, Dominic.”

He groans, and his lips crash against mine.

He rips my panties off, the sound of fabric tearing loud in the quiet room.

I fumble with his belt, pulling it open and unfastening his pants. I reach inside, grasping his cock and stroking him.

He hisses through his teeth, closing his eyes. “Fuck, Evie,” he moans.

“Please,” I say again, desperate.

He wraps an arm around my waist and pulls me close, until I’m practically hanging off the edge of his desk, and I wrap my legs around his hips.

He guides his cock to my entrance, teasing the tip through my folds, and then thrusts deep inside me.

“Oh god,” I gasp, wrapping my arms around him.

“Mine,” he growls, burying his face in the crook of my neck.

He begins to move, his pace slow and steady. His hands roam all over my body, touching and teasing, driving me crazy.

“More,” I plead, arching my back.

“Anything for you, doll,” he rasps.

He speeds up, his thrusts getting harder and faster. The desk creaks underneath us, but I don’t care. I don’t care if the whole damn building hears us. All I care about is Dominic. The feeling of him filling me, stretching me, the sounds he makes, the scent of him surrounding me.

“Did you mean it, Evie? Do you really want me to knock you up?”

“Yes!” I cry out.

“Do you have any idea what it would do to me to watch you grow big and round with my baby? To watch your tits swell and leak with milk. To see you become even more beautiful, carrying my child. It would be fucking heaven.”

“God, Dominic,” I gasp.

He kisses me fiercely, and I’m overwhelmed by his passion.

“I want that too,” I whisper. “I want it all with you.”

He growls and fucks me harder, his movements almost frantic. His fingers dig into my hips, holding me in place.

“You’re so tight, doll. You feel so good. I’m going to fill you with my cum and give you the baby you want. Then everyone will know you’re mine. All fucking mine.”

I can feel my orgasm building, a familiar pressure coiling in my belly.

“I’m going to come,” I gasp, clutching at his shoulders.

“Do it, doll. Come for me. Let me feel it. Let me feel your hot, wet little cunt milking my dick.”

He thrusts deep, and I come apart.

My orgasm crashes through me, sending waves of pleasure rolling over my body. I throw my head back and cry out, unable to contain the sounds.

“Fuck,” he grunts, burying his face in the crook of my neck.

He thrusts hard, and I feel his cock pulsing as he comes inside me. He holds me close, his arms wrapped tightly around me.

“You’re mine,” he whispers, his voice rough. “Always. I love you, Evie.”

I wrap my arms around his neck, clinging to him even as a wide smile spreads across my face.

“I love you too, Dominic. And I can’t wait to start a family with you.”

He grins. “I’ll be putting a ring on your finger soon enough too, doll. I’m not letting you go.”

“Good,” I reply, tilting my head and kissing him deeply.

Because I don’t ever want him to let me go.


Epilogue
Dominic


Nine months later:

I built an empire before I met her. I made billions, shaped skylines, and crushed anyone who got in my way. But none of it has ever mattered to me the way she does.

And now she’s in pain, and I can’t fucking stand it.

Evie grips my hand like a vice as another contraction tears through her. Her face twists, her breaths come sharp and uneven, and I swear I feel every ounce of her agony like it’s my own.

“Make it stop,” I growl at the doctor, barely keeping my fury in check. “She’s in pain. Do something.”

The doctor doesn’t even look fazed by my demand. “She’s progressing well, Mr. Vance. This is entirely normal.”

Normal? Watching my wife suffer is not normal. I’ve achieved everything I’ve ever set my mind to in life, and yet I’m powerless to do anything but hold her hand while she’s in excruciating pain.

Evie turns her head, her sweat-dampened hair clinging to her forehead, and gives me the softest smile. It guts me. Even now, she’s the one trying to reassure me.

“I’m okay,” she whispers, squeezing my hand. “I promise.”

I shake my head, pressing my lips to her knuckles. No, she won’t be okay until our baby is in her arms and this is over.

I’ve never been the kind of man to wait for something I want. That’s why I married her just weeks after I met her. The moment she let me claim her, I knew I’d never let her go. We built a life together, an empire together - one that has grown far beyond what I ever envisioned, all because she’s by my side.

But none of it means shit if she’s hurting.

Another contraction hits, and Evie cries out, her nails digging into my skin. I bite back a curse and glare at the doctor. “Fix this.”

The nurse murmurs something reassuring, but I don’t hear it. All I can focus on is Evie. Her strength, her determination, the way she fights through the pain with nothing but raw courage. She’s always been the strongest person I’ve ever known.

And now, she’s giving me the greatest gift of my life.

A sudden flurry of activity pulls me from my thoughts. The doctor’s voice sharpens. “It’s time to push.”

I tighten my grip on Evie’s hand. “You can do this, doll. I’m right here.”

She nods, eyes locked onto mine as she bears down, her body trembling. Minutes stretch into eternity as I watch her fight, my fierce beautiful wife giving everything she has.

And then finally, a cry pierces the air.

My chest clenches as I stare at the tiny, wriggling miracle in the doctor’s hands.

A daughter. Our daughter.

I don’t realize I’m shaking until the doctor places her in Evie’s arms, and she lets out a soft, exhausted laugh. “Dominic,” she whispers. “Look.”

I do. And I’m ruined.

Our little girl is perfect. Tiny fingers, a rosebud mouth, soft blonde hair like her mother’s. She lets out another wail, and something inside me shatters completely.

Evie watches me, a knowing look in her tired, beautiful eyes. “She’s got you wrapped around her finger already.”

She has no idea.

I reach out, running a reverent fingertip over our daughter’s impossibly soft cheek. “You’ll never want for anything,” I murmur, my voice thick. “No one will ever hurt you. I swear it.”

Evie smiles through her exhaustion, looking at the little bundle in her arms with pure love. “She’s lucky to have you.”

I shake my head, pressing a kiss to my wife’s damp forehead. “No, I’m the lucky one.”

Because I’ve spent my entire life building things, but nothing I’ve created will ever compare to this.

My wife. My daughter. My entire world.
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Chapter One
Rose


I slam the trunk of my car shut a little harder than I intend to and instantly regret it. The whole thing rattles like something might fall off completely, and I cringe. The last thing I need is my car breaking down on me, too.

I step back and wipe a sweaty palm down my jeans. The sun is beating down, and my shirt is clinging me to in a way that makes me feel gross and uncomfortable. My hair is a mess, and I’m pretty sure I smell like a sad blend of stress, sweat, and despair. 

This is the lowest I’ve ever felt. 

Chase dumped me last night after giving him six months of my life, all because I wouldn’t put out for him. But then maybe I would have done if I’d felt like he was actually serious about me. If he hadn’t always been flirting with other women right under my nose and then acting like it was nothing. My only regret today is that I hadn’t ended things with him before he got a chance to. 

And now, this morning, I’m having to move out of my apartment, thanks to a burst pipe from the apartment above that ended up flooding my bathroom. The landlord didn’t offer to help me find a new place. He didn’t even give me a timeline of how long it might be before I can move in again. 

And I have nowhere to go. 

None of my friends have space, and I’m too proud to ask anyone twice. I have about twenty dollars to my name and two weeks left of my college classes before finals. And now I’m mentally preparing to live in my car for a few days or weeks while I figure my shit out. 

The worst part? I almost called Chase this morning. I almost begged him to take me back just so I might have somewhere to stay. 

But I didn’t. No matter how low I might have fallen, I still have a little pride left. 

Even if it’s buried somewhere under the boxes stacked in my backseat. I didn’t want to leave all my stuff behind in case the water damage got even worse, so my stay in my car is going to be more than a little cramped. 

I sigh and reach for the final box on the sidewalk. Then I hear it. 

The low expensive purr of an engine. 

A sleek, black car slows to a stop at the curb just behind mine. My heart stutters as I register whose car it is. 

Damien Knight’s. 

My ex-boyfriend’s brother. 

The older brother. The responsible one. The serious one. The one who inherited the entire damn tech security empire that their father built. 

And the one I’ve secretly crushed on since the very first time I met him. 

He steps out of the car like he’s walking onto the set of a luxury watch commercial - tailored charcoal pants, crisp white shirt, but no tie today. He’s also gone without the suit jacket, no doubt thanks to the heat. His sleeves are rolled up just enough to reveal powerful forearms, his jaw is sharp enough to cut through glass, and his dark hair is a little mussed, like somebody has been running their hands through it all day. 

The jealousy that rises up inside me at that thought is both irrational and inappropriate, so I do my best to push it down. 

“Rose?” His voice is deep, smooth, just slightly rough. Like velvet over gravel. “What’s going on?” 

I freeze with the box still in my arms and instantly want the ground to open up and swallow me whole. I probably look like a wreck. 

“Ummm...” I shift awkwardly. “My apartment flooded. Burst pipe. I have to move out while they fix it.” 

His eyes flick to the pile of boxes on the back seat of my car. “Where are you going?” 

I hesitate. There’s no way I’m going to tell him about the fact that I’ll be living in my car for a while. I have no doubt that Chase will find it hilarious if he hears about it. 

“It’s just... temporary. I’ll be fine.” 

If I expect to dodge his question with that non-answer, I’m quickly proven wrong when he narrows his eyes and fixes me with an intense stare. 

“Temporary where?” 

I hate that his presence makes my stomach flutter. I hate that I suddenly care that I’m wearing old sneakers and have my hair in a messy bun, with a few escaped strands sticking to my sweaty forehead. 

I hate how much I want to cry again, all because he’s looking at me like he actually cares about where I go. 

“I’ll figure it out,” I mumble, brushing past him towards my car. 

But he steps in, gently taking the box from me. His fingers brush against mine briefly, and I swear I feel my knees almost buckle from that small amount of contact. And then he’s turning to the trunk of his car - not mine - and sliding the box inside it. 

“Damien, what are you...?” 

“You’re not sleeping in your car, Rose,” he interrupts, his voice firm enough that I know it’s probably not wise to argue. “It’s not safe.” 

“How did you...?” 

“I just know,” he says smoothly. “And it’s not happening. I won’t allow it.” 

He grabs another one of my boxes like it weighs nothing - one that I’ve been dragging like a corpse for the last ten minutes - and carries it back to his car without breaking a sweat. 

I stare for a few moments, enjoying the sight of such masculine strength. He’s broad-shouldered, and the muscles beneath his shirt are defined and toned. The way he moves is effortless, but there’s a raw power in him that makes him impossible to ignore. 

I know better than to let myself get caught up in thoughts like that, but right now I’m a little too tired and frazzled to control myself. 

“Seriously, I’m fine. You don’t have to do this.” 

“Stop.” His voice is even firmer now. He turns back to face me, arms crossed over that broad chest. “You’re staying at my place. Just until things get fixed here. It’s non-negotiable.” 

I blink. “I can’t impose on you like that.” 

“You can. You will. I’m not asking.” 

He’s not... mad. But he’s serious. Like boardroom-dominating, no-room-for-argument serious. The kind of serious that makes me feel a little lightheaded and entirely too warm between my thighs. 

I hate how much I like this bossy side of Damien. 

“But won’t the whole thing with Chase just make this all feel awkward? You know he broke up with me last night, right?” 

His jaw tics, just barely, and his eyes narrow slightly at the mention of his younger brother. 

“I know. Which means you don’t have to answer to him anymore. You’re free to move in with me for a while.” 

I nod. “Okay.” 

Just like that, with one word, I’m letting Damien freaking Knight take me home. 

As we work together to move all my things into his car, although realistically, he is doing a lot more heavy lifting than I am, I tell myself that it’s only for a few days. Just until I figure something else out. Just because he’s being kind. 

But as I climb into the passenger seat of his car, my hands trembling and my body reacting in ways I don’t understand, one thought echoes in my mind: 

I’m in so much trouble. 


Chapter Two
Damien


Rose moves around my kitchen like she’s always belonged here. Barefoot, hair piled on top of her head in a messy knot, sleeves rolled up as she stirs something on the stove. A soft hum slips from her lips as she works, and it’s only now that I realize how silent my home usually is. Too silent.

And I sit at the kitchen table like a goddamn statue, pretending to check emails on my phone when I haven’t read a single word in ten minutes. All I’ve done is stare.  

She insisted on making dinner as a thank you for letting her stay with me, as if I wouldn’t give her the entire world if she asked for it. As if she has to earn a damn thing from me.  

Watching her here, in my house, filling it with warmth and the smell of garlic and butter and something sweet underneath, I swear I’ve never felt more content. She’s only been here for a few hours, but it already feels like something inside me has shifted.  

I like having her in my space. No. I love it.  

The sheer domesticity of it all hits me harder than I expected. It’s not just about how good she looks - though she does, standing here in my kitchen wearing one of her little sundresses, the hem teasing the top of her thighs. It’s the fantasy that sinks deep into my bones.  

This is what I want.  

Rose. Here. Every night. Every morning. Cooking in my kitchen and sleeping in my bed. Getting rounder with my baby and never, ever worrying about a damn thing again.  

I want her barefoot and pregnant, living in the lap of safety and pleasure. I want her swollen with my child and glowing from being worshipped.  

And I want her to know that I’ve been waiting - burning - for the chance to take care of her the way he never could.  

I always knew my younger brother was too immature for her. Incapable of giving her everything she deserves. They are both twenty-one, but she’s mature. She needs someone older, like me, who at thirty-five years old can offer her the kind of stability and protection that a man like Chase can’t.  

For six long months, I kept my distance. Watched from the sidelines while she dated my brother. Bit back my obsession and swallowed the need every time she smiled at me across a family dinner table. Because she was off-limits. She was his.  

But now?  

Now she’s single, and she’s right here. Under my roof. And even though she’s trying to pretend this is just temporary, we both know it isn’t.  

Well, I do. And if Rose hasn’t worked that out for herself yet, she will do soon enough.  

I can’t let her go. Not after the utter fear I felt when I saw her piling boxes into her car this morning. My first thought had been that she was leaving town after her breakup with Chase, although it hadn’t taken me long to realize it was simply a maintenance issue making her leave. 

Not much scares me. But the idea of losing Rose, or of something happening to her, fucking terrifies me.  

That was why I’d found out who her landlord was the day after meeting her for the first time, offering him an insane deal on one of my newest set of security cameras in and around the apartment building where she lives. It was an offer he couldn’t refuse, although I would have offered to install them for free if he had done that. She knew the cameras were there, although I have no idea if she knew it was my company that installed them.  

And that was how I’d known she was in trouble this morning. Even though it’s wrong, I’ve been using those cameras to keep tabs on her for the last few months, making sure she’s safe.  

As soon as I’d realized there was an issue, I’d dropped everything at work and rushed to her. There was no way I was going to let her sleep in her car or end up on the streets. Not when I’m around to take care of her.  

“Dinner’s almost ready,” she says softly, glancing over her shoulder with a shy smile. “I hope you’re hungry.”  

“For you?” I murmur before I can stop myself. “Always.”  

Her cheeks flush, and she turns back to the stove quickly. “I meant for the food.”  

“I didn’t.”  

I let the silence fill the room for a moment too long before clearing my throat and leaning back in my chair. “So... are you going to tell me what happened?”  

Her shoulders tense. “What do you mean?”  

“With Chase.” I keep my tone even. Calm. “Why did you two break up?”  

She hesitates before answering. “We just... weren’t working.”  

I raise a brow. “That’s a politician’s answer.”  

Rose lets out a humorless laugh. “It’s complicated, that’s all.”  

“I’ve got time.”  

She moves to the counter, plating up food, her hands suddenly trembling slightly. “I really don’t want to get into it.”  

“Rose,” I say, my voice still soft, but with a firmer tone that lets her know I expect a real answer. “Tell me.”  

She pauses and then sighs, looking over at me with a pretty blush staining her beautiful face. “He wanted something from me that I wasn’t ready to give.”  

I don’t say anything. I simply arch a brow and wait for her to elaborate, which she thankfully does after a few seconds.  

“He wanted sex. But I hadn’t... I haven’t done that before. So I wanted my first time to be special. I want it to mean something to the person I’m with. But he was always flirting with other girls. He didn’t even try to hide it. And I didn’t want to give something so special to someone who was doing that.”  

My fingers curl into fists under the table. Even the triumph I feel at finding out that she’s still untouched isn’t enough to dampen the rage that coils like a viper in my chest. My fucking brother tried to pressure her into having sex.  

The very idea of him - of anyone - laying a finger on her without her consent is enough to make me want to murder someone.  

“And what happened when you told him no one too many times?” I ask, forcing my voice to stay steady.  

She lifts one shoulder in a small shrug. “He said I was being immature. That he didn’t want to wait around forever.”  

I push my chair back and rise to my feet.  

Rose looks up, startled, just as I reach her.  

“I... Damien, are you okay?”  

No.  

I’m nowhere near okay.  

I step in close. Close enough to make her breath hitch, to see the flutter of her pulse in her throat. I don’t touch her. I won’t. Not until she asks. But I back her up until she’s against the edge of the counter, my arms braced on either side, caging her in.  

“I’m sorry he made you feel like that,” I say, my voice low and quiet, dark with everything I’m holding back. “You deserved more that he ever could’ve given you.”  

Her lips part, but no sound comes out.  

“You deserve someone who’ll worship the ground you walk on,” I murmur. “Someone who’d wait forever just to kiss you. Someone who’d give you every damn thing you want just to see you smile.”  

I lean in until my forehead brushes hers. “You deserve someone who sees you as everything, Rose. Not just a conquest. Not a prize. But his entire fucking world.”  

She’s trembling, and each breath that leaves her body emerges on a soft little whimper that has my dick straining painfully inside my pants.  

“Someone like you?” she whispers.  

My eyes drop to her lips, and it takes every bit of willpower I possess not to close the distance between us completely. To claim those pretty lips as mine for the very first time.  

“Yes,” I say, my voice showing no hint of doubt or hesitation. “Someone exactly like me.”  

Because it’s always been me, and soon, she’s going to know that down to her very soul.  

I take a step back, feeling the absence of her closeness like a physical ache in an instant.  

“Come on,” I say, my voice a little rough, still heavy with need. “Let’s eat.”  

She blinks a couple of times, looking dazed, and then nods. She slides past me, careful not to brush against me, and walks towards the table, carrying our plates.  

And if I let my gaze linger on her perfect ass for a few moments longer than is strictly necessary?  

Well, it’s not my fault. She’s too beautiful to ignore.  

And now I know what it feels like to have her close, there’s no way I can just walk away from her.  

I want her.  

And I will make her mine. 


Chapter Three
Rose


I’ve been staring at the same sentence for twenty minutes.

The words blur on the page, my textbook growing heavier in my lap the longer I sit here pretending like I’m actually studying for finals. I shift on the bed, let out a sigh, and close the book with a soft thud. Who am I kidding? There’s no way I’m focusing today. Not after last night. 

Everything since dinner has been a blur. 

I keep replaying Damien’s voice in my head, deep and controlled, but laced with something sharp and possessive underneath. Like he was barely holding himself back. Like if I’d just moved a little closer, he might have touched me. 

He didn’t, though. 

He didn’t touch me. He didn’t kiss me. 

He just stood there with that heat burning in his eyes, said things that turned my entire world upside down... and then walked away like he hadn’t just rocked the foundations of everything I thought I knew. 

It’s crazy. There’s no way he actually meant what I think he meant. 

Right? 

I mean, Damien Knight is a billionaire. Powerful, important, busy. Men like him don’t want someone like me. They don’t look at their brother’s broke, freshly dumped ex-girlfriend and think - she’s mine. 

Still, the way he’d spoken to me. The way he looked at me. 

I shiver at the memory, goosebumps rising along my arms. I’ve never felt like that before. Never been looked at like that before. 

But this is all wrong. I was dating his brother until literally two days ago. What would Chase think of me if he knew I was living with his oldest brother? And the rest of their family? I have no doubt they would be disgusted by the very thought of it. 

Giving up any attempt at being productive, I toss my textbook onto the bed and stand, pacing a little before wandering towards the bedroom door. Damien’s at work, and the house is quiet and still around me. He’d told me to treat the place like my own, and given how restless I’m feeling, maybe a little bit of exploring will help. 

My fingers trail along the wall as I walk. The house is stunning, but it’s also warm. Lived in. Somehow, even though everything is modern and luxurious, it doesn’t feel cold. It feels like him. Masculine. Strong. Steady. 

Each of the doors is open, revealing one guest bedroom after another. Only one door remains closed, the one at the end of the hallway, and I know before I reach it what must be hiding behind the wooden panels. 

Damien’s bedroom. 

I hesitate for half a second, but curiosity gets the better of me. I push the door open slowly. 

It’s exactly what I expected. Dark woods. Deep gray linens. Clean lines. Everything neat, of course - except for a single shirt tossed over the back of a chair near the window. A black button-down. 

I step inside the room like I’m crossing into something sacred, my eyes wide as I glance around, like I’m trying to soak up every little detail. Every little thing that might give me more of a clue about the kind of man Damien is. 

I shouldn’t be in here. I know that. But I can’t help myself. 

I walk towards the chair, my entire body tingling with nerves as I reach out and pick up the shirt. It’s soft in my hands, but large - like him. I bring it to my nose before I can stop myself and breathe in. 

God. 

I close my eyes. 

He was wearing this. It smells like him. And something about it makes my whole body ache. 

Without thinking, I tug my t-shirt over my head and shimmy out of my shorts. I don’t know what I’m doing or why. Or maybe I do, and I’m just not willing to admit it to myself. My bra and panties are the final items to be added to the pile of clothing at my feet. 

I slip the shirt over my bare skin. 

It hangs off my body like a robe, swallowing me in fabric and his scent. I roll the sleeves a couple of times so I can see my hands. Something clenches deep in my stomach, and my nipples harden almost instantly, the sensitive buds sending little jolts of pleasure through me as they rub against the soft cotton. 

I walk towards his bed on shaky legs, then crawl across the comforter and lie back against his pillows. 

Everything in here is Damien. All of it. 

And now I’m wrapped up in him. Surrounded by him. Just like I’d dreamed about last night. 

My thighs press together, and my breath hitches. 

I think about the conversation last night. About the way his voice dropped when he said I deserved someone better. Someone like him. 

I think about how his body felt as he’d cornered me, making me feel small and wanted and owned all at once, without even a single touch. 

What would it be like if he gave in to temptation and actually touched me? 

My hand slides down my body, my breath catching in my throat as I imagine Damien’s voice, low and rough, whispering that I belong to him. That no one will ever touch me but him. 

That he’ll be the one to make me scream. To make me come. 

I’m wet, aching, and desperate as my fingertips dip lower, brushing against my soaked folds, finding the sensitive little bundle of nerves hidden between them. 

My head tilts back, my eyes closing as a little gasp falls from my lips. 

My fingers circle my clit. 

I think about him walking through the door, finding me in his bed like this. 

His hands spreading my thighs. 

His weight on top of me. 

His lips on my skin. 

I imagine the way his thick, hard cock would feel as it presses inside me. How it would stretch me open, inch by inch, until it’s filling me so deeply I can’t move. I dip two fingers inside my slick opening, sliding them in and out in a way that has me moaning, and yet I still know he’d be able to make it feel so much better. 

I imagine the way his mouth would taste. His tongue. 

My fingers pick up their pace. 

I’m so close. 

So close. 

So... 

“Oh God.” 

The words leave me in a rush, and then I’m coming. Hard. My entire body tightening and arching, my fingers moving faster, chasing every single moment of pleasure. 

And all the while, Damien’s name is on my lips, silent and sweet and desperate. 

My chest rises and falls as I lie there, the pleasure slowly fading as the realization of what I’ve done hits. 

I just got off in Damien Knight’s bed. 

To thoughts of him. 

But somehow, it wasn’t enough. The ache between my thighs is still just as intense as it was before, and I have a feeling I won’t know what true satisfaction feels like until the first time he touches me. 

But as I bring my hand back between my thighs, I’m determined to try. 


Chapter Four
Damien


The boardroom is a blur of suits, voices, and graphs that mean nothing to me right now.

I’m supposed to be listening. I should be focused. There’s a quarterly report on the screen, numbers ticking up and down, charts being analyzed. Someone at the far end of the table is talking about projections for the next quarter. I nod like I’m paying attention, but I couldn’t care less. 

All I can think about is her. 

Rose. 

The way she looked last night, standing in my kitchen like she belonged there. The soft gasp she made when she realized I want her. The way she looked up at me when I pinned her to the counter and told her she deserves more. 

That sweet little blush. Those wide eyes. The way she trembled. 

She’s mine. I just haven’t claimed her yet. 

And it’s driving me insane. 

Without thinking, I slide my phone into my lap and angle the screen just enough so no one else can see it. I flip through the feeds from the security cameras back at my house - living room, kitchen, hallway. 

Nothing. 

Disappointment starts to rise up in my chest. I want to see her. Just a glimpse. Maybe she’s curled up on the couch reading a book. Maybe she’s making coffee or a snack. 

Part of me knows that there’s a chance she’s decided to hide out in her bedroom for the day, in which case I won’t see her. The only bedroom in my home with a security camera in it is mine, because of the safe I have hidden in the closet. But I can hope that maybe she’s making herself at home and I might get to see her for just a moment. 

As I flick past the feed from my bedroom, it takes me a moment too long to realize there was a movement on the camera, and I have to swipe back. 

I stop breathing. 

She’s on my bed. 

Wearing my shirt. 

Sprawled out across my sheets like a fantasy I’ve had a thousand times. 

And her hand is between her thighs. 

My lungs tighten, the air catching in my throat. Blood rushes south so fast it’s almost painful. I grip my phone tighter, angling it slightly so the guy closest to me can’t catch sight of what’s on my screen. 

Because this beautiful, seductive vision is for me, and me alone. If I get my way, nobody but me will ever see her like this for the rest of my days. 

Rose arches slightly. Her lips part. She’s mouthing something - soft little moans, or maybe even my name. 

I can’t hear a damn thing and thank fuck for that. I’ve got the volume off, and I’m grateful that nobody else can hear her. The sounds she makes when she comes belong to me, and the longer I watch her, the harder it is not to just walk right out of the meeting so I can rush home and hear those sounds in person. 

Multiple times. Until she’s completely sated and can’t come anymore. 

My hand clenches beneath the table. I’m rock hard and aching now, barely able to sit still, trying to keep my breathing even while some asshole from accounting drones on about return on investment. 

I glance up once, pretending to engage, giving a slight nod that hopefully passes as agreement. Then I’m right back to the screen. 

She’s moving faster now. Her hips shift, her head tips back. When she pulls the front of my shirt open, I catch sight of one pert and perfect tit for a moment before her free hand is on it, teasing the nipple with frantic fingertips. I can see the flush in her cheeks even on the small screen. She’s panting. Writhing. Lost in the moment. 

Lost in me. 

Because that’s what this is. I know it. She could have chosen any bed, any room. But she chose mine. My shirt. My scent. My space. 

She wants me. 

And soon, I’m going to prove to her just how badly I want her in return. 

By the time the meeting ends, I’m a split second away from snapping. I don’t even hear the closing remarks. I just stand, collect my things, and walk out without a word. 

I need to get home. 

I need to see her. Right. Fucking. Now. 

And then I’m going to explore her body and find all the ways to make her scream my name. I’m going to make her forget that any other man but me exists. 

Because from now on, Rose belongs to me. 

Every sight. Every smile. Every moan. 

Every. Damn. Inch. 


Chapter Five
Rose


My legs feel a little shaky as I come down the stairs.

I’m fully dressed now, but my skin still tingles with heat, with guilt, with a need I can’t seem to chase away. Every breath I take still tastes like Damien - his scent, his shirt, the thought of his hands on me even though he’s never touched me.  

God. What’s wrong with me?  

I’ve never done something like that before in someone else’s bed. And it wasn’t just anyone’s bed. It was his. Damien’s.  

I don’t understand why I can’t stop thinking about him, or why my body reacts to him so intensely. Every word he’s said to me ever since I moved in with him is seared into my memory, making me want things with him that I really shouldn’t want with my ex-boyfriend’s brother.  

But he’s the complete opposite of Chase in every way. Solid. Serious. Fierce. Where Chase used to forget to text me for days, Damien looks at me like I’m the only thing in the room that matters. Maybe even in the entire world.  

It’s addictive. Intoxicating. Dangerous.  

I reach the bottom step, still trying to calm the whirlwind inside me, when a sharp knock at the front door cuts through the silence in Damien’s large house.  

My heart jumps.  

Is it Damien?  

No, of course it isn’t. Why would he knock the front door of his own damn house?  

I walk over to the door and pull it open, peeking out to see who it is. And then I freeze.  

“Hey, Rosie.”  

It’s Chase.  

His smile is lazy and smug as he leans casually against the door frame. He doesn’t say anything, just stares at me.  

Like he’s waiting for me to invite him in.  

Something in the pit of my stomach turns. He is the last person I expected to see, and anxiety makes my chest tighten as I wonder what he must think about seeing me here. And, even worse, what he might start telling others about it.  

“What do you want?” I ask, keeping my voice flat.  

“Relax. I just stopped by to drop off some papers for Damien.” He holds up a plain white envelope for a second, and when he lowers it again, his gaze slides over me. Head to toe. Like he’s taking in every little detail about my appearance. It makes my heart race, but not in the same way Damien does. This feels a lot more unpleasant.  

“I didn’t expect to see you here, though, Rosie.” He continues to look at me in a way that makes me uncomfortable, and when I stay silent, he continues. “Guess my big brother’s into collecting my leftovers now.”  

The words hit me like a slap. My spine stiffens, but I don’t look away. Deep down I think I always knew there was an asshole hiding under all his charm, but the callous way he says that is still a shock.  

“I’m not a leftover,” I spit back through gritted teeth.  

Chase shrugs. “Whatever helps you sleep at night, Rosie. It’s just funny, is all - how you couldn’t stand the idea of sleeping with me, but now you’re playing house with him?” He tilts his head to the side as he examines me. “You putting out for Damien now? Is that what you have to do to be allowed to stay here? Act like a whore and the big, bad billionaire will let you live in his house?”  

Tears sting the corners of my eyes before I can stop them. I blink hard. I won’t give him the satisfaction of seeing me cry.  

“Leave, chase,” I whisper, not trusting myself to say any more than that in case I can’t hold back the tears.  

“Did I touch a nerve, Rosie? I guess that means you are letting my brother bang you.”  

A shadow falls across the porch.  

“Go ahead, Chase. Keep talking. I fucking dare you.”  

Damien’s voice is ice cold, and the look on his face is murderous. He stands behind his younger brother, his body rigid and tense, and the anger pouring off him is palpable.  

Chase’s posture stiffens just slightly, but his cocky grin doesn’t falter. “Look who’s back.”  

Damien steps forward until he’s towering over his brother. “Say another word about her and I’ll forget we share blood. Understood?”  

The tension between the two men is almost too much to bear. They stare each other down, the air between them practically vibrating.  

I can’t look away.  

“Fine,” Chase finally says, holding his hands up in a gesture of mock surrender. “I was just here to drop these papers off. No need to get all territorial. I guess I never thought a virgin like her would be a good enough lay to get someone like you pussy whipped, brother.”  

Damien takes the envelope from him with a sharp motion, then shoves him hard, making Chase stumble before he finds his feet again. “Get off my property. Now.”  

Chase hesitates and throws one last look my way, as if he’s considering saying one last thing before he leaves. But then Damien steps between us, his back blocking my ex from view, and I hear footsteps as they move away.  

I take a step back and Damien walks into the house, the front door clicking shut behind him.  

He turns to me, breathing hard, his eyes still burning with fury. “What else did he say to you?”  

I shake my head. I don’t want him to know what Chase said.  

Damien takes a step towards me, and I move backwards instinctively, bumping against the wall. He takes another step, then another, until there’s barely a breath of space between us.  

“Rose,” he says, his voice a little softer, but still hard and intense. “I can see you’re upset. Tell me what he said to you.”  

“It’s nothing.” I look away, not wanting to meet his eyes.  

The words come out more broken than I mean them to. I feel cracked open, embarrassed, confused. Humiliated by Chase, shaken by Damien’s intensity and the way he was so quick to defend me against his own flesh and blood.  

It’s all too much. I don’t know what to feel. I don’t know what I want.  

Damien reaches out and cups my cheek in his hand, his touch so gentle for someone so large and powerful. It’s like he’s afraid he’ll break me. My heart stutters in my chest, and I know if I stay here, I’ll break down in front of him.  

“I need space,” I blurt out. “Please.”  

I slide out from the space between him and the wall and rush upstairs, not turning to see the look on his face. I slam my bedroom door shut and twist the lock before my legs give out beneath me.  

The tears come as soon as I hit the bed.  

I don’t think I’ve ever been as confused as I am now.  

All I know is that I’ve never wanted someone the way I want Damien.  

And that scares me more than anything after everything his brother put me through. 


Chapter Six
Damien


For a split second, I just stand there. Torn between the need to go after Chase and make him pay for hurting my woman like this, and the need to go to Rose and comfort her.

She’s halfway up the stairs, her voice cracking, her steps frantic - and I freeze. My fists are clenched at my sides, and my jaw is locked so tight it hurts.  

She asked for space. Told me she needed time. And every instinct in me is at war with itself, because I want to respect what she’s asking for.  

But I also want to take care of her. To hold her. To wipe away those goddamn tears and swear she’ll never have to cry tears of pain again. Not while I’m still breathing.  

The second I hear her door slamming closed, I move.  

Fuck space.  

I take the stairs two at a time, my chest tight, my body thrumming with need, with frustration, with a kind of raw helpless rage I haven’t ever felt before. And when I reach her door and hear the muffled sound of her crying on the other side, I completely lose it.  

“Rose,” I call out, my voice hard and low. “Open the door.”  

She doesn’t respond.  

My palm hits the wood, hard. “Rose, I’m not going anywhere. You don’t get to hurt alone. Not while I’m here.”  

Still nothing but quiet sniffles that feel like a blade twisting in my ribs. The need to hold her in my arms is like a physical pain.  

I lean in, lowering my voice. “If you don’t open this door right now, I’ll break it down. I swear to God, baby, you don’t want to test me on this.”  

There’s a beat of silence, and then the sound of a lock turning.  

The second the door cracks open, I’m there.  

I don’t wait for permission. I scoop her into my arms, pressing her body right against my chest like I can somehow absorb her pain through my skin. She seems so small in my embrace, trembling, her face hidden against my throat as I carry her to the bed and sit with her cradled in my lap.  

She doesn’t say anything at first. She just lets me hold her. So that’s what I do. I hold her tight. I stroke her hair with gentle fingertips. I whisper words of reassurance until the sniffles slow down and then eventually fade.  

“I’m sorry,” she whispers finally, her voice raw. “I just... I didn’t expect to see him. I didn’t expect him to say those things. And now he’s got the wrong impression. He said that he thinks I’m sleeping with you to be allowed to stay here, and he’s probably going to go around and tell everyone, and your whole family is going to think I’m... I’m some kind of...”  

“Don’t,” I growl, my voice rough as gravel. “Don’t you fucking finish that sentence, Rose. Nothing could be further from the truth.”  

Her breath hitches. I pull back just enough to see her face, to tilt her chin up with two fingers so she has no choice but to meet my eyes.  

“I don’t give a fuck what Chase thinks. Or what anyone else in my family thinks. If any of them think badly of you, it’s because they don’t know you the way I do. And he’s goddamn immature if he thinks I would ask anything of you to stay here. I’d give you the whole fucking world if I could, and I would never ask for a thing in return except your heart. Which I would spend my life protecting.”  

Her lips part slightly, her eyes wide. I can see the questions swirling in her head. The disbelief, the fear, the hope that maybe I can give her the kind of fierce love she needs that she’s too scared to voice.  

“You don’t have to be afraid of me,” I say, softer now. “I know I’m intense, but I’ve never felt this way before about anybody. I’m not going to hurt you. I’m going to protect you. Worship you.”  

Her lower lip trembles, and I can’t stop myself from reaching up to brush my thumb across it.  

“I’m going to give you everything you’ve ever dreamed of. Not because you ask. Not because I feel like I have to buy your love – something so precious is priceless, anyway. But because the smile on your face will be the only reward I ever want in life.”  

Rose leans in slightly, just barely. Her breath catches.  

And any semblance of control I might have had up until this point snaps.  

My lips find hers in a kiss so gentle it feels like a vow. Her hands clutch at my shirt, her fingers twisting the fabric, anchoring herself to me. I feel her exhale into the kiss, feel her soften, melt, open.  

Then she kisses me back.  

Not tentatively. Not with hesitation.  

But like she has been holding back just as much as I have. Like I’m the only thing that makes sense in a world of chaos.  

The kiss deepens, growing hotter, hungrier. My control starts to fray at the edges. Her hands tangle in my hair, her body pressing closer to mine, and I groan low in my chest, pulling her tighter. Wanting more. Wanting everything.  

Her lips part beneath mine with a soft gasp, and it’s all the invitation I need. I devour her.  

There’s no other word for it.  

I kiss her like I’ve been starving for her – which I have. For months. And now she’s finally here in my arms, kissing me back with the same kind of aching desperation I’ve been living with since the moment I laid eyes on her.  

I grip her hips, dragging her even closer, until there isn’t a breath of space between us. She moans into my mouth, and my cock twitches in my pants, the hard flesh painfully restrained. Even through our layers of clothing, I can feel the heat of her core against me and it unleashes something feral inside me.  

God, the things I want to do to her.  

My mind flashes to what I saw on my surveillance camera earlier today. Rose sprawled across my bed, my shirt swallowing her luscious curves, her hand sliding between her thighs, her lips parted with moans of pleasure that I couldn’t hear.  

The image is burned into my brain.  

It’s going to ruin me.  

I growl against her mouth and kiss her deeper, like I can stake a claim with just my tongue, like I can erase every kiss she’s ever experienced and replace it with mine. Only mine.  

I need her in ways I can’t even name. I need to feel the wet heat of her body as it stretches around me, welcoming me inside, joining us together in a way that goes so much deeper than just the physical.  

Her fingers dig into my shoulders, and she whispers my name against my lips – soft and breathless. It rips straight through me, and I tighten my grip on her hips.  

But I still make myself stop, just barely.  

I tear my lips from hers, panting, my heart slamming against my ribs. I rest my forehead against hers, trying to find something close to control. “Not yet,” I whisper, even though every cell in my body is screaming otherwise. “I want you too damn much to mess this up. I need to know you want this too before I go any further.”  

Her breath catches in her throat, and her eyes grow wide.  

But then her gaze drops, and that shimmer of doubt I hate with every part of me creeps into her voice.  

“How do I know you won’t leave too?” she asks quietly. “What if we... and then you just... go? It hurt enough when Chase made it clear I wasn’t enough, but it would hurt even more with you if I... if I actually give myself to you and then you decide you don’t want me.”  

My jaw tightens.  

I lift her chin so she has to look at me, and the way her eyes still glisten with tears breaks my heat. “Don’t compare me to him, baby. I’m nothing like Chase.”  

Rose swallows, searching my eyes.  

“I’m not going to take what I can and then just disappear, Rose,” I tell her, my voice low and firm, showing her how much I mean the words that are coming out of my mouth. “I’m here for every part of you. I want your bad days, your good days, your everything.”  

I press a kiss to the corner of her mouth, soft but full of promise.  

“I’ve wanted you from the second you walked into my life. I’ve waited. I’ve watched. I’ve burned. And now you’re here, and I’m not going to let you go.”  

Her breath stutters.  

“You want to know how serious I am?” I murmur, my lips brushing her cheek. “I want to put a baby in you, Rose. I want to fill you up and watch you swell with my child. I want everyone who looks at you to know exactly who you belong to. And most importantly, I want you to know that we will be bound together for the rest of our years by the tiny little lives I plan to create with you.”  

Her eyes widen.  

“I want forever,” I repeat, dead serious. “And I’ll spend every damn day proving to you that I mean it.”  

She stares up at me in shock, lips parted, breathing shallow.  

And as I wait for her to respond, everything in me stills, because her next word could be the one that saves me... or ruins me. But either way, I know I’ll never stop wanting her. 


Chapter Seven
Rose


His words echo in the silence, heavy and earth-shaking.

I stare up at him, my heart pounding so loud it drowns out everything else. My lips part, but no sound comes out. He’s watching me like everything hangs on what I’m about to say. Like I could shatter him with whatever comes next.  

That kind of pressure should be terrifying, but all I can think about is the way he defended me earlier. The way he held me close and whispered reassuring things to me until I could breathe again.  

I’ve never felt so cherished. So desired.  

My heart twists, too full, too raw after everything it’s been through the last few days. I’ve always dreamed of someone looking at me like that. Like I matter. Like I’m not just a passing phase of a placeholder until someone better comes along.  

With Chase, I always felt like an option. A backup.  

But Damien is different. He’s never once looked at me like I was anything less than everything to him.  

Even now, he’s holding his breath for me.  

I want this. I want everything he’s promising - the happily ever after with lots of children running around.  

My heart knows it. My gut screams it. I’ve felt the pull toward him since the day we met, and I tried so hard to ignore it. Tried to be loyal to Chase, because he was the one I met first, and I was already his girlfriend by the time I met Damien.  

I tried to pretend I didn’t notice the way Damien looked at me from across the room, like he already knew I belonged to him, and not his brother.  

But I’m done pretending.  

My brain, of course, still tries to trip me up.  

Is it too soon? What will people say? What will his family think?  

What if I get hurt again?  

I already know what Chase thinks. He made that clear enough today with his cruel words and arrogant smirk.  

But when I look up into Damien’s eyes - stormy, intense, filled with nothing but devotion - I realize that none of the rest matters. Not the timing. Not the whispers from others. Not even the past.  

This man wants to give me everything I’ve ever dreamed of. And I want him to have all of me.  

“You’re killing me here, Rose,” he says, his voice rough and low, his eyes searching my face. “Say something.”  

“Make me yours, Damien.”  

I’ve barely breathed the words, but I know he hears. He sucks in a sharp breath, his body tensing, his grip on me tightening. His jaw clenches, and for a moment, he looks almost... feral.  

Then he moves, flipping us both around, so I’m pinned beneath him on the bed. The movement is so sudden, so unexpected, that I gasp. His weight presses me into the mattress, his gaze burning hotter than a wildfire as he looks down at me, his lips just inches from mine.  

“You are mine, Rose,” he growls, his voice deep and rasping. “You always have been.”  

And then his mouth crashes down on mine, hot and hungry. There’s no tentative exploration or gentle coaxing.  

It’s a claiming.  

My hands grip his shirt, and his tongue slides along my lips, seeking entrance. The heat of him, the weight of his body, the possessive way he kisses me - it’s all almost too much. I feel like my heart might burst. But then he groans, the sound reverberating through his chest, and the only thing in the world that matters is his kiss.  

He nips my lower lip, his teeth dragging along the soft flesh before he dives back in, his tongue seeking mine, dancing together in a frenzy. My hands move from his shirt to his neck, to his hair, gripping tightly, as if I can somehow pull him even closer.  

We’re both breathless and desperate, and it’s the hottest moment of my entire life.  

I’ve never felt anything like this. Never experienced such a primal, all-consuming need.  

We’re both gasping, trying to catch our breath, but the way his hips grind against mine is making it hard to focus on anything but the aching heat pooling between my thighs.  

“I’m going to ruin you, Rose,” he whispers, his voice harsh, his words a promise. “You’ll never want anyone else after this. Only me.”  

“I’ve never wanted anyone but you.” The words slip out before I can stop them, and the raw truth of them shatters the last bit of restraint we both had.  

We move at the same time, my clothes falling away as his fingers tear my shirt over my head. I gasp when his lips find my breasts, licking and sucking and nipping the sensitive skin. He works his way down, peppering kisses along my stomach and down to my hips, pausing only long enough to peel off my panties and toss them aside.  

He looks up at me, his eyes wild, his breath coming in harsh pants. “I need to taste you.”  

I don’t have time to respond before he’s burying his face between my legs, his tongue darting out to lick my clit.  

The shock of pleasure is almost too much. I gasp, arching off the bed, but his hands are on my hips, pinning me in place as he devours me. He groans, the vibration sending another shudder of bliss through my body, and I know that nothing has ever felt this good.  

I’m spiraling. Losing control. His tongue circles my clit, and then he plunges a finger deep inside me, making me moan and writhe against his mouth. It feels so good. So perfect.  

I’m already close, the pleasure building, when he adds a second finger and curls them, hitting some hidden spot inside me that makes my eyes roll back in my head.  

“Please,” I gasp, my voice ragged, my body shaking.  

He hums against my skin, and the pleasure is so intense I can’t hold back. I explode, my orgasm crashing over me like a wave, my entire body spasming with my release.  

He doesn’t stop, drawing out my pleasure with long, slow licks, his fingers still buried deep inside me.  

When he finally pulls away, my whole body feels boneless and sated.  

But he’s not finished.  

He kisses his way back up my body, pausing to suck on my nipples until I’m arching against him, then moves up to my lips, kissing me deeply, letting me taste myself on his tongue.  

“I need you, baby,” he murmurs, his voice rough with desire. “I need to be inside you. Need to fill you with my seed so you can have a part of me growing inside you for the next nine months.”  

“Yes,” I gasp. “I want that too.”  

His fingers brush against my bare stomach, almost as if he’s already imagining a new life forming inside me. The touch is gentle, so reverent that it almost brings a tear to my eye.  

He kisses me again, and I can feel how hard he is.  

The heat between us is intense, and when he breaks the kiss, his lips trailing down my neck, his teeth nipping my collarbone, I whimper, desperate for more.  

He lifts himself up on one elbow and stares down at me, his gaze fierce and possessive.  

“You’re mine, Rose,” he says, his voice low and deep. “Now and forever.”  

He kisses me again, his mouth moving over mine, hot and hungry.  

“Say it,” he commands, his voice rough with desire. “Tell me you’re mine.”  

“I’m yours,” I whisper, the words a vow.  

His hands roam over my body, exploring every inch of me. He cups my breast, kneading the tender flesh, his thumb teasing my nipple.  

I gasp and arch up into him, begging for more.  

His touch is driving me wild. Everywhere he touches, my skin burns and aches. I need more. So much more.  

“Tell me again,” he orders, his lips grazing the shell of my ear.  

“I’m yours, Damien,” I repeat, my voice breathy.  

“Yes you are, baby. And now it’s time for me to claim what’s mine.”  

He slides off the bed, leaving me shivering from the sudden lack of contact with him. My body is already begging for more.  

But then I realize what he’s doing.  

He’s unbuttoning his shirt.  

Oh my god.  

Damien is stripping for me.  

Every inch of his hard, muscled chest is being revealed to my hungry gaze. His shoulders are broad and strong, his abs rippling with muscle.  

And the V that leads down to his pants? Oh, fuck.  

He tosses the shirt aside and reaches for his belt, and the anticipation is almost too much. I need him naked, inside me, filling me. Now.  

He drops his pants and boxer briefs, and the sight of his cock makes me whimper. It’s huge, thick and long and hard, and my body clenches at the thought of him stretching me, filling me.  

“I know this is your first time, Rose, and I’ll try my best to be gentle. But I can’t make any promises. I’ve been waiting too long for this, and I need you too fucking badly.”  

His voice is hoarse, his words coming out in a low growl, and the raw honesty and intensity in his eyes is enough to undo me completely.  

I no longer have any doubts about us. Not now. I’m meant to be his. I have always been his.  

It just took me too damn long to realize it. 


Chapter Eight
Damien


As I stand at the edge of the bed, completely naked and with my need completely on display, the way Rose looks at me almost tears me apart. Her gaze roams over every inch of my body, her lips part, her breath catching in her throat. And as much as I need to be inside her right now, I don’t want her to stop looking at me like that.

She reaches out tentatively, almost as if she’s afraid to touch me. But when her fingertips brush against my abs, I can’t stop the growl that emerges from somewhere deep inside me. My dick twitches with a need for her attention, and she gasps softly.  

Rose lifts her eyes to mine, and she’s got such a pure expression of adoration on her face. Fuck, the way she’s looking at me... it makes me want to give her everything. Every piece of myself I’ve kept locked away. Every breath. Every heartbeat. Every damn drop of me.  

“Can I... touch?” she asks, her voice a breathy whisper.  

“Fuck, baby. Of course you can touch.”  

She wraps her hand around my cock, and the moan that comes from me is downright animalistic. She’s barely touching me, and I’m already losing it. Her hands are so small, her touch so soft, but I’ve wanted this for so fucking long.  

It’s almost too much.  

Her hand strokes up and down my length, and I grit my teeth, trying not to lose it right here and now.  

She’s soft, sweet, careful. She touches me like I’m something holy. Like she’s worshipping me with her touch. I’ve had women chase my money, my power, my name - but no one’s ever touched me like this. Like I’m the prize. And all it does is make me need to claim her even more. All I want to do is mark. Brand. Bury myself so deep inside her that she forgets there was ever a time she didn’t belong to me.  

As her gentle hand moves over my flesh, coaxing drops of arousal from the tip, all I can think about is how she’ll look with my ring on her finger. My baby growing in her belly. My seed dripping from between her thighs.  

I want to feel her tremble when I slide into her. I want to hear her whimpering my name like a prayer - like I’m the only god she’s ever worshipped. Because I am. I will be. From this moment on.  

Slowly, she leans forward, bringing her mouth so close to the head of my dick that I can feel her breath skimming over the sensitive flesh. But she pauses, looking up at me, seeking permission to continue.  

“Baby, if you put that beautiful mouth anywhere near me, I won’t be able to stop myself.”  

She blinks at me, those big, innocent eyes wide and curious.  

“You won’t have to stop yourself, Damien,” she whispers. “I don’t want you to.”  

Then, without breaking eye contact, she flicks her tongue across the swollen head, and it’s like a fuse has been lit.  

With a snarl, I grab her and toss her onto her back on the bed. She lets out a startled squeak, but there’s no time to worry if I scared her.  

Because my hands are on her thighs, pushing them open, spreading her wide. Her pussy is pink and glistening with need, and the scent of her desire is almost enough to push me over the edge.  

My fingers dig into her flesh as I stare down at her. “I can’t be gentle right now, Rose. You’re driving me crazy.”  

She reaches out and pulls me toward her, her legs wrapping around my waist, her heels digging into my ass.  

“Don’t be,” she breathes. “I want you, Damien. I want all of you. Don’t hold back.”  

She doesn’t know she’s feeding the beast inside me. The part of me that needs to possess her. This isn’t about sex. This is about putting my scent on her skin, my taste on her tongue, and my baby in her womb. So no one ever fucking doubts who she belongs to again.  

I reach down, sliding a hand between our bodies, pressing a finger deep inside her slick little hole. She’s so tight that she feels snug even around that single digit, and I already know it’s going to feel like heaven when I slide inside her.  

She gasps, writhing beneath me as I add a second finger to the mix, stretching her, preparing her body to take mine.  

“Who does this pretty little pussy belong to, Rose?” I ask, my voice hoarse with an overwhelming need for her.  

“It’s yours, Damien,” she moans, her eyes fluttering shut as she surrenders to my touch.  

I push a third finger into her welcoming heat, and she lets out a gasp. Her tight inner walls flutter around the digits, and I grit my teeth, imagining how it’s going to feel when she’s stretched around me.  

“You were made to be mine, Rose,” I tell her. “Every inch of your soft, sweet body. Every heartbeat. Every breath. I’ll carve my fucking name into your soul if I have to. But you will never, ever doubt my love for you.”  

“Yes,” she breathes. “Damien...”  

I withdraw my fingers and wrap a hand around my cock, stroking it through her wetness. She whimpers, her hips arching up, seeking more.  

“Tell me you want this,” I growl, nudging her entrance.  

“Please, Damien.” Her voice is a needy whine, her eyes dark with desire. “Make me yours.”  

With a groan, I thrust inside her, burying myself to the hilt in one powerful stroke. She cries out, her nails digging into my back, her legs locking around me.  

It’s all too much. The feel of her heat wrapped around me. The taste of her skin. The scent of her desire. The way she’s clinging to me, begging me to make her mine.  

I can’t hold back anymore.  

With a growl, I pull out and slam back in, over and over, claiming her with every thrust.  

“Damien,” she moans, her hips rocking, matching the pace I set. “It’s so good. Oh my god, please, don’t stop.”  

I’m lost in the feel of her. The pleasure is like nothing I’ve ever experienced before.  

My fingers grip her hips, lifting them off the bed slightly as I pound into her, driving myself deeper, harder, faster.  

The world around us fades away until all that’s left is the sound of her soft cries and the feel of her body trembling beneath me.  

It’s too much. Too intense.  

My body tightens, and I know I’m close.  

“Come for me, Rose,” I rasp, my voice raw with need. “I want to feel you come on my cock. I need to know you’re mine.”  

I reach between our bodies, my fingers seeking her clit. Her eyes flutter closed, and her head falls back, exposing the delicate column of her throat.  

I lower my mouth, biting down on the soft skin, marking her.  

Her body clenches around me, her inner walls squeezing me tightly as she tumbles over the edge.  

“Yes,” I groan, my hips jerking. “Fuck, baby. I’m going to breed you, Rose. Going to turn you into the fertile little goddess you were always meant to be for me.”  

The words spill out of me, and they feel right. Fated.  

She was born to be mine, and I was born to be hers.  

As the orgasm slams through me, I bury myself inside her, holding her body tightly to mine as my release floods her. I fill her with every last drop, and it’s a primal, possessive satisfaction, knowing that it might be the start of a new life. A future together.  

She’s breathing hard, her body trembling, her heart racing. Her skin is flushed, and her hair is a tangled mess. She looks thoroughly wrecked.  

And so fucking gorgeous.  

I’ve never seen anything so beautiful.  

“I love you,” she murmurs, her voice filled with awe.  

“I love you, too, baby.”  

I press a gentle kiss to her lips, and it feels like a promise. A vow.  

This woman is my forever.  

My everything.  

And I’m never letting her go. 


Chapter Nine
Damien


She’s still asleep. Sprawled across my sheets like a dream that’s come true, her dark hair wild around her face, her cheeks still flushed from everything we did last night.

After everything I did to her. 

Rose has got that soft, wrecked look - like her body is still trying to process all the ways I claimed it. And her lips... fuck. Swollen from my kisses, parted just enough for those quiet little breaths that make me want to wake her and make her scream all over again. 

I could watch her like this forever, though. 

This right here? It’s everything I ever wanted. Everything I never knew I needed until she walked into my life six months ago with that shy little smile and those eyes that always held me captivated. And now that I’ve got her, I’m never letting her go. 

I’ll build her a life so solid, so safe, so full of love that she’ll never question her worth again. And if anyone tries to hurt her... hell, I’ll burn the entire fucking world down and salt the ashes. That’s not an exaggeration. 

It’s a goddamn promise. 

I’m already picturing it - the house, the baby in her arms, my ring on her finger. I want all of it. Her belly round with my child, her smile brighter than the sun because she knows she’s mine and she’s loved unconditionally. 

Rose stirs slightly, her lashes fluttering, but she doesn’t wake. I pull the blanket higher over her shoulder, hating the thought of her getting cold, and brush my lips tenderly against her temple. 

But then the quiet morning is shattered by a loud banging on the front door. The noise rips through the house like a threat. Rose blinks awake, groggy and confused, and starts to sit up. 

“No, baby,” I murmur, smoothing my hand over her back. “Stay in bed. I’ve got it.” 

She nods, trusting me completely, and curls back up beneath the blanket. I pull on a pair of sweats and I’m already halfway down the stairs by the time the next round of pounding hits. 

Who the fuck is banging on my door at ten a.m. on a Saturday? 

I wrench the door open, and there they are. 

Chase. And our mother. 

Of course. 

I don’t even bother with a greeting. “What do you want?” I demand, directing my words towards my youngest brother. 

But Mom’s mouth is already opening, her face a mixture of disappointment and annoyance. “Damien, how dare you? How could you betray your brother like this?” 

Chase stands beside her, arms crossed, with a smug look on the face like he’s the cat who got the fucking cream. 

“Betray him?” I scoff, not even bothering to open the front door enough to let them in. If this is how they are going to treat me, I’m not sure I want either of them in my house right now. “You want to talk about betrayal, maybe ask your golden boy what really happened.” 

Chase glares at me. “You stole my girl.” 

“No,” I growl. “I didn’t steal anything. You lost her all on your own, Chase. You treated her like a goddamn object. Like she should just spread her legs and be grateful you gave her the time of day. You pressured her. Tried to push her into something she wasn’t ready for. And when your manipulation didn’t work, you got rid of her like a piece of trash. And now you have the fucking nerve to turn up on my doorstep and accuse me of taking her from you?” 

The rage boils in my veins, hot and relentless, like a fuse burning down fast. My fists clench at my sides, my jaw tight enough to crack. I’ve spent months watching Rose shrink beneath the weight of Chase’s selfishness, biting her tongue, pretending she was fine. And now he stands here, smug and self-righteous, rewriting history to paint himself at the victim? I want to put my fist through a wall - or better yet, through his face. Because no one gets to hurt her and walk away clean. Not anymore. 

Mom gasps. “Chase? Is that true?” 

He shifts uncomfortably but doesn’t answer. 

I look directly at her. “Nothing happened between me and Rose until after Chase had ended things with her. There was a flood at her apartment, and she needed somewhere to stay for a while until it’s fixed. But I’ve always loved her, Mom. Ever since I first met her. I held back because I didn’t want to hurt my brother, but now she’s single, I refuse to hold back any longer.” 

“Love her?” Mom repeats, like she’s struggling to understand the meaning of my words. 

“Yes, I love Rose,” I say, my voice rough with emotion. “I’ve always wanted her. And now that I have her, I’ve got an entire damn future planned out for us. A home. A family. This isn’t just a fling. I want forever with Rose.” 

There’s a beat of stunned silence. 

Chase is scowling, arms still crossed. I’ve got no idea if he’s mad at me for calling him out, or because he genuinely believes that I stole Rose from him. But I can’t bring myself to care. 

Mom turns to him slowly. “You told me he stole her from you. That she cheated on you with your own brother?” 

Chase remains silent and looks away. 

“Oh my god,” she says, her voice rising in pitch. “I raised you better than this, Chase.” 

Chase mutters something under his breath, but she doesn’t even look at him anymore. She just shakes her head like she’s seeing him clearly for the first time. 

And maybe she is. 

I take a step towards them, letting all the fury and protective energy I’m holding coil just beneath the surface. 

“I won’t let either of you come here and make Rose feel like she’s done something wrong. She’s been through enough. And if you can’t treat her with the respect she deserves, you’re not welcome near either of us.” 

“Damien...” Mom tries again, her voice quieter this time. Softer. 

I lift a hand, not to cut her off, but to slow things down. “I’m not trying to shut you out, Mom. But you have to understand... Rose means everything to me. And I won’t let anyone hurt her again. Not even family.” 

Her expression shifts - just slightly - but I see it. Maybe she hears the conviction in my voice, or maybe it’s the rawness I can’t hide when I talk about Rose. Either way, I believe she understands how serious I am. 

“I didn’t know,” she says after a moment, glancing sideways at Chase. “I only heard his side of things. But if what you are saying is true...” She turns to Chase fully now, eyes narrowing. “We’re going to go home and have a conversation, young man. And you’re going to stay away from Rose and Damien unless you’ve got something respectful and mature to say.” 

Chase’s mouth opens, but Mom cuts him off this time. “Enough. I don’t want to hear any more lies.” 

Then she looks back at me - tired, but sincere. “You take care of that girl, Damien. She clearly means a lot to you.” 

“She’s everything to me,” I say simply. 

Mom nods once, then turns and heads down the steps. Chase follows in sullen silence. 

I wait until Mom’s car disappears down the road before I close the door behind them, exhaling a slow breath. 

When I turn around, my breath catches. 

Rose is sitting at the top of the stairs, wrapped in my blanket, and if I’m not mistaken, beneath it, I see the collar of one of my shirts peeking out. Her eyes are wide and glassy, full of so many emotions I can’t even name them all. 

“You heard all of that,” I say, my throat tight. 

She nods slowly, then rises and makes her way down the stairs towards me. 


Chapter Ten
Rose


My bare feet are silent against the steps as I move towards him, the blanket trailing behind me. Damien doesn’t move, doesn’t even breathe. His eyes stay locked on mine, like he’s afraid one wrong move will make me run just like I tried to do after the last confrontation with Chase.

But I’m not afraid. 

Not anymore. 

Not after what I just witnessed. 

The way he stood there - shoulders squared, jaw tight, voice low and deadly - defending me like I’m something precious. The way he told them the truth, without hesitation. The way he didn’t flinch, didn’t falter, even when his mother - his own damn mother - looked at him with disappointment. 

He chose me. 

Without question, without shame. 

He stood between me and the world and made it very clear that I’m his. 

And while I’m so happy that his mother believed him, and it doesn’t seem like my relationship with Damien is going to ruin his relationship with the other people in his life who love him most, the way he was willing to cut ties if he had to, for me... 

It’s everything. 

“Rose...” His voice is a low rasp when I reach the bottom step. “Say something. Please.” 

Instead of answering, I step right into his space and wrap my arms around his waist. He exhales a shuddering breath and folds his arms around me like he’s afraid I might vanish if he doesn’t hold me tight enough. 

“I’m sorry that you had to find out he was telling lies about you, Rose. But I promise I will do whatever it takes to make sure nobody believes a damn word out of his mouth.” 

A soft smile tugs at my lips. “I know,” I whisper against his chest. “I love you.” 

His arms squeeze tighter. “I love you too, baby. So damn much.” 

“I don’t care what anyone else thinks,” I go on, my voice trembling with all the emotions bubbling to the surface. “You didn’t steal me. You just showed me what love was really supposed to feel like.” 

He tilts my chin up, eyes burning into mine. “And I plan to spend the rest of my life showing you.” 

“I know,” I whisper. 

His jaw tics. “I didn’t want you to hear all of that. About the trouble my brother was trying to cause.” 

“But I’m glad I did,” I say softly. “Because now I know. I know how much I matter to you. I know I’m not just some fling or some stolen prize. I’m yours. And you’re mine.” 

His eyes darken, something primal flickering there. “Say that again.” 

“You’re mine too, Damien.” 

He groans like the words physically affect him. Then he cups my face with both hands, eyes full of reverence and heat all at once. 

“I’ve been yours since the very first moment I saw you. I’ve just been waiting for you to realize it.” His lips quirk up into a sexy grin, and my heart flutters wildly in my chest. 

I lean into his touch. “I’m sorry. Let me make it up to you.” I place my hand on his bare abs, savoring the feel of his hard muscle and soft skin beneath my fingertips. Then my hand trails lower, to the waistband of his sweatpants. 

The air between us shifts. Thickens. Sparks. 

He lowers his mouth to mine and kisses me like a man unraveling before I even get a chance to pull down his pants and free the hard length that’s creating a tent in the fabric. Instead, my arms go around his neck, and I melt into him, letting him take control for now. 

His hands are already under the blanket, pushing it from my shoulders, his growl low and full of heat when he sees I’m wearing nothing but his shirt. “Jesus, baby. Are you trying to kill me?” 

I grin, breathless. “Only a little.” 

He leans in, his lips brushing my ear. “It’s almost as sexy as the first time I saw you wearing one of my shirts.” 

I blink, confused. “What do you mean? You’ve never seen me wearing...” 

He cuts me off with a wicked grin. “I have, baby. I’m guessing you didn’t realize I’ve got a security camera set up in my bedroom. I put it there because of the safe I’ve got hidden in that room, but yesterday, I caught sight of something delicious on the feed while I was stuck in a very boring meeting.” 

My stomach drops, and a burning sensation rushes up my neck to flood my cheeks. “You… saw me?” I ask, my heart hammering in my chest. 

I try to squirm out of his embrace, but he catches me gently, firmly. 

“No, no, baby. Don’t run. Don’t ever be embarrassed about that. It was the single hottest thing I’ve ever seen in my life. You, needing me like that, without even realizing I was watching, it wrecked me, Rose.” 

I swallow hard. “And... did you like what you saw?” 

“So fucking much. I was so damn hard the whole time. And the moment the meeting was over, I was coming straight back home, ready to fuck you into the mattress. But Chase was here, so I had to wait a little longer before I could claim what’s mine.” 

The flush burns even hotter, but it’s not embarrassment. It’s the memory of what happened last night. What I’m hoping is about to happen again right now. 

He sees it, reads the desire in my expression, and he sweeps me up into his arms and carries me to the couch like I weigh nothing. 

“The bed is too far away,” he rasps. “I need you now.” 

And when he lays me out and strips that shirt away from my body, the look in his eyes is enough to make my heart stutter. 

Like I’m his whole world. 

Like I’m his everything. 

But I want to make him feel the same too. So I move up into a sitting position, running my hands over his chest while I lean in and press gentle kisses against his neck. 

“When you said that you’re mine too, does that mean I can do whatever I want to you, Damien?” 

He tilts his head to the side, exposing his throat to my kisses, and a low growl rumbles through him. “So long as it ends up with me filling your fertile little body with a load of my cum, you can do anything, baby.” 

My body shivers with delight. 

“Good. Because there’s something I’ve been wanting to do to you ever since I first saw you naked yesterday. But don’t worry. I’ll make sure it ends the way you want it to.” 

I slide down from the couch and settle on my knees between his thighs, licking my lips as I see the outline of his cock straining against his pants. He reaches down and frees himself, and the thick length bounces against his belly. 

His gaze burns into me as I lower my mouth and wrap my lips around the spongy head, tasting his salty pre-cum. His eyes are glued to me, and he looks like a man on fire. Like he’s already about to lose his mind. 

I lick up the underside of his cock and swirl my tongue around the head, then sink back down, taking as much of him into my mouth as I can. It’s not even half, so I wrap my hand around the base and start pumping in rhythm with my mouth. 

“Fuck, Rose. Your mouth feels so good, baby.” 

I moan, sucking him harder, deeper, loving the feel of his shaft thickening in my mouth. Loving the way his hands thread through my hair, tugging just hard enough to send a rush of wetness between my thighs. 

He’s panting, and it sounds so sexy, knowing I’m the one doing that to him. The powerful Damien Knight, losing his damn mind because of what I’m doing with my mouth. 

“You keep sucking me like that, and I’m going to blow,” he growls, and the warning in his voice has another rush of arousal flooding me. 

I’m about to tell him it’s okay, but his hands tighten in my hair, and he pulls me off his cock. 

“No,” he grunts. “As much as I’d love to finish in your mouth, I’m not going to waste a drop of my cum. Not today.” 

He pulls me up off the floor and into his lap, then he’s kissing me like a starving man. My thighs clench, and my whole body feels tight and aching and so, so desperate. 

“Slide down on my cock, baby,” he demands, his voice rough. “I need to be inside you already.” 

“Yes,” I breathe. 

Then I’m shifting into position and sinking down onto him. He grabs my hips and pulls me down faster, harder, until his entire thick length is buried inside me. 

We both cry out, and his lips crash into mine again, swallowing our moans. 

I start riding him, and his hands stay on my hips, helping me set the pace. But the longer I go, the less I need his help. He leans back, watching me take him, and the intensity in his eyes sends another pulse of desire through me. 

“Ride that cock, baby. Show me how much you love having my dick buried inside you.” 

I gasp, moving faster. My fingers curl against his chest, leaving faint red lines in his skin, and he growls, lifting his hips off the couch, driving his cock into me even deeper. 

“Damien, yes!” 

His name turns into a strangled cry as he thrusts up into me, hard and fast, and I can already feel my climax rushing up to meet me. 

“Oh god, I’m close.” 

“Me too, baby.” 

“Don’t stop.” 

“Never.” 

I’m bouncing in his lap now, chasing my release. It’s right there, coiled inside me, waiting. 

“Touch yourself, Rose,” he growls. “Rub your clit and come on my cock. I want to watch you come undone for me.” 

I reach down and rub frantic circles over my clit, and it’s all it takes to send me over the edge. I cry out, clenching tight around him as my orgasm rushes through me, wave after wave of pleasure. 

“Fuck yes, that’s it, baby,” Damien snarls, still thrusting up into me. He’s so big and deep, and his movements are only drawing out my orgasm. 

“I’m going to fill your little pussy with cum, Rose. Do you want that, baby? Do you want me to breed you?” 

“Yes,” I gasp, the pleasure making me dizzy. “Yes, please. Give me your cum.” 

His eyes are wild, and his grip on my hips is punishing. His next thrust is so hard, I can’t hold back the scream. 

He does it again, and this time, the scream is his name. 

“Damien! Fuck!” 

He slams up into me a final time, his whole body tensing, and his cock jerks hard as his release floods me. I can feel him painting my insides, feel his seed seeping into me, and the thought makes me shiver and tremble. 

He holds me there, his cock buried deep inside me, his hands on my hips and his forehead pressed to mine. 

“Rose, baby. Jesus Christ.” 

“Yeah,” I agree, breathless. 

His chest rises and falls, and he’s looking at me with so much reverence, I can hardly stand it. 

“You are so damn perfect. Every single thing about you.” 

He wraps his arms around me, holding me close, and we sit there for a long moment, catching our breath. 

“I’m going to miss this when it’s time for me to go back to my apartment,” I say, once I’ve recovered. 

“Fuck that,” he growls. “This is your home now, baby. You’re not going anywhere. You belong here. With me.” 

I smile, warmth blooming in my chest. “You mean that?” 

“Of course I mean it, Rose. You’re everything I’ve always wanted. And I’m not giving that up now.” 

He leans in and brushes his lips over mine. “This is only the beginning for us, baby. There’s a whole life ahead of us, and I want you by my side through all of it.” 

I lean in and kiss him, feeling giddy and light and happier than I’ve ever been. “I’m not going anywhere, Damien. Ever. I’m yours. Forever.” 

“Damn right you are,” he growls. Then his lips are on mine, and I’m being lifted and carried to the bed, and my heart is full to bursting, because no matter what life throws our way, we’ll face it together. 


Epilogue
Rose


Seven months later:

Seven months pregnant. 

That’s what the calendar says, and my aching back agrees. My ankles are swollen, my boobs feel like they’ve doubled in size, and if one more person tells me I’m glowing, I might actually cry. Or scream. 

But let’s be honest. I’ll probably do both. 

The only thing getting me through today is the promise of Damien walking through that door. He’s been in meetings all day, so I’ve barely even been able to speak to him on the phone, and my heart misses him. 

I shift on the couch, trying to find a position that doesn’t feel like I’m being crushed from the inside out. My belly is round and heavy, jutting out in front of me like a monument to exactly how effective Damien’s possessive, primal devotion turned out to be. 

The man said he was going to put a baby in me, and wow. Mission definitely accomplished. He was so successful that there are two little ones fighting for space in my belly. 

Still, as much as I wanted this, today I just feel... blah. Puffy. Tired. Huge. I glance down at the oversized hoodie stretched over my bump and let out a soft sigh. It’s Damien’s, of course. Somehow that makes me feel a little better. A little closer to him. 

I miss him. 

The front door clicks open. 

I sit up a little straighter - or try to, anyway - as heavy footsteps sound across the floor. And then I see him. 

Damien. 

My heart does that ridiculous flutter it’s never once skipped whenever I see him, even now, even after all this time. His short hair is as immaculate as ever, but his jaw is dusted with stubble. He’s still wearing his suit, although his tie has been loosened and the top couple of buttons have been popped open. His eyes lock on me the moment he steps into the room. 

And then he stops dead in his tracks. 

“Fuck me,” he breathes. “Look at you.” 

I blink. “What?” 

He strides forward like a man possessed, dropping his keys on the coffee table and shrugging out of his suit jacket without even taking his eyes off me. His gaze is dark and hungry, raking over every inch of me like I’m the most beautiful thing he’s ever seen. 

I try to smile, but it’s sheepish at best. “I feel like a beached whale.” 

“You look like a fucking goddess.” He’s already kneeling in front of the couch before I can respond, one big palm sliding over the crest of my belly like it’s sacred. “My fertile goddess.” 

His voice drops to a growl, and I swear I can feel it between my legs. 

“Damien...” I whisper, but it comes out more like a whimper. 

He lifts the hem of the hoodie just enough to press a kiss to the bare curve of my stomach. Then another. Then one just a little lower. 

“Do you even know what you do to me?” he murmurs, his lips brushing my skin. “Every time I come home and see you like this... round with my twin babies, glowing with my love, wrapped in my clothes... fuck, Rose. It makes me want to worship you.” 

I run my fingers through his hair, trembling a little beneath the reverent way he touches me. 

He lifts his eyes to mine, dark and burning with need. 

“Let me worship you, baby. Every inch. Let me remind you exactly who you are to me.” 

And as he presses another kiss to my belly and starts trailing lower, I nod, breath caught in my throat, already aching for what I know is coming next. 

With his eyes on mine, he loops a strong arm beneath me and lifts my ass off the couch just enough that he can pull my yoga pants and panties down with his free hand. Then he tosses them aside and slides his hands over my stomach, caressing it gently, and lowers his mouth to the heat between my thighs. My swollen stomach makes it impossible to see his head there, but god, I can sure feel him. His tongue traces the seam of my lips, then slips between them, circling my clit. 

“Oh, Damien.” 

“You taste so fucking sweet, baby.” 

He groans against me, and the vibration sends a pulse of pleasure through me. His mouth closes over my clit and he sucks, swirling his tongue over it, and I can’t hold back the moan. I instinctively reach towards him, wanting to grip his hair and pull him closer, but I can’t reach him around my huge baby bump. So instead, I place my hands over his, where they rest on my stomach, both of us feeling every little movement coming from within. 

He eats me with single-minded focus, licking and sucking and devouring every inch of me like a starving man. 

It’s not long before I’m shaking, the pleasure building deep inside me, threatening to snap. 

“I’m close,” I gasp, my toes curling. 

His mouth doesn’t let up, his tongue working furiously, sending me spiraling. My back arches, and I cry out as the first wave hits me. 

“Damien!” 

It’s almost painful, the intensity, and I grip his hands hard enough to leave little crescent-shaped marks on his skin. He’s moaning, still licking and sucking at my pussy, dragging the orgasm out as long as he can, until my legs are trembling and the room is spinning and I don’t know if I can handle any more. 

He gives me one final, slow lick, and then he’s pulling himself up onto the couch and wrapping one arm around me, pulling me close against his side. His other hand is back on my stomach, as if he can’t stop touching the evidence of his claim on me... and I love it. 

He kisses my hair and I rest my cheek on his shoulder, and for a while, we just sit there in silence, breathing each other in, hearts beating in sync. 

Then I smile and glance up at him. “Thank you. That was exactly what I needed.” 

“Anything for my fertile little goddess,” he says, one corner of his lip curling up into a playful grin. “I need to keep you sweet so you’ll let me knock you up again as soon as possible once these little ones are born. I hope you didn’t think the need to claim your womb was just a onetime deal?” 

My heart skips, and I grin, pressing my face against his chest. “No,” I say softly. “I had a feeling it wasn’t.” 

“Good.” He kisses the top of my head, and I can feel the smile on his lips. 

“I love you,” I whisper. 

“Love you too, baby. So much.” 

And when he pulls back and claims my lips in a long, lingering kiss, I believe it. I feel it. 

And I’m ready to spend the rest of my life making him feel the same. 
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Chapter One
Beckett


There’s a list on my desk - ten names, ten resumes, ten completely forgettable women.

I glance at the clock. The eleventh candidate isn’t due for another twenty minutes, but I’m already considering canceling. I don’t have time for this. I don’t want any of this. Another new nanny? A stranger in the house pretending she gives a damn about my daughter, only to leave her in a few months. It happens every time.

Poppy has experienced enough loss in her very short life already. She doesn’t deserve any more.

I already regret setting up the interviews.

Poppy doesn’t need just another nanny. She needs someone real. Someone who won’t leave.

I rub a hand over my face and tell myself to shut it down. To call Lorna, my assistant, and tell her to cancel the rest. They are all just going to be the same, anyway.

There’s a knock at the door. Soft. Tentative.

Usually Lorna would answer, but she’s out running errands.

I don’t expect anything when I pull the door open. It’s just another applicant. Another disappointment.

But what I get is like something from a dream.

Big green eyes glance up at me, framed by dark, thick lashes. Her cheeks are pink from the heat, or maybe from nerves, and she’s biting her lip like she’s worried about something. Long, golden-brown waves spill over her shoulders, catching the afternoon sun.

And the dress. God, the dress.

Bright yellow cotton, the color of sunshine. It falls just above her knees, showing off tanned, toned legs. Thin straps. No bra. I can tell immediately, and it knocks the wind out of me. I can see the swell of her breast through the fabric, the hard peaks of her nipples.

She blinks up at me with those big emerald eyes, and then she smiles.

“Hi,” she says, a little breathless. “I’m Sadie Baker. I’m here for the nanny interview. I know I’m a bit early, but I was nervous about finding your home and finding a place to park, so I came super early. But it turns out you were easy to find.”

I can’t even speak. She’s sweetness and innocence wrapped up in a body made for sin, and the combination is fucking lethal.

My mouth is dry. My cock stirs like it knows something I don’t yet. Something dangerous.

She shifts her weight from one foot to the other, and I can’t help noticing how the dress sways with the movement, giving me a glimpse of soft, smooth thighs.

I clench my jaw, hard.

“Mr. Wolfe?” she asks, voice tilting up with hopeful innocence.

I make a sound that’s half grunt, half breath.

“Come in,” I say, taking a step back.

She walks past me into the house, and the scent of her - sweet and fresh, like vanilla and sunshine - follows her inside. She glances around the foyer with wide eyes, clearly trying to take it all in.

But there’s only one thing I can see.

Her.

She turns back to me, looking up at me expectantly, and I give myself a mental shake. I need to get a grip.

“Follow me, Miss Baker.” My voice is gruff. Formal. Because I’m scared that if I don’t keep up an air of professionalism, then I might give in to temptation.

I walk through the foyer, leading her to my home office, and she follows behind me without a word. She’s tiny, her steps practically silent, and the top of her head barely comes up to my shoulder. It would be so easy to lift her in my arms and slam her back against the nearest wall...

I push the thought away. Quickly.

We reach the office, and I open the door. She walks past me and I’m hit with another waft of her scent, and it takes everything in me not to lean forward and bury my face in her hair.

God. What the hell is wrong with me?

She sits on the chair across from my desk, and I walk around the table, lowering myself into my own chair. She folds her hands neatly on her lap, and for the first time, I notice that her nails are painted the same shade of sunny yellow as her dress.

“So,” I say, forcing my voice to stay steady, “Why do you want to work here?”

Sadie smiles, and once again, it hits me like a punch to the gut. “Well, I’ve always loved kids. I helped raise my younger siblings, and I’ve worked as a babysitter since I was fifteen. I was studying early childhood education, but...” She hesitates, then gives a soft shrug. “My mom got sick. I had to leave college to take care of her.”

I nod slowly. “That’s admirable.”

“I don’t know if it’s admirable,” she says with a little laugh. “It’s just what you do when someone needs you.”

Christ.

She’s too pure. Too soft. Too sweet.

And all I can think about is bending her over my fucking desk so I can find out if she went without panties today, too.

I clear my throat. “How is your mother now?” I ask, trying to keep myself on track.

She dips her chin, glancing down at her hands. “She passed,” she says quietly. “A few months ago.”

Shit.

I want to apologize, but she gives me a quick smile.

“Anyway, it’s been a little bit hard making ends meet, and when I saw your ad online, it felt like fate.” She bites her lip again. “I mean, the salary is a big perk. But the work itself, and being able to live on the premises...it’s a dream job, really.”

She looks at me, her eyes bright. She’s too young. Too sweet. And she’s staring at me like I’m some kind of hero, instead of a forty-five-year-old man with a bad attitude and a whole lot of baggage.

This is a bad idea.

She’s a bad idea.

Everything about her screams at me to keep my distance, but my heart is hammering in my chest and all the blood has left my brain and is currently pumping into the steel rod between my legs.

“You’re young,” I say, as if I am reminding myself. “Twenty-one.”

“Almost twenty-two,” she says with a sheepish smile. “Is that too young?”

Too young to hire?

No.

Too young for all the depraved things I want to do to her?

Absolutely.

“No,” I say, maybe too fast. “It’s not.”

She beams. And I feel something dark and feral coil in my gut.

This is the first time I’ve felt anything since my wife died in childbirth. I’ve been a shell. A ghost. Living for Poppy, but not really living at all.

But with this girl - this innocent ray of sunshine - sitting across from me, smiling at me, I feel a stirring in my chest. A tugging. A longing.

“Would you like to meet Poppy?” I ask, the words escaping before I have a chance to think them through.

Sadie’s smile grows, and she nods enthusiastically. “I’d love that.”

My heart beats a little harder. A little faster.

“Come with me. She’s playing in her bedroom.”

I stand and lead the way.

She’s right behind me, close enough that her arm brushes against mine. I feel it everywhere.

Poppy’s room is only two doors down from my office, and I push the door open and step inside. She’s playing with her dolls in the middle of the room, and she looks up as we enter. Her brown curls are sticking up in every direction, her blue eyes wide and curious.

Sadie takes a few steps into the room and crouches down to the floor.

“Hi,” she says softly, her tone gentle. “You must be Poppy?”

Poppy blinks. Then nods.

Sadie smiles. “I’m Sadie. It’s very nice to meet you.”

Poppy stares at her, and then she smiles too.

“She doesn’t talk much yet,” I explain.

Sadie keeps smiling at my daughter. “That’s okay. I can talk enough for both of us.”

Poppy’s smile widens, and a flicker of something lights up inside my chest.

Sadie looks up at me. “Can I stay and play with her for a while?”

I nod.

It feels right having her here. It feels easy.

She isn’t anywhere near as qualified as the other women I’ve interviewed so far. But there is a warmth that radiates from her. A warmth that Poppy obviously responds to, given the way she’s staring up at Sadie with a smile on her face.

“I’ll leave you to it, then,” I say. “Come find me in my office when you’re done.”

Sadie nods, her eyes still on Poppy.

I leave the room, leaving the door open. I stand there for a minute, just listening. And then I hear a muffled giggle, and it’s like music.

I’m not sure I’ve ever heard my daughter giggle before. Not really.

The flicker inside my chest becomes a flame.

Maybe Sadie is exactly what we need.

A new beginning.

Someone warm. Someone who smiles. Someone who will take care of Poppy and remind her that the world can be a beautiful place.

It seems she’s exactly what we both need.

I’m lost in my own thoughts when Sadie returns to the office ten minutes later.

“She’s such a beautiful little girl,” she says, a smile still dancing across her lips.

I nod, clearing my throat. “Yes. She is.”

“So...” Sadie tilts her head, looking up at me hopefully. “What’s next?”

“I think you’d be perfect for the position,” I say, without hesitation. Her smile broadens, and she’s so pretty, so full of light, it almost hurts. “But there is something you need to understand before we agree to anything.”

She cocks her head. “Okay...”

“Poppy has suffered a lot of loss. She’s been through more than anyone should have to go through in a lifetime.”

Sadie nods, her green eyes growing solemn.

“I want somebody who won’t just disappear in a few months. I need somebody who can give her the love she deserves. The stability.”

“I can do that,” Sadie says softly. “I want to do that for her.”

My eyes hold hers. “Are you sure?”

“Absolutely.”

I believe her.

“Alright, then.” I extend my hand, and she places hers inside. Her skin is warm, soft, and as I close my fingers around hers, something passes between us. Some sort of electric current. “You’re hired.”

“Thank you,” she says, beaming.

“When can you move in?” I ask, reluctantly releasing her hand.

“Tomorrow?”

My heart skips a beat. She’s eager. But not as eager as I am. I’d have her under my roof tonight if I could.

“Then tomorrow it is.”

“Great,” she says, clapping her hands together. “Is there anything else, or should I...?”

I shake my head. “That will be all. Thank you.”

“Thank you,” she says sincerely. “It means a lot.”

I walk her out, and then close the door behind her and lean back against the dark wood.

Tomorrow can’t come soon enough.

I can’t wait to have her under the same roof. To be able to hear her, smell her, see her whenever I want.

To keep her for myself.

She’s the spark of life my daughter and I have been missing.

And I’m going to make sure she never wants to leave.


Chapter Two
Sadie


When I get out of the car, the first thing I see is him.

Beckett Wolfe, standing by his front door, dressed in all black like some kind of dark, brooding statue carved out of control, power, and sin. His arms are folded across his broad chest, his biceps bulging in a way that makes the fabric of his shirt have to stretch to a dangerous degree.

He’s tall. Powerful. Gorgeous in a terrifying, growly sort of way. His expression is unreadable. And his eyes...

God, those eyes.

They lock onto me like I’m prey and he’s a wolf stalking his next meal.

The thought sends a shiver racing down my spine, but not one of fear.

One of pure, unadulterated lust.

I pull my tote out of the trunk of my car and clutch it tight in my hand before walking towards him.

“Morning,” I manage, breathless already.

He doesn’t speak. Doesn’t do anything but watch me with those eyes. And I feel it all over again. That tug. That pull. That forbidden heat low in my belly.

He doesn’t even smile at me. Beckett Wolfe doesn’t seem like the type of man who smiles much. But his eyes roam over me in a way that makes me feel seen. Really seen.

Like he’s stripping me bare with his eyes alone.

I’m wearing a simple sundress again - a pale blue one this time - and I’m almost certain his gaze lingers for a second too long on my chest. My nipples pebble beneath the thin cotton, as if the weight of his eyes on me is almost like a physical touch.

Oh god. I’m in trouble.

“Good morning, Sadie,” he finally says, and the way he says my name makes my stomach flip.

He reaches out to take the tote bag from me, and our fingers brush. It’s a small, brief contact, but it’s enough to send electricity crackling along my skin.

Beckett carries the bag, and I follow him into the house.

“Where is Poppy?” I ask, trying to distract myself from how well his slacks hug his backside.

“She’s taking a nap. She should be down for about another hour. Let me show you to your room and then we can discuss the rules.”

“Okay,” I say, trying to sound normal. I fail miserably.

He stops just outside a room that I assume is to be mine - a soft lovely space with pale walls, a plush bed, and huge windows. But again, I barely see it.

Because when I turn back to him, he’s standing way too close. And there is an undeniable heat in his eyes.

His gaze drops to my lips, and for one crazy second, I think he’s about to kiss me. My heart stutters, and my breath catches in my throat. I don’t know what’s happening here, but I’m almost certain that I wouldn’t stop him if he did lean in.

But then he’s walking past me into the room, placing my bag down on the bed.

I let out a breath, unsure whether I’m relieved or disappointed.

Maybe both.

Making out with my boss within my first five minutes on the job probably wouldn’t be a good look.

“So, ummm, you said something about rules?” I ask, desperately trying to keep a hold of my sanity.

He nods, watching me as I step into the room.

“I leave for work at eight every morning, and I’m usually home by six. During those hours, you are responsible for Poppy’s care. There is a schedule in the nursery of meal times and when she likes to take a nap. The rest of the time, you may entertain her in any way you see fit.”

I nod, trying to take in the information when my brain just wants to fixate on how soft his lips look.

“I do not mind you going out to meet up with friends after I am home from work, but I do not want you bringing friends into this house when you are working. It’s important to me that Poppy has a stable home life where she feels safe.”

“Oh, of course, Mr. Wolfe,” I answer immediately.

“And I especially don’t want you bringing any boys home, Sadie,” he says, his voice suddenly dropping to a tone that sends another shiver down my spine.

I blink up at him, my smile faltering a little. I’m not sure why he feels the need to specify about not being allowed to bring guys home, when he’s already told me friends aren’t allowed.

It feels a little... possessive. And there is a part of me that likes it.

“I just want you to be focused on my daughter whenever you are in the house,” he continues. “Do you have a boyfriend, Sadie?”

“No,” I answer quickly. “No, I don’t.”

“Good,” he says, the word rolling slowly off his tongue. “And there is one more rule, Sadie. When you go out in the evening, I want you home by ten. Am I understood?”

“Seriously?” I ask, the word tumbling out before I can stop it. “But I’m twenty-one, Mr. Wolfe. Far too old to have a curfew.”

The frown lines on his forehead deepen, and he takes a step closer, towering over me with his impressive height.

“If you are living under my roof, that means you are under my protection, Sadie. This city isn’t safe for a beautiful young woman like you late at night, and so you will be home by ten. Am I understood?”

His voice is firm. Unyielding. Something about it creates an excited flutter low in my belly. Or maybe it’s the way he called me beautiful. Or even the fact he wants to protect me. Whichever one it is, I have to clench my thighs together to try and quell the ache that’s blossoming between them.

“Yes, Mr. Wolfe,” I answer in a breathless whisper. “I understand.”

He stares into my eyes for a moment before speaking. “Good girl.”

My whole body stutters.

Heat explodes in my belly. My breath catches. I swear I actually sway on the spot.

Something about the way he called me a good girl - low and dark and so intentional - makes me feel like my knees are about to give out.

He notices.

His lips twitch. Barely. Like he enjoys how flustered I am.

He takes another step closer, until our bodies are almost touching, and I suddenly forget how to breathe.

“I like it when you are a good girl for me, Sadie,” he says, reaching out to caress my cheek with a single fingertip. “I’d hate to have to discipline you if you disobeyed one of my rules.”

I stare up at him, mouth slightly parted, wondering if this is real or if I’m dreaming.

The air between us is thick. Heavy.

Electric.

Beckett holds my gaze for a long, torturous moment. And then he takes a step back, giving me space to breathe.

“Unfortunately, I need to head into the office now. I have a very important meeting this afternoon that I can’t miss. But my phone number is on the schedule. Call me if you need anything.”

He turns and walks out, and the sudden space and silence feel deafening.

What the hell was that?

Did he really just caress my cheek? Tell me he likes it when I am a good girl?

What does that even mean? And why did it affect me so deeply?

I shake my head, trying to clear it.

And then I take a deep, shaky breath while I listen to his footsteps moving away and the front door closing as he leaves.

I throw myself down onto my bed, letting out a groan. This is not how my first day was supposed to go.

I close my eyes, and all I see is his face

His piercing blue eyes.

The scruff on his jaw.

The fullness of his bottom lip.

Unable to resist, I slide a hand down between my thighs, pulling the front of my dress up before sliding my fingers inside my panties. I’m soaked. And as soon as my fingertips graze against the sensitive bundle of nerves, a soft moan falls from my lips.

I imagine what would happen if he had kissed me. What would happen if he had taken it further, pushing me back against the bed. Climbing on top of me. Pressing his mouth to mine.

My hips arch upwards, and my fingers move faster.

What would he do to me? How would he take me? Would he be rough, or would he be gentle?

I imagine him sliding into me, inch by thick, throbbing inch.

“Oh god,” I whimper, circling my clit.

I imagine him telling me to be a good girl. To take him all.

I imagine him filling me. Moving inside of me. Fucking me hard and fast and deep.

My orgasm comes swiftly, making me shudder and tremble. Making my toes curl and my breath hitch in my throat.

I’m panting, flushed, and more than a little shocked at myself.

That has never happened before.

Not so quickly.

And not without a toy.

It’s like being around Beckett has flipped a switch inside of me, unleashing a desire I didn’t even know existed.

I take a deep, calming breath.

It doesn’t matter.

I’m not going to do anything about this, whatever this is.

My job is to care for his daughter. Nothing more.

No matter how hot my new boss is.


Chapter Three
Beckett


Another minute alone in this office, and I might lose my damn mind.

I should be reviewing the contract on my desk. I should be prepping for the next meeting. But my mind’s not on mergers or bottom lines.

It’s on her.

My jaw tightens as I lean back in my chair, the leather creaking beneath me, and I slide my phone from my pocket to check my schedule.

But I forget to look at my calendar the second I unlock my phone. And the moment I open the nanny cam feed, the tension in my chest loosens. Just a little.

There she is.

Sadie.

In the backyard, the sun catching in her hair, laughing with Poppy like they’ve known each other forever. She’s wearing another one of those little sundresses—sky blue today, straps slipping down one shoulder, hem dancing just above her knees while she runs barefoot across the lawn.

My girl looks like summer and softness and sin all rolled into one.

But she’s not mine.

Yet.

I tell myself that this is normal. That it’s Sadie’s first day and I’m just making sure she’s settling in. Checking that Poppy is okay with her new nanny. That I’m doing what any responsible father would do.

But that’s bullshit.

I’m not watching to check on my daughter. Not really.

I’m watching because I can’t stop.

I’ve never been like this. I don’t get distracted. I don’t get attached. I definitely don’t spend every second of the workday trying to catch a glimpse of the young, sweet, beautiful girl I hired less than twenty-four hours ago.

But then she scoops Poppy up in her arms, twirls her, and they both laugh. The sight of their happiness hits me like a fucking punch to the gut.

Sadie belongs in my house. With me and my daughter.

As I watch, Sadie sits Poppy on her hip, one arm wrapped around her while she brushes the curls off my daughter’s forehead with her other hand.

I don’t think I’ve ever wanted anything the way I want this.

Not just Sadie. But Sadie by my side. A part of my family. With my daughter. With my ring on her finger. With my baby in her belly.

My cock thickens in my slacks, a heavy ache I ignore with practiced control.

Barely.

She’d be such a good mother. Gentle, patient, and soft where I’m hard. Sweet where I’m… not. And the image forms so vividly in my mind I can see it: her belly round and swollen, those sweet little breasts filled with milk, her eyes glowing while she waddles barefoot around our kitchen.

My baby inside her.

My girl full of me.

Fuck.

I shift in my seat and scrub a hand over my face.

“You’ve got five minutes before Balfour’s conference call,” comes a voice from the doorway. “You might want to look less like you’re about to maul someone.”

I lock my phone and slide it into my jacket as Lorna strolls into the room.

I don’t answer. She’s been with me too long for polite lies.

She lifts a brow, takes one look at me, and sighs.

“You were watching her again, weren’t you?”

I say nothing.

She drops a thick folder on the desk and crosses her arms. “She’s not going anywhere, you know. You don’t have to stalk her like a lovesick teenage boy.”

“She’s new,” I say flatly. “It’s her first day.”

“She’s new. She’s not incompetent,” Lorna counters, one brow arched like I’m the idiot. “I did the background checks for you. Plus, she’s sweet, she’s kind, and I have no doubt Poppy will grow to adore her.”

My jaw flexes. “I’m just keeping an eye on the situation. That’s all.”

“You’re obsessed,” she says, giving it to me straight, like always. I swear nobody talks to me the way she does. Maybe that’s why I’ve kept her as my assistant for so long. I actually appreciate her honesty… most of the time. “And before you snap, that’s not a judgment. She’s adorable. I can understand why you would be obsessed.”

I glare at her. She ignores it.

“You’ve been a ghost for three years, Beckett. Since your wife died...”

“I don’t want to talk about that,” I bite out.

“Of course you don’t,” she says gently, “but I will. Because someone has to. You’ve been existing, not living. And now suddenly there’s a pretty little nanny in your house and you’re already acting like a damn cave man over her.”

“I’m not...”

“You are,” she says, cutting me off with the kind of firmness I’ve only ever heard from my mother before. “You’ve already got rules in place like she’s your live-in girlfriend. You’ve called to check on her three times and it’s not even lunchtime. You’re walking around like you’ve just discovered what it means to live again. Which, honestly? Good. You deserve that.”

I’m silent. I don’t like where this is going.

“But,” she continues, “she’s young. Soft. Probably not used to intense men like you. You might want to dial it back a little if you don’t want to scare her off.”

I raise a brow. “You think I should pretend not to want her?”

“I think you should pretend to be human for five minutes and not devour her whole with your eyes.”

I snort. I hadn’t realized I was being so obvious. Because there is nothing I would like to be doing more now than to have my head between her thighs, devouring her until she’s begging me to stop.

Lorna smiles, her expression a combination of affection and resignation. “Beckett. You want her? Fine. But if you go full alpha psycho on her from day one, you’re going to lose her.”

I lean back in my chair and fold my hands together. “I’m not going to lose her.”

“Because you’ll play it cool?”

“No,” I say simply. “Because I won’t let her go.”

Lorna stares at me for a beat, then exhales through her nose.

“God help the girl,” she mutters, turning on her heel. “I hope she’s got a thing for cave men.”

I chuckle, despite myself, and pull my phone out of my jacket as soon as Lorna is gone. By now, Sadie and Poppy are setting up a picnic blanket out in the yard, arranging some of Poppy’s favorite teddies and dolls around the edge of it. My daughter is smiling so widely that I can tell she’s beaming brighter than the sun, even through the camera.

Sadie’s not going anywhere.

Not if I have anything to say about it.

The image of her, round and soft and glowing, flashes through my mind again.

She’s perfect.

I will do everything I can to make her mine.

Forever.


Chapter Four
Sadie


Poppy is finally asleep. Her breathing even, her little fist curled around the arm of her stuffed bear.

I close the nursery door gently behind me and pad downstairs on bare feet, exhaustion tugging at my limbs in an oddly satisfying way. My first day as a nanny was a good day. Sweet and filled with tiny moments that made my chest ache. But I’m so ready to crash.

Still, I move through the quiet kitchen, clearing up the little bits of chaos left behind. Crumbs from dinner time, a juice cup, Poppy’s tiny sneakers that had been discarded haphazardly by the back door. The house feels warm and safe around me, and I already know I’m going to be quite comfortable living here.

And then I feel him.

That presence behind me. Like a shadow made of heat and power.

I don’t have to turn around to know Beckett is standing there, even though I didn’t hear him arrive home after the emergency meeting that had kept him at work far later than he was supposed to be.

His gaze is heavy, sweeping over me like a slow caress.

I glance over my shoulder and find him leaning in the doorway, arms crossed over his chest, his dress shirt rolled up to the elbows and the top button undone. His tie is gone. His hair is a little messy. He looks like something out of a sinful dream I’m not supposed to be having.

But I am having it. Over and over.

“Long day?” he asks, his voice deep and gravelly in a way that makes my stomach flip.

I manage a small smile. “Yeah. But a good one.”

He doesn’t move. Just watches me, eyes dark and unreadable. “You must be tired. I know Poppy can be a handful some days.”

“A little tired,” I say, growing more flustered the longer he looks at me with that intense gaze. “Poppy was an angel, but kids that age have a lot of energy, you know?”

He uncrosses his arms and steps towards me. Slowly. Deliberately.

“Turn around.”

I hesitate. “I’m okay, really...”

“I didn’t ask if you were okay,” he says, voice low and commanding. “I said, turn around.”

God help me.

My heart stutters. My legs move before my brain catches up, and I find myself turning away from him, placing my hands on the kitchen counter in front of me as he steps in behind me.

Then his hands touch me. Big, warm, confident hands. And I swear I nearly moan.

He kneads the muscles at the base of my neck, his thumbs rubbing slow circles into my skin. The tension in my body starts to melt almost instantly, but something else rises in its place. A heat that is sweet and heavy between my thighs.

“Good girl,” he murmurs, and my breath catches so hard I almost choke on it.

Oh no.

He doesn’t even know what those words do to me. Or maybe he does. Maybe he’s watching the way I squirm under his touch, the way my pulse flutters in my throat like a trapped bird.

“I was watching you on the nanny cam today between meetings, sunshine, and you did such an amazing job,” he murmurs, his voice low and sinful at my ear. “Poppy looked so happy with you. I spent the whole day wishing I could be at home with you both.”

I close my eyes, feeling the warmth from his praise rushing through me like wildfire.

“Thank you,” I whisper, barely able to get the words out.

His hands glide a little lower, his thumbs grazing the top of my shoulder blades, and I just want to melt under his attention. His thumbs press against a knotted muscle in my back, and the pressure is so deliciously perfect that I can’t help the soft moan that falls from my lips.

The moment it does, the air changes.

There’s a stillness. An electric silence.

I hold my breath. Waiting.

I don’t dare move.

Even his hands have stopped moving, and I start to wonder if I’ve done something wrong. But then he moves closer, his body heat pressing against me, and the hard length of his erection pushes against my ass.

I can’t breathe.

I’m frozen.

“Sadie,” he growls, and it’s so low and guttural that I shudder. “I am trying to be a gentleman, sunshine. I really am. But you are making it so fucking difficult.”

The next thing I feel is his lips grazing ever so gently against the side of my neck.

Just a ghost of a touch.

A tease.

But it’s enough.

Heat explodes in my belly, spreading between my thighs, and a small, broken sound slips from my throat.

I turn. Slowly. My eyes find his, and I swear he’s looking at me like he wants to consume me.

My lips part, but I don’t get a single word out before he pulls me in—one big hand cupping the back of my neck, the other still at my waist—and his mouth crashes into mine.

Heat explodes in my chest. My whole body leans into it, soft and trembling, as he kisses me like he’s been starving for it.

But he doesn’t stop there.

He devours me.

His mouth is hot and demanding, his grip firm and possessive as he backs me up, slow and steady, until my spine bumps the edge of the kitchen counter. I gasp, and he swallows the sound greedily, tilting his head and deepening the kiss like he’s trying to breathe me in.

I clutch at his shirt, completely overwhelmed. He’s everywhere. Tall and broad and solid, pressing into me, caging me in with his body like he couldn’t bear the thought of me slipping away. His chest brushes mine, and I feel how much taller he is, how much bigger. His body dwarfs mine, and I feel his presence in every part of my body. Every inch of him wrapped around me, heat and hunger and want.

His hand slides up from my waist to the curve of my hip, then higher, until his palm spans the small of my back. I feel so small cradled between his massive frame and the unyielding counter.

And I love it.

I love the way he holds me like he owns me. Like I’m breakable. Like I belong here.

His tongue licks into my mouth and I moan, a helpless little sound that only makes him groan in return. The sound vibrates through his chest and into mine, and I swear it shoots straight between my legs.

I’m dizzy. Floating. My knees buckle slightly and he catches me, gripping tighter, pulling me flush against his body until I feel the hard, unmistakable length of him pressing into my belly.

He’s huge everywhere. Towering over me, holding me in place like it costs him something to let go.

When he finally breaks the kiss—just barely, just enough to drag in some air—his lips hover above mine, breath ragged and hot against my cheek.

“Do you need me to stop, sunshine?”

His voice is wrecked and low and full of hunger.

I stare up into his eyes, breathless from the ferocity of his kisses, and I shake my head.

God, I don’t think I ever want him to stop.

Beckett groans and wraps an arm around my waist, lifting my feet easily off the floor and forcing me to wrap my legs around him. He’s already striding towards the stairs, his lips pressed against the side of my neck, and he whispers to me as we move through the house.

“Such a good girl, Sadie. I knew you would be. So perfect. But I never dreamed you would taste this sweet. I’m going to devour you, sunshine. Every last inch. You’re all mine now.”

I whimper softly at his words. At the praise. I already know this man is going to absolutely ruin me.

And I can’t wait.


Chapter Five
Beckett


Her legs are wrapped tight around my waist, her breath hot against my throat, and all I can think about is getting her upstairs and getting inside her.

Sadie.

My sweet sunshine girl.

So fucking soft and innocent. Mine to protect. To keep.

Mine to breed.

I carry her through the house like she weighs nothing, her body clinging to me, her fingers gripping at the back of my shirt like she’s afraid I’ll disappear if she lets go.

Not that I would ever do that.

I’m not going anywhere.

Not now that I’ve tasted her sweet lips.

When we reach the bedroom, I kick the door shut behind me and take her straight to the bed. I lower her gently onto the mattress, and she gasps when I follow her down, my body covering hers completely.

God, she feels so small beneath me. So warm and flushed. So fucking needy.

“Look at you,” I murmur, brushing the backs of my fingers down her cheek, then tracing the curve of her throat. “You’re shaking.

“I...” She swallows. “I’ve never...”

I go still.

“Never?”

Her cheeks flush an even deeper shade of red, and she gives me the tiniest nod. “I want you to be my first, Beckett.”

Fuck.

The possessive, primal part of me nearly roars. I was already feral for her. But now? Now I’m gone.

“Christ, Sadie.” My voice is raw as I drag my mouth across her jaw. “You have no idea what that does to me. Knowing I’m going to be your first... your only.”

Her breath hitches. I feel her tremble beneath me as I drag my hand slowly down her body, my touch gentle.

“I’m going to take such good care of you, Sadie,” I promise her, my mouth at her ear, my fingers trailing along the hem of her sundress. “I’ll be so gentle at first... but once you’re mine, sunshine, once you’re ready for me...” I groan, pressing my forehead to hers. “Then I’m going to fuck you so deep you’ll forget your own name.”

She whimpers quietly.

“There’s my good girl,” I whisper. “So sweet and soft... letting me have you. You don’t know what you’ve just done, letting a man like me in. I’m going to make sure you never want anyone but me ever again.”

She writhes beneath me. I haven’t even taken her clothes off yet, and she’s already falling apart.

I push her dress up slowly, revealing inch after inch of creamy, untouched skin. Once the material is bunched up around her waist, I see she’s wearing lacy, barely-there panties that have my cock throbbing with the need to be inside her.

My mouth waters at the sight of her.

“Goddamn,” I rasp. “You can’t be real.”

“I’m real,” she whispers. “And I’m yours.”

Mine. All mine.

“Yes, you are, sunshine,” I growl as I rise up and pull her up to stand beside the bed with me. “And I’m just about to prove it to you.”

I grab the hem of her dress and pull it up over her head in one swift motion, tossing it aside and leaving her standing there in only those sexy little panties.

And Christ. She’s more perfect than I could’ve dreamed.

So fucking beautiful.

“You’re gonna look so beautiful carrying my babies, Sadie. Your belly all round and perfect.”

Her eyes widen and she lets out a little gasp as she looks up at me. “Babies?”

“I’ve seen the way you look at Poppy, Sadie. You’ll make a perfect mother.”

I step forward and run a finger gently across her flat tummy, then hook it into the waistband of her panties. “I want that with you. A family.”

She nods slowly, her eyes glassy with desire, and I grin as I tug her panties down.

“You want it, too.”

It’s not a question.

I can see it in her eyes, and the way her nipples pebble, and the slickness of her thighs as I pull the scrap of lace away and toss them aside.

I drop to my knees, and the scent of her arousal hits me hard.

“Jesus,” I growl, sliding my palms up her thighs. “You smell so fucking good, sunshine. All wet and needy for me. So sweet.”

“Beckett, please...” she whimpers, her voice breaking as she threads her fingers into my hair.

“Shh. Don’t worry, sunshine,” I murmur. “I’m gonna take good care of you. Promise.”

With that, I lift her right leg, throwing it over my shoulder, and lean forward to press a kiss to her pussy.

She lets out a gasp and sinks her hands further into my hair.

I lick her slowly, savoring her sweetness on my tongue, and her whole body trembles.

She’s so responsive. So needy. So perfect.

I take my time. Dragging my tongue over her again and again. Pressing kisses to her pussy lips, and the soft skin of her inner thighs. Sucking and nipping and savoring every single inch of her.

Until her breaths turn ragged.

Until her whimpers turn to moans.

Until her body is shaking so hard, she can’t hold herself upright.

I pull away and stand, turning her so her back is pressed against the nearest wall, giving her something to lean against while I kneel again and continue feasting on her perfect cunt.

She moans and arches against the wall. Her hands claw at the back of my head, pulling me closer.

She’s close. I can feel it.

Her clit swells under my tongue, and I suck on it gently as I slide two fingers inside her tight, virgin pussy.

Fuck.

She’s so fucking tight. And she’s dripping wet for me.

Her walls flutter around my fingers, and I start to pump them slowly, stretching her and filling her as I continue licking her clit.

She’s close.

I can feel her racing towards the edge, and I’m desperate to push her over.

I thrust my fingers faster, crooking them inside her and feeling for the spot that will make her explode.

There.

I hear her cry out.

Then her pussy clenches around my fingers. She’s pulsing and throbbing and so fucking tight.

She comes apart, her whole body shaking as the pleasure takes her over, and I’m lost in her. In her scent and her taste.

I work her through the orgasm, slowing my thrusts and gentling my tongue as she comes down, then slowly withdrawing.

“Good girl,” I murmur as I stand again, pressing gentle kisses to the corner of her mouth. “You taste so good. And you make the most perfect little noises when you come for me.”

She stares at me, wide eyed and dazed, and a slow smile spreads across her face.

“That was...” She sighs, her eyes fluttering shut for a moment. “That was amazing.”

“It’s not over yet,” I growl, sliding a hand around the back of her neck.

She smiles, a sweet, shy smile, and it makes my chest ache.

“Can I...?” she asks, her gaze dropping to the very obvious erection straining the front of my pants.

I groan. “You want my cock, sunshine?”

She bites her lip and nods.

“Tell me,” I say, my voice low and husky. “Be a good girl and tell me what you want.”

“I want to taste you.”

Fuck.

She’s so innocent, and yet she’s got the mouth of a fucking temptress.

“Christ, Sadie. You’re gonna kill me,” I groan, already tearing at the front of my belt and pants. “Such a good girl. So eager.”

She doesn’t even wait until my cock is free from my pants before she’s lowering to her knees, and I almost lose it.

My sweet sunshine girl, kneeling at my feet. Her soft, pink lips parted.

A few seconds later, she wraps her small hand around my cock and licks a slow, torturous stripe up the underside of it, and I almost come right there.

I fist a hand in her hair and guide her mouth towards the head, watching with lust-hooded eyes as she sucks me into her mouth.

“Jesus, Sadie,” I choke out, my free hand pressed against the wall behind her for support.

She’s perfect.

Her mouth is soft and warm, her tongue eager. She works me slowly at first, getting used to the size and the weight of me.

She looks up at me from beneath those long lashes, and my stomach clenches.

“Fuck, look at you,” I moan. “So damn pretty with your lips wrapped around me.”

She hums, and the vibration nearly sends me over the edge.

I start to thrust my hips, slowly, and she takes it so well. She lets me fuck her mouth, her nails digging into my thighs.

“You take me so well, sunshine. So eager. So sweet. You love making me feel good, don’t you?”

She hums again, and the sound is almost enough to end me.

I grit my teeth and tighten my grip on her hair, slowing down and pulling her off of me.

She looks up at me, dazed, and I swear my cock is about to explode.

“What’s wrong?”

“Nothing,” I groan. “Everything’s perfect. But you’re making it so hard not to finish in your pretty little mouth. And right now, there is only one place I plan to spill my seed, Sadie. I want it so deep inside you that there’s no way you won’t be knocked up by the time I’m finished with you.”

I can’t wait another moment longer.

So I finish pulling my clothes off before tugging her up into my arms and slamming her back against the wall. I pull her legs around my waist so that my hard dick is pressed against her core.

“Hold on to me,” I grunt, lining myself up with her entrance.

She wraps her arms around my neck and clings to me, and I thrust my hips forward, spearing into her.

The sound she makes is somewhere between a moan and a sob, and I groan as I bury myself in her to the hilt.

“You’re mine now,” I say, leaning down to press a kiss against her jaw. “No one else will ever have you. No one else will ever get to see you like this, all flushed and needy. Only I get to see you looking so damn sexy.

“Yes,” she gasps, her eyes squeezed shut as she adjusts to the intrusion.

“I’m going to claim you now, sunshine. Mark you. Breed you.”

I start moving. Slow, deep thrusts. Pulling out until the head of my cock is almost all the way out, then plunging back in again, making her moan and shudder.

She’s so tight, I almost can’t bear it.

But she’s so wet and ready, and the more I thrust, the easier it gets.

Until finally, I’m pounding into her. Hard. Fast. Possessive.

I fuck her so hard, she cries out, her fingers clawing at the back of my shoulders, but I know she’s loving it. She’s so wet that the room is filled with the sounds her slick little cunt makes as I thrust into her.

She’s a natural. A perfect little angel, and she was made to be fucked.

“You hear that, Sadie?” I growl. “That slick little sound? That’s your body begging me to knock you up.”

“Oh god, Beckett. It feels... so... good,” she cries, her voice breaking with every thrust.

“Yes, Sadie. Be a good girl and let me breed you,” I pant, fucking her harder. “Come on my cock, sunshine. Come all over it. Milk it dry so I can fill your body with my seed.”

She cries out, her fingernails digging into the back of my neck, her legs wrapped tight around my waist.

And she explodes.

Her whole body stiffens, and then she’s shuddering in my arms, her pussy fluttering around my cock, milking me.

It’s so much. Too much.

And I follow her over the edge, spilling myself inside her.

My heart is pounding. My body is hot and covered in sweat, and I can barely catch my breath.

I feel her soft, sweet kisses against the side of my neck and groan.

“You are so perfect,” I rasp. “So perfect. Goddamn.”

I carry her back to the bed and lower us both gently onto the mattress, keeping her cradled against me, wrapped in my arms.

“How do you feel?” I ask.

She looks up at me and smiles softly.

“So good,” she whispers. “So... full.”

“Good,” I murmur, stroking a lock of hair behind her ear, enjoying the way her soft body tucks in against my side, our limbs tangling together so naturally. I stroke my hand slowly up and down her spine, trying to settle my own racing heart.

It just feels so right to have her here in my arms. In my bed.

“I meant what I said,” I whisper, brushing my lips against her temple. “About taking care of you.”

She looks up at me with sleepy eyes, a small, shy smile tugging at her lips. “You took very good care of me tonight.”

I smile, but it’s tight. There’s a pressure in my chest I can’t shake.

“I don’t feel like I’m very good at this,” I admit. “After my wife passed, I… I didn’t know how to let anybody else in. I felt too broken.”

Sadie’s fingers thread through mine. “You’re not broken.”

I exhale hard. “Maybe not now. But I was. Poppy saved me. She’s the only reason I kept going. And now…” I tilt her chin up, making sure she sees the truth in my eyes. “Now you’re saving me, too.”

Her breath catches. A rush of emotions flicker across her face. Awe and tenderness and a kind of sadness that makes me ache.

“I know I can be intense,” I say, and the words coax a soft giggle from her that makes me smile. “But I want you to know this, sunshine. It’s only because I can’t bear the thought of anything happening to you. Or to Poppy. I’ll do whatever it takes to keep you both safe. To protect you.”

“I believe you,” she says, and her voice is soft and sweet and full of trust.

It breaks me open, and all the broken, jagged pieces inside me start to realign.

“I need you, Sadie,” I whisper, brushing my thumb along the curve of her jaw. “I didn’t know it until you came here, but I do.”

“I need you too, Beckett.”

“Good.” I wrap my arms around her and roll us so she’s tucked against my chest, her head resting on the crook of my shoulder. “Now rest, sunshine. Because, soon enough, I’m going to be ready to claim you all over again.”


Chapter Six
Sadie


“Vroom!”

Poppy races her little blue car across the floor, making the cutest engine noises with her mouth, her curls bouncing with every wiggle of excitement.

I smile from where I’m sitting cross-legged across from her, holding a red car of my own. “You better watch out! My car’s super fast. It’s gonna catch yours!

She gasps with mock horror, eyes sparkling. “Nooooo!” She jerks the blue car into a wild turn, giggling like mad as I give chase with mine, bumping it gently into hers.

“You crashed!” I tease. “I win!”

Poppy lets out a dramatic sigh and flops onto her back on the carpet, spreading her arms like she’s just been defeated in battle. An adorable pout tugs at her lips, and I can’t help but laugh.

“Maybe you’ll win next time,” I say, reaching over to tickle her belly until she shrieks with laughter and rolls away.

It’s a sweet, perfect little moment. One of a hundred already tucked away in my heart from the last few days since I took the job as her nanny. Between Poppy and Beckett, my heart is feeling very full right now, and I can’t remember ever being this happy before.

Poppy really is the sweetest kid. So full of joy despite everything she’s been through. So bright. Working with her really has been a dream.

I rise up onto my feet, brushing my hands down my thighs. “Okay, sweetie, it’s time for a snack. What do you....”

But Poppy’s already up, hurrying towards me with her arms open like she’s going to tackle me in a hug. “Snack! Snack!”

And then it happens.

Her little foot lands on one of the toy cars we’d forgotten between us. The plastic wheels roll right out from under her on the slippery floor, and the next few seconds feel like they happen in slow motion.

“Poppy!”

I lunge for her. I really do. But I’m not fast enough.

She slips backwards and twists as she goes down hard, smacking her forehead against the corner of the coffee table before landing in a heap on the floor.

The sound of the impact makes my stomach drop.

There’s a beat of silence, just one, and then she starts to cry.

“Oh my God,” I whisper, already on my knees and scrambling towards her, my heart thumping wildly. “Poppy, baby, come here...”

I scoop her up and cradle her against my chest, rocking her back and forth while she sobs into my neck. My eyes are stinging too, as I try to fight back my own tears.

“I’m so sorry, sweetie. I’ve got you. You’re okay. You’re okay.”

Her little hands cling to my shirt, and I pull back just enough to look at her. That’s when I see it. The red mark already rising on her forehead. It’s going to bruise. Maybe swell. I think it might be already.

Shit.

I press a kiss to her temple and try to keep my voice calm, even though I feel anything but. “Okay, baby. We’re going to go to see the doctor, alright? Just to make sure you’re really okay. I’m going to take care of you, Poppy. I promise.”

She whimpers but nods, sniffling into my shirt.

I grab my phone with one hand and hit Beckett’s number with trembling fingers. It rings several times, and for a moment, I think he’s not going to pick up.

Just when I’m about to leave a voicemail, he answers.

“Hey, sunshine,” he says. “Is everything okay?”

I wonder if he saw it happen on the nanny cam, but he couldn’t have done. I doubt he would be sounding this calm if he had.

“Hey. So, ummm, everything is fine, but... Poppy tripped. She hit her head on the coffee table. She’s awake and alert, but there’s a bump, so I think I’m going to take her to the hospital. Just to be safe.”

“I’ll meet you at the ER.”

The line goes dead.

I stare at the phone in my hand, heart thumping. He didn’t even ask what happened.

Didn’t let me finish.

He just hung up.

My gut twists. I hug Poppy tighter to me, brushing her hair back from her damp little cheeks. “I’s going to be okay,” I whisper again, more for myself than for her.

I just hope I’m right.


Chapter Seven
Beckett


I tear into the hospital parking lot faster than I should, my tires screeching as I shove the car into park and practically launch myself out the door.

My heart is hammering so hard it feels like it’s going to rip right through my chest.

Poppy.

Jesus Christ, my baby.

I know. Rationally, I know Sadie said she was okay. Awake. Talking. But all I can see are images I can’t control. Images of cold hospital rooms and monitors that scream. Of holding a hand that slowly goes still.

I shove the memories back and sprint towards the entrance.

Inside, everything feels too bright. Too sterile. The smell of antiseptic hits me like a punch. I march straight up to the front desk, barely keeping the shake out of my voice.

“My daughter,” I rasp. “Poppy Wolfe. The nanny brought her in with a head injury. Where is she?”

The nurse gives me a quick, sympathetic smile and points down the hallway. “Room nine. Right down there, Mr. Wolfe.”

I don’t have time to thank her. I just move.

Every step feels like it takes too long. Every second is another moment that something could be going wrong.

When I finally shove open the door, my whole world narrows to the little girl sitting up in the hospital bed, a teddy in her arms and a brightly colored picture book in her lap.

“Daddy!” she squeals, her whole face lighting up like sunshine breaking through a storm.

Relief crashes into me so hard I have to grab the door frame for a second to steady myself.

She’s awake. Smiling. Talking. She’s okay.

Thank God, she’s okay.

“Hey, baby,” I say, my voice hoarse. “Are you feeling okay?”

Poppy gives a nod of her head, but her attention has already drifted back to the pictures in her book.

Sadie is sitting next to the bed, and when she looks up and meets my eyes, there’s this flash of guilt and sorrow on her face.

And just like that, the fear twists into something darker.

Anger.

How could this have happened?

I step around to her side of the bed, keeping my voice low and tight so I don’t scare Poppy. “What the hell happened?”

Sadie rises to meet me, worry etched deep into her features. “She tripped. We were playing with her cars and she stepped on one. It was an accident, Beckett. I was right there but...”

“You were right there?” I hiss under my breath, jaw clenching as I glance over at Poppy to make sure she’s not paying any attention to us. “And she still got injured anyway?”

Sadie flinches like I hit her.

I know it’s not fair. Some part of me knows it. But the sight of that bump on my baby’s forehead sends me spiraling again.

“You were supposed to be watching her, Sadie,” I say, the words sharper than I mean them to be. “Not letting my daughter get hurt.”

Sadie’s mouth opens, like she’s about to explain, but then she just closes it again and swallows hard.

The hurt on her face guts me, but I can’t focus on that right now.

I can’t think straight about anything.

“I’m here now,” I say roughly. “You can go home.”

Sadie’s hands tremble as she grabs her bag off the chair. She looks back at Poppy one last time, her lip wobbling like she’s trying not to cry, and then she slips out the door without another word.

I sit down heavily in the chair she vacated, scrubbing a hand down my face.

Goddamn it.

“Daddy, look!” Poppy says brightly, flipping a page to show me a cartoon dog in a firetruck.

I force a smile for her, even though everything inside me feels wrecked. “Wow, baby, that’s a good one.”

She beams at me, content to flip through her book, and for a few minutes, I just sit there and breathe her in. Safe. Alive. My little girl.

When I can finally peel my attention off her long enough, I pull out my phone. Guilt is gnawing at me now, sharp and vicious.

I hadn’t even let Sadie explain.

I open the nanny cam app with shaking fingers and scroll back to earlier today. Find the moment. Hit play.

The footage is crystal clear. Poppy playing with Sadie on the living room floor. Laughing. Happy. Safe.

And then Poppy is walking towards Sadie with her arms wide for a hug. Her foot lands on a toy car. It spins out. Her arms flail. Sadie lunges for her—God, she almost catches her—but Poppy’s momentum is too much. She bumps her head and starts crying immediately.

Sadie scoops her up like her life depends on it. Cradles her. Rocks her. I can see her lips moving as she comforts and soothes Poppy, even though her own panic is evident on her face.

I lower the phone slowly, shame burning a hole in my chest.

It wasn’t her fault. She did everything right.

I rub my hand over my mouth, dragging in a shaky breath.

I was just so scared.

So goddamn scared.

The same fear that tore me apart when I lost Claire came roaring back tonight, and I lashed out at the wrong person.

At the woman who has only ever been good to my little girl.

I clench my fist against my knee, jaw tight.

When we get home, I’m going to make this right. I have to.

Because Sadie deserves better than the mess of a man that I am.

And I don’t think I can stand to lose her, too.


Chapter Eight
Sadie


I’ve been pacing the living room for what feels like hours, my arms wrapped tight around my waist like I can somehow hold myself together.

Every time I close my eyes, I see the accident again. Poppy’s little feet slipping out from under her, the sharp crack of her forehead against the coffee table, the way she cried and clung to me.

I keep replaying it, searching for some way I could have stopped it. Some way I could have been better. Some way I could have protected her.

I feel sick. Heavy with guilt. Like I’ve failed the only two people who ever made me feel like I belong somewhere.

I should never have let myself get so comfortable. So caught up in how much I loved being here and loved being part of this little family.

Because I can’t stay after this.

Even if Beckett doesn’t fire me, I’ll hand in my notice. It’s the right thing to do.

The click of the front door pulls me out of my spiraling thoughts, and I whirl around just as Beckett steps inside, the door swinging shut behind him with a soft thud.

He’s carrying Poppy in his arms, her head resting against his broad shoulder while she sleeps peacefully, one little hand fisted in the fabric of his shirt.

She looks so small in his hold, so precious, that it makes my chest ache.

“She’s fine,” Beckett says softly, voice rough with exhaustion. His gaze finds mine instantly, but his expression is unreadable. “The doctors checked everything. No concussion, no serious injury. Just a nasty bump. She’s going to be okay, Sadie.”

Relief floods me so fast it nearly brings me to my knees. I nod, blinking back the sudden sting of tears.

“I’m going to get her settled in bed,” he says. “Don’t go anywhere. We need to talk.”

I swallow hard. The words sound like a sentence being handed down. I hug myself tighter and nod again, unable to find my voice.

He disappears upstairs with Poppy, his footsteps heavy on the stairs. The house falls quiet except for the frantic beat of my own heart.

I stand frozen, staring at the empty doorway, bracing myself for whatever is about to come. Probably a final scolding followed by my dismissal. I deserve it, after all.

It doesn’t take long, barely a few minutes, before he’s back, moving into the living room with a kind of nervous energy I’ve never seen from him before.

He looks... wrecked. His hair is tousled like he’s been running his hands through it all day, his jaw tight with tension, his eyes dark with something raw and aching.

Beckett stops a few feet away from me, his chest heaving like he’s just run a marathon, and for a moment, neither of us says anything.

Then Beckett scrubs a hand down his face and lets out a rough breath. “I was wrong, Sadie.”

The words surprise me, and all I can do is look up at him, my heart pounding wildly in my chest.

“I was scared out of my goddamn mind, Sadie,” he says hoarsely, stepping closer. “When you called me... when you said you were taking her to the hospital... all I could see was...”

He cuts himself off, jaw clenching. His eyes shine with unshed tears, and my heart shatters a little at the sight.

“I lost my wife,” he forces out after a moment, his voice breaking around the words. “One minute she was here, and the next she was gone. And for a while today, I thought...”

Beckett breaks off again, breathing hard through his nose.

“I thought I was going to lose my daughter, too. And then I got there, and I saw her sitting up, smiling, perfectly okay, and I should have been grateful. I should have hugged you and told you what a good girl you were for taking care of her. For being there.”

He steps closer again, and I tilt my head back to look up at him, my heart hammering painfully in my chest.

“But instead, I let my fear get the better of me. I said things I didn’t mean.” His voice drops to a broken whisper. “I hurt you. I know I did. And it’s killing me, Sadie. It’s killing me because the thought of losing you too...” He exhales shakily. “I can’t do it. I can’t lose you.”

My breath catches in my throat.

“I don’t deserve it after the way I treated you,” Beckett says, his voice low and urgent, “but I’m begging you. Please give me another chance. Please stay. I need you, sunshine. I need you more than I even know how to explain.”

Tears blur my vision, hot and fast.

I blink them away, heart swelling so full it’s a wonder it doesn’t crack open right here in the middle of the living room.

He’s not scolding me. He’s not angry. He’s standing here, looking at me like I’m the only thing holding him together.

For a second, all I can do is stand there, staring at him through the shimmer of tears clouding my eyes.

And then I’m moving, throwing myself into his arms so hard he grunts and stumbles back a step before holding me against his chest like he never plans to let me go.

My hands clutch at the front of his shirt, holding on tight as a sob breaks loose from somewhere deep inside me.

“I’m so sorry,” I whisper against him. “I should have stopped it. I should have been quicker...”

“No,” he says quickly, his voice almost fierce. He tips my chin up with trembling fingers, forcing me to meet his eyes. “You didn’t do anything wrong, sunshine. You hear me? Nothing. After you left the hospital, I watched the accident on the nanny cam. You did everything you could have done. It was an accident and nothing more. It was not your fault.”

I let out a broken little noise, my throat too thick with emotion to form words.

“I love you,” I whisper when I finally pull myself together enough to speak.

The second the words leave my mouth, I freeze, my whole body going rigid. Oh god. I just said it. I didn’t even think about it. I just felt it so deep in my bones that it spilled out without permission.

But then Beckett’s face changes. Softens.

“I love you too, Sadie.” His voice is raw with it, like the words have been trying to claw their way out of him ever since we met.

Before I can even breath, his mouth is crashing down onto mine.

The kiss is brutal. Desperate. A clash of teeth and tongues and frantic, gasping breaths. It’s all the fear, all the pain, all the relief pouring out of both of us like a dam finally cracking wide open.

His hands are everywhere, gripping my waist, my hips, my hair, like he’s terrified I’ll disappear if he lets go. And I’m just as bad, clawing at his shirt, pressing myself closer, needing to feel him solid and real against me.

A low growl rumbles from deep in his chest as he drags me down to the floor and covers my body with his, not even bothering to be careful anymore.

He needs me, and I need him.

There’s no patience left between us. Only relief and hunger and love.

Beckett kisses me like he’s starving. Like he’s reclaiming something that almost slipped through his fingers. Like I’m the only thing that matters in the whole damn world right now.

And I believe every bruising, desperate brush of his mouth. Every shuddering breath. Every frantic, whispered promise against my lips.

Because when he looks at me, it’s with so much heat and devotion and longing that it makes my head spin.

He wants me.

He loves me.

And, if I’m lucky, he’s never letting go.


Chapter Nine
Sadie


With impatient movements, we manage to peel off my dress, and Beckett makes quick work of peeling off my panties while I struggle with the buttons of his shirt.

Once the fabric parts, he lets me push it over his shoulders and toss it aside. My hands roam hungrily over the broad expanse of his chest, my breath catching at the feel of all that hot, firm muscle and skin under my fingertips.

I can’t get enough.

His mouth is devouring mine, his tongue sliding between my lips and claiming me as his. His cock grinds against me, hard and straining against his slacks, and I spread my legs wider in invitation.

I need him. I need him right now.

But Beckett doesn’t give it to me.

He tears his mouth from mine, both of us panting as he pushes back to his knees. His eyes are wild with need as he takes me in, his gaze trailing down my body like he’s committing every inch to memory.

“So goddamn beautiful, Sadie,” he growls, hands skimming along my sides, down over my thighs, up again to palm my breasts.

I whimper at the rough feel of his big, calloused hands.

“Mine,” he grits out, squeezing my breasts harder, pinching my nipples, his voice ragged. “All mine. Say it, sunshine. Tell me.”

“I’m yours, Beckett. All yours.”

A deep, animalistic noise rips from his throat, and his grip tightens almost to the point of pain.

But the combination of pleasure and pain feels so good, and when he leans down and wraps his lips around one tight peak, the sensation has me arching off the floor, a cry spilling from my lips.

He doesn’t waste time with gentle kisses or teasing licks.

He’s ravenous.

Biting and sucking and licking at my nipple until my skin is hot and flushed and I’m squirming beneath him.

“That’s right, sunshine,” he whispers, dragging his mouth over to my other breast. “Let me hear you.”

And then his mouth is closing over my other nipple, teeth nipping and tongue lashing. I whimper, writhing beneath him.

When I can’t wait any longer, I reach down between us, working the button and zip open on his pants before reaching inside and wrapping my hand around him. His flesh is burning hot and so, so hard in my palm.

Beckett hisses and jerks at the contact, his whole body shuddering above me.

I start to stroke him, loving the feel of him swelling and pulsing against my palm. But I only get a few pulls in before he’s grabbing my wrist and pinning it above my head, his eyes blazing as they find mine.

“Keep that up and this is going to be over way too soon,” he says, his voice a deep, husky rumble. “And I plan to spend the whole night making it up to you. Making you scream with pleasure over and over.”

He takes my other arm and pins that one too, holding them both in place with one big hand wrapped around my wrists.

“I want to see you,” he rasps, his free hand coming down to stroke across my cheek. “Want to see those gorgeous eyes when I slide inside you. Want to see every expression on your beautiful face. Want to make sure you feel every goddamn inch of me filling you up.”

He slides his thumb over my lips, and I capture it between my teeth, swirling my tongue around the pad and loving the way his eyes darken and his nostrils flare and his whole body goes tense.

“You want that too, don’t you, sunshine?” he says, voice a rough rasp. “Want to feel every inch of my cock buried inside you?”

I can only nod and lick his thumb, moaning as he presses it deeper, letting me suck on it.

He holds me like that, his thumb between my lips, my arms pinned above me, as he slides the thick length of his erection between my folds. He’s teasing me, torturing me, rubbing the throbbing length of him against my clit again and again.

It’s so good, and not nearly enough, and my body writhes and twists, begging him for more.

“Please,” I gasp, the word muffled around his thumb. “Beckett, please. Need you.”

“Good girl,” he murmurs, pulling his thumb free. He shifts above me, lining up the thick head of his cock while keeping my wrists pinned against the floor, seemingly unwilling to let go of me.

Then he thrusts forward, and we both groan.

“Yes,” I hiss, throwing my head back. “Yes, yes, yes.”

He’s thick and heavy and fills me perfectly. Fills the empty spaces in me I didn’t even know were there.

His thrusts are slow and deep, the thick ridge of his cock dragging along my sensitive inner walls and driving me out of my mind.

His grip on my wrists tightens, the pace of his hips quickening. I wrap my legs around his waist, urging him deeper, loving the feel of him losing control.

Loving the feel of him, period.

The sight of him. The scent of him.

And when he brings his free hand to my neck, cradling the slender column of my throat with his fingers without actually squeezing, I almost unravel completely. The touch is so possessive, and it’s exactly what I need right now.

“Yes, Beckett,” I gasp. “God, yes.”

He growls and leans down, capturing my lips and kissing me with so much passion and intensity it makes my toes curl.

“You are so fucking perfect,” he whispers against my lips. “So perfect. Everything I’ve ever wanted. And I’m going to spend the rest of my life proving it to you, Sadie. I promise.”

And then his cock is plunging deeper, his thrusts faster and harder. I’m pinned beneath him, his weight crushing me to the floor, and I love it. Love being trapped under him, surrounded by him, filled with him.

He fucks me like he can’t get deep enough. Like he’s desperate to crawl inside me. To consume me. To take all of me and leave his mark on every part.

And I want him to. God, I do.

“Love you, Sadie,” he whispers, the words so rough and broken that it makes my heart clench. “Love you so much.”

I squeeze my eyes shut and kiss him again, trying to pour everything I’m feeling into the press of our lips.

His thrusts grow more frantic. I can tell he’s close. So am I, but I need...

“Touch me,” I beg, arching into him. “Please, Beckett. Touch me.”

He moves his hand from my throat and slides it between us, his fingertips finding my clit and rubbing in rough circles.

It’s all I need to tip me over the edge.

I explode around him, my whole body shaking and convulsing as waves of pleasure crash over me. My fingernails dig into his back, my legs locking around his waist.

“Yes,” he hisses. “God, that’s perfect. Come all over my cock, sunshine. Milk my cock so I can fill you up with my baby. Fuck.”

His thrusts grow wild, the rhythm dissolving. And then his own climax is tearing through him, and I can feel him spilling into me, his hot seed filling me up, claiming me. Possessing me.

And it’s exactly what I want.

For him to mark me. To own me.

To be mine, and to make me his.

“Sadie,” he groans, collapsing on top of me, his face buried in the crook of my neck. “God, Sadie. I love you so fucking much.”

We stay there, collapsed on the living room floor, breathing hard and trembling, until the last vestiges of our orgasms fade away.

Beckett pushes himself up after a few minutes, his gaze locked on mine as he eases out of me.

I miss him immediately, feeling the loss of his heat and the emptiness where he filled me.

But when he tugs me up to sit in his lap, wrapping his arms around me and holding me close, the empty feeling goes away.

Because here, wrapped up in him, is the only place I ever want to be.

For the rest of my life.


Epilogue
Beckett


One month later:

Sadie’s laugh floats across the table, light and musical, and I swear it wraps around my heart like a damn lasso.

God, she’s beautiful tonight.

She’s always beautiful, but something about tonight has her glowing. I surprised her earlier in the day by telling her I’d booked a babysitter so I could take her out to dinner to celebrate our one-month anniversary, and she went all out while getting ready. Hair softly curled, lips slick and pink, wearing a little black dress that hugs every curve that I can never get enough of touching.

And still, somehow, I’m distracted tonight.

My hand slips into my pocket, pulling out my phone.

I catch her eyes narrowing playfully across the table. “Beckett...” she says, her voice low and teasing. “Are you seriously checking the nanny cam again?”

I give a sheepish shrug, already tapping the screen to pull up the feed. “She’s with a new sitter,” I mutter, watching as Poppy toddles around the living room, stacking blocks while the sitter keeps a cautious eye on her. “I just need to make sure she’s okay.”

Sadie leans forward, resting her chin in her hand, smiling at me like she thinks I’m the sweetest fool on earth.

“You know she’s fine,” she says, warmth dripping from every word. “You said you hired her from the most expensive agency in town. I expect she’s got more qualifications than I have.”

I grunt, pocketing my phone again. “Nobody’s as good with her as you are.”

Sadie’s smile softens, and a faint pink dusts her cheeks. God, I love putting that look on her face.

“You’re the only one I really trust with her, sunshine. Always will be,” I murmur, reaching across the table to brush my thumb over the back of her hand. “You’ve been so good with her over the last month, and it’s obvious she adores you. Not as much as I do, though.”

Her breath catches slightly, so quick that most people wouldn’t notice, but I do. I know every little tell she has.

And right now, she’s practically buzzing.

“What’s got you smiling like that?” I ask, narrowing my eyes at her. “You’ve been glowing all night.”

Sadie bites her bottom lip, like she’s trying to contain herself, but the excitement is bubbling over. She leans in, voice dropping to a conspiratorial whisper.

“I wasn’t going to tell you until after desert, but...” She lets out a tiny giddy laugh. “I took a test this morning. Two actually. And they were both positive.”

For a second, my brain short-circuits. Positive? Test?

And then it hits me like a freight train.

Pregnant.

Sadie’s pregnant. With my baby. I got my sweet sunshine girl pregnant.

Something primal snaps inside me.

I surge out of my chair so fast it clatters back against the floor. Sadie’s eyes go wide in surprise as I stalk around the table, haul her up out of her seat, and start pulling her in the direction of the restroom.

“Beckett!” she hisses, glancing around. “People are staring...”

I pause, turning to look at the woman I love with every fiber of my being while ignoring a waiter, who has to turn swiftly to avoid us.

“I don’t care.” My voice is already rough, almost feral. “You’re carrying my baby, and I need to show you how happy that makes me. Now.”

Her cheeks flush bright red, but there’s no mistaking the soft whimper that escapes from her pretty lips.

“I need you,” I growl, low and filthy, against her ear. “Right now. It seems like the perfect way to celebrate to me.”

Her breath hitches. “We’re in a restaurant, Beckett!”

“It’s either the bathroom,” I murmur as I start moving again, “or I take you right here on the nearest table.”

Sadie lets out a soft moan and follows me, her hand tight in mine.

I shove open the door to the single-stall restroom, drag her inside, and lock it behind us.

Her back hits the door with a soft thud, and I brace my hands on either side of her head, caging her in.

She’s panting, wide-eyed, and absolutely perfect.

“Tell me you’re happy, sunshine,” I growl, leaning in to nip at her bottom lip. “Tell me this is what you want. To carry my baby.”

“Of course it’s what I want.”

Her voice is breathless, her hands already reaching up to grab at the collar of my shirt.

“It’s the best gift you could give me,” I whisper, pressing a gentle kiss against her forehead. “I love you so fucking much.”

“I love you too,” she whispers, tugging at my shirt.

And then our lips collide in a bruising kiss.

It’s rough and hungry, full of need and desperation. Her hands are everywhere, running up and down my back, clutching my shirt, tangling in my hair.

Mine aren’t much better, slipping under her dress and sliding over her thighs. When I find no panty line, I let out a guttural groan and squeeze her ass.

“No panties, Sadie?” I ask, pulling away to look her in the eyes. “Dirty girl.”

She smiles up at me, her pupils dilated and her chest heaving. “I was hoping you’d get me home and fuck me senseless. You know how much I love it when you go all caveman on me,” she says, voice throaty and needy.

“Fuck,” I growl, gripping her ass tighter. “Well, I can’t wait that long, sunshine. Need you right now. And I need you bent over the sink. Right. Fucking. Now.”

Her eyes light up with excitement, and I spin her around and bend her over, hitching up her dress and exposing her gorgeous, heart-shaped ass to my gaze.

“Fuck,” I rasp, smoothing my hand over the rounded globes.

My fingers trail lower, brushing over her bare, swollen pussy, and she whimpers, pushing back into my touch.

“Please,” she begs, her gaze meeting mine in our reflection in the mirror over the sink, her eyes heavy lidded and her cheeks flushed.

I’m already undoing my belt and unzipping my pants, my cock springing free and rock hard.

I don’t waste time. I push into her in one quick, hard thrust, and we both moan.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she gasps, arching her back.

“My good girl,” I groan as I hold still, savoring the feel of her slick inner walls squeezing my dick. “My sweet girl. Always so eager. Always so ready to let me ruin you.”

“Please,” she whines, wriggling her hips. “Move.”

I slide one hand up the front of her dress, gripping her breast and pinching her nipple while the other tangles in her hair. I pull her head back, and she hisses, her pussy clenching around me.

“Beckett,” she moans. “Oh my god.”

And then I pull my hips back and slam home again.

My pace is brutal. Hard and fast and unforgiving. “Fuck, Sadie. I know I should be gentle with you. I’m trying, but you make me crazy. You make me fucking desperate.”

“Don’t be gentle,” she gasps. “I need you, Beckett. I need everything you have. Don’t hold back. Not ever.”

Her words set a fire blazing inside me, and my hips snap harder and faster.

We’re both panting, a light sheen of sweat forming on our skin as the temperature ratchets up.

My hand slides down from her breast to her stomach, to the flat plane that’s now the home of our baby. “You carry me now,” I growl against her ear as I keep thrusting into her with frantic, wild strokes. “Not just my baby. You carry my fucking heart inside you, Sadie.”

A ragged sound rips from her throat, and she reaches behind her, tangling her fingers in the fabric of my shirt.

“Yours,” she cries out. “Yours, Beckett.”

“All fucking mine.” And I mean it. Every damn word. “You’re so fucking good for me, sunshine. Taking me so deep while you’re carrying my baby like the good girl you are.”

“Oh god,” she chokes out, her whole body trembling. “Yes. Yes.”

I watch her face in the mirror, seeing the way her eyes roll back as an orgasm threatens to consume her. Her lips part and her jaw goes slack, and I can’t help but lean in and nip at her ear.

“Feel that, sunshine? That’s how deep you belong to me now. My baby inside you. My cock inside you. Every part of you belongs to me now, Sadie. And I can’t get enough of you.”

Her head drops forward, a high-pitched wail spilling from her lips, and she’s gone.

Pleasure explodes through her, her body shaking and convulsing as she comes. Her pussy spasms and milks my cock, and the feel of her losing it completely is all it takes for me to follow her over the edge.

I let out a strangled, animalistic groan as my own climax slams into me. My balls tighten and release, spurting hot jets of cum deep into her welcoming womb, where our baby is growing.

Our baby.

The thought is enough to drag another wave of pleasure from me, and I hold myself buried inside her, loving the feel of her body still trembling.

Eventually, the world comes back into focus.

Sadie’s still braced over the sink, and I’m still buried inside her. I wrap my arms around her, bringing her back against my chest and holding her.

“You’re everything,” I whisper against her hair. “You, Poppy, our baby... You’re my whole world now.”

Sadie tilts her head to blink up at me with those soft, sleepy eyes that own me completely.

“I hope you know you’re never getting rid of me,” I say, half a laugh, half a promise. “Not in this life. Not in any other.”

She smiles, that sweet shy smile that undoes me every time, and I lean down to kiss her slow, deep, tender.

“Mine,” I breathe against her lips. “Forever, sunshine. You hear me? Forever.”

“I wouldn’t want it any other way,” she whispers back.

And neither would I.
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Chapter One
Rosalie


I can’t breathe in this dress.

Not just because the corset is too tight. It feels like it’s crushing my ribs, squeezing the air right out of my lungs. But it’s more than that. It’s the weight of everything pressing down on me at once. The satin, the lace, the veil, the expectations.

I sit stiffly in the back seat of the car, my hands folded tight in my lap. The window beside me is foggy, even though the air conditioning is on full blast. Or maybe it’s just me. My palms are sweating, my stomach is in knots, and my heart is doing this fluttery, panicked thing that makes me want to crawl out of my skin.

My father is beside me, staring straight ahead like he’s already checked out. Like this whole thing doesn’t even matter to him anymore.

Maybe it never did.

The silence in the car is thick and uncomfortable. It’s always like this with him lately. Tense. Cold. And no matter how many times I try to talk to him, to reach him, it’s like I don’t exist unless I’m agreeing with him.

But I try again. I have to.

“Please, Daddy,” I whisper, my voice barely steady. “I can’t do this. I don’t love him.”

He doesn’t even blink. Doesn’t turn to look at me.

“This isn’t about love, Rosalie.” His voice is calm. Detached. Like he’s explaining something obvious to a child. “It’s about loyalty. You’re doing your duty.”

My throat tightens. I turn my body towards him, just a little, fingers clutching the soft fabric of my dress. “But I barely know him. And the parts of him I do know, I don’t like. He’s... he’s not kind. He’s cold. I don’t want to...”

He cuts me off with a sharp look. Finally, he sees me. But I almost wish he didn’t. His eyes are hard. Unforgiving.

“Gregory Delacroix is the future of my company,” he says, his voice sharp as a blade. “He’s already bought out our debt, and with this marriage, he’s promised to invest five million more. In exchange for you.”

My mouth goes dry.

“You’re the price I have to pay for my company to succeed,” he adds, like it’s nothing. “And I’m more than happy to pay it.”

I feel like I’m going to be sick.

He turns back to the front, unbothered, straightening the cuffs of his tuxedo like we are just casually discussing the weather.

I don’t speak. I can’t. I’m too busy fighting back the tears and the bile threatening to rise up in my throat. My father has always been controlling. But it still hurts to hear that he sees me as nothing more than a pawn to be used to ensure the future of his company.

“You should feel honored,” he says after a few moments of silence. “A man like that could have anybody, and he’s willing to pay five million for you.”

My heart is pounding. Every word he says just confirms what I already knew. Gregory isn’t marrying me because he loves me. He’s marrying me to own me. Just like he wants to own my father’s empire.

He’s not warm or charming. He’s the kind of man who talks over me and corrects me. He doesn’t smile at me. He assesses me, like I’m an acquisition.

Like I’m something to consume.

And my father sees nothing wrong with that.

“I gave you life,” he says, his voice low and tight. “And it’s my right to hand you over to someone else if I see fit.”

I freeze, my breath catching in my throat.

He looks away again like he didn’t just say something that shattered me into a hundred tiny pieces.

Outside the window, the buildings are blurring past. We’re getting close now.

My hands are shaking in my lap. I fold them tighter, trying to make them stop. But I can’t stop the ache in my chest, or the cold sinking into my bones. It feels like my body is warning me not to go through with this.

Don’t walk into the church. Don’t become his.

But the car keeps moving. And my father sits beside me like nothing is wrong. Like selling his daughter off is just another business deal that needs to be made.

Then the car slows, and through the tinted glass, I catch a glimpse of the front of the church.

Cameras flash in bursts like fireworks. Security in dark suits line the steps. Curious onlookers cluster just beyond the barricades, craning their necks for a better view. There’s even a handful of reporters shouting questions to no one in particular, all of them waiting to catch a glimpse of the blushing bride - me.

My face might be hidden, but it doesn’t stop the press from snapping photos.

The Wedding of the Year. That’s what they’ve been calling it. A high-society merger. A fairytale romance. Except there’s no prince, no magic, and no choice. Just a contract. A transaction dressed up in white silk and floral arrangements.

I grip the edge of the seat as the church steps fall away behind us.

The car doesn’t stop.

Instead, we glide past the crowd, down a quiet side road. Around the corner and out of sight. The noise fades, replaced by the soft hum of the engine and the beat of my own heart pounding in my ears.

We pull up to a heavy iron gate tucked behind a row of hedges. It creaks open slowly, revealing a narrow driveway that leads behind the church.

The back entrance. Hidden. Out of view of the crowds.

“They don’t need to see you until after the deal is done,” my father mutters while glancing down at his phone.

That line hits harder than anything he’s said. He could have said after the vows. Or after the ceremony.

But he chose to say after the deal.

Like I’m just a product and my unveiling is nothing more than a formality after the ink is dry.

I press my lips together, trying not to cry. If I cry now, my makeup will smudge, and I know Gregory well enough to know he won’t like that. He wants perfection. Silent, polished, obedient perfection.

I look down at my hands, at the soft pink manicure the stylist chose to match my bouquet. They don’t feel like my hands. Nothing about today feels like it’s mine.

The car slows to a stop in the shade of a stone wall, and there’s a private door up ahead.

I don’t know how long we sit there in silence. It might be seconds. Or it might be minutes. But every tick of the clock makes my skin crawl even more.

My father’s phone buzzes. He glances at the screen, his expression sharpening.

“This is important,” he mutters, opening the car door. “Stay here. I need to take this in private.”

Then he’s gone, stepping away with the phone pressed to his ear, his voice already low and brisk as he walks towards the far end of the courtyard.

And just like that, I’m alone.

Alone in the back of a car. Wearing a dress that cost more than I’ll probably ever make in my life. Waiting to be walked down an aisle I don’t want to walk.

For a moment, the silence wraps around me, and I begin to wonder... is this my last chance?

My fingers twist the edge of my veil, the delicate lace catching against the tips of my manicured nails. I’m not even aware I’m doing it until I hear the faint rip of thread. But I don’t stop.

My heart is pounding too hard, my mind racing too fast. Every breath feels shallow, like I’m only pretending to breathe.

Maybe if I sit very still, if I don’t move, time will stop. Maybe this whole day will unravel like the edge of this veil, thread by thread, until none of it is real anymore.

I stare out the window. The sky is too blue. The world too calm. Everything in me is screaming that this all feels wrong.

And then there’s movement.

Out of the corner of my eye, I catch a flicker of motion. A door opens near the side of the church.

Gregory.

He steps halfway out, scanning the lot like he’s checking on a delivery. His gaze lands on the car. Lands on me.

And then he smirks.

Nothing about it is warm. It’s not even polite. And it’s certainly not the way a groom should be looking at his bride on their wedding day.

It’s the smirk of a man who thinks he’s already won. Like I’m a signature on a contract. A pretty little clause he negotiated and now gets to own.

There’s no affection in his eyes. No nervous excitement. No joy.

Just calculation. Possession. Victory.

He turns and disappears back into the building without a second glance.

That look is all I need. I can’t do this. I won’t marry him. And I don’t give a damn what my father or Gregory have to say about it.

I can’t breathe. My chest is rising too fast. My hands are shaking. But I don’t let myself hesitate. There isn’t time for that. So I take one deep breath. Then another.

I kick off my shoes. The heels tumble to the floor of the car with a soft thud, like the sound of something precious being discarded.

But I don’t feel precious. I feel like prey captured in the claws of two animals who couldn’t care less about me.

My hand hovers over the door handle. My pulse is hammering in my throat, my ears, my fingertips. I press down, slowly and carefully, until the door clicks open just enough.

I peek out. My father isn’t looking this way. He’s still on his call, pacing, gesturing sharply with his free hand.

This is it. My one and only chance before I’m given away to somebody I hate.

I slip out, holding the edge of my gown up with both hands.

“Miss?” the driver calls out behind me, his voice tight with confusion. “Miss, wait... you can’t...”

But I’m already running.

“Stop! You can’t just... hey!”

I hear his door slam. The scuff of his shoes. The wheeze of effort as he tries to catch up to me. But he’s not that fast. Maybe he would have been if he were two decades younger and at least a hundred pounds lighter. Not anymore, though.

My veil tears loose, whipped away by the wind. I let it go. My bare feet slap against the pavement. The ground is hot and rough, and my soles are already hurting.

But I don’t care. I keep running.

My lungs burn. My dress is snagged and filthy. There’s a rip in the hem now as it drags along behind me like a battle flag. My breath scrapes in and out of me like I’ve swallowed fire.

I don’t know how far I’ve run. But I don’t stop. Not yet. I can’t.

I turn a corner... then another.

The pavement changes beneath my feet. It’s smoother now. Colder. The noise of the church has faded completely behind me, swallowed by the tighter streets and higher walls.

There’s a narrow alley ahead, tucked between two aging buildings, shadowed and empty. I slip into it, pressing my back to the cool stone.

And finally, I stop.

My hand covers my mouth, trying to catch the sob that wants to break free. Not because I’m sad. But because I made it.

Because I did it.

Because for the first time in my life, I didn’t ask permission. I didn’t wait for someone else to tell me who to be, or where to go, or what to want.

I chose this for myself.

Terror coils tight in my belly, but it’s laced with something else. Something hot and electric. Something that feels a lot like hope.

Maybe I’m lost. Maybe I’ve just destroyed everything. Maybe I’ve walked away from the only protection I’ve ever known.

But for the first time in my life, I don’t feel like a bird in a cage. I feel like a woman who just broke the damn lock.

I might not know where I’m going from here. But whatever comes next, it’ll be mine. My mistake. My miracle. My choice.


Chapter Two
Matteo


The sea is calm today. The kind of calm that unnerves men like me.

It stretches out the front of my villa, soft waves kissing the rocks below like it has nowhere better to be. Blue skies. Light breeze. No blood in the water. No screams on the wind. It should feel like peace.

But it doesn’t.

I lean against the stone railing of the balcony. From up here, the world looks almost manageable. Distant. Tame. It’s a lie, of course. But I let myself pretend.

This place, my villa, is meant to be a retreat. A quiet corner of the coast that the outside world forgets exists. When the wolves start snapping at each other’s throats back in the city, I come here. I let my men handle the noise while I wait to see who bleeds first.

But I’m not built for stillness.

I haven’t slept more than four hours in two days. Not because I’m worried. No one in my world would dare come for me directly. They know better. I’m the name that’s whispered in the darkness, the shadow that makes lesser men fall in line. Matteo De Rossi isn’t someone you test unless you’ve already decided to die.

And yet, I feel... restless. There’s a weight in my chest. Not anxiety. Not fear. Something else. An itch I can’t scratch. Like I’m waiting for something I don’t know I’m missing.

Maybe I just need coffee. Or to spill some blood. Either way, sitting here like some bored aristocrat isn’t going to solve a damn thing.

I head back inside, grab my keys, and leave the villa behind. The town is only a few minutes down the cliff road. It’s small. Quiet. The kind of place no one expects to find a man like me.

The drive into town is short. Ten minutes if I take my time, five if I don’t. I take my time.

Narrow roads wind along the cliff. The kind tourists think are charming and locals know will kill you if you blink at the wrong moment. I navigate them by instinct. I’ve been coming here for years. I own half of this damn coastline. But I rarely step foot in the town.

Today, something pulls me in that direction.

The car rumbles to a stop near the square. Cobblestone streets. Whitewashed buildings with blue shutters. It smells like salt and sun and espresso. I step out and let the air hit me, and I take a deep breath. It doesn’t help the restless feeling, though.

I walk. No one stops me. No one stares too long. The people here know how to mind their own business, and the ones who don’t usually learn after one quiet conversation with one of my men. It’s peaceful. Quaint.

And then... I see her.

She’s sitting in the front window of a cafe I’ve passed a few times but never entered. It’s a small place with wrought-iron chairs and tables that are too close together. Half the paint has peeled off the door. But she’s inside like she was dropped there from another world.

She’s leaning slightly forward, a chipped mug cradled between both hands like it’s the only warmth she’s got. Her clothes don’t fit - cheap jeans and a cheap sweater, with the sleeves swallowing her fingers - but her posture is still regal. Straight spine. Neck long. She’s got a dancer’s grace, even in hiding.

And she is hiding. That much is obvious.

Her eyes keep flicking towards the door. The window. The street. She’s not looking for someone. She’s watching for danger. Every movement is quiet, careful. Like she could flee at any moment.

She’s a runaway. Young, frightened, and alone.

And mine.

The word slams into me like a truck. It makes no sense. I’ve never seen her before. I don’t know her name, her story, whether she’s trouble herself or just running from it. But my body responds like it’s already decided. Something deep and territorial curls in my chest, low and savage.

She belongs to me.

I don’t move. Don’t breathe. I just stare through the glass, drinking her in like a man dying of thirst. Something in her makes her look up, like there’s some invisible tether tugging her gaze towards mine. Her eyes are big and brown. Haunted.

For a split second, she looks like she might run. But instead, she looks away, and I decide it’s time to introduce myself to my woman. Even if she doesn’t know that’s what she is yet.

I push open the door to the cafe, and the bell overhead gives a tired, metallic jingle.

She looks up like she’s been struck. Her eyes find mine instantly, wide and startled, like prey scenting danger. But she doesn’t move. Doesn’t run. She just watches.

And I watch her back.

There’s a beat, just long enough to feel it in my chest, where we hold each other’s gazes. It only lasts a moment, though, before she glances away again, tucking her chin down while her fingers tighten around the mug in her hands.

The barista mumbles something to me, and I order a black coffee without taking my eyes off the woman. My voice fills the small space. Calm. Controlled. People always listen to me when I speak. I rarely ever have to raise my voice.

I take the cup in hand and move towards her table, slowly, like I’m approaching a startled animal.

She notices, even though she doesn’t look directly at me. Her shoulders rise ever so slightly, a defensive tension wrapping around her spine. But her eyes lift to mine again as I stop beside her table. She doesn’t speak, though.

I gesture to the empty chair. “May I?”

There’s a pause, and her lips part like she might say no. Then she nods once, slow and hesitant.

So I take the seat opposite hers, and suddenly, the restless feeling that has been bothering me for days disappears.

She’s even more beautiful up close.

Not in the way the world usually defines it, though she’d pass that test with ease. No, it’s something deeper. Something quieter. She has a softness that doesn’t belong in this world. Big eyes framed by thick, dark lashes, wide and alert like a startled deer. There’s a faint shadow beneath them, like she hasn’t slept in days. Her lips, which are full, unpainted, and slightly chapped, are pressed together too tightly, as if she’s holding something back. A secret. Or maybe a scream.

Her skin is as pale as porcelain, with the faintest flush of pink on her cheeks. And her hair is pulled back, but loose strands have slipped free to frame her face.

But it’s not just how she looks. It’s how she sits. Perfectly straight, with her spine rigid and her shoulders tight. Like she’s holding herself in. Like she’s afraid to take up space, to breathe too loudly.

It makes something dark twist low in my chest.

I want to see her loosen. Unfurl. I want her to know what it’s like to take up room without apology. To feel safe enough to stretch her arms out wide and breathe.

My hands curl slightly underneath the table. It’s involuntary. Primal. I’m too close to her and not close enough. My body reacts before my brain can catch up, with my heart beating harder and a heat pulsing low in my gut.

I’ve seen beauty before. I’ve used it and walked away from it without a second glance. But this isn’t just beauty. It’s something sacred and holy. And for the first time ever, I can imagine spending the rest of my life with someone.

She doesn’t speak first. Instead, she just continues to watch me in between occasional glances towards the window.

“Are you from around here?” I ask, trying to keep my voice casual even though I feel anything but.

There’s a flicker of hesitation before she offers a quiet, practiced response. “I’m just passing through.”

I nod slowly, sipping my coffee. “I’m not staying long either. Just needed some peace and quiet.”

Her brow furrows, like she can’t figure me out. Good. A sweet, young thing like her shouldn’t be able to.

“So you don’t live here?” she asks.

I shrug. “I have a place here. Up along the cliffs. It’s where I go for a few days whenever I need to get away from the real world, you know? But my main home is in the city.”

She chuckles. “Must be nice to have two homes.”

I tilt my head. Something about the way she says that makes me feel like she doesn’t have anywhere she considers home. She returns my gaze, studying me like she’s trying to decide if I’m dangerous.

I am... but not to her.

“Do you want to tell me your name?” I ask, my voice as soft as velvet.

There’s another long silence before she finally gives a single shrug of her shoulders.

“Fair enough.” I pause for a second, carefully considering my next words before speaking. “I don’t know who hurt you, but they’ll never get close again. I’ll make sure of it.”

That lands. I see the shift in her expression. The way her shoulders loosen, and she lets out a long breath. She still doesn’t smile, but this is a start.

I lean forward, forearms braced on the table between us. “I won’t ask where you come from. But do you at least know where you are going to?”

She draws her coffee cup closer, though it’s long gone cold. Her fingers tremble around the chipped porcelain as if she needs something to hold on to. A tether. A shield.

“I don’t have anywhere to go,” she says so softly I almost miss it.

“Then you’ll stay with me,” I say, my voice soft but firm. “My villa isn’t far. It’s private. Safe. No one will bother you there. No one will find you.”

Her eyes search mine, confused. Suspicious. A little spark of defiance flares beneath the fear.

“Why are you...” Her voice tightens. “What do you expect from me in return?”

There it is. Not just mistrust of me, but of the world. Of men. I don’t flinch or take offense. She’s not wrong to ask.

“Nothing,” I say. “I don’t want anything from you. I’m offering safety. No strings. No expectations. I just want you to be safe.”

She studies me like she’s waiting for the lie. But there isn’t one, and she sees that.

The woman in front of me exhales, letting out a slow and shaky breath. Then she nods. “Okay.”

She looks down at the table, then back up, her eyes a little clearer now. Still guarded, but softer.

“Rosalie,” she says, her voice hesitant, as if she doesn’t realize she’s offering me the most precious gift. “My name is Rosalie.”

Rosalie. It lands like a drug in my veins. Sweet. Dangerous. Addictive. And now that I’ve tasted her name, I already know I’ll want the rest of her... forever.


Chapter Three
Rosalie


When I wake up, for a second, I forget where I am.

The bed is too big. The sheets are soft. Everything smells clean, like lemons and salt water and something else I can’t place. For a moment, I think maybe it was all a dream. That I just imagined the man at the cafe, and the way he watched me like he couldn’t bear to look away.

But then I hear the ocean. Waves crashing somewhere beyond the window. And I remember it is all true. I’m in Matteo’s villa.

I sit up slowly, rubbing my hands over my face. Judging by the bright sunlight shining through the window, I slept longer than I meant to.

The white walls of my temporary bedroom only make it seem even brighter, and the cream curtains move slightly as the breeze comes in through the open window. There’s a big wardrobe in the corner, where all my new clothes hang. Clothes that had arrived at the villa less than an hour after I had. Clothes I hadn’t asked for, but that Matteo knew I would need. Just like he somehow knew what size I needed.

He didn’t even say anything about them. He just left them here for me to find. And I’m not used to people doing things without expecting something in return. Especially not men.

Before I came here, I sold my wedding dress to a pawnshop. I didn’t get much for it, but it was enough for the second hand jeans and sweater I’d been wearing when I first met Matteo, and a bus ticket. I hitchhiked the rest of the way. The last guy who picked me up looked at my legs more than the road, so I made an excuse and got out. And that was how I’d ended up in this sleepy little town.

And then I’d seen him. Matteo.

He walked into that cafe like he owned the whole damn town. He was the epitome of tall, dark, and handsome, but there was something else about him, too. I could practically feel the danger rolling off him in waves, but that didn’t stop my body from reacting to him.

My heart didn’t just skip. It stumbled. And a slow, curling heat had started in the pit of my stomach before moving lower. All he’d done was walk into the cafe and I’d practically unraveled. And when he’d looked at me, the fear that had been chasing me for days since running away from my own wedding had just... disappeared.

I could hardly believe my luck when he had approached me and then offered me a place to stay. All with no strings attached, apparently.

I’ve always believed everything came with strings, but after three days of staying with him, he hasn’t once asked me for anything in return for his kindness, and I’m not sure what to make of that.

I swing my legs out of bed and pad across the room barefoot. My toes sink into the thick rug, and I stop by the window to look out.

The sea is bright and blue and endless. The cliffs drop down into it like something out of a painting. And even though I know I should be planning where I’ll run next, or what I’ll do if Matteo turns out to be like all the other men in my life, I can’t bring myself to move.

I just stand there, listening to the waves and letting myself feel safe, even if it’s only for a minute.

With a sigh, I step away from the window and head towards the wardrobe. I run my fingers along all the clothes hanging up. There are jeans, a few long skirts, and simple cotton tops. Some sweaters that will fit a lot better than the second-hand one I bought myself. And a pretty dress. It’s white, with tiny blue flowers on it. It looks like something you’d wear to a picnic.

I reach further back and pull out something else. It slips off the hanger like water between my hands. A silky, dusky blue nightdress with thin straps and lace at the hem. It’s the kind of thing I’d never buy for myself. Far too sexy and revealing. But the idea that Matteo would have bought this for me has both confusion and arousal mingling in my stomach.

I try to shake it off. Try not to read too much into it. I hang the nightdress back up and move towards the bathroom, where toiletries line up on the counter. Shampoo. Conditioner. Toothbrush and toothpaste. A little tube of lip balm. Even tampons in the cupboard under the sink. He’d thought of everything I could need, and just left them here for me.

It all feels like too much kindness.

I brush my teeth and freshen up, deciding it’s a nice enough day to wear the dress. By the time I make it outside, the sun is high in the sky, warming the stone under my bare feet. The terrace is quiet except for the waves, steady and slow below the cliff.

Matteo is there, sitting in one of the chairs with his legs stretched out in front of him and one arm slung over the back. His sunglasses are pushed on top of his head, and there’s a phone in his hand. His eyes flick up when he sees me.

“Morning,” he says.

His voice is deep and a little rough, like he hasn’t spoken yet today. I don’t know why that makes something shift in my stomach.

“Hi,” I say, small and awkward.

There’s a table between us, low and wide, set with foods like a hotel spread. A silver tray of cut fruit, with melon, berries and mango. Flaky pastries dusted in powdered sugar. A carafe of coffee and two mugs.

He nods towards the table. “Help yourself.”

I hesitate. Then step closer and sit in the empty chair, tucking my feet up under me.

“Thanks,” I murmur, as I pour myself a cup of coffee.

I steal glances at him when he’s not looking. Which is harder than it should be, because somehow, he always seems to know when I do.

But right now, he’s distracted. Reading something on his phone. His profile is sharp and still, with high cheekbones, a strong jaw, and that straight Roman nose. His mouth is full and unsmiling, but not unkind. Even when relaxed, there’s something coiled beneath his skin. Like a patient wolf, stretched out and calm, but always watching.

He’s wearing a plain white polo shirt and dark linen pants, loose and soft-looking but clearly expensive. His whole outfit whispers of understated luxury. And his body is big. So big. Broad chest and thick arms make the shirt cling to him in places, and my eyes linger where it stretches tight across his shoulders, tracing the slope of muscle beneath.

Just looking at him makes me feel breathless. An awareness of him pulses through me like heat under my skin. My heart races every time he looks at me. And when he speaks, his voice low and deep, my breath catches before I even know what he’s said.

I don’t understand why I feel this way around him. I shouldn’t after everything I’ve been through. But despite the little voice in my head telling me to be wary, whenever he’s close, I feel safe. Peaceful. And that makes him strangely addictive.

“Did you sleep okay?” he asks, finally breaking the silence.

I nod. “Yeah. I mean... yeah. Better than I have in a while.”

His mouth lifts at the corners. Like he knows what that means without needing the details.

“Good,” he says. “Hungry?”

I nod again, more shy this time.

He picks up a plate filled with almond covered pastries and holds it out to me. I tentatively reach out to take one, and my fingers brush against his.

It’s barely even a touch, but it lights me up like he’s touched every inch of me at once. A rush of warmth climbs my throat, floods my chest, and settles between my thighs.

I dip my head, hoping to hide the flush on my face, and take a bite of the pastry. If he notices how flustered I am by that simple touch, he doesn’t say anything.

“Do you want to go for a walk later?” he asks instead. “There’s a trail through the cliffs with a nice view.”

I blink at him. “Yeah. Sure. That sounds nice.”

He just nods and finishes his coffee while I eat the pastry and some fruit. Neither of us says anything, but the silence is not an awkward one.

I glance at him again, and my chest does that fluttery thing it does whenever he’s near.

I’m not sure what game he’s playing, or if it’s even a game at all. But I think I might want to keep playing it for just a little while longer.

***

The wind tangles through my hair as we walk. The path curves along the cliffs and the ocean churns below us, deep and endless. It’s beautiful here, with no one around for miles. I can’t help wondering what it would be like to live somewhere like this, with the constant crash of the waves as my company.

I glance at Matteo from the corner of my eye. The wind presses his shirt to his chest, outlining hard muscle and broad shoulders. His hands are tucked into his pockets, and my mind drifts back to how our fingers had brushed this morning, and how that tiny touch had lit me up inside.

He doesn’t speak until we reach a bend in the path, the sea opening wide before us. “Are you ready to tell me what you’re running from yet? I might be able to help you.”

His gaze lingers on the sea, as if he wants to give me privacy to decide what to say, even though we’re standing side by side. He waits patiently as a battle wages inside of me. My brain is telling me not to trust him. Not to trust anybody. But my heart is telling me something different.

So far, he hasn’t given me any reason to believe he wants to hurt me or use me. All he’s done is take care of me and give me all the things I needed when I had nothing.

This seems like the least I could do for him.

“I left someone,” I say quietly, my voice sounding small in the wind. “At the altar. He wasn’t...” I pause and take a deep breath. “He wasn’t kind, and he didn’t love me. But my father was going to make me marry him anyway, because he wanted to sell me off like property just so he could get the money he needed to save his business.”

Matteo goes very still beside me, but his eyes remain on the horizon, as if giving me space to speak.

“So I ran. It was spur of the moment. I saw a chance, and I took it. But I left behind everything and everybody...”

My throat tightens. I blink hard, but it’s not enough to stop the tears that roll down my cheeks.

Matteo moves before I realize what is happening. One moment he’s just beside me, the next his arms are around me, pulling me in close to his body.

I don’t fight him.

His chest is solid against my cheek, and the faint scent of his cologne surrounds me, making me want to press closer. His heartbeat thuds steadily, a rhythmic drum against my ear, and his hand is warm on my back.

His presence is strong. Unwavering. Like a fortress.

And right now, that is exactly what I need.

So I let myself relax, and I wrap my arms around him, fingers clutching the fabric of his shirt. A heat coils low in my belly, curling through me with every second that I remain in his arms.

I tilt my head up, just slightly. His eyes meet mine, dark and stormy, and the look there... it steals the air from my lungs. There’s hunger, yes. But something deeper, too. A kind of reverence I’ve never received before.

He leans in and I stop breathing. His own breath is hot against my lips, and I want to rise up on my toes. I want to kiss him. To feel his mouth against mine.

But before I can, he stops. Just a fraction away from my lips, so close and yet so far.

His voice is a low rumble. “Rosalie. I want to kiss you so damn badly. But not like this. Not when you’re hurting. When I do it, I want it to be because it’s what you really want. I don’t want it to be a bad decision you made because you were feeling sad.”

He pulls back, his thumb gently wiping away a stray tear from my cheek. I can’t think of a thing to say.

Because he could have kissed me. Could have taken what he wanted, and I would have let him. But he waited.

He takes a step back, and I instantly miss his arms around me. But he takes my hand instead, linking his fingers with mine.

“Come on,” he says, his voice softer than I’ve heard it before. “Let’s head back.”

And for the rest of the walk back, he doesn’t let go.


Chapter Four
Matteo


The clock ticks loud in the silence.

I’m sitting at the kitchen table, one hand wrapped around a glass of water I haven’t touched, the other clenched around nothing. My jaw aches from the way I’ve been grinding it. I can’t sleep. I can’t stop thinking about her.

About what she told me on the cliffs.

Sold. Promised. Bartered like property by the one who should have protected her. Given away to another man for money and favors. And she was just... supposed to accept it.

I press my thumb hard into the bridge of my nose, trying to drain the tension behind my eyes. It doesn’t help.

I want to find her father. Her ex-fiance. I want to bury them both so deep in the goddamn earth that nobody will ever find them.

But before I can do that, I need to find out as much as I can about my woman and her past. So I reach for my phone and call Luca. He’s my right hand, my closest friend, and the only man I trust with something like this. Especially when it concerns Rosalie.

He answers on the second ring, his voice groggy. “Yeah?”

I don’t bother with formalities. “Find me everything you can on a runaway bride named Rosalie. Early twenties. Was engaged to someone who had a lot of money, so he shouldn’t be too hard to find. Look into it. I don’t care how long it takes.”

There’s a beat of silence. Then a grunt. “Got it. I’ll call when I have something.”

I hang up and set the phone on the table. Stare at the shadows shifting across the tiled floor. I’ve made a career of hunting men like the ones she ran from. But this isn’t just about a job.

This is personal.

She’s in my house, and I won’t let the past hurt her again. Not ever.

The soft sound of footsteps pulls my gaze towards the kitchen door. Rosalie stops when she sees me. Frozen. Wide-eyed. Like a doe caught in a beam of light. Her arms come up across her chest, folding in, like she wants to disappear. Or at least hide the delicious little nightdress that clings to every perfect curve of her body.

It’s made of blue silk, held up by thin straps. And the way her perky nipples poke against the fabric, it’s obvious she’s not wearing much underneath it.

The sight of her in it hits me like a punch to the chest.

“I didn’t think you’d be up,” she says quickly, barely looking at me. Her voice is small, breathy. Embarrassed.

She tugs at the hem of the nightdress, like maybe it will magically grow longer. “I just found this in the wardrobe. I thought it was... pretty.”

It is pretty. But Rosalie... she’s something else.

“You’re beautiful,” I say, without hesitation.

Her eyes finally meet mine, and there’s a storm of emotion swimming in them. Embarrassment. Confusion. Something warmer, too. Something like curiosity. Want.

I push my chair back slowly, the scrape of wood against the tile quiet in the thick night air. I tap my hand on my thigh, offering an invitation.

“Come here, Rosalie.”

She hesitates for just a moment. Then she crosses the floor and lowers herself carefully into my lap.

My arms come around her instinctively. One on her lower back. The other curving around her thighs, anchoring her to me. She fits like she belongs in my lap.

And the silk of that nightdress? It’s a fucking torture device. Smooth and delicate and clinging to skin that I’ve thought about every damn night since she walked into my world.

I don’t let my hands roam, even though every cell in my body begs me to. I keep them respectful. Protective. Exactly where they need to be.

I’m so caught up in how it feels to have her close that it takes me a moment to realize she’s not looking at me. Her lashes are lowered, her cheeks holding the slightest dusting of pink. And her lips are parted like she wants to say something but isn’t sure how.

I drop my head, speaking low in her ear. “What’s wrong, babygirl?”

The word does something to her. Her breath hitches, and I feel a shiver run down her spine. When she finally lifts her eyes to meet mine, they’re wide and unsure, but burning with something deeper.

“I want...” She swallows. “I want you to kiss me, Matteo. I’m not sad anymore, but I still want it.”

My heart kicks hard against my ribs, but I don’t move. Not yet.

Rosalie takes a shaky breath, pushing the words out like they cost her something. “I’ve never... I’ve never been kissed. My father wouldn’t allow it. Him and my fiance... they said I would be more valuable if I stayed untouched. So I’m sorry if I don’t know what I’m doing.”

The silence between us stretches tight, my jaw locked to keep from saying what I want to say. What I want to do to the men who made her believe her worth was something to be measured by her purity.

I breathe in slow. Deep. Centering myself.

Then I look her in the eye and say, “You’re not valuable because you’re untouched, Rosalie. You’re valuable because of who you are. And I’m honestly glad that your ex-fiance didn’t lay a finger on you, because he didn’t deserve that honor. Because, babygirl, you deserve to only be touched by someone who worships you. Respects you. Loves you.”

She whimpers softly, but I still don’t move. I wait until she leans in first. It’s just the smallest tilt of her chin, but it’s enough.

I close the distance and press my mouth to hers, and her lips part tentatively. Soft. Sweet. And fuck, she tastes good.

I can’t help it. My hands start moving. Up her spine, tracing over the silk, then down, following the dip in her waist and the flare of her hips. I groan at how perfect she feels beneath my hands, and she makes a little mewling noise that has my cock straining against the fabric of my pants.

And as much as I want to be gentle with her, those little sounds she makes have me wanting to just devour her.

So I slide one hand up to tangle in her hair, tilting her head to the perfect angle. And then I kiss her. Harder. Deeper. I slip my tongue between her lips, tasting her like she’s a meal and I’m a starving man.

The kiss turns desperate. Hot. Messy. Her hips shift on my lap and her nightdress rises higher as her core presses up against the thick outline of my erection. I can feel the heat of her pussy even through my pants, and I grab her hip in my free hand, trying to pull her closer.

I tear my lips from hers just long enough to drag in a breath. “I want to put a baby in you, Rosalie.”

The words rip out before I can stop them. Raw and possessive, and so fucking true.

She freezes, but I don’t think she’s scared. Her pupils are blown wide and her breath stutters. Another shift of her hips has her pressing more firmly against my hard cock, and the tiniest whimper slips from her red, swollen lips.

I dip my head, bringing my lips to her ear. “I want them to see that you’re mine, babygirl. To see that they can never take you back. I want them to look at your belly and know you’ve got a man who can take care of you and who will never let anything happen to you.”

“Matteo,” she gasps, and my name on her lips makes my cock throb with a need to claim her virgin womb.

“Tell me you want it too, babygirl, and I’ll make it happen. I’ll take care of you. Worship you. Fill you with so much of my seed that you’ll be pregnant by the end of the night.”

Her hands slide up to my chest, and for a moment, I think she’s going to push me away. But instead, her fingers tangle in my shirt.

“Yes,” she whispers against my lips. “I want it, Matteo. I want you to be my first, and I want your baby inside me.”

Those words almost fucking break me. Her voice is so soft and shy when she says them, but it detonates something feral in me. All the restraint I’ve fought to hold on to suddenly cracks.

Rosalie wants me. She wants me to fill her. To breed her.

My dick pulses hard beneath her, and I grip her hips with both hands, grounding myself with the feel of her curves, the silk gliding over her skin, the heat of her body under my fingers. My voice comes out low, guttural. Like it’s been dragged from some place ancient and wild.

“Say it again, babygirl. Tell me what you want.”

“I want...” Her breath hitches. “I want you to put a baby in me.”

Fuck. That’s it. That’s all I can take.

I stand up with her in my arms like she weighs nothing. She squeals softly and wraps herself around me, clutching my shoulders as I carry her through the dark villa like she’s already mine. Because she is.

“You’re going to look so goddamn beautiful,” I growl, pressing my lips to her temple as I head for my bedroom. “Round and full with my baby. Glowing with happiness because you know your man will always take good care of you and all our babies. No one else will ever touch you. No one else will ever get the chance.”

She shivers against me, her breath coming faster. I can feel her heart racing where our chests press together.

I nudge the bedroom door open with my shoulder and lower her carefully to the bed as if she’s sacred. Because, as far as I’m concerned, she is. I look down at her, taking in the rapid rise and fall of her chest, her flushed cheeks, and that little blue nightdress that clings to every soft curve.

And I wonder, what did I do to deserve such a perfect little angel in my life?

She sits up and reaches for the hem of her nightdress, pulling it over her head. Then she lies back on the sheets and looks up at me with a smile, so fucking trusting and innocent and willing.

My gaze roams slowly over her naked body while my cock strains painfully against my pants.

Her breasts are round and full, tipped with sweet, hard nipples that beg for my mouth. Her hips are full and lush, made to cushion the weight of a child. And her pussy... Jesus Christ. It’s a pretty pink slit, the delicate lips glistening with her need.

I can’t take it anymore.

I shrug off my shirt and pants, tossing them aside. And when I look down at Rosalie, she’s staring at me, her eyes wide.

“Is something wrong, babygirl?”

“No,” she whispers. “You’re just... big.”

The corner of my mouth lifts. “It’ll fit, sweetheart. Don’t worry. You’re made for me.”

And as much as I’d like to taste her, my need is too great. Too urgent.

So I climb onto the bed, caging her body beneath mine. She opens her legs, making room for me between them, and I trap my erection between our bodies, rolling my hips so the belly of my cock glides back and forth over her clit.

Rosalie lets out a gasp that would tempt the most devout man to sin, and her eyelids flutter. She wriggles beneath me, seeking the friction, and I press harder with my hips. Her wetness is coating my cock, letting me rub her slick clit easily, and her nipples brush against my chest with each movement.

“Please,” she whispers. “Please stop teasing me, Matteo. I need you to make me yours.”

“Oh, babygirl,” I growl. “That’s exactly what I’m going to do.”

I slide one hand between us and grip the base of my cock, angling it towards her opening. Slowly, gently, I press the head inside her, and Rosalie’s breath catches. Her walls clench, fighting the intrusion, but her nails dig into my biceps and her thighs spread wider, begging me to take her.

Her little virgin hole is so tight around the tip of my cock that I can barely move, and when I push another inch inside, she cries out.

“Does it hurt, babygirl?”

She shakes her head, her lashes damp. “No. It’s... more than I expected. But please... don’t stop. I need more.”

I grit my teeth, fighting the urge to just slam inside her and rut until I’ve pumped her full of every drop of cum. The need to paint her insides with my seed, to really claim her, is overwhelming, and I have to keep reminding myself that this is her first time.

I have to be gentle.

My free hand trails down her side and I hook her leg around my hip, spreading her wider. Giving me better access.

With a low groan, I rock my hips, driving further into her. She whimpers, but there’s a desperate edge to it. She arches her back, pressing her tits against my chest, and her head tips back.

I lean in and capture her throat with my mouth. Licking. Sucking. Nipping at the delicate flesh. And when I reach the curve of her shoulder, I bite down. Hard enough to mark her, but not enough to break the skin.

I need to mark her as mine.

“Yes,” she cries, and her pussy flutters, clenching around my cock. “Oh God, Matteo. That feels... Oh. More. Please, more.”

“So fucking sweet,” I growl. “You’re so fucking perfect, babygirl. I’m going to make sure the whole world knows you’re mine.”

I push in a little deeper, and her nails rake across my back. With a deep groan, I push again, and Rosalie’s moan echoes through the room.

Her virginity is still resisting me, though, and her channel is so tight it’s almost painful.

I reach between us and find her clit, rubbing the sensitive little bud with firm strokes. I work her until she’s panting and moaning, her body bucking beneath me, and only then do I ease her thighs wider and drive in one final time.

She gasps as I bury myself deep inside her. Her eyes go wide, and her nails dig hard into my arms.

“Breathe, babygirl,” I say. “Breathe.”

And then, finally, her body relaxes.

I give her a second, my balls throbbing with the need to empty myself inside her. But then she lifts her hips, silently asking for more.

Slowly, I pull out and then slide back in. Rosalie gasps and then moans, her pussy pulsing.

“Oh... Oh. That’s good. Matteo, please, keep doing that.”

With a grin, I pull out and drive back in, starting a rhythm that has her gasping and moaning, her body rocking up to meet mine with each thrust. I can feel her tight channel relaxing around me ever so slightly, allowing me to glide deeper.

I can’t wait to feel her come. To have her walls milk my cock.

“That’s it, babygirl. You’re doing so good. Now, give me everything, Rosalie. Show me what a good girl you are.”

My thumb circles her clit faster, and she lets out a whimper. Then a moan.

“Please,” she begs. “Please, Matteo. Keep going. I’m so close.”

With a grin, I lean in and capture her lips, swallowing her cries as she tumbles over the edge. Her pussy squeezes my cock like a vise, and her whole body shudders beneath me.

“Good girl,” I murmur, continuing to pump into her. “You’re taking me so well, babygirl.”

“Oh... Matteo,” she breathes, her eyes glassy with bliss. “It’s so much.”

“But you’re doing so good. Let me fill you up, babygirl. You’re ready for it. Ready for my cum.”

“Yes,” she says. “Yes. Fill me, Matteo. Fill me.”

“Look at me,” I command, and she does.

Her eyes are hazy, and her lips are parted, and fuck, it’s perfect.

My orgasm slams into me, and I roar as the hot rush of cum spurts from the head of my cock, coating Rosalie’s channel with long jets of white. My hips continue to buck, fucking her hard and deep as I empty myself.

I kiss her roughly, possessively. Marking her all over again.

She’s mine. Mine, and no one can ever take her away from me.

When I finally slow and stop, I roll to the side, bringing her with me so we’re facing each other. I can’t bear the thought of separating my body from hers, and I love the way she feels in my arms. Like she belongs there.

Her fingers trace patterns on my skin, and she lets out a contented sigh.

“Are you okay, babygirl?” I ask, brushing a strand of hair away from her cheek.

“Mmhmm,” she mumbles, her eyes drifting closed. “More than okay.”

I hold her tighter and press a kiss to her forehead. “Rest now, babygirl. I’ll keep you safe while you sleep. Always.”

And as her breathing grows slower, steadier, I make a vow to myself.

I will always protect her. Always love her.

She is mine, and no one will ever take her from me.


Chapter Five
Rosalie


I wake up slowly. The kind of slow where it feels like I’m still dreaming. My body aches in places I didn’t know could ache… but it’s a good ache. The kind that makes me press my thighs together under the covers and smile to myself like I’m keeping a secret.

The room is quiet, the morning light soft and pale through the curtains. Matteo’s bed smells like him. Clean, warm and masculine. I don’t even remember falling asleep. Just the way he held me afterwards, the way he whispered in my ear.

His chest rises and falls as I rest my head on it, listening to the steady beat of his heart. I’m curled against him like I belong here, and his arm is wrapped tight around my waist. But it’s his other hand I feel the most. It’s buried in my hair, gripping gently but firmly, like even in his sleep he doesn’t want to let me go.

I shift a little, trying not to wake him. But the second I move, his grip tightens. A deep sound hums in his throat.

“Where are you going, babygirl?” His voice is low and rough, still thick with sleep.

I freeze. “I didn’t mean to wake you,” I whisper. “I was just going to grab a shower and get cleaned up…”

“I’ll come with you,” he says.

My heart skips. “You don’t have to if you want to sleep a little longer...”

“I want to.” His hand brushes down my back, stopping just above my hip. “Let me take care of you. I’ll go get the hot water running.”

With that, he throws the covers off and climbs out of bed, and I take a moment to admire his bare ass as he walks towards the bathroom. When he disappears, I flop back against the pillow, a smile playing across my lips.

I can’t believe I got this lucky.

Only a minute passes when I hear him calling my name, and when I enter the bathroom, he’s already in the shower. I step in with him, and the heat instantly makes my muscles loosen up and my thoughts blur a little.

I stand still, watching the water bead on his skin, watching as the droplets run down the hard wall of muscle. But then he’s reaching for a bottle of body wash.

“Turn around, babygirl,” he says, his voice low and gentle.

I do as he says.

His hands are big and sure as they move over my back, slicking soap across my skin. He takes his time, like he’s memorizing every part of me through touch. And even though he doesn’t say much, I feel it in the way his fingers linger at my hips. In the way he presses a soft kiss to my shoulder before reaching for the shampoo.

“Close your eyes,” he murmurs.

I tilt my head back. The water runs down my face as he lathers the shampoo into my hair with slow, careful movements. I’ve never had anyone do this for me before, and the way he touches me makes my chest ache.

He moves slowly and carefully, like he’s handling something precious, and it makes something soft bloom in my chest. His big hands work the shampoo through my hair, and a quiet thought slips in before I can stop it. He’s going to be a good father. It startles me a little, but it doesn’t feel wrong. Not even close. My cheeks warm as I look down at my belly, wondering if he already put a baby there last night. God, I hope he did.

I know it’s way too soon to have a baby with him, but my heart and body are unwilling to listen to reason. They know what they want, and it’s him. And his babies. Preferably more than one.

Matteo turns me around, tilting my head back to rinse the shampoo out. Once the suds are gone, I open my eyes and see him staring down at me. There’s so much intensity in his gaze, so much emotion.

For a moment, we just stand there. Close. Naked. His hands rest at my waist, thumbs stroking gently at my skin.

That’s when I see them again. The scars. I’d seen them last night, but I had been so caught up in giving him my first time that it hadn’t seemed like the right time to mention them. They stand out faintly beneath the water. I’m not exactly an expert, but I see at least two that look like they might have come from gunshot wounds. Another one looks like someone sliced a knife across his skin.

My heart clenches at the sight of them, and I raise my hand before I can stop myself, running my fingertips across the longest one.

“You got in a fight?” I ask softly, suspecting that doesn’t come close to explaining the scars.

His eyes stay on mine, but his expression doesn’t change. “I’ve had my share.”

“Did it hurt?”

He hesitates for just a second. “A little.”

I’m not stupid. To have this many scars, I know he’d had to have been involved in some seriously dangerous situations. And yet, I’m not scared. If anything, the scars make him seem more human. They remind me that he’s real, not just a perfect god made of marble and strength and steel.

I swallow. “I think that maybe you have a lot of enemies.”

He leans in close until our foreheads touch. “Yes, I do. But none of them are a threat to me. Or to my woman. Understand?”

My breath catches and my heart thuds. I nod.

He brushes a damp curl from my cheek, eyes locked on mine. “Good. Because no one touches what’s mine, Rosalie. No one.”

My legs feel shaky, but not from fear. From the way he looks at me like he’d burn down the whole world to keep me safe. There may be a dark part of his life that I don’t know about yet. But I know who he is in his heart. In his soul. And that’s more than enough for me.

Unable to resist, I let my hand slide down his chest, inching closer to the hard rod of flesh poking against my stomach. A little grunt slips out of his throat as my fingers wrap around his erection.

“Is this because of me?” I whisper.

“Yeah, babygirl. This is because of you.” He groans and his hands drop to my ass, pulling me closer. “Tell me what you want, Rosalie.”

“This.” I give him a squeeze, and his hips jerk forward. “Inside me. Filling me with more of your seed.”

His dark eyes flash with something feral. “You haven’t changed your mind? You still want me to knock you up, babygirl?”

Heat blooms in my belly, and I nod.

He groans and pulls me flush against his body. My nipples rub against his chest, and the length of his cock is slick and warm between us.

“I can’t fucking wait to watch you grow round and heavy with my baby,” he says. “To know that the whole world will see what we’ve done.”

His lips crash down hard on mine, and he kisses me like he can’t get enough. He walks me backwards out of the spray of water and presses me up against the tile. I gasp, but his mouth doesn’t leave mine. He’s kissing me everywhere. My lips. My neck. My collarbone.

“Oh God,” I moan.

Then he’s turning me around, guiding my hands up onto the wet tiles to brace myself. “Keep your hands right there,” he growls.

His hands slide around my front, and he cups my breasts, rolling my nipples between his fingers. My body arches against him, and he pushes a leg between my thighs, nudging them apart.

“Is this what you want, babygirl?” he whispers, his lips brushing my ear.

I can’t even speak. I can barely breathe. All I can do is nod, and his hands slide lower. One goes down to tease my clit, while the other wraps around my thigh, lifting it. Opening me wider.

I moan as he starts to stroke the sensitive nub before dipping down to test how wet I am.

“You’re already soaked,” he groans.

I bite my lip. “Mmhmm.”

He presses the blunt tip of his cock against my entrance, and I push back against him. He slips inside me, and he’s not gentle like he was last night. He’s hard and fast, and it’s almost too much, but I love it.

“Yes,” I pant. “Oh God, yes. Please.”

“Fuck,” he groans. “You’re still so fucking tight, babygirl. Your little pussy was made for my cock.”

He pounds into me, his thrusts so hard they send shockwaves through my body. His free hand tangles in my wet hair, pulling my head back against his chest, and I let out a moan.

“Is this how you want it, babygirl?” he grunts.

“Yes. Oh, God, yes. More. Please, give me more.”

“I’m going to fuck a baby into you, sweetheart,” he says, his voice rough and deep. “I’m going to make sure everyone knows you’re mine.”

His other hand moves back to my clit, circling it faster and faster, and all I can do is whimper and moan as his cock slams into me and his fingers stroke me. The pleasure is intense, almost painful, and my eyes squeeze shut.

“Come for me, babygirl,” he says, and there’s an edge of strain in his voice. Like he’s barely hanging on. “I need to feel your pretty little cunt squeezing my cock.”

My body is coiled tight, ready to spring, and with one more flick of his finger over my clit, I’m falling apart. I scream his name as my orgasm rushes through me, and then I feel the hot rush of his cum filling me. His hips jerk, his movements wild and unrestrained, and I know he’s marking me. Claiming me. Making me his.

When he’s spent, he slides out of me, but he doesn’t let go. He holds me against his chest, his arms wrapped around me, and even though my legs are trembling and my whole body feels boneless, I’ve never felt more protected. More cared for.

“You’re mine, Rosalie,” he says, his lips at my ear. “Forever.”

I close my eyes, and the words float through my mind like a wish.

Because, more than anything, I want this to be real.


Chapter Six
Matteo


The sun’s just barely up when I step onto the terrace, coffee in hand, the smell of salt in the air.

The house is still, like it’s waiting for her to wake up. Like even the walls are learning to breathe with her in them.

I lean against the railing and watch the waves roll in. My fingers curl around the mug, but I’m not drinking. My mind’s already running. It always does in the early hours, before she softens me with her pretty smile and her sleepy voice.

Two weeks. That’s all it’s been since I first touched her, claimed her, made her mine. And everything’s different now. Every fucking thing.

I don’t sleep much. Not because of nightmares or the kind of guilt most men like me carry. That’s not my burden. I don’t regret the things I’ve done. But lately, I stay awake because I don’t want to miss a single moment of this. Of her.

I’m always listening for her footsteps before I even realize I’m doing it. That soft little padding sound she makes when she’s still half-asleep and walking barefoot across the wood floors.

God, she’s sweet. She used to move through the villa like someone who’s only ever been expected to stay quiet. But in the past two weeks, she’s been blooming. Slowly. Carefully. And fuck if it doesn’t make something raw twist in my chest every time she laughs like she means it. Every time she reaches for me like I’m not a monster.

The door creaks open behind me and I turn towards the sound, already feeling my chest ease, like just seeing Rosalie is enough to anchor me.

She’s barefoot and glowing. Hair messy, sleep still lingering in her eyes, and wearing one of my shirts so big it hits mid-thigh. She’s holding something in her hand, fingers wrapped tight around it like she’s afraid it might vanish. She stops and then smiles at me.

Beams, really.

I don’t know what I expect her to say, but it sure as hell isn’t what comes next.

“I’m pregnant.”

The words hit like a punch to the chest. Not in a bad way. Never that. It’s just... this is everything I’ve been wanting, planning, craving. And now it’s real.

It takes half a second for me to move. I set my coffee on the railing and cross the space between us in two strides. She watches me with those wide eyes, her smile faltering just slightly like she doesn’t know what I’ll do.

So I drop to my knees right there on the terrace floor. I press my hands to her hips and lean in to kiss the soft curve of her stomach. There’s nothing visible there yet. But I feel it. I feel everything when it comes to my babygirl.

I look up at her. “You’re sure?”

She nods, tears welling in her eyes even as she smiles widely. “I took a test, and it’s positive,” she says, holding out the hand holding the test to show me.

A sharp exhale punches out of me as I bury my face against her belly again. She threads her fingers through my hair, and I swear I could stay like this forever.

But I can’t. Not really. Because now that I know she’s carrying my baby, my brain is already shifting into overdrive. Quietly calculating every threat. Every risk. Every possible move.

Because it’s not just my woman I need to keep safe now. I have to protect our baby, too. And I’ll burn the world down before I let anything touch either of them.

I rise to my feet and frame her face with my hands, brushing my thumbs over her cheeks. “We’re leaving,” I say.

Her brow furrows. “What? Why?”

“I want to take you somewhere safer, babygirl. My main estate is more secure. More of my people around who can help make sure no harm comes to you or the little one. I’ve got business to handle, and I don’t want you left unguarded while I do it.”

“Business?” she echoes.

I kiss her lips gently. “Nothing you need to worry about, babygirl. Just tying up loose ends.”

What I don’t say is that I’ve known who her father is for a while now. Knew who Gregory was the moment Luca sent me the email with all the details. Two spoiled little men with too much money and not enough soul. Men who think they are powerful and can do whatever they want, even trading Rosalie like a piece of property.

They’ll learn soon enough there are men in the world far more dangerous than they could ever dream of being.

Rosalie looks up at me, a small smile tugging at the corner of her lips. “Does this mean I’ll get to see more of your world?”

“You will,” I promise.

She nods, glowing again. “Then I guess I should pack.”

“You should. I love you, babygirl, and you’ve made me so damn happy today.”

Her smile somehow brightens even more. “I love you too, Matteo.” She rises onto tiptoes and presses a soft kiss to the corner of my lip, and that small touch sends a heat curling through my chest.

As she turns back into the house, humming to herself, I pull out my phone and text Luca.

We’re coming home. Set up the meeting. It’s time.

He replies within seconds.

Understood. I’ll handle it.

I slip the phone away and look back out at the ocean, jaw tight, blood running hot beneath my skin. The time to play this defensively has passed. Now it’s time to strike, to make sure those two men never get a chance to hurt my woman ever again.

This is what I was made for. This is who I am. Anyone who dares to threaten Rosalie or my baby will answer to me.

And they will pay in blood.


Chapter Seven
Rosalie


The gates swing open, and my breath catches.

If I’d thought Matteo’s villa had been impressive, it seems tiny compared to his main estate. Even the expensive home I’d grown up in pales in comparison. This place is massive. A long driveway curves through manicured lawns, lined with towering trees and flowers that look too perfect to be real. The building itself is stone and glass, sleek and solid, with sharp edges and high windows. It’s beautiful, but in a powerful, intimidating kind of way.

“Home,” Matteo says simply, one hand resting on my thigh as he drives.

It’s hard to imagine ever feeling like I belong somewhere like this. But with him by my side, I already do.

He parks outside the front entrance. The front door opens before we’ve even gotten out of the car. A man stands waiting. Broad-shouldered, dark-haired, dressed all in black.

“This is Luca,” Matteo says as we step out. “He’s my right-hand man. The closest thing I’ve got to a brother. I trust him with everything.”

Luca nods at me, the corners of his lips curling up into a hint of a smile. “It’s a pleasure to finally meet you, Rosalie.”

“Hi,” I say, a little shyly. There’s something calm about him, though, that helps me feel at ease almost instantly. Like he’s seen a lot and doesn’t scare easily. In that way, he reminds me of Matteo.

“He’s the only man I trust to protect what’s mine,” Matteo adds as he wraps one arm around my waist and places his hand on my tummy.

My cheeks warm, but I don’t look away. I like the way he says that, like it’s a fact carved in stone.

Inside, the estate is even more impressive. The ceilings are high, the floors polished, the furniture expensive without being too flashy. There’s art on the walls, subtle security cameras tucked into corners, the faint scent of leather and wood polish in the air.

It should feel cold. But somehow, it doesn’t.

Matteo gives me a quick tour of the main living areas, and as we walk through the halls, I spot several men. All of them are big and armed. They all look curiously my way, but none of them approach or say anything.

I can see what Matteo means about this place having more security now.

When we reach the master suite, he wraps his arms around me from behind, resting his chin on my shoulder.

“I need to leave for my meeting now, babygirl. It can’t be avoided, but I will come back to you as quickly as I can.”

I turn to face him, circling my arms around his waist and resting my head against the solid muscle of his chest. “Are you going to be safe?”

He nods. “I’m taking a couple of my men with me. I’ll be perfectly safe. And Luca will be here to take care of you, and there is other security around. Nobody will be able to get close to you.”

I nod, but I’m still nervous. It’s only been two weeks, but the thought that something might happen to him, that he might not come back to me, fills me with dread. Especially now that I’m carrying his baby inside me.

Matteo sees it in my face. He cups my cheek with one hand and leans in, brushing his lips over mine.

“I’ll be back soon, Rosalie,” he murmurs. “I promise.”

He kisses me once more, longer this time, and then he’s gone. Luca steps into the hallway nearby, his posture relaxed but alert.

“I’ll wait out here until he gets back,” he says. “If you need anything, just ask.”

I give him a grateful smile, then step back into the bedroom, closing the door behind me.

***

It’s been almost two hours.

I sit, then stand. Pace the length of the bedroom. Sit again.

The silence in this place is different from the quiet of Matteo’s villa. There, the hush was peaceful. Here, it feels heavy. Like something bad is about to happen.

I glance at my phone for the hundredth time. Still nothing. No messages. No missed calls. He told me not to worry. He said it was just business. That he’d be back soon.

But soon is starting to feel like forever.

I stand at the window, staring out over the grounds. The sky has darkened slightly, the sun slipping lower, casting long shadows across the driveway.

I chew my bottom lip, consider texting him. Just a quick message to check in. But I stop myself. The last thing I want is to be the kind of partner who needs constant reassurance, who distracts him when he’s doing something important.

But still... it’s hard to fight the urge to contact him.

I turn from the window and start pacing again, arms wrapped around my middle. My stomach flips, and not in the good way.

A soft knock breaks the quiet.

I freeze. “Yes?”

The door creaks open. It’s Luca. His face is unreadable, but he seems calm enough. “Rosalie.” He steps into the room. “Matteo called. He got word of a threat that might be heading this way.”

I go cold. “What kind of threat?”

“He didn’t give me all the details. Only that we can’t risk staying here any longer. He wants you moved to a secondary safe house immediately. He’ll meet us there as soon as the meeting wraps up.”

I blink at him. “Why didn’t he call me?”

Luca’s expression doesn’t falter. “He didn’t want to worry you. Said to move quickly and quietly. We need to leave. Now.”

“Okay.” I move on autopilot, every part of me feeling numb. The only good news from all this is that Matteo called Luca, so he must still be safe. I scoop up a jacket, and try to ignore the tight knot forming in my chest.

It’s just a precaution. That’s all. And Matteo will be waiting for me on the other end of this.

Luca leads me out of the bedroom and down the long hallway of the estate. Everything feels still, too quiet. It’s probably just in my head, but I can’t shake the nervous flutter in my stomach.

He holds the front door open for me and I step outside. One of Matteo’s men, stationed near the gate, glances our way and approaches.

“Everything okay?” the man asks, his hand resting casually near the weapon holstered at his side.

Luca gives him a short nod. “Matteo asked me to relocate her to a secondary site. He’s on his way there already to meet us.”

The man’s eyes flick to me, then back to Luca. “Copy that,” he says after a beat. “Keep your phone on.”

“Will do,” Luca replies, already walking me towards the sleek black car waiting just beyond the gates.

As I slide into the passenger seat, my thoughts drift straight to Matteo. He promised he’d be fine. But the idea of some threat being out there, something dangerous enough to move me without warning, makes my chest tighten.

I don’t ask any questions. I just buckle my seatbelt and press my hands into my lap, forcing myself to stay calm while Luca switches on the engine and pulls away.

Please be okay, Matteo. Please come back to me.

The roads are unfamiliar, winding through industrial stretches I don’t recognize. Not residential. Not scenic. Just gray buildings and empty lots. Luca keeps his eyes on the road, his jaw locked tight.

I glance over at him, trying to keep my voice casual. “So… where exactly are we going?”

“A safe location,” he says, clipped.

“Right, but where?” I press. “What kind of place?”

He doesn’t answer.

My fingers tangle together nervously in my lap. “Luca?”

“Matteo gave instructions,” he says, still not looking at me. “I’m just following them.”

A cold little pinprick of doubt creeps down my spine. Something doesn’t feel right.

I glance out the window again. There’s nothing around us now. No signs, no other cars. Just a wide, cracked stretch of asphalt ahead, and a building in the distance. An abandoned building, by the looks of it.

Luca pulls the car to a slow stop in front of the warehouse. The engine cuts. He still won’t look at me.

My heart starts to pound. “Why are we stopping here?”

Finally, he turns his head. And what I see in his eyes makes my blood go cold.

Guilt. Real, raw guilt.

“I’m sorry,” he says, voice low. “I didn’t have a choice.”

I stare at him. “What are you talking about?”

He opens his mouth, but nothing comes out.

I don’t wait for more. I fumble with the door and step out of the car, my legs shaking slightly as I plant my feet on the gravel. The air feels thick. Like it’s holding its breath.

Then the warehouse doors creak open, and Gregory steps out. The man I ran from on our wedding day.

He’s calm. Smirking at me like he’s pretty damn proud of himself. And the sight of him hits me like a punch to the chest. I can’t move. Can’t breathe.

His smirk turns into a wide smile. “Hello, darling,” he says. “Did you miss me?”


Chapter Eight
Matteo


The elevator dings softly as it opens onto the top floor of the building I own. Glass and steel stretch out before me, and it’s the kind of luxury that intimidates men who don’t belong in it. Good. That’s the point.

I step out, suit sharp, shirt black, no tie. I don’t desire to feel as if I have a noose around my neck. My men fall into place beside me. Nico and Lorenzo. They are my silent shadows with loaded weapons, and I’ve given them orders to shoot if our guests so much as blink wrong. The air is chilled. Still. Waiting.

I expect two men in that room up ahead. Two men who mistreated my woman, and who will not get another opportunity to repeat that mistake.

My jaw clenches as I walk the corridor, the hush of polished floors beneath our shoes the only sound.

I push open the door to the meeting room, pausing for a moment when I see only one man is sitting at the table.

Her father, Victor. Where the fuck is Gregory?

Victor rises to his feet too quickly, trying to look calm, but his hands betray him as they twitch nervously at his sides. I can smell fear. The air is thick with it in here. And I know it’s not because of guilt. I doubt a weasel like him is capable of feeling that emotion. It’s because he knows what will happen to him if he doesn’t agree to my demands.

“Matteo,” he says, like we’re old friends. Like I don’t want to drag him across this floor and make him regret every word he ever said to his daughter.

“You’re alone,” I say flatly.

He nods once. “Gregory couldn’t make it.”

Convenient.

I take two slow steps closer, lowering my voice to that tone that never fails to terrify my enemies. “Listen carefully, Victor. I don’t want there to be any confusion. I will not be letting you or Gregory anywhere near Rosalie. And if you or that arrogant little prick you promised her to ever so much as look in her direction again, it will be the last thing either of you do.”

Victor holds up both hands, palms out. “Matteo, I hear you. I have no interest in fighting. Truly. If she’s happy with you, then I’m not going to try and take her away from you. I’m not the monster of a father you believe me to be. All I want is for my daughter to be happy.”

I narrow my eyes as I listen to him. My bullshit detectors are pinging off the fucking charts, and I don’t buy a word of it. For a man who had been desperate enough to sell her off for a fortune only a few weeks ago, he seems awfully calm about losing his biggest bargaining chip.

He’s hiding something. I can practically taste it on him. And I don’t like it. This man might be my future father-in-law, but I will not allow anything to threaten the safety and happiness of my new family.

Without taking my eyes off him, I address my men.

“Nico. Lorenzo. You are going to stay here with Victor and do whatever you have to do to get information out of him. He’s planning something, and I want to know what it is.”

Victor’s eyes widen, and his mouth opens like he’s going to protest, but I’m already walking out of the room while Lorenzo and Nico close in on him.

“Let me know as soon as you find out what he’s up to, gentlemen,” I say as I walk out of the office.

I’ve been away from Rosalie too long already, and if Victor is plotting something, then I want to get back to her sooner rather than later.

***

By the time I get back to my estate, there is a heavy feeling in the pit of my stomach. I just need to see Rosalie. I need to hold her. One second with her in my arms and this ugly feeling might settle.

I barely let the engine cool before I’m out of the car, taking long strides towards the front doors. Every step sharp, purposeful. My mind’s been churning since I left Victor. Something about his surrender didn’t sit right.

I walk straight to the bedroom, knowing it’s where I left her, and I’d be surprised if she felt comfortable enough to explore the place without me.

It’s empty. Fuck.

“Rosalie?” My voice cuts through the air like a blade. There’s no answer.

I check the ensuite. Nothing. The balcony. No trace. I move faster now, searching other rooms. The kitchen. Library. One of the sitting rooms. Every single one is empty.

I head back to the bedroom, reaching for my phone and dialing her number. Just as I do, I notice hers sitting on the nightstand. The screen lights up with my name. She’s not going to answer because she doesn’t even have the damn thing with her.

I try to push down the fear rising up inside me. I need to keep my head clear. I can’t let myself succumb to those other feelings until I know she’s safe. Until I know my woman and our baby are unharmed.

I call Luca.

The phone rings, but no one answers.

“Fuck!” My curse echoes off the walls.

I need to stay calm. Rational. Luca is smart. He’s loyal. There’s no way he would let anyone harm a hair on her head.

But the fact remains that they’re not here. And Gregory was not at the meeting.

I’m halfway down the hallway when one of my men rounds the corner. His eyes grow wide when he sees me.

“Boss, what are you doing here? Luca told me you were going to meet them at a different safe house.”

I stop dead in my tracks.

“What the fuck did you just say?” My voice is low. Deadly.

The guys blinks, clearly realizing he’s just stepped into something dangerous. “Luca said you’d contacted him. Said there was a threat, and you wanted Rosalie moved to a secondary location. I thought...”

“You thought?” I take a step closer as I cut him off, and my ice cold tone makes him visibly flinch. “You didn’t check with me? You didn’t confirm the order came from me? You just let him fucking take her?”

He’s starting to sweat. “I’m sorry, Boss. It was Luca. I trusted him.”

So did I. And now they’re gone.

My vision goes red.

I’m on him before he can move, hand wrapping around his throat as I slam him into the wall. His eyes bulge, face turning purple. He claws at my arm, trying to break free, but my grip doesn’t relent.

I’ve snapped. Broken. Gone wild.

I squeeze harder. His mouth opens, desperate to suck in a breath.

I could kill him. The bastard deserves it for letting Rosalie leave. I should’ve known better than to trust anyone but myself.

The last bit of air leaves his lungs, and his eyes roll back.

My teeth clench. I need to think. Need to breathe. Need to figure out where the hell my woman has gone.

With a frustrated growl, I release my grip. The man drops to the ground, coughing, gasping.

“Get eyes on everything. Start with the estate’s surveillance. Every camera. Every angle. I want footage of Luca leaving with her. Timestamp it. Track the car from the second it pulled out.”

He nods vigorously, his fingers gently touching the red marks that are already appearing on his neck.

“Then pull traffic cam footage from every street within a ten-mile radius. Work outwards. I want local businesses, gas stations, parking lots. Anything with a feed. Find his car. Find the route. And get a drone in the air if we need one.”

“Yes, Boss,” he says, scrambling to his feet.

I snarl the last order before he can take a step. “I want her location in the next fifteen minutes, or I swear to God someone’s going to lose their fucking head for this.”

The guard bolts like his life depends on it. Which, to be fair, it might.

I storm into my office, slamming the door behind me so hard that the walls shudder.

They took her. They fucking took her from me.

And now there will be nowhere on this earth safe enough to hide them from what’s coming.


Chapter Nine
Rosalie


The warehouse is colder than I expected. Damp, too. It’s the kind of cold that sinks into your bones, no matter how tightly you wrap your arms around yourself.

Luca’s hand is firm on my arm as he pushes me forward. I stumble slightly as I try to drag my feet, trying to delay the moment where I will be standing right in front of the man I left at the altar.

Gregory is just standing there with his arms folded, wearing that smug little grin that I hate. The one that used to make my skin crawl every time he directed it at me.

“Well done,” he says to Luca, almost like he’s praising a toddler for eating their broccoli. “You’re right on time.”

Luca nods, not really looking at either of us. I glare at him, hoping he will feel it. It’s the least he deserves for betraying me and Matteo.

“Tell me something, Luca,” Gregory continues. “If you’ve known where she was this whole time, why didn’t you let us handle it sooner? Why wait? You could have told us where they’ve been hiding and we could have grabbed her ourselves.”

Luca hesitates just for a second. Then he speaks, low and tired. “Because if you’d tried to grab her while Matteo was around, he would’ve killed every last one of us before we made it ten feet. You think I want to die over your ego?”

My heart twists, but I don’t let it show. Luca was planning this the whole time. The man who is apparently like a brother to Matteo. The only one Matteo felt could be trusted with me and his baby.

My heart shatters for the man I love, but I don’t break. I can’t. I won’t.

I let my arms drop to my stomach, pressing my hands over the small curve that isn’t even showing yet while sending a silent promise to the little life growing inside me that I won’t ever let anything hurt it.

Gregory’s fingers close around my arm. He’s not rough, but his hold on me is firm enough to make it clear I don’t have a say in what happens next. That doesn’t stop me from considering whether or not I can get away. If I can run. But at the moment, it’s two much bigger, stronger men, against one woman. I don’t stand a chance. So, for now, I comply.

He drags me through a maze of corridors, past several armed men, into a smaller room. It’s darker in here. No windows. The only light comes from a flickering bulb above us that buzzes like it’s struggling to stay alive. The walls are bare concrete, the floor cracked and stained.

There’s a single chair waiting at the far end of the room with rope lying on the floor beside it. He pushes me into the chair and starts tying my wrists to the armrests before moving to secure my ankles to the thick wooden legs.

My heart is beating so fast I can feel it in my throat, but I force my breathing to stay even. No struggling. No screaming. I need to make sure I don’t do anything that will cause him hurt me or the baby before Matteo arrives. And I know he will come for us.

He steps back, tilting his head as he looks me over. Then he starts paces the small room, slow and steady. He examines me with his eyes like a predator deciding where to sink its teeth.

“You made me look like a fool, Rosalie,” he says. “Do you have any idea how that felt?”

I keep my eyes forward.

“You humiliated me,” he snaps, voice rising. “Everyone saw it. The way you ran away from me like I was nothing.”

I say nothing. I wouldn’t know what to say, anyway. The man is crazy.

“After everything I did for you,” he growls. “I gave you everything. And you spit in my face by finding some other guy almost instantly. You think he’s going to love you the way I did? He probably just sees you as a temporary little fucktoy. When he gets bored of you, or when he knocks you up, he’ll throw you away like the piece of trash you are.”

I close my eyes for a second. Just one. Just long enough to picture Matteo. The way his arms feel around me, the low rumble of his voice when he tells me everything’s going to be okay. The fire in his eyes when he looks at me like I’m his whole world.

I hold on to that. I hold on to him. And I don’t say a word.

He leans down close to my face. I flinch before I can stop myself. His fingers trail along my shoulder and I feel every muscle in my body go tight.

“You’re going to marry me,” he says firmly, like only he gets to decide my future. “You don’t get to run away from me. I paid for you, and you’re mine.”

I open my eyes to meet his.

“You can’t buy a person, Gregory,” I say quietly. “And you definitely can’t own me.”

He stares at me like he doesn’t understand the words. Like logic is a foreign language he’s too arrogant to learn.

“I don’t love you. I never did. And no matter what you do, no matter how long you keep me here, I never will.”

The tension snaps. He explodes.

“You think this is about love?” he roars, slamming his palm into the wall right beside my head. The sound cracks through the room like a gunshot.

I flinch, but I don’t look away. His breath is ragged. His face blotched red with fury.

“You think that bastard loves you? He’s not coming for you. You’re nothing to him. He’ll cut his losses and find another whore before the day’s out.”

I don’t answer. I won’t feed his delusion.

Gregory scoffs and steps back, pacing a few feet like he needs to burn off whatever twisted emotion is pulsing through him.

“I gave you a chance to make this easy,” he mutters. “But fine. We’ll do it the hard way.”

He heads toward the door.

“Gregory...” I say, but he doesn’t turn around.

He steps out and slams it behind him. The lock clicks and silence falls as I’m left alone in the small room.

I lean my head back against the wall behind me and close my eyes, letting the same thought run through my mind over and over.

Hold on, little one. Daddy’s coming for us.


Chapter Ten
Matteo


The night is as thick as oil.

No moon. No stars. Just fog crawling low along the ground and the steady hum of engines as our convoy pulls in. A row of matte-black SUVs glides to a stop in front of the warehouse like a pack of wolves closing in for the kill. One by one, doors open. My men spill out. Silent. Armed. Lethal. They move like they’ve done this a hundred times. Because they have.

I wait until the last door opens before stepping out.

The air is cold enough to bite. My breath fogs as I cross the gravel, each step slow, deliberate. I’m dressed in black from head to toe. Wool coat, gloves, the weight of my weapon a steady pressure at my side. Every inch of me is controlled, calculated.

I’m going to find her. And I’m going to end anyone who stands in my way.

My men fall into formation without a word, waiting for orders. I don’t raise my voice. I don’t need to.

“Gregory dies on sight,” I say, voice low but razor sharp. “No hesitation. No warnings. You see him, you put him down.”

There’s a murmur of confirmation. No one questions me. They wouldn’t dare.

“Luca is mine, though,” I add, my voice cold. Deadly. “If you find him, keep hold of him until I’m ready to deal with him.”

I turn to the two men standing closest to me. “Two of my men are already with Victor,” I tell them. “I want you two to join them.”

They nod, already turning toward the car, but I’m not done.

“Tell him he has twelve hours to get out of the country. If I so much as hear his name after that, he’s a dead man.” I pause before giving them my next instruction. “Make sure he understands. Make it hurt just enough that he won’t even consider trying to come back for his daughter.”

They disappear back into the SUV. Doors slam. Tires crunch gravel. The car spins out onto the dark road, taillights disappearing into the fog.

I turn back toward the warehouse. It looms in front of us, all concrete and silence, crouched in the dark like it knows what’s coming.

My eyes scan the exterior. Every corner. Every shadow. I can practically hear her breathing inside. I can feel the pull of her like gravity.

Rosalie.

I nod once, sharply.

It’s time to bring her home.

The warehouse door gives under pressure with a low metallic groan. The instant it opens, we flood inside, shadows slipping through shadows.

No words. Just motion.

The first guard barely has time to register we’re there before he drops. One shot, center mass. My men drag his body back into the dark without breaking stride. Another to the left has his throat slit clean. No noise. No hesitation.

We move like a machine. Clean. Cold. Purpose-built for this moment.

My gun is drawn, weight familiar in my hand. My pulse is steady. My mind is fire.

She’s here. Somewhere in this concrete tomb. And I will find her.

We clear hallways like snapping wires. Room by room, corridor by corridor. Flashlights slice through the dark. Boots hit the floor in practiced rhythm. Another guard. Another body. They barely even slow us down.

“Visual on the target!” someone calls through the comms.

A shot rings out. Followed by a single, sickening thud.

I pivot just in time to catch a glimpse of Gregory’s body sprawled on his back in a widening pool of blood. One of my men lowers his weapon without a flicker of emotion.

That’s it. That’s him.

Dead.

There’s a flash of satisfaction. Something sharp and cold, buried under layers of rage and need. But I don’t linger on it. I don’t need to. He’s not important anymore.

He’s not the point.

She is.

I press forward, faster now. Every second that ticks by is another I don’t have her in my arms. Another breath I can’t take until I see her face.

The hallway narrows ahead. There’s one final door.

One of my men steps aside the moment I reach it, face pale, nodding once.

“She must be in there,” he says, voice low.

I don’t wait.

My boot hits the door with enough force to crack the frame, and I’m inside before it finishes swinging open.

And there she is. Tied to a chair. Hair tangled. Wrists red. Her face pale but her eyes...

Her eyes find mine. Wide. Shining. Alive.

My heart stops. For a second, everything in me just stops.

Then I’m moving.

Two steps. Maybe three. I’m on my knees in front of her, already working at the ropes. My hands shake, but I keep them steady. I have to. She needs calm. She needs me.

“It’s over,” I murmur, voice low. Fierce. “I’ve got you.”

The ropes fall away and she doesn’t hesitate. Rosalie crashes into me like a wave, arms around my neck, face pressed to my chest.

I catch her. Hold her. Wrap myself around her like a fortress. I bury my face in her hair and breathe her in like oxygen.

She’s here. She’s whole. She’s mine.

My hand finds her belly before I even think about it. My throat tightens. My chest aches.

They’re both safe.

I kiss her hair. Her forehead. Her hands.

“I’m here,” I whisper, over and over. “You’re safe now. I’ve got you.”

She tilts her head up to look at me, and even through the exhaustion and fear, there’s something unshakable in her eyes.

“I knew you’d come for me,” she whispers. “I never doubted it. Not for a second.”

I pause. Press my lips to her temple.

“You’re mine,” I say simply. “I’ll always come for you.”

We make it halfway down the corridor when two of my men round the corner, dragging a figure between them.

Luca.

He’s cuffed. Pale. Shaking.

They throw him to the ground like garbage, and he lands hard on his knees, arms behind his back. Rosalie flinches beside me. I pull her slightly behind me and step forward, slow and deliberate.

Gun still in hand. Not raised. Not yet.

Luca won’t meet my eyes. He’s trembling so badly he looks like he might fall over.

“Why?” I ask. One word. Low. Razor sharp.

That’s all it takes. Luca breaks like glass.

“I was drowning,” he gasps. “I didn’t mean for it to get this far. I... God, Matteo, I was stupid. I owed money. A lot of it. To the wrong people. They were circling. I thought they were going to kill me.”

His voice cracks. He won’t stop talking now.

“Gregory came to me. Offered me a way out. Money. Protection. Said no one would get hurt. He said you wouldn’t risk starting a war over a woman.”

My jaw clenches so tight I taste blood.

He looks up then, and the tears are real, but I feel nothing for them.

“You should have come to me,” I say, my voice so cold he flinches.

“I was ashamed,” he whispers. “I couldn’t face you. Not like this. You were always… better. Stronger. I knew what you’d think of me.”

My voice is quiet when I answer. Dead quiet.

“You were like a brother to me. All you had to do was come to me. I would have helped you. Taken care of it all. But instead…”

I pause. Let the words land with all the condemnation they deserve.

“... you handed my woman, and my baby, to the enemy.”

I don’t speak again right away. I just stare down at him, the man I thought of as my brother, as he kneels in the dust and broken silence, shaking, pale, undone.

The air in the room feels frozen, stretched tight across the space like it might snap. No one moves. No one dares to breathe.

Luca doesn’t beg. He knows what is about to happen.

I let the silence grow, let it wrap around us like a noose. Let the weight of his betrayal hang in the air between us.

Then, finally, I speak quietly. “Any last words?”

His throat bobs as he swallows. His eyes flick up, just for a second. There’s no fight in them. No hope. Just a flicker of understanding. Of acceptance.

He shakes his head.

I raise the gun. Pull the trigger.

One clean shot. No hesitation. No drama. Just the sound of an ending.

I turn away before the body hits the ground, and walk back to the only thing that still matters in this world.

Rosalie steps into my arms, her face against my chest. I press a kiss to the top of her head, letting the feel of her ground me. Steady me. Bring me back to life.

I cup her chin and tilt her face up so I can look at her. Really look at her. She’s safe. She’s here. She’s mine.

“Let’s go home,” I murmur.

She nods, fingers tangling in mine, her grip like a lifeline.

We walk together, out into the night, knowing that she is safe now and that I will do what I can to always keep her that way.


Chapter Eleven
Rosalie


Matteo’s hand never leaves the small of my back as he leads me across the gravel. His steps are slow and steady, almost like he’s afraid I’ll break if he moves too fast. Maybe I will. I’m not sure yet.

The car waiting for us is black and sleek, its surface gleaming under the moonlight like obsidian. The door’s already open. He helps me in with the kind of care that makes my throat tighten. Like I’m something precious.

I glance back. Just once. The warehouse stands silent in the dark, windows blown out, shadows moving through the wreckage. Matteo’s men are everywhere. I can’t see their faces, but I don’t need to. I know what they’re doing. What they’re cleaning up.

The sight makes my stomach twist, and I force myself to turn away.

“You’ve seen enough,” Matteo says quietly, as he gets in beside me. His voice is steady, but there’s something in it. Something hard. “I’m getting you out of here.”

I nod. I don’t say anything. I don’t need to.

He starts the engine, and we roll forward into the night. Away from the chaos. Away from the blood.

My fingers find his without thinking. I clutch his hand like it’s the only thing anchoring me to the earth. And maybe it is.

The silence in the car stretches out around us. It’s not uncomfortable. Just… full. My body’s still humming with fear, with adrenaline, with exhaustion I can feel all the way down to my bones.

And yet I can’t stop thinking about the way he looked just before he pulled the trigger on Luca.

Cold. Controlled. Unflinching.

Some part of me should be afraid of that, maybe. But I’m not. Not even a little. Because I know who that coldness was for.

And I know who the warmth is saved for.

Me. I know without a doubt that the man beside me would never hurt me. It’s a truth I feel down to my very soul.

The road stretches ahead, quiet and endless. The headlights slice through the dark, casting long shadows that flicker and vanish as we pass. I rest my head back against the seat, still holding Matteo’s hand like it’s the only real thing in the world.

His phone buzzes in the center console.

He answers with a low, clipped, “Yeah.”

Silence follows as he listens, his eyes never leaving the road. A few short nods. One-word replies.

“Good.”

“Understood.”

He ends the call and sets the phone back down, his fingers tightening around mine before he even speaks.

“Victor’s gone,” he says simply. “My men watched him board the plane.”

I don’t say anything. I just… let it sit.

Gone.

The word floats around inside me, bumping into things. Memories of him. Anger. A hundred unanswered questions.

My father is gone. And I don’t know what I’m supposed to feel.

There’s a part of me, small and buried, that thinks I should cry. That I should ache for the father who raised me. The one who tucked me in when I was little, who kissed my forehead and told me everything would be okay.

But that version of him disappeared a long time ago.

The man who sold me wasn’t a father. Not really. The man who distracted Matteo while I was kidnapped... he made his choice.

Maybe one day I’ll cry for him. Maybe I’ll wake up and feel the loss like a hole in my chest. But not tonight.

Tonight, I’m just glad he’s gone.

“Thank you,” I whisper, not even sure what part I’m thanking Matteo for. All of it, maybe.

“You never have to thank me, babygirl,” he murmurs. “Not for protecting what’s mine.”

I squeeze his fingers a little tighter. The fear, the horror, the rough ropes on my wrists… they’re all fading now, replaced by something else. Something hotter. Something I can’t hold back anymore.

It’s him.

The way he holds the steering wheel in one hand, the other still tangled with mine. The quiet power in every line of his body. The way he looked at me in that warehouse, like he would tear the world apart for me.

He did. And now I need him.

Not just close. I need him on me, around me, inside me. I need to feel him erase every trace of what just happened with his hands, his mouth, his love.

I lean across the console slowly, letting my lips find his jaw. I press a kiss there. And another.

“But I should thank you,” I whisper against his neck before placing a kiss there. “You saved me, Matteo.”

My hand trails down his chest and rests high on his thigh, where the fabric of his pants does nothing to hide the way his body responds to my touch.

“Rosalie,” he warns, voice rough, low, like gravel dragging over silk.

But I don’t stop. My fingertips move higher, tracing the outline of his cock through his pants. I feel him throb, as if his hard flesh is seeking more.

Matteo growls, really growls, and it lights something deep in my belly.

“Keep touching me like that,” he says, “and I’ll pull over right now to show you all the ways you belong to me.”

My pulse skips. I look up at him, my voice barely a whisper. “That’s what I need, Matteo.”

The tires crunch sharply as he jerks the wheel, turning off the road without a word.

Trees rise on either side, thick and shadowed, keeping us hidden from the main road.

He kills the engine, and I know what’s coming.

And my entire body is tingling with anticipation.

Matteo climbs out of the car and rushes around to my side, opening my door and taking my hand to pull me out towards him. Then I’m in his arms, and for a moment, we just stand there.

His hands grip my waist. My fingers twist in the fabric of his shirt. Our breathing is uneven. Shaky. Full of so many unspoken promises.

Then he kisses me.

Hard. Desperate. Like he needs me more than oxygen. Like if he doesn’t feel my mouth on his, he’ll fall apart right here in the dirt.

His hands find my hair. My back. My ass. He pulls me flush against him, and the heat of his body makes me dizzy. The need is a roar in my ears, a wildfire spreading through me, consuming everything.

He walks me backward until I bump into the hood of the car. His hands slide down, and before I can think, he’s lifted me onto it. His knee pushes between my thighs, spreading them, making me gasp.

His cock strains against the fabric of his pants. Hard. Throbbing.

My mouth goes dry.

Matteo grips the hem of my dress and shoves it roughly up my legs. He looks down at the bare skin of my thighs and my lace panties, and when his eyes flash, there’s no more control left in them.

There’s just a man possessed.

His fingers hook in the elastic waistband, and he rips them clean off my body. The tearing sound is like gasoline on the flames. I gasp. My head falls back.

His hand slides up my thigh.

“Look at me, babygirl,” he rasps.

My eyes find his, and the desire in them makes my whole body burn.

“You’re mine,” he murmurs, thumb stroking my inner thigh. “Tell me you’re mine.”

“Yours,” I breathe.

“I won’t stop until I hear you scream,” he says, low and deadly.

“Oh god,” I moan.

Then his hand is between my legs, his fingers teasing my wet slit, and all I can do is whimper.

He doesn’t waste any time. He knows what I need.

Two fingers push inside me, stretching me, making me cry out. His thumb finds my clit and presses, light, rhythmic, merciless.

My nails dig into his shoulder. My thighs shake. I’m so wet it’s almost embarrassing, but the way he looks at me, like I’m his salvation, his undoing, his everything... it just makes the heat grow.

His mouth finds mine. Our tongues collide. I taste his lips. His tongue.

He swallows the desperate little sounds I make as he curls his fingers inside me. As his thumb makes circles on my clit, faster, harder, sending shocks of pleasure through my body.

“Don’t stop,” I gasp. “Please don’t stop. I’m so close.”

“I don’t plan to stop until your legs are too weak to carry you, Rosalie. You’ll be feeling me for days, and that’s a promise.”

He crouches between my legs, his fingers still buried deep inside me, and presses his mouth to my thigh.

I can feel the heat of his breath on my skin, and it sends shivers up my spine.

“Mine,” he murmurs, lips on my thigh.

“Yours,” I echo.

His teeth graze my skin. Nibble. Suckle. “All mine.”

Then his mouth is on my clit, and he’s sucking, his tongue swirling over the sensitive bundle of nerves, and all I can do is whimper and buck and hold on to his hair like a lifeline.

He’s ruthless. Hungry. His fingers curl inside me as his tongue drives me toward the edge.

I’m falling. Tumbling. Losing control.

He doesn’t stop. Doesn’t let up.

I’m gasping. Moaning. Trembling.

My back arches. My hips grind against his face.

Then the wave breaks.

Pleasure rips through me, fast and furious, stealing my breath, my thoughts, my words. It’s all I can do to cling to him as my body shakes, as my muscles tense, as my toes curl.

It goes on and on.

My head falls back. My eyes flutter closed.

He works me through it, his touch relentless, his mouth hot and hungry, until finally, the waves start to ebb.

When I finally come back to myself, he’s kissing the inside of my thigh again.

“Fuck,” he whispers, so softly I almost miss it.

I look down at him. Find his eyes. They’re dark. Fierce. Full of hunger and need.

My pulse quickens.

“I’m not done with you yet, babygirl,” he says, voice low.

Without another word, he rises. His mouth is on me again, except this time, his lips are brushing against my stomach, his hands caressing the soft flesh there as if he can feel the life growing inside.

Then his hands are moving again, gathering the fabric of my dress, sliding it slowly up. Too eager to wait, I grab the hem and pull it off over my head, leaving me bare save for my bra.

The cold air makes my skin prickle, and my nipples harden against the lace.

Matteo doesn’t hesitate. His mouth finds my breasts. His tongue teases the hard peaks through the fabric.

I gasp, fingers tangling in his hair.

My legs are still trembling, but the need is already building again, low and heavy and undeniable.

His lips move over my body, and his hands roam. He doesn’t rush. He takes his time. Like he’s savoring every inch of me.

When his mouth reaches my breasts again, he tugs the lace cups down, and his tongue finds the bare skin. My nipple. The underside of my breast. Everywhere.

I’m lost in the sensation. Lost in him.

My hands fumble with his shirt buttons, and he straightens, shrugging out of it as his eyes find mine.

“I want you inside me,” I say, voice shaking, fingers moving to the buttons of his pants.

His hand covers mine. “I will be.”

He unbuttons the fly and frees his cock. The sight of it is enough to make my mouth water.

I reach for him, desperate, eager, but he pushes my hand away before gripping the base of his shaft and guiding the blunt head to my entrance.

He drags it over the slickness there. Teases me. Tortures me. I can’t breathe. I can’t speak. All I can do is beg with my body. With the way I’m arching towards him. The way my legs part for him. The way my nails dig into his arm.

I need him. I need him now.

And when he finally pushes inside me, inch by slow, perfect inch, I gasp.

He fills me. Stretches me. Completes me.

“Oh god,” I moan.

His body presses against mine, skin on skin, and he feels like heaven.

“You’re mine,” he says against the shell of my ear.

“Yes.”

“I’ll never let anyone hurt you. Not ever again. Even if it means never letting you out of my sight for the rest of my life.” His hand slides down, rests against my stomach, his touch reverent. “I will do whatever it takes to protect you both.”

“Matteo,” I gasp.

The intensity in his eyes. The way his hand cradles my stomach. It’s too much.

He pulls back. Then he’s pushing inside me again, a little harder this time, a little deeper. My eyes flutter closed, and the sensation washes over me like warm waves on the sand.

“Look at me, babygirl,” he grunts, as he picks up the pace.

My eyes fly open, and the hunger I see in his is enough to make my knees weak.

He pounds into me, rough, relentless, and I take him. All of him.

Every muscle in his body is coiled tight. Tense. His jaw is clenched. His eyes never leave mine.

“Harder,” I gasp.

He growls and drives into me. Again. Again. Again. The sound of flesh on flesh is almost obscene, but it only fuels the fire.

“God, Matteo. Yes. Fuck. Please.”

My nails rake down his back, and he doesn’t even flinch. He just fucks me harder.

His hands are on my hips, gripping so hard I know I’ll have bruises, but I don’t care. I want the bruises. I want the marks. I want him to claim me so deeply that no one will ever doubt who I belong to.

The orgasm builds inside me, slow at first, then growing like a storm.

Matteo’s movements are getting frantic, his thrusts shallow, his grip tighter. I can feel his cock twitching, swelling, and I know he’s close.

“Come for me, babygirl,” he grunts. “I don’t know if I can hold on much longer.”

His words send a shiver through me, and then I’m lost. My body tenses. My back arches. The world explodes.

The orgasm rips through me, hard and fast and brutal. It’s like falling. Like drowning. Like dying.

“Oh god. Oh god. Oh god,” I moan.

Every inch of my skin is hot. My toes curl. My legs shake. Pleasure surges through me, wave after wave, until all I can do is gasp his name.

He groans, and his grip tightens. His cock throbs. Then he’s coming too, spilling inside me, filling me, marking me, claiming me.

When it’s over, we collapse in a heap on the hood of the car, bodies tangled, breaths coming in sharp gasps.

“Fuck, Rosalie,” he whispers. “I don’t know what I’d do if anything happened to you.”

“You saved me,” I whisper back. “You saved us.”

“Always,” he murmurs. “Forever.”

We stay like that for a long time, wrapped in each other’s arms, our breathing slowing, our hearts settling.

I breathe him in. Every part of me feels calmer now. Softer. Like the ache inside me has finally found a place to rest.

He presses a kiss to my temple, slow and lingering. Then he whispers, “Time to take you home, babygirl.”

Home. I feel the word sink into my chest, and for a second, I hesitate.

I tilt my face up to his. “Is it wrong that when you say home… I think of the villa? Not the estate?”

His eyes find mine, and something in them softens. Then he smiles.

“Then I’ll take you back to the villa. First thing in the morning.” His knuckles brush my cheek. “We’ll stay as long as you want. Forever, if that’s what makes you happy.”

His response makes my throat tighten and my heart swell. I nod against his chest. Let myself melt into his arms.

And as he helps me back into the car, as we drive off into the sleeping night, I close my eyes and listen to the soft little whisper in my head.

This is it. This is where everything begins.


Epilogue
Matteo


Six months later:

The air smells like rosemary and wildflowers. Sunlight spills in golden stripes across the villa’s garden, and for once in my life, everything is quiet.

No deals. No enemies. No shadows waiting at the edge of peace.

Just Rosalie.

I stand at the end of a narrow aisle cut through the grass, my heart beating a little faster than I’d like to admit. There are only a handful of people here. Just the ones who matter. My men who stood by me after Luca’s betrayal, all of them cleaned up for once. A few of her friends I barely know but have already sworn to protect.

I don’t even hear the music when it starts. Just the sound of my own breath, and then the soft rustle of fabric as the guests turn.

Then I see her. And I forget how to breathe.

Rosalie steps into the sunlight like a dream spun out of something softer than this world. Barefoot. Glowing. A wreath of tiny white flowers woven through her hair. No veil, just waves of chestnut silk spilling over her shoulders.

And beneath the soft folds of her dress, her belly rounds out proudly, beautifully, the clearest proof of what we’ve built together.

She walks slowly, one hand resting on her stomach, the other holding a small bouquet from the garden that she picked herself.

When her eyes meet mine, my bride blushes. Sweet and radiant.

She’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

But the best part, the part that makes my heart clench in my chest, is the way she’s looking at me. Like nothing else exists in the world except us.

I’ve spent my entire life waiting for this moment. I knew the first time I saw her that she was supposed to be mine. To be the woman I spent the rest of my life with. And now, seeing her walk towards me, it’s a truth I feel down to my bones.

She walks straight to me, and when she gets close enough, I reach for her hand.

Her fingers slip into mine like they’ve always belonged there.

The officiant clears his throat softly, but it’s like we’re wrapped in a bubble no one else can touch. I barely hear the words being spoken. Not because they don’t matter, but because I already know what’s true.

Her vows come in a soft, trembling voice, and she has to pause once, her hand pressed protectively over her belly, like she’s grounding herself in the life we’ve made. I see a tear slip down her cheek, and I swipe it away with my thumb before she even blinks.

When it’s my turn, I take her other hand, both of us breathing a little harder than we were a moment ago.

“I’ve done a lot of things I’m not proud of,” I begin, and she nods, brave and unflinching.

“But loving you is the best thing I’ve ever done. The only thing I’ve ever done right from the beginning. And I will spend every breath I have making sure you feel that. You and the child we created. You’ll never know fear again. Not while I’m alive.”

Her eyes are glassy now. But her smile… her smile could tear down kingdoms.

The officiant speaks again, but this time I hear it.

“You may kiss the bride.”

And I do. I kiss her like she’s the only prayer I’ve ever believed in.

Around us, there’s soft applause. A few whistles. Someone sniffles into a tissue. But none of it reaches me.

It’s just us, and the new life blooming between us, wrapped in sunlight and hope.
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Chapter One
Julian


I should be in a meeting.

I should be reviewing acquisition documents for the high-rise in Midtown or yelling at the CFO for not catching the supply chain leak in last quarter’s reports. But instead, I’m standing in front of a brownstone in my best suit with my hands in my coat pockets, waiting like some goddamn hopeful intern trying to make a good impression.

She’s late by three minutes.

Not that I’m counting.

I exhale through my nose and glance at the townhouse behind me. It’s one of my best units. Oversized windows, exposed brick, custom cabinetry. The kind of space that goes to startup tech guys or the children of foreign diplomats. People with family money, generational wealth, my kind of people.

Not broke twenty-one-year-old florists who applied to rent a one-bedroom above a liquor store in a neighborhood I wouldn’t walk through unarmed.

That’s the part that still surprises me. How fast everything changed the second I opened her file.

I remember it clearly. It was late. I was in my office with a glass of Scotch, ignoring a folder of lease approvals that had been sitting on my desk for over a week. Normally I delegate that crap, but sometimes I like to see who’s slipping through the cracks. A personal habit. A control thing.

Her file was on top.

There was nothing particularly flashy about it. Modest income, part-time job, no credit issues. Pretty standard for someone in their early twenties. But when I opened the digital packet, I saw her.

A photo. Not an official ID or headshot. Just a selfie someone from my vetting team had pulled from social media. I make them run full online sweeps. Weed out the partiers, the scammers, the liabilities.

And there she was.

A soft smile, a messy ponytail, a smudge of dirt across her cheek like she’d just come out of the garden. Innocent. Fresh. Not trying to sell anything. Not posing, not filtered, not fake.

I felt it in my chest like a punch.

Mine.

The word just... appeared. Uninvited. Undeniable.

I told myself it was nothing. Just curiosity. Mild interest. But I spent the next hour looking her up online.

There was nothing scandalous. No club shots, no cryptic posts about exes. Just pictures of flowers. Dozens and dozens of them. Bouquets she’d made at work, hand-tied arrangements, tiny potted succulents sitting in sunbeams on cracked windowsills. Occasionally a selfie. Always modest. Always sweet.

She didn’t share much. No tags with friends. No photos in bars or at parties. Just her. Quiet. Steady. Like she didn’t even realize how rare that made her.

She posted as if no one was watching.

But I was.

And when I saw the address of the unit she applied for, a third-floor walkup with bars on the windows, I felt something cold and vicious settle in my gut.

She wasn’t going to be living there. Not on my fucking watch.

I emailed her myself. Said the unit was no longer available, but that I had another property I could offer for the same price. I lied through my teeth. The unit she’s coming to see today should rent for five times the price of the original property she’d applied for.

But I don’t care. I’ll foot the cost out of my own damn pocket if it means she’s somewhere safe.

A car pulls up to the curb.

Every muscle in my body tightens. I square my shoulders, adjust the cuffs of my coat. My pulse spikes.

The passenger door opens first, and then I see her.

Daisy Quinn.

She’s smaller than I expected. Delicate. But not fragile. There’s something grounded and quiet in the way she moves, like she’s not used to being looked at. Like she doesn’t know she just shattered the axis of my entire world.

She’s wearing a yellow sweater under a soft green jacket, something too light for the weather. Her dark hair is braided back in a simple, no-nonsense way, but it only makes her look more real. No effort, no artifice. Just her.

My chest tightens.

It’s not attraction. That word is too small, too ordinary. This is need, raw and bone-deep. A punch to the gut. A spike of heat behind my ribs. I feel it in my throat, in the curl of my fists, in the sudden pressure behind my eyes.

She’s even prettier in person. Softer. More dangerous.

Like she wasn’t made for this world. Not made for anyone but me.

I see the way her eyes dart up towards the building, wide and unsure. The faint pink in her cheeks. The curve of her mouth when she exhales nervously.

And I know, without doubt, that if she looked at me right now and asked for the world, I’d give it to her on my knees.

Fuck. Me.

But then the driver’s side opens, and a man gets out.

Tall. Casual. Laughing at something she says as she rounds the car.

My jaw tenses.

There was nothing in the file about a boyfriend. And the application was in her name only. No co-signer. No dual tenant. So who the fuck is he?

A friend? A brother?

The rational part of my brain suggests waiting to find out.

But I’m already cataloging the way he touches her arm. The way he’s standing too close. The way she tilts her head when she smiles.

I don’t like it.

I really don’t like it.

My fists clench in my coat pockets, and I force myself to breathe through my nose again.

It doesn’t matter who he is. What matters is that she’s here. She came.

And I’m going to make her mine.

They approach the steps, her hand gripping a tote bag like it’s a shield, and him walking too close beside her like he has the right.

He doesn’t.

I school my features into something neutral, and turn to focus on Daisy.

“Miss Quinn?” I say, stepping forward. “I’m Julian Cross. I own the property.”

Her eyes lift to meet mine, and for a half-second, everything else blurs. She’s even more beautiful up close, with big hazel eyes and delicate features. She smiles, nervous and polite, and it slices clean through my ribs.

“Hi, yes. Thank you so much for meeting us,” she says.

I turn to the man beside her, my gaze flicking over him in one practiced sweep. Early twenties, athletic build, casual clothes, easy smile.

“And you are?” I ask, a little too flat.

“I’m Adrian,” he says, extending a hand.

I don’t take it.

Daisy shifts beside him. “He’s here to see the place with me,” she adds quickly. “We are hoping to rent it together.”

I arch a brow, keeping my voice steady, despite the storm of emotions rising up inside me. “Are you dating?”

Adrian laughs. “Nope. Never have.”

Daisy’s cheeks flush. “We’ve known each other forever. We grew up next door to each other. He’s like a brother to me. But we’ve never dated.”

That helps. A little. But not enough to smother the irritation rising in my throat.

“I see,” I say. “Well, the application was submitted under your name only, Miss Quinn. I wasn’t aware there would be an additional tenant.”

“Oh... right.” She glances at Adrian apologetically. “That’s sort of new. Adrian’s landlord decided to sell the property out of nowhere, and he has to be out by next week. Since this unit is, uh... a bit bigger than I originally applied for, we thought maybe we could room together.”

I nod once. Cold. Measured. “Unfortunately, without being listed on the application, a background check couldn’t be completed.”

Adrian frowns. “And you do that for all tenants?”

“Yes,” I say, my voice firm. “And nobody moves into one of my homes without one.”

Daisy’s eyes lift to mine again, and this time, they’re wide. Soft. Pleading.

“Could you... maybe make an exception?” she asks gently. “Just this once?”

She shifts slightly, facing me more directly. Her voice stays even, but there’s a note of hope that pierces straight through my defenses.

“I know him,” she says. “He’s a good guy. He’d be a great tenant. And he doesn’t have anywhere else to go right now.”

I should say no.

It’s an easy no. Logical. Responsible.

But when she tips her head to the side, her lips part like she’s about to say more, and those big eyes stay locked on mine with such sincere hope that I feel something snap low in my gut.

I’d give her anything. Anything that would make her happy.

Even though it drives me crazy to think of her living with any man but me, there’s just no way I can say no to her.

I bite back a sigh, and drag a hand down my jaw.

“Okay,” I say finally. “But if anything comes up on the background check, he’s out.”

Daisy beams, and my entire fucking world spins. “Thank you! That’s so kind of you. I already know nothing bad will show up on the check.”

Adrian claps a hand on my shoulder like we’re old friends, and I stiffen under the contact.

I turn without another word and unlock the front door, stepping aside as I hold it open for them.

“Let’s begin the tour,” I say evenly, jaw tight.

They step past me into the townhouse. Daisy gasps softly at the high ceilings and the warm natural light. I catch the way her eyes widen at the kitchen island and the built-in bookshelves.

She’s already in love with it.

Good. Because I picked this one especially for her.

As I follow them inside, I watch the way she walks next to him, smiling, completely unaware of how close she is to being claimed. How close I am to unraveling the last threads of my restraint.

They might think this is a casual viewing, but I already know how this ends.

I’ll make sure they both understand that she’s mine.

And I do not share.


Chapter Two
Daisy


The second I step through the door, I forget how to breathe.

High ceilings stretch overhead, flooded with warm sunlight from windows that seem to glow. Hardwood floors gleam under my boots, and soft, golden light makes the white walls feel warm and inviting. There’s a massive kitchen island straight ahead, and nearby, there are built-in shelves already stocked with a few coffee table books and some little glass vases. It doesn’t feel like a rental. It feels like a home.

My dream home.

And then I feel him behind me.

Julian Cross. Billionaire. Landlord. Intimidating as hell.

He hasn’t said much since we stepped inside, but that stare? I can feel it. Like a brand on the back of my neck. Every time I glance his way, I find him watching me like he’s studying every breath, every smile.

It should be creepy.

Instead, it lights something low in my belly. My cheeks burn. My fingers tighten around the strap of my bag.

Adrian has wandered off towards the living room, chattering about how insane this place is and how it’s like something out of a movie. But I just stand there, rooted to the spot, overwhelmed and flustered and so aware of the man standing just a few feet behind me.

There’s a scent in the air too. Soft, floral. Familiar.

I turn slowly, drawn toward it.

At the end of the hallway, sunlight spills through a set of glass French doors. The source of the smell is stronger here, lush and sweet and... nostalgic. My pulse quickens as I walk towards it and push open the doors.

And then I stop breathing all over again.

The conservatory is flooded with light and warmth, the kind that hugs your skin the second you step into it. A sea of deep green leaves and creamy white blooms stretches across the space. Gardenias. Dozens of them. Maybe more. There are potted bushes, flowering vines trailing up trellises, and even a wide planting bed against the far wall. A small potting bench sits beneath a hanging grow light, complete with gloves, tools, watering cans, humidity trays, and a digital thermometer for keeping conditions perfect.

“Gardenias,” I whisper, stepping further inside. “Oh my God...”

They’re my favorite. My absolute favorite.

But they’re finicky. They need high humidity, warm temperatures, acidic soil, and filtered sunlight. They’re not the kind of flower you can just toss in a pot and forget about. I’ve never had the space or the setup to grow them properly. I’ve always dreamed about it, though.

And here they are.

It feels like I’ve stepped into a dream.

“You like them?” a voice asks behind me, low and velvet-smooth.

I whirl around. Julian stands in the doorway, hands in his coat pockets, watching me with a look that makes my heart stutter in my chest.

“I... yes,” I breathe. “I love them. They’re my favorite, actually. This whole space is...” I shake my head in disbelief. “It’s incredible.”

He nods, like it’s no big deal. “The previous tenant was into plants. Left all of this behind.” Then, after a beat, he adds casually. “If it’s taking up too much space, I can have it cleared out.”

I blink at him, horrified. “No! Please don’t. I mean... if that’s okay. I’d love to keep it, if I can.”

His mouth lifts in the faintest smile. Warm. Genuine. “Of course.”

I can’t hold back the wide smile that breaks out across my face. I can already imagine myself in here every morning before work, checking the soil moisture and misting the leaves. Maybe even propagating my own plants someday.

The door creaks behind us, and Adrian appears, looking winded from excitement. “Daisy! You’ve got to see the upstairs. The bedrooms are huge. And there’s this reading nook in the hallway that has your name written all over it.”

I glance at Julian. “This whole place is unbelievable,” I murmur.

Julian’s eyes don’t leave mine. “I’m glad you think so.”

Adrian bounces beside me like a golden retriever. “Okay, but seriously... what do you think? Can we take it? Please say yes.”

“It is amazing. I mean, look at this conservatory,” I say, then turn to Julian. “Yes. If we can, we’d really love to take it.”

Julian’s voice is cool, calm. “It’s yours. You can move in right away if you want.”

My jaw drops. “Wait... really?”

“We weren’t expecting to get a place this fast,” Adrian says, already pulling out his phone. “We’re going to have to do a million back-and-forth trips with our cars...”

“I’ll arrange movers,” Julian says, cutting in.

Adrian blinks. “Seriously?”

Julian’s gaze never leaves me. “The sooner you’re living here,” he says, his voice dropping low, “the happier I’ll be.”

My heart skips a beat.

There’s a heat in his stare that makes me feel like I’m standing under one of those grow lamps. I glance away quickly, face burning. There’s no way he means it like that. I’m imagining it. Projecting. There’s no logical reason a billionaire like Julian Cross would look at someone like me, a broke florist who is barely scraping by, with anything more than polite professionalism.

And yet...

Every time his eyes find mine, I feel it. That heat. That hunger.

And I can’t deny it makes me feel good in ways I don’t know how to admit, even to myself.

***

The last box thuds softly onto the hardwood floor, and I still can’t believe this is real.

Not just the fact that I’m standing in the kitchen of my dream apartment surrounded by all my worldly belongings... but he’s here too.

Julian.

And he’s currently lifting boxes like he’s not wearing a tailored dress shirt that probably costs more than my monthly rent.

I lean against the doorframe, trying to act casual even though I’ve been blatantly watching him all afternoon. His jacket is long gone; his tie is nowhere to be seen. The sleeves of his white shirt are rolled up to his forearms, exposing tanned skin and thick, veined muscles that flex every time he moves. The fabric clings to his chest and shoulders, damp in places with sweat, and I swear to God I can see every ripple of muscle beneath it.

It’s like someone dropped a Greek statue into a suit and gave it a smolder.

I’m supposed to be helping, but watching those big hands grip boxes with casual strength has my brain short-circuiting. All I can think about is what those hands would feel like on me. What it would be like to be pinned under him. Or up against a wall. Or...

“Daisy?” His voice cuts through the haze, rich and low, dragging my attention back to his face.

I blink, caught. “Oh! Uh, sorry. I was just... zoning out.”

One dark brow lifts, like he knows exactly what I was thinking.

Before I can say anything ridiculous, he turns to the movers, thanks them, and hands them an envelope with cash, I think. A lot of it, judging by the way their eyes light up and their thank-yous multiply as they leave.

And just like that, it’s quiet again.

Just him. And me. In my kitchen.

“Well,” I say, trying to find my voice, “you’ve done way more than I expected today. Thank you. I really appreciate it.”

He shrugs as if it’s nothing. “I’m happy to help.”

“You really didn’t have to.” I glance up at him. “Do you always help your tenants move in?”

There’s a flicker in his eyes. Something unreadable. Then he smiles, slow and amused.

“No,” he says. “Only the very special ones.”

My breath catches. I swallow hard, suddenly hyper-aware of the space between us. Which feels like it’s shrinking by the second.

“I’m... special?” I ask, my voice barely above a whisper.

He moves towards me, and it’s like a force field pulses through the air. Heat radiates off him in waves. He’s big. Tall and broad and impossibly solid. His presence alone is enough to make my knees go weak.

“I’ve never seen anyone as special as you,” he murmurs. “You deserve a safe home. One as beautiful as you are.”

Oh.

The words hit something tender inside me, cracking open the part of me that still doesn’t believe I’m worthy of this kind of attention. But it’s not just his words. It’s the way he looks at me. Like he wants to devour me.

My heart’s pounding. My skin is tingling. And I can’t stop looking at his mouth.

I don’t even realize I’m moving until I’m already up on my toes, fingers brushing his chest for balance as I press my lips softly against his.

There’s a beat. A breath.

And then he growls.

His hand is suddenly in my hair, gripping it tight and tilting my head to take control. His mouth crashes down on mine, deep and hungry and utterly consuming. I gasp into it, and he takes advantage immediately, his tongue sweeping in, claiming every inch of me. His other hand wraps around my waist, hauling me against him like he can’t stand the distance anymore.

It’s not gentle. It’s not sweet.

It’s wild, and possessive, and I’m melting.

I’ve never been kissed like this. Like someone is starving for me. Like I’m something he’s needed for a long, long time.

I don’t want it to end. But the sound of heavy footsteps approaching down the hall yanks us both back to earth.

I pull away, breathless, heart hammering. My fingers fly up to my hair, knowing it must look a mess, and I step back quickly just as Adrian walks into the kitchen.

He stops dead when he sees us; me flushed and breathless, Julian standing far too close, his hand still on my waist.

Adrian’s eyes narrow ever so slightly, flicking between our faces.

“Sorry,” he says, his voice tight. “Am I interrupting?”

My heart stutters. “No,” I say too quickly. “We were just... talking.”

Julian’s gaze doesn’t move from my face, his silence louder than any denial.

Adrian looks at Julian again, longer this time. His jaw shifts, and there is something unreadable in his expression. But then he blinks, and it’s gone again, and he’s walking towards the fridge, yanking it open.

“Well, seeing as we don’t have any groceries yet, I vote we order pizza for dinner. What do you think, Daisy?”

“Pizza sounds perfect,” I say, still breathless, still buzzing.

I glance at Julian. “Would you... like to stay? For dinner?”

“Yes,” he says instantly, eyes still locked on mine. “I’d like that very much.”

I smile up at him, my heart fluttering in my chest.

“Good,” I say softly. “Me too.”

And I’m pretty sure it’s not just the pizza that he’s hungry for.


Chapter Three
Julian


Daisy is radiant in the soft glow of the conservatory lights, her voice lilting as she talks about the gardenias: how delicate they are, how tricky they can be to grow, how rewarding it is when they bloom just right.

I sit beside her, watching the way her eyes shine when she leans in to inspect a blossom, the way her fingers trail reverently over the smooth curve of one petal.

She doesn’t know what I did to make this happen.

She doesn’t know that the entire conservatory - every plant, every pot, every specialized light and humidity control system - was installed less than twenty-four hours before she walked in for the viewing.

She doesn’t know that I scrolled through every one of her old posts until I found the caption: If I had a conservatory full of gardenias; I think I’d die happy.

So, I made it happen.

I paid a fortune to a horticultural consultant and a team of greenhouse specialists. I imported mature, blooming plants overnight. I told them it had to be perfect. And it is. Because she’s smiling like that.

She’s fucking glowing.

And I’d spend ten times the money just to see her this happy.

“Gardenias can be fussy,” she’s saying as she adjusts a nearby grow lamp, her tone fond. “They need humidity, sunlight, but not too much heat... and the soil has to stay acidic.”

I let her voice wash over me, low and sweet and unguarded. She’s relaxed here. Open. And it makes pride swell in my chest to know I played a part in making her feel that way.

“I’m gonna grab us both a drink,” she says, brushing a strand of hair behind her ear. “Do you want water or... wait, that’s literally all we have until I can go grocery shopping tomorrow.”

I chuckle. “Water’s perfect.”

She heads out with a soft smile, the door swinging shut behind her, and I’m left surrounded by the scent of the blooms I bought for her. It clings to the air, delicate and heady, just like her.

I should probably go home soon. It’s almost midnight, we are all tired from the move, and I know I’m probably outstaying my welcome. But I can’t bring myself to leave. Not when Daisy is so damn captivating in person.

Minutes pass, but she doesn’t return.

I wait, but the tightening in my chest wins out. I rise from the bench and head towards the kitchen, walking slowly, quietly.

It’s when I round the corner that I hear them. Her voice is low but firm; his is tighter, laced with something that sounds a lot like resentment.

“... I just think it’s weird, okay?” Adrian says, frustration creeping into every syllable. “The guy’s a billionaire. Why is he even here? Helping us move in and eating our pizza? Doesn’t that set off any red flags for you?”

I freeze, just short of the doorway. The door is ajar, and I have a clear view into the living room. Daisy stands facing Adrian, her arms folded, her expression indignant.

“I think you’re overreacting.”

“He gave us this place for a crazy low rate. No... he gave you this place for a crazy low rate, seeing as he wasn’t expecting me to show up. Who does that?” Adrian pushes. “Unless there’s, like, some creepy reason behind it.”

I bite the inside of my cheek. My fists clench slowly at my sides.

“I like him, Adrian,” Daisy snaps, and I feel those three words like a punch to the chest. My breath leaves me all at once.

She likes me, and she said it with no hesitation.

“Julian’s been nothing but kind to us,” she continues, her voice rising slightly. “He can visit this place as often as he wants. I want him to.”

Adrian’s mouth opens, but she doesn’t let him speak.

“And I’m not going to apologize for that, either,” she finishes. Then she turns sharply, heading towards the kitchen. Towards me.

Daisy pulls the door wide open and, the second she sees me, her eyes go wide.

She stumbles to a halt, and I step aside just enough to let her pass through the door. Adrian sees me too, and I give him a polite nod. He narrows his eyes slightly, but doesn’t say anything else, then he flops onto the couch and pulls out his phone. I close the door completely and press Daisy back against it.

Her breath catches, and her wide eyes stare up at me, stunned. Her lips part, and she whispers, “Did you... hear that?”

“I did,” I say, voice low and steady.

She winces, her cheeks flushing with heat. “God, I’m so sorry. You weren’t supposed to... I mean, you never should have heard that.”

For the briefest second, something twists in my chest. Is she talking about the part where she said she likes me? Does she regret it?

But then she keeps going, stumbling over her words.

“I mean, Adrian shouldn’t have said any of that. It was rude and totally out of line, and you’ve been nothing but kind and generous to both of us. You didn’t deserve that.”

Relief pulses through me like a warm tide. She’s worried about me, not some confession she made.

My hand lifts, brushing a strand of hair from her cheek. “You don’t need to apologize for him.”

She leans into my touch before she even realizes she’s doing it. It’s instinctual, unconscious. Her eyes flutter closed for half a second, like the feeling of my fingers against her skin soothes her.

“Did it ever occur to you that maybe he likes you as more than just a friend, Daisy?” I ask as I dip my head, peppering soft kisses against her throat.

She sighs and melts back against the door, tilting her head to give me better access. I reward her with a gentle graze of my teeth against her delicate skin.

“Don’t be silly,” she says, although her voice is soft and breathy. “We’ve known each other forever. I’ve already told you he’s like a brother.”

It amazes me that she can be so oblivious to it. The way he’d reacted when he’d walked in on us kissing earlier had been enough to make it obvious to me. And the way he’d been trying to warn her away from a man who could take such good care of her only confirmed it even more.

If he was a real friend, he’d be happy she found someone she likes, instead of trying to cause trouble.

“Maybe you see him that way,” I whisper against her earlobe, “but he doesn’t see you like a sister, little flower. Far from it. But it’s okay. I’m going to make you moan my name so damn loudly tonight that he’ll have no doubt which one of us you want.”

She makes a sound, something small and helpless, and before either of us can think, she turns her head just slightly, brushing a soft kiss against my jaw.

But I’m not soft. Not for her.

I growl low in my throat, grabbing a fistful of her hair to tilt her head back. She gasps, her eyes fluttering shut, and I take her mouth in a hard, demanding kiss.

She tastes like honey. Warm and sweet, and a groan slips out of me before I can stop it. I press her into the door, the wood thudding against the frame as my tongue plunges into her mouth. She whimpers and clutches at my shirt, trying to pull me closer.

“God, Daisy,” I growl, dragging my mouth down her throat, leaving wet kisses along her neck. “I can’t get enough of you. Every time I fucking taste you, I need more. You’re a goddamn addiction.”

She lets out a shaky moan, and I slide a hand up the inside of her thigh, bunching the fabric of her dress.

“Are you wet for me, little flower?” I ask, already knowing the answer. “I bet your pussy is aching, isn’t it?”

“Yes,” she breathes. “Should we... go upstairs?”

I growl at the thought of her laid out beneath me, letting me sink my cock into that sweet little hole between her thighs. I can already picture how beautiful she’d look. How good it would feel to have her clenching around me as she falls apart.

But first... there’s something else I need.

“Soon, Daisy. First, I’m going to take a taste of your aching little cunt. Make you come on my tongue.”

I drop to my knees and lift the hem of her dress. She squeaks, and when I glance up at her, her eyes are wide with panic.

“What if Adrian hears?”

I chuckle, hooking a finger around the edge of her panties and dragging them down. “I’m hoping he will, little flower. I want him to hear you moaning my name.”

It’s fucking immature of me. I know that. But knowing that boy in the living room wants my woman, and thinks he’s enough of a man to give her what she needs, drives me crazy.

So, I’m going to show him exactly what a real man can do for Daisy.

She steps out of her panties, and I lift up her skirt again, guiding one of her legs over my shoulder to expose her pretty pink pussy.

“Julian, I...”

Her words are cut off by a moan when I lean in and take a long, slow lick.

Her flavor bursts across my tongue, sweet and fresh, and I groan, burying my face between her thighs. I lick her in deep, long strokes, teasing her with my tongue, and she trembles above me, her fingers twisting in my hair.

“Oh my God,” she whispers, her head falling back against the door with a soft thud. “Julian... Oh, fuck, Julian...”

The sound of my name on her lips spurs me on, and I growl against her pussy, lapping her up greedily. I grab her ass cheeks in my hands, my fingers digging into her flesh as I drag her hips forward.

I eat her out like I’m starving, licking and sucking, fucking her with my tongue. The sounds echo around the large space; her little moans and my own hungry groans. My cock is rock hard and straining against my pants, but right now, I only care about her pleasure. I need her to feel as desperate as I do. As out of control.

I slide one finger into her tight hole, then another, and her back arches against the door. She gasps, tugging at my hair as her legs tremble.

“Julian,” she whines, her voice pitched high and breathy. “Don’t stop... please...”

I grin and curl my fingers inside her, dragging them against the spot I know will drive her wild.

“Come for me, Daisy,” I murmur against her soft skin, my fingers pumping into her in a rough, demanding rhythm. “I want to hear you screaming my name. Don’t hold back.”

She whimpers, her eyes squeezing shut as her hips jerk, grinding her clit against my tongue. Her body clenches around my fingers, and then her orgasm crashes through her.

She cries out, and it’s the sweetest, most erotic thing I’ve ever heard. My name spills from her lips, broken and desperate. She comes all over my fingers, and I drink up her pleasure, lapping up every drop until she’s gasping and writhing, pushing me away because she’s too sensitive.

I ease her leg off my shoulder, and then I stand, crowding her against the door, kissing her again. She can taste herself on my tongue, and it makes her shudder.

“Now it’s time for us to go upstairs, little flower. And by the time I’m done with you, the entire fucking neighborhood will know who you belong to.”


Chapter Four
Daisy


I can’t believe I just did that.

I can’t believe Julian made me do that.

The moment his mouth touched my pussy, my mind went blank. I wasn’t thinking about Adrian in the other room, or the fact that he could probably hear me.

All I could think about was how good it felt. How much I wanted Julian.

So I gave in. And he made me come harder than I ever have in my life.

My legs are still shaking. I can barely keep up with him as he pulls me upstairs, his grip on my hand firm and unyielding. There’s a dark hunger in his eyes, something possessive and desperate, and the second we’re alone in my bedroom, he slams the door shut behind us.

And then he kisses me again.

It’s the kind of kiss that steals the breath from my lungs. The kind that makes me dizzy. My fingers tangle in his shirt, pulling him closer, and the hard muscles of his chest press against me, making my blood hum with need.

He growls low in his throat, his hands dropping to cup my ass, lifting me easily off the floor. I squeak and wrap my legs around his waist, holding on tight as he carries me across the room. My back hits the wall with a soft thud, and his mouth moves to my neck, sucking and biting at my skin.

I can’t think straight. He’s rock hard, the solid bulge in his pants grinding against my aching core. My dress is bunched around my hips, and the rough feel of his clothing against my most sensitive parts is a reminder that my panties are still on the kitchen floor where we left them.

Shit.

But then I forget all about it again when he tugs my dress off over my head and his lips leave a trail of fire all the way down my throat to the valley between my breasts.

His hands grip the mounds tightly, kneading them, squeezing and caressing. He groans against me, his stubble scratching at my sensitive skin, and I arch into his touch, craving more.

“Fuck, Daisy,” he rasps, his voice hoarse and broken. “How are you so perfect? So beautiful?”

His fingers find the clasp of my bra and undo it with deft precision, and then the straps fall down my arms, and he tosses the fabric aside. His gaze is intense, burning as he drinks me in.

He looks at me like a man possessed. Like he’s been starving for years, and he’s finally found his last meal.

It’s almost scary, but in the best way. I’ve never been the center of attention before. I’ve never had anyone look at me this way. Like they’d kill to have me.

I love it.

It makes me want to feel this way forever.

My body is feverish, like I’m on fire. I tug at his shirt, and he pulls it over his head, letting me run my hands over his chiseled torso. His muscles are hard beneath his warm skin, and when my nails scrape lightly over his chest, his breath catches, and his grip on my ass tightens.

“You’re playing with fire, little flower,” he warns, his voice a low growl.

But I don’t care. Because the flames licking at me only make me want him more.

I squirm in his arms, rubbing against the hard length of his cock, and he hisses a curse, his fingers digging into my ass.

“I need you,” I whisper, the words spilling out without permission. But once they’re out, there’s no taking them back. And I’m glad. Because they’re true. “Please, Julian.”

His pupils are blown wide, and the black almost eclipses the blue, his gaze fixed on mine.

“Unzip my pants, little flower. Pull out my dick. Now.”

His voice is strained, and there is a little part of me that’s proud to be the one to make him this desperate. To bring this powerful man to the brink of his control.

So I reach down as he pulls his hips back just enough for me to slide my hands between our bodies. His grip on my ass remains firm though, keeping me against the wall, and I fumble with the button, then the zipper, until his cock springs free.

He’s thick and heavy, his skin hot beneath my fingers, and when I stroke him experimentally, he jerks in my grip, his hips thrusting.

“Fuck,” he growls. “I need to be inside you, Daisy. I’m going to go crazy if I don’t feel your tight little hole stretching around me soon.”

I whimper at the crude words, my body responding, my thighs clenching around his hips.

His hips surge forward again, trapping his erection between our bodies. As he moves his hips, the thick vein running along the belly of his shaft rubs against my clit, making it harder and harder to think.

But I know I need to do something before I lose control completely. Something important.

“Julian,” I whimper breathlessly. “I need to tell you something first.”

He pauses his movements and looks down into my eyes, a look of concern mixing with that fiery intensity he always seems to have whenever he looks at me.

“What’s wrong, little flower?”

“I... I haven’t ever done this before. I might not be very good at pleasing you. I know you must be used to having women with more experience.”

My face is burning with shame, and I drop my gaze to the flutter of his pulse in his throat, unable to look at him as I wait to find out his reaction. But he doesn’t say anything. A ragged moan is the only sound he makes, and then he’s gripping my chin and lifting my head so he can capture my mouth in another bruising kiss.

He kisses me until I’m dizzy and breathless, and then he breaks away, resting his forehead against mine, his breath coming fast.

“You’re a virgin?”

“Yes,” I whisper. “You... you don’t mind?”

“Mind?” he asks, disbelief lacing his tone. “Are you kidding me, Daisy? The thought of being the only man to ever claim this body, to ever have this sweet, delicious pussy? To be the only one who gets to see you come apart beneath me? It makes me want to fucking roar with pride.”

Relief rushes through me. “Oh.”

“I’m going to be your first, Daisy. And I’m going to be your last. Your only. I’m going to make you feel so damn good you’ll never want anyone but me for the rest of your life.”

I moan at the raw possessiveness in his words, and my clit throbs.

“Now, are you ready to give yourself to me, little flower?”

“Yes, please.”

He grins and kisses me again. Then he carries me to the bed and lays me out across the sheets. He pushes his pants the rest of the way down his legs, and then he’s covering my body with his, skin to skin, and nothing has ever felt better.

He trails kisses all the way down my chest, over my stomach, and I gasp when he spreads my thighs wide, exposing my wet pussy.

“This cunt is mine,” he says, his voice a deep, possessive rumble. “And I’m going to prove it by filling it with my cum. Are you ready, Daisy?”

A soft gasp escapes me. “No condom?” I ask because I feel like that’s what I’m supposed to do, even though the idea of having any kind of barrier between our bodies sends a spike of disappointment through me.

“Never. I want you bare. All of you. No protection. Nothing between us. I’m going to claim you properly, little flower. Mark you with my seed and fill up your womb. Then, when my baby is growing inside you, the whole damn world will know you’re mine.”

I should tell him it’s too soon for all of that. I should tell him to slow down. But I can’t. Because every word he says fills me with a need so intense, it threatens to burn me alive.

“Please,” I breathe, because it’s the only thing I can say.

“Good girl.”

Then he’s on top of me again, his muscular thighs pushing my own even further apart, and he’s sliding home.

His thick cock breaches my entrance, and the sudden pressure forces the breath from my lungs. It stings, and the burn spreads through my entire body. He’s big, bigger than his two fingers, and the intrusion stretches me so wide I worry he won’t fit.

“That’s it,” he murmurs, his gaze fixed on where our bodies are joined. “Fuck, Daisy. Your cunt is so fucking tight. So perfect. Relax, little flower. I’ll go slow.”

He keeps moving, easing himself deeper, and the pressure is so intense, I can’t help but cry out. He groans, his fingers gripping my hips so tightly, I know they’ll bruise.

“Goddamn. You’re taking me so well. You’re such a good girl. Fuck, I’m halfway there already.”

My heart pounds, and I try to breathe through the stretch. Tears burn the backs of my eyes, and when I blink them open, the sight of him looking down at me, his jaw clenched and his gaze dark and full of lust, sends a wave of heat pulsing through me.

My back arches, and he sinks another inch into me, hissing a curse as he goes.

“That’s it, little flower,” he growls. “I can feel your pussy begging for more. You’re so fucking wet, Daisy. You love the feel of my cock stretching your tight little hole, don’t you?”

“Y-yes.”

He’s right. I do. It’s so overwhelming, and the burn has already begun to fade, leaving nothing but a pleasurable ache. He starts moving again, and when his hips finally press against mine, and his entire length is sheathed inside me, the knowledge that I’ve taken every inch of him sends a flood of satisfaction rushing through me.

“I’m all the way in,” he says, his voice husky. “Look at how well you take my dick, Daisy. Fuck.”

I can’t believe it’s actually all in.

He pulls out slightly, then pushes back in, and I let out a whimper as the head of his cock rubs against that spot deep inside me.

“Oh God,” I gasp, clutching at his shoulders.

“Does it hurt?”

“No,” I breathe. “Not anymore. Feels... so good.”

“Good. Because now it’s time for me to make you mine. Really and truly mine.”

He groans and starts moving properly, rocking into me with a slow rhythm that feels like heaven. My eyes fall closed, and my head tips back, giving myself over to the sensations.

I lose track of time. My body is on fire, the pleasure building inside me until I’m shaking and breathless. Julian is relentless, his pace increasing, his cock pumping in and out of me. I’m so wet, it’s coating his shaft, making each thrust sound obscenely erotic.

The bed rocks, the headboard hitting the wall in a steady rhythm. The sounds echoing around the room are indecent, but I can’t even begin to care. It feels too good.

“That’s it, Daisy,” he growls, his fingers digging into my thighs as he pulls my legs tighter around him. “Come for me, little flower. Come all over my cock. Let me hear you scream.”

I cry out, unable to hold back the sounds he pulls from me. My body clenches, and he growls, his grip tightening.

“Fuck, Daisy. You’re squeezing me so fucking tight.”

My climax crashes through me, and I gasp, my back arching off the bed. He groans, driving into me harder, his hips surging forward as his own release rips through him.

Warmth floods my core, his seed filling me, marking me. I’m so far gone, I can’t do anything but lie there and let him claim me.

Let him make good on his promise to claim my womb with his baby.

His thrusts become more and more frantic, his strokes harder, and the sound of his heavy breathing fills the air.

Finally, he slows and stops, his body pressed firmly against mine, his cock still pulsing inside me.

It feels amazing.

It feels so right.

Like we’re two puzzle pieces fitting together perfectly.

“Fuck, Daisy,” he whispers, leaning down and nuzzling my neck. “That was...”

“Yeah.”

There are no words. But that’s okay. Because neither of us needs any.

After a moment, he lifts his head, looking into my eyes. He smiles, and it’s so warm, so beautiful, it makes my heart melt.

“I’m glad it was you,” I tell him.

“It will only ever be me,” he whispers before kissing me tenderly.

And I believe him.


Chapter Five
Daisy


The morning light slants across the sheets, soft and golden, and I stretch under the weight of it, so aware of the faint scent of Julian still lingering on my skin.

He’s already out of bed, fully dressed in his expensive shirt and pants that are now looking very wrinkled after spending the night on my bedroom floor. Despite his slightly disheveled appearance, he still makes my mouth water.

I push up on one elbow and give him my best pout. “Are you sure you have to go?”

Julian glances over his shoulder, and the look he gives me sends a fresh wave of heat over my still-bare skin. It’s full of smoldering possessiveness, with a hint of regret.

“If you keep looking at me like that, little flower, I’ll never leave,” he growls, voice still rough with sleep. He walks over and leans down, brushing his knuckles over my cheek. “But unfortunately, yes. I’ve got a meeting this morning that can’t wait, and I need to run home to shower and change first.”

I sigh, letting my fingers trail down his tie. “Can’t you just... reschedule? You are the boss, after all.”

He huffs out a quiet laugh and brushes a kiss over my forehead. “Tempting. But somebody has to keep making the big bucks, or how else am I going to keep you living in the scandalous luxury you deserve?”

I grin. “Scandalous luxury, huh?”

His voice dips lower, lips grazing the shell of my ear. “Mmm. Emphasis on scandalous. I’ll make it up to you tonight though.”

A shiver runs down my spine at his tone. Dark. Promising. Wicked.

He pulls back, slipping on his suit jacket. “Lunch?”

I nod, biting my lip. “Yes, please.”

“I’ll swing by the shop to pick you up at midday.” One more kiss, this one slow and hot, and then he’s gone.

I lay back against the pillows, exhaling slowly, staring up at the ceiling like an idiot with a crush. Which, apparently, is exactly what I am.

Because last night? Last night was... everything.

We barely slept. We were either tangled together, bodies slick with sweat and pleasure, or curled up talking in the quiet dark. He stroked my hair while I laid my head on his chest, listening to the steady rhythm of his heart.

I know it’s too fast. I know I should be wary.

But I’m not. I feel safe with Julian.

I roll out of bed and grab a pair of cozy pajamas from one of the cardboard boxes still littered around the room. Then I head downstairs to find Adrian sitting at the kitchen table.

When he looks up at me, his expression makes my stomach drop.

He’s not smiling. In fact, he looks... mad.

Uh-oh.

“Morning,” I say carefully, padding barefoot into the kitchen, my voice light and uncertain.

My eyes dart to where I’d left my panties on the floor last night, and I’m grateful to see they’re not there. Julian must have picked them up on one of his trips to the kitchen for refreshments.

“Morning,” Adrian mutters. “I’d ask if you slept well, but I think everyone within a ten-mile radius already knows the answer to that.”

I freeze.

Heat explodes across my cheeks. “Oh... I’m sorry,” I say quickly, moving to take the seat beside his. “I didn’t mean for it to be... loud. We just...”

He doesn’t respond. His face is hard, jaw clenched.

I press on, hoping that maybe if he sees how happy I am, he’ll understand. “I really like him, Adrian. Julian’s not just some fling, I swear. Last night was... he was...” I let out a breathy, embarrassed laugh. “I don’t know. Amazing. And I know...”

“Stop,” he says, cutting me off. “Just... stop, Daisy.”

My chest tugs. “Adrian...”

“It was bad enough listening to it all last night,” he says, bitterness creeping into every word. “I don’t need the recap this morning.”

His words sting. I cross my arms, hugging myself. “I’d be happy for you,” I say softly. “If you found someone you liked.”

He looks at me, his eyes flashing. “I have found someone I like.”

Silence crashes over the room. I stare at him.

He doesn’t look away. Doesn’t soften.

And finally... finally, I get it.

Julian said it last night. Said he thought Adrian liked me as more than a friend, and I’d brushed it off. It had never even occurred to me. Not once. We’ve been friends for so long. He was my best friend.

But now I see it. And I’ve hurt him.

My throat tightens. “Oh.” I swallow. “I didn’t... I didn’t know.”

“Yeah. No kidding.”

“I’m sorry. I swear, Adrian, I didn’t know. If I had...”

“What?” he snaps. “If you had, you wouldn’t have screwed him?”

I flinch. There’s a long pause. Then I say quietly, “No, I would have still been with Julian. I do really like him. But I would have handled things differently. I would’ve talked to you. I never wanted to hurt you.”

I love Adrian, but only as a friend. It’s Julian I want to spend my life with. And even though I know that’s going to hurt my friend, I need to be honest with him.

That seems to deflate him a little. He slouches back in his chair, jaw working. When he finally speaks, his voice is flat. “You made a mistake.”

I blink. “What?”

“Sleeping with him was a mistake,” he says. “You think he’s some prince? He’s a billionaire landlord. He gave you a pretty house and now he’s coming over to collect, and you’re just going to roll over and let him take what he wants?”

“Adrian...”

“I’m serious. You think this is going to end well for you? What happens if you say no to him now? Do you really think he isn’t just going to kick you out if you stop giving him what he wants? What he thinks he deserves. He gave you this place for a reason. Because he wanted something from you. And you just gave it to him without even questioning his motives.”

My chest twists.

He’s wrong. Isn’t he?

Julian wouldn’t do that. He’s been nothing but kind. Sweet, even.

But... I barely know him.

And I did get this place under very strange circumstances. A last-minute upgrade. A luxurious home with too-good-to-be-true rent.

My stomach knots, nausea stirring.

Maybe I’m being naïve. Maybe I messed this all up.

“I... I have to get ready for work,” I mumble, needing time to think all this through. “We can talk about it more tonight, okay?”

He stands and walks past me, towards the front door.

“I won’t be here tonight,” he says, his voice sharp. “I can’t stay here anymore.”

“What?” My heart leaps into my throat. “Adrian, wait...”

“I’ve waited for years already,” he bites out. “I’ve waited for you to see me. And I’m not sticking around just to watch you play house with a guy who’s going to chew you up and spit you out.”

Tears well up fast. “Please,” I whisper. “Please don’t go. I didn’t know, Adrian. You never said anything. I don’t want to lose you over this. I never meant to hurt you.”

He stops in the doorway, hand on the frame. “You lost me the moment you chose him, Daisy.”

Then he’s gone.

The door slams shut behind him, and I sink to the floor, hands shaking, tears slipping down my cheeks.

I don’t know how I managed to mess up so badly.

I’ve lost my best friend. And I’m worried Julian might not be the man I thought he was.

Everything feels like it’s spinning out of control.

What the hell am I supposed to do now?


Chapter Six
Julian


I pull up outside the florist, kill the engine, and let my hand rest on the steering wheel for a beat.

It’s not often I look forward to lunch. Meetings, numbers, signatures, forecasts... that’s my usual midday routine. But not today.

Today, I get to see Daisy.

She’s only been in my life for a blink, and still, my whole morning felt like it dragged on forever. A boring-ass meeting about a merger deal I didn’t even need, though yeah, it added another few zeroes to my already-bloated net worth. But all I could think about was getting back to my girl.

And I’ve organized a special surprise for her to celebrate my success this morning.

I step out of the car, straighten my jacket, and push open the shop door. A bell jingles softly above my head.

She’s behind the counter, bent slightly over a worktable, her hands tying twine around a bundle of white tulips and eucalyptus. The place smells like sunshine and clean rainwater and soft blooms. It suits her.

But something’s off.

Her eyes are red. Swollen. Her movements are slower than usual, like she’s underwater. And when she looks up and sees me, there’s no smile. No sparkle. Just a tight nod.

My stomach sinks.

“Daisy.” I cross the floor to her. “What’s wrong?”

She doesn’t answer. Instead, she walks to the door and flips the CLOSED sign. Locks it. Then, she gestures for me to follow her through a curtain at the back.

I do, frowning as she leads me through a narrow hallway to a tiny back room with a couch, a table, and a little sink in the corner.

The moment the door shuts behind us, she spins. Her arms are crossed tight, like she’s holding herself together.

“Why did you give me that house, Julian?” she asks, her voice sharp. “Why did you give me that house for such a cheap price?”

I blink. “You came to my company to find a home. I found you one.”

Her laugh is short and humorless. “That’s not an answer.” She’s pacing now, hands fluttering like she doesn’t know what to do with them. “You said the other place I applied for was already taken. But it’s not, Julian. I took a detour and drove past it this morning on my way to work. The sign is still up. It’s still empty.”

Shit.

I exhale slowly. Run a hand through my hair. “Okay,” I say. “I might have lied about it being gone.”

She stops pacing. Looks at me with those sad eyes, and I swear I feel my heart break inside my chest. “Why?”

I take a step towards her, fighting the urge to pull her into my arms. “I put you in a nicer place because I couldn’t stand you living in that part of town. It’s dangerous. I’ve seen what happens to women who live alone in those neighborhoods. I wouldn’t have been able to sleep at night knowing you were there.”

Her brows knit together, and for a second, she just stares at me. “Why, though?” she whispers. “Why would you care where I live? I’m a stranger, Julian. Why would you do that for someone you didn’t even know?”

I hesitate, my fists clenched at my sides. But I owe her the truth now. All of it.

“Because the moment I saw your file, saw your photo, I knew I wanted you. I didn’t care if it made sense. I just... wanted you to be mine.”

She scoffs, shaking her head like she can’t believe what she’s hearing. “Adrian was right about you.”

The sound of his name in her mouth makes something primal twist in my gut. My hands curl into fists, but I keep them at my sides.

She presses on, her voice rising slightly. “He said you only offered me such a nice house because you wanted something from me. That you wanted to screw me, and this was your way of making sure you could. He said you’d probably kick me out the second I said no to you.”

I grit my teeth, forcing myself to breathe through the wave of fury that rolls through me.

Her lip trembles. “He told me that I’d made my choice, and that he wouldn’t hang around to watch me being used.”

That last part hits her harder than the rest. I see it in her face, in the crack that finally splits her expression.

“He told me he’s had feelings for me for years,” she whispers. “And now he’s done. He’s cutting me out of his life because I chose someone else.” She laughs bitterly. “Someone who might not even care about me at all.”

My chest tightens at the sight of her. Glossy-eyed, heartbroken, and doubting everything because of some coward’s bitterness.

She drags a hand through her hair, blinking fast. “And now I’m wondering if he was right. If I was stupid. If I screwed everything up by letting things move too fast.”

“Daisy.” My voice is low, rough. I take a step towards her, measured and calm, careful not to let the fury I feel towards Adrian bleed into how I move. “I don’t care what Adrian said. I don’t care how long he’s been waiting in the shadows, hoping you’d wake up one day and magically love him back.”

She looks down, but I keep my eyes on her.

“I gave you that house because I couldn’t stomach the idea of you living somewhere unsafe. I didn’t know if you’d ever speak to me again after I handed over the keys. But I needed to know you were protected. I needed to know you were okay.”

She looks up at me again, blinking.

“And the conservatory?” I add, voice softer now. “I saw that old post on your socials. That photo you shared of a conservatory filled with blooming gardenias, and the caption about how it was your dream to have something like that. I had it built before I even knew if you’d want anything to do with me.”

She gasps softly, her lips slightly parted.

“I didn’t do it because I was trying to get anything from you,” I murmur. “I did it because you deserve beauty. You deserve to feel safe and happy. I wanted that for you before I ever touched you. Before I even knew your voice.”

Her gaze searches mine, something fragile flickering behind her eyes.

“I’m not using you. I’m not collecting payment. I’m not keeping score,” I say, voice going rough. “And if you told me right now that you never wanted to see me again, nothing would change. You would still have that house, Daisy. You would always have that as your home.”

Her throat works as she swallows. “But how can I be sure?” she whispers. “How can I know you mean that?”

I meet her gaze, steady and unflinching. “Because I had the paperwork drawn up this morning.”

She blinks. “What?”

“I spoke to my lawyer this morning,” I tell her. “The documents are sitting in my car right now. I was going to surprise you with them at lunch. If you sign those papers, the house will be yours. Legally. Fully. No rent. No hidden clauses. No strings. Just yours.”

She lets out a shaky breath. “Even if things don’t work out between us?”

I nod. “Even then.”

A long silence stretches between us. The weight of it presses against my ribs.

“But I hope things will work out,” I add quietly. “I hope you will choose me.”

Her eyes snap to mine again, wide and uncertain.

“I meant everything I said to you,” I go on, softer now. “I want you in my life. Not for a night. Not for a few months. Forever. I want to put a ring on your finger as soon as you’re ready for that. I want to have a family with you. I’m hoping my baby is already growing inside you, so you’ll know that what we have is real.”

Her lips tremble.

“I fell for you the second I saw your photo, Daisy. And the more I’ve gotten to know you, the deeper it’s gone. You’re everything I didn’t know I was looking for. But if today’s too much, if Adrian’s words rattled you too hard... if you need time, or space, or even distance...” I swallow, because the words feel like razors, but I force them out anyway. “I’ll still take care of you. I’ll still make sure you have everything you could ever want or need. Even if it has to be from afar.”

She’s quiet for a heartbeat. Then another.

And then she moves.

She launches herself at me, wrapping her arms around my neck and crashing her mouth to mine. My arms lock tightly around her, catching her as she melts into me, kissing me like her life depends on it.

I kiss her back just as fiercely, holding nothing back as relief floods my entire system.

She tastes like everything I’ve ever wanted.

And I know, right then, that I’ll do whatever it takes to make sure she never feels that kind of doubt about my love ever again.


Chapter Seven
Julian


By the time Daisy breaks the kiss, we are both breathing hard. She pulls back, staring up at me, cheeks flushed.

“I’m sorry,” she says, her voice husky. “I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions. Adrian made it sound so... bad. And then the house, and the rent, and everything was just too perfect, and...”

“Daisy.” I smooth her hair back, letting my fingers linger in the soft strands. “Stop. There’s nothing to apologize for. I should have been more upfront with you. I didn’t want to scare you off. I’m not proud of how we met. But I can’t say I’d change a single thing, because it all led me to you.”

“I just wish... I wish it didn’t mean I have to lose my friendship with Adrian. But he should have said something. How was I supposed to know how he felt?”

“You couldn’t have known,” I reassure her. “He should have acted on those feelings rather than let them fester. You can’t be blamed for his cowardice.”

“But you knew,” she presses. “And you’d only known him for a few hours. How could you see it, when I’ve known him for years and missed it?”

I shrug, smiling down at her. “I just know how easy you are to fall in love with.”

She makes a quiet whimpering sound that draws my gaze down to her lips. They’re shiny from our kisses, pink and swollen. I’m aching for her.

But then, I’ve been aching for her since the first moment I saw her.

“Julian...” she whispers. “I need you. I don’t want to think about this morning anymore. I just need to feel your love. Is that okay?”

She doesn’t need to ask me twice.

I kiss her again, harder this time, letting her know how badly I need her. Her arms wrap around my neck, and she whimpers softly into my mouth.

“I love you, Daisy,” I murmur, pressing a soft kiss to her jaw. “And I’ll never get tired of saying that.”

I’m going to show her, too.

I kiss her again, sliding my tongue into her mouth. She moans, her hands roaming my body. I pick her up and sit her on the edge of the table against the wall, nudging her legs open so I can step between them.

“God, you’re so fucking beautiful,” I murmur, sliding a hand up her skirt. “So sweet, so sexy, so perfect.”

She makes a low sound and tilts her head back, arching her back so her breasts push towards me. I can’t resist leaning down to brush my lips against the soft skin of her cleavage.

“You’re mine, Daisy,” I tell her, slipping my fingers under her panties. “No one else’s.”

She whimpers again. “Yours.”

I slide a finger inside her, and her pussy is already so slick. She’s wet and hot and tight, and I can’t wait to feel her wrapped around my cock. But first, I want to make her come. I want her to scream my name and know, deep in her bones, how much she belongs to me.

“Say it,” I growl. “Tell me who this pussy belongs to.”

“You,” she breathes, arching into me.

“Good girl,” I praise her, and the sound she makes is so damn hot I almost lose control right then.

I slide another finger into her, and she cries out, grabbing my shoulders.

“You want this, Daisy? You want to come on my fingers?”

“Yes,” she pants, her nails digging into my shoulders. “Yes, Julian, please.”

“Look at me,” I growl.

Her eyes flutter open, meeting mine. She stares up at me, biting her lower lip, her face flushed, her breathing heavy.

I pump my fingers into her, rubbing her clit with the pad of my thumb, and her body shudders. Her hands grab fistfuls of my shirt, holding on tight as she chases her release.

“Don’t look away, little flower,” I order her. “Keep those pretty eyes on mine while I make you come.”

Her lips part, and a soft moan escapes her. But she does as she’s told, her eyes locked on mine.

I thrust my fingers deeper, faster, rubbing her clit with more pressure. She pulses around my fingers, her body trembling as she gets closer to climax, and the sounds she makes has my dick straining painfully against my pants.

Her eyelids flutter, and I can see the strain in her as she forces her eyes to stay open.

“Good girl,” I praise her. “Keep looking at me. Know that you’re mine. All mine. Come for me, Daisy. Come on.”

And she does.

She shatters, her walls clenching around my fingers as her orgasm hits. Her lips part in a wordless cry, her eyes finally sliding shut as her body convulses.

It’s the most beautiful thing I’ve ever seen.

Her body shudders, her hips rolling with the rhythm of my fingers. She rides my hand, chasing every last wave of her climax, her lips parted and her hair falling around her face.

Slowly, her body relaxes. Her grip on my shirt loosens.

“Wow,” she whispers, opening her eyes again.

I withdraw my fingers, bringing them to my mouth and licking them clean, watching her as I do. She watches, her eyes wide and her cheeks flushed, and when I’m done, I lean in and kiss her, letting her taste her sweetness on my tongue.

Despite the orgasm I’ve just given her, she kisses me back with hunger. With need. With heat.

Her hands go to the button on my pants, and she undoes it, dragging the zipper down.

“Fuck, Daisy,” I groan. “You want more, huh? You want this cock inside you?”

“Yes,” she pants, her hands pulling me free. “Please.”

I’m so hard it hurts. And when she wraps her hand around my shaft, pumping me once, I can’t hold back.

“Shit,” I growl, grabbing her wrist.

“Too much?”

“Not enough,” I say, voice rough. “I need to be inside you, little flower. And if you keep touching me like that, this’ll be over before it’s begun.”

She whimpers softly, and the sound is the sexiest damn thing.

I yank her skirt up higher, shoving her panties aside and lining myself up.

“Put your legs around me,” I order, and she does.

And then, without waiting another moment, I sink into her, groaning at the feeling of her wet heat around my cock.

“Oh God,” she gasps, her head falling back.

“Look at me,” I growl, taking her chin in my hand.

Her eyes flutter open, and fuck, it’s so hot seeing her like this. Her face flushed, her hair mussed, her skirt shoved up, my cock buried deep inside her.

“This pussy is mine,” I remind her. “Tell me.”

“It’s yours,” she breathes.

I pull back, then thrust into her again, harder this time. She cries out, her body jerking with the motion.

“Good girl,” I praise, sliding a hand under her shirt to palm her breast. “Now hold on, little flower. This is gonna be a rough ride.”

I start to fuck her, hard and deep, claiming her like I’ve wanted to from the very beginning. Knowing there are no longer any secrets between us and she is fully mine. She clings to me, her nails digging into my shoulders, her thighs locked around me, and she takes everything I give her, her cries of pleasure driving me wild.

I reach down between us, finding her clit and rubbing it roughly. I need her to come. I want to feel her shatter around me.

“You’re going to come for me,” I order. “You’re going to come on my cock, and you’re going to know who owns this pretty little pussy. You’re mine, Daisy.”

She moans, her nails raking down my back. “I’m yours.”

I pound into her, rubbing her clit faster. Her whole body is trembling now, and she’s close, so fucking close.

“Come for me,” I growl, leaning down to suck her earlobe. “Let go, little flower.”

And she does.

Her second climax hits her, her walls clenching around me. She cries out, her whole body shaking as the orgasm rips through her. I grit my teeth and hold back my own release a little longer, riding her through her pleasure, wanting to see her blissed out. Wanting her to know, once and for all, that no one has ever owned her like I do.

“You’re mine,” I snarl. “All fucking mine. Forever.”

“Forever,” she echoes, her body still shaking.

And with that, I finally let myself come.

My orgasm crashes through me, and I bury myself in her as deeply as I can, holding her tight and groaning into her hair as I come harder than I ever have in my life.

I empty myself inside her, imagining my seed taking root to make a baby. Our baby.

The idea of her being pregnant with my child makes my blood race, even after the climax is over. I can picture it so clearly. Her swollen belly, her round tits, her soft curves even more irresistible as they grow to accommodate a new life.

It’s a thought I’ve never had about any other woman.

But with her, it feels right. It feels inevitable.

And when we’ve both caught our breath, and she’s looking up at me, dazed and beautiful, and smiling like her heart is full, I know.

I love this woman more than anything in the world.

I’m going to marry her.

She’s going to be mine.

And I’m never letting her go.


Epilogue
Daisy


Ten months later:

The conservatory is quiet, filled with the scent of warm gardenias and late summer sunlight.

It’s always been our favorite room in the house, but now, with her cradled against my chest and Julian beside me, it feels sacred.

“She’s finally asleep,” I whisper, swaying gently as I hold our daughter in my arms. “You wore her out with all your singing.”

Julian’s voice is a low rumble, amused and proud. “She likes when I sing. Means she has excellent taste.”

I glance down at Rose, fast asleep in her soft cotton onesie, her tiny fist curled against my collarbone. Her cheeks are pink, her eyelashes ridiculously long, and even though she’s only a few weeks old, she already rules our world.

Julian brushes a thumb over the crown of her head and then leans in to press a tiny kiss to my temple.

“You look so beautiful like this,” he murmurs. “Glowing. Happy. Mine.”

I smile, tilting my head towards him. “I am yours.”

It’s true. It’s never stopped being true. From the moment I first saw him standing outside this house on the day we met, I think some part of me already knew I belonged to him.

We sit together on a cushioned bench nestled between the flower beds, just the three of us. Julian has his arm around my shoulders, his other hand resting lightly on Rose’s back. He keeps his palm there like he’s protecting her from the entire world even as she sleeps.

He moved in with me a few hours after Adrian left. Not because he didn’t want me to move in with him, but because I couldn’t bear to leave this place. The house he gave me. The gardenias he filled the conservatory with after seeing one silly social media post about how it was my dream.

We got married in the backyard in the spring, just as the gardenias started to bloom. It wasn’t a big event. No glitz. No drama. Just wildflowers, soft ribbons, and vows that made me cry before I even got through the first line.

“You need to rest,” he murmurs, shifting gently so he can take Rose from me. “Let me take her for a while. You’ve been up since four.”

I gently hand her to him, brushing a kiss to her forehead as I pass her off. She barely stirs. Julian holds her like she’s made of porcelain. Like she’s the most important thing in the world.

And to him, she is. We are.

I lean back against the bench, curling my legs beneath me and just watching him. The same way I do every single day. And every time, it hits me the same way, with a warm, golden flutter in my chest.

Sometimes I still don’t know how I got so lucky.

Adrian was at the wedding. We’re... not what we were. I don’t know if we ever will be again. But we’ve made peace, in our own way. We’re civil. Careful. Always dancing around the edge of something unspoken that hovers between us.

He adores Rose, though. And when he looks at her, he softens in a way that makes me think maybe time really can mend certain things, even if it can’t make them what they used to be.

As I sit quietly beside Julian holding our sweet baby girl, I realize that I have everything.

A home that was a gift. A man who never once made me feel like I owed him for it. A child who was made in love. And a future that feels so full, I can barely hold it in my chest.

This started with a house.

But what he really gave me was a life.

And I will spend every day loving him for it.

***

Check out my website to find more books you might like!
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