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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?

[image: ]

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 called 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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Thank you for reading!

Want a free bonus breeding scene? All you have to do is sign up for my newsletter to read all about what happens when Evie decides she’s ready for baby number two!

[image: ]

Check out my website to find more books you might like!
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