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PREVIEW

My life is college classes, part-time shifts, and a spontaneous lactation I can't explain.

Then I'm kidnapped.

My captor? Gavin Gates, the most dangerous crime boss in the city. Ruthless. Lethal. And apparently, my stepfather—courtesy of my estranged mother's shady past.

He should terrify me. Instead, when those dark gray eyes lock on mine, I feel something I've never felt before: safe. Protected. Wanted. And when he discovers my condition, he offers a solution that crosses every line imaginable.

Now I'm living in his mansion, letting him take care of me and falling for a man who's twice my age and completely forbidden. He calls me his. Promises to protect me. Vows to give me everything I've never had—including his baby.

But his world is violent and unforgiving. His enemies want me dead. And loving Gavin Gates might be the most dangerous thing I've ever done.

He says he'll keep me safe. He says I'm his forever.

I just hope we both survive long enough for that to be true.

Some men are worth the risk. Even the deadly ones.


CHAPTER 1
GEORGIE



The lecture hall buzzes with the monotonous drone of Professor Martinez's voice—something about market segmentation and consumer behavior—but the words blur into white noise. All I can focus on is the sharp, stabbing pain radiating through my chest, pulsing in time with my heartbeat.

Five more minutes. Just five more minutes until dismissal.

My arms fold across my breasts, the pressure both relief and agony. The movement stays subtle, casual—or at least I pray it looks that way to the other students scattered throughout the rows. 

Nobody glances my direction. Good. 

The fullness has graduated from uncomfortable to unbearable, each heartbeat sending hot, swollen pressure radiating from my nipples outward. Should've pumped during the break between classes. Should've skipped this entire session and dealt with it in the privacy of my car.

But missing another lecture would absolutely destroy my grade, and failing isn't an option. Not when my scholarship hangs by a thread and my bank account has exactly forty-three dollars until next week's paycheck from my part-time tutoring gig.

The ache intensifies, spreading in relentless waves that make my breath catch. My jaw clenches until my molars grind together. Sweat prickles along my hairline despite the aggressive air conditioning that usually leaves me shivering in my hoodie. 

Four more minutes. 

Three and a half.

Professor Martinez continues his lecture, words tumbling out about competitive advantages and market positioning—concepts that would normally hook my attention, that I'd be scribbling notes about in the margins of my textbook. 

Instead, they slide past without purchase. My entire world has narrowed to the burning pressure building behind my ribs and the desperate need to get to my car, lock the doors, and use that stupid breast pump before I leak through my bra.

Again.

Two minutes.

My phone buzzes in my jeans pocket—probably the reminder I set this morning, back when I thought I had enough self-control to wait until after class. The vibration sends a jolt through my nervous system, and the pain pulses harder, sharper, as if my body knows relief is tantalizingly close.

One minute.

"...and that concludes today's lecture. Don't forget the reading assignment for Monday. Chapters seven through nine."

The bell rings.

My body moves before conscious thought catches up. Backpack already sliding onto my shoulder, legs pushing me upright while other students are still processing dismissal. 

I speed-walk toward the exit, weaving between desks, my textbook knocking against someone's workspace with a dull thud. An apology forms on my tongue but dies there, unspoken, as I shoulder through the doorway and burst into the hallway.

The first bathroom is occupied. Three girls cluster around the sinks, touching up makeup and laughing about something I don't register through the haze of pain. No empty stalls visible through the gap beneath the door. The scent of raspberry body spray mingles with industrial soap.

My sneakers squeak against the linoleum as I pivot and rush toward the next restroom down the hall, arms crossed over my chest, trying to ease the pressure. Every step sends a fresh wave of discomfort radiating through my body. My shirt feels too tight, my bra claustrophobic.

Second bathroom—even worse. A line of at least four students snakes out the doorway, their chatter echoing off the walls. One glances at me, then away, absorbed in her phone.

"Oh, come on," I groan under my breath, but I'm already turning, already calculating.

The parking lot. My car. The breast pump in the backseat. It'll have to do. No hand expression today.

Evening air hits my face as I burst through the side exit, cool and sharp against my flushed skin. Most of the campus has cleared out—it's past eight, and the professors who stay late are tucked away in their offices, probably grading papers or catching up on emails. The lot stretches before me, nearly empty, my beat-up Honda sitting three rows back under a flickering streetlight.

Almost there. Just thirty more feet.

The relief of solitude, of privacy, dangles so close I can taste it.

Twenty feet.

My keys are already in my hand, digging into my palm.

Ten.

Something solid crashes into me from behind. The impact drives the air from my lungs. An arm wraps around my waist, iron-strong and unrelenting, yanking me backward against a body that radiates heat and muscle. My scream builds in my throat, tearing upward⁠—

But before sound can escape, a cloth presses over my mouth and nose.

Sweet chemical smell floods my nostrils, thick and cloying, coating the back of my throat. Chloroform? Ether? Something worse?

No no no no⁠—

I claw at the arm restraining me, fingernails scraping fabric. My legs kick out, sneakers scuffing against asphalt, but whoever holds me doesn't even flinch. The grip tightens. Stars burst across my vision.

The parking lot tilts sideways. My backpack slides off my shoulder, hitting the ground with a muffled thud. My keys slip from my fingers.

Darkness swallows everything.
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Cold invades my body first—not creeping, but settling in all at once, like I've been submerged in ice water. The ache in my chest follows, a pulsing throb that's somehow worse than before, each beat of my heart sending fresh waves of discomfort through swollen tissue. 

My eyelids refuse to cooperate, weighted down like someone's pressed coins on them. I pry them open through sheer force of will.

Concrete stretches beneath me, gray and cracked. Metal walls rise on all sides, rust bleeding through patches of industrial paint. Overhead, dim yellow lights swing from exposed beams, casting shadows that shift and dance.

A warehouse. I'm in a damn warehouse.

Terror shoots through me like electricity. I try to move—hands free, at least there's that—but my skull pounds with each tiny shift of position. The taste coating my tongue is metallic and wrong. Copper pennies left to corrode.

Fragments of memory surface. Walking to my car. The weight of someone slamming into me from behind. That cloth pressed against my face, the sickly-sweet chemical smell flooding my nose and throat until everything went black.

Oh God. Oh God oh God⁠—

I lurch upward, but the floor tilts beneath me. Vertigo sends me crashing back down, palms smacking concrete. The impact sends shockwaves up my wrists. Rough surface tears at my skin. My chest protests violently, tissue swollen and screaming for relief I can't provide, each bounce and jolt a fresh agony.

Footsteps ring out across the cavernous space. Heavy boots on concrete.

Someone's here. Someone's watching.

My pulse thunders in my ears as a figure materializes from the shadows. Tall—absurdly tall, towering at least six and a half feet. Shoulders broad enough to block out the light behind him. Eyes like storm clouds catch the sickly yellow glow as he closes the distance with steps that are too measured, too controlled. Predatory.

Short hair peppered with gray. Stubble darkening his jaw. Tattoos snake up his neck and vanish beneath his collar—intricate designs I can't make out in this lighting but that scream danger.

He stops. Ten feet away. Close enough that I can see the sharp cut of his cheekbones, the way his gaze rakes over me like he's cataloging every detail, solving some equation I don't understand.

"Who are you?" The words tear from my throat, shaking despite my best efforts to sound strong. Demanding. "What do you want?"

His expression doesn't change. "Gavin Gates."

The name lands like a punch. He delivers it without inflection, without explanation, like those two words should unlock every answer I need.

Gavin Gates.

THE Gavin Gates?

Holy shit.

Every college student in the city knows that name. Whispered in dorm rooms late at night, voices dropping to reverent murmurs. Mentioned at parties when someone's had too much cheap vodka and wants to sound like they know dangerous secrets. 

The most dangerous man in the criminal underworld—though nobody really knows the specifics of what he does, just that crossing him means waking up in a hospital bed if you're lucky. Or not waking up at all.
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"Your mom's ex-husband."

The words float through the air between us, refusing to arrange themselves into anything that makes sense. Seconds tick by while my brain tries to force meaning into the sentence. Nothing clicks. Surely I misheard. Surely⁠—

"What?"

"Ellen Dennings." His voice carries all the warmth of a frozen lake in January. Each syllable precisely enunciated, devoid of emotion. Pure statement of fact. "Married her two years ago. Divorced six months later. Which makes you my stepdaughter." A pause, weighted and deliberate. "Or made you. Past tense."

Mom got married?

Two years ago?

A bitter laugh claws its way up my throat before I can strangle it back down. The sound echoes off the warehouse walls, sharp and ugly. "She didn't tell me."

"Doesn't surprise me." Something flickers across his expression—too quick to identify, gone before I can parse it. "She mentioned she had a daughter once. In passing. Never gave details. Never showed pictures. Never even said your name."

Of course she didn't. Why would Ellen Dennings waste breath talking about her disappointing daughter when she could be discussing her latest designer handbag or the exclusive restaurant she just discovered? 

On a good month, Mom calls me once, maybe twice if I'm extraordinarily lucky. The conversation lasts five, ten minutes tops before she remembers she has better things to do. More important people to impress with her charm and jewelry and carefully constructed image.

The last time we actually spoke was over a year ago. Thirteen months, if I'm counting. Which apparently I am.

My thoughts feel sluggish, struggling to push through the fog of exhaustion and shock. This information should devastate me—should cut deep that Mom got married and divorced without bothering to mention either event to her only child. 

But honestly? The wound barely registers. Just another disappointment in a long line of maternal letdowns. Another reminder that I've never been Ellen's priority.

Meanwhile, my traitorous brain continues cataloging every detail about the man standing before me. The dangerous man. The notorious crime boss. The person probably responsible for violence and death and things that would make me sick if I knew the specifics.

The way his jacket fits suggests custom tailoring, expensive fabric that drapes perfectly across those impossibly broad shoulders. His hands are large, scarred across the knuckles—evidence of fights won, damage inflicted. 

God, he's gorgeous.

The thought arrives completely uninvited and thoroughly inappropriate given literally everything about this situation. Heat creeps up my neck.

And weirdly—so weirdly it makes absolutely no sense given everything I know about Gavin Gates and everything I should be feeling right now—fear doesn't touch me.

Concerned? Absolutely. My heart still hammers against my ribs, adrenaline singing through my veins.

Confused? That doesn't even begin to cover the tangle of questions ricocheting through my skull.

But afraid? No. Not of him.

Which might make me the stupidest person alive.

The pain strikes again—sudden, vicious, impossible to hide. A gasp tears from my throat as I double over, arms crossing instinctively over my chest. The pressure has built to a point where even breathing feels like dragging broken glass across raw skin. 

Each heartbeat sends fresh waves of agony radiating outward, sharp enough to make my vision blur at the edges.

How long has it been? Six hours? Seven? Time dissolved after those arms grabbed me, hauled me into darkness.

"What's wrong?" His voice shifts, that flat, detached quality fracturing. Something sharper breaks through—almost like concern, though that seems impossible. And also pretty funny because he literally kidnapped me.

"Nothing." The lie comes out strangled. "I'm fine."

"You're not fine."

"It's nothing," I try again, blinking hard against the sting behind my eyes. Not here. Not now. I won't cry in front of him.

He moves closer. Just one step, but it feels significant in this cavernous space. "Tell me."

"It's personal."

"Tell me anyway."

The command in those three words makes my spine straighten despite the agony lancing through my chest. This is a man who doesn't ask twice. A man who expects obedience the way normal people expect air.

"My chest hurts, okay?" The words snap out, defensive and raw. "Happy now?"

Those dark gray eyes narrow. "Why?"

"Because—" My face goes up in flames. This cannot be happening. I cannot be standing in some nightmare warehouse, kidnapped by my stepfather, and abandoned by my own mother, having this conversation with the most dangerous man in the city. "It just does."

"Georgie." My name sounds strange in his mouth—familiar somehow, though that's impossible. He's never met me before today. Never knew I existed. "Why does your chest hurt?"

The tears spill over despite my best efforts. Pain mingles with humiliation, with the sheer absurdity of everything that's led to this moment. "Because I'm lactating, alright? My breasts hurt because I'm producing milk and I haven't been able to pump in hours and it hurts."

Something in his expression transforms. Fury—raw and terrifying—hardens every line of his face. His jaw goes rigid. His hands curl into fists, knuckles going white. When he speaks again, his voice drops to a growl that sends ice crystallizing in my veins.

"Are you fucking pregnant?"

Terror—pure and absolute—crashes through my chest like a wrecking ball. My heart hammers so hard I can feel it in my throat, taste copper on my tongue.

Oh God. Oh God, no.

"No!" The word tears from somewhere deep in my lungs. "No, I'm not pregnant. I can't be pregnant because—" My voice splinters into jagged pieces. More tears burn tracks down my cheeks, hot and humiliating. "Because I'm a twenty-year-old virgin who's been spontaneously lactating for five weeks because stress triggered it before my exams and I'm taking medication and pumping whenever I can but it's not enough and I⁠—"

The sob steals the rest. Crying—really crying now—because this is the most humiliating moment of my entire life. Standing in a warehouse that smells like motor oil and rust, confessing my most mortifying secret to a crime boss who could snap me in half without breaking a sweat. 

My shoulders heave. The ache in my chest intensifies with each shuddering breath. Everything hurts—my breasts, my pride, my heart.

When blurred vision finally clears enough to see through the tears, the fury has vanished from his face.

Something else sits in its place. Something that makes the air between us feel charged, electric. His eyes have darkened to storm clouds before a lightning strike. The way he's looking at me—hungry and possessive and utterly focused—sends awareness skittering down my spine. My breath catches. Holds.

His voice drops lower. Softer. Dangerous in an entirely new way that makes my skin prickle.

"What do you need?"

Swallowing feels like dragging sandpaper down my throat. "My breast pump. It's in my backpack. In my car. Probably still in the parking lot unless whoever grabbed me took it."

"What does it do?"

The question seems obvious—absurdly so—but something in his tone demands an answer. "It suctions the milk. Relieves the pressure."

Silence stretches taut between us. A rubber band pulled to its breaking point. Gavin doesn't move. Doesn't even blink. Just watches me with those storm-gray eyes that feel like they're cataloguing every freckle, every tremor, every rapid rise and fall of my chest.

Then his lips curve into something that might be a smile if smiles could promise sin.

"I can do that."

The words float in the space between us, not quite landing. They circle my head like confused birds. When comprehension finally slams home, shock detonates through every nerve ending.

"What?!"


CHAPTER 2
GAVIN



The shock painted across her face—eyes wide, lips parted, cheeks flushed—sends blood rushing south. Every muscle in my body pulls taut. Forty-one years old, and here I stand, harder than I've been in decades, offering to breastfeed my twenty-year-old stepdaughter in a warehouse that reeks of diesel and desperation.

What the fuck has gotten into me?

Photos don't capture reality. The file I received three days after Ellen vanished contained surveillance shots—grainy, distant, clinical. A girl leaving campus. A girl entering a coffee shop. Numbers and facts: age, major, GPA, residence hall.

Nothing prepared me for this.

For freckles scattered across her nose like constellations. For curves that make my palms itch. For the way tears cling to her lashes, making those blue eyes shimmer like sea glass. For the scent of her—vanilla and desperation and something uniquely Georgie that makes my cock throb against my zipper.

The arousal started the second consciousness returned to her—those first confused blinks, terror rippling across features too soft for the violence that surrounds her. Too innocent for my world. For me.

Something primitive awakens with each passing moment, recognition sparking low in my gut. It's familiar, this feeling. The same inevitability that strikes when I'm closing a deal worth millions, when I'm watching a rival realize too late they've already lost, when I'm expanding into territory others thought untouchable. When something sinks its claws into me and refuses to let go, resistance becomes pointless. Wastes time. Energy. Resources that could be better spent.

Total commitment works better.

This woman—two decades old, untouched, her body producing milk because stress triggered some primal biological response—she already belongs to me. The knowledge settles into my bones with absolute certainty. 

She just doesn't understand it yet. Doesn't realize that the moment Ellen made the catastrophic mistake of dragging her into my orbit, every possible future narrowed to a single path. 

To me.

I thought someone else had gotten there first. The possibility made fury simmer hot enough to scorch everything in its path. But virgin? The word rewrites every plan, every calculation. Opens doors I thought were sealed. Creates opportunities that make my pulse quicken.

Need to claim her. Mark every inch of that freckled skin. Make her writhe and moan and scream my name until her throat goes raw and she can barely speak. Need to put my baby inside her belly, forge a connection that binds her to me forever—something real, permanent, nothing like the hollow farce I had with Ellen. 

My marriage to that materialistic woman was pure convenience, a business transaction that served a purpose. Except nothing about it proved convenient. She embezzled hundreds of thousands. Sold intel to enemies who are now feeding worms six feet under. Disappeared like smoke when she sensed the walls closing in.

But she left me Georgie.

"This is wrong." Georgie's voice trembles, but steel threads through it. "You're my stepfather."

Stepfather. The word tastes bitter on my tongue. "We're not related by blood."

"That doesn't⁠—"

"Tell me how to do it." The command cuts through her protest. "Teach me."

Her throat works. Swallowing. Deciding. Blue eyes dart around the warehouse as if searching for escape routes that don't exist. Finally, she nods—small, jerky, reluctant.

"You need to... I need to take off my shirt first."

My cock pulses. "Do it."

Trembling fingers work the hem of her sweater. She pulls it up slowly, revealing pale skin and the soft swell of her stomach. A plain cotton bra strains against breasts swollen with milk. The fabric's damp. She unhooks it with practiced efficiency, and Christ⁠—

Full and heavy, nipples darker than I expected, already leaking. A drop of milk beads at the tip of her left breast. My mouth waters.

"Your hands," she whispers. "Start with your hands."

Moving closer requires effort. Control. Can't rush this. Can't scare her more than she already is. Each step echoes in the cavernous space. When I'm close enough to feel her body heat, close enough to count each freckle on her chest, I stop.

"Show me."

She reaches up, cups her breast with one small hand. "Gentle pressure. Like this." Her fingers knead, working from the outer edge toward the nipple. More milk wells up. "You're trying to empty them. Constant, steady pressure."

My hands slide over hers, nudging them aside so that the full, fever-warm weight of her breasts settles into my palms like they were made for me. 

Christ, they’re heavier than they look, skin satin-soft and fever-flushed, veins faintly blue beneath the surface. A low, broken gasp tears from her throat the instant my callused thumbs brush the undersides, and the sound punches straight through me, thickening my cock until the zipper of my slacks feels like a damn torture device.

I start slow, mirroring what she showed me, rolling the swollen flesh outward to inward with steady, deliberate pressure. 

Milk beads instantly, pearlescent and warm, trickling over my knuckles in silky rivulets that smell faintly sweet. The liquid coats my fingers, making every squeeze slicker, wetter. 

Her nipples tighten into dark, rigid peaks that beg for a mouth, leaking faster with every knead until thin streams run down the heavy curves and drip onto her lap.

“Harder,” she breathes, voice cracking. “You have to… it needs more pressure.”

I tighten my grip, digging in just enough to feel the dense, milk-laden tissue yield under my fingers. A high, needy whimper slips from her, nothing like pain. 

Her thighs clamp together on the chair, hips rolling in tiny, unconscious circles. The freckles across her chest stand out sharper against the deepening flush racing down her neck.

“Other side,” she pants, almost frantic. “Both need—both need attention.”

Switching breasts, I keep the same relentless rhythm—squeeze, roll, release—watching fresh milk spray in fine arcs when I pinch just beneath the nipple. Her face twists, torn between relief and something darker, sharper. 

She bites down hard on her lower lip, knuckles bone-white where they clutch the metal arms of the chair. The sharp tang of her sweat mixes with the sweeter perfume of leaking milk, and my mouth floods with saliva.

“Still hurts?” The question scrapes out of me, gravel-rough.

“Yes.” Her voice is barely a thread. “The pump works better because—because of the suction.”

Suction.

The word explodes behind my eyes in a blaze of pure filth. I can already feel it: the tight seal of my lips, the pull of my tongue, the moment her milk would jet hot and sweet across my palate while she shattered. 

My balls draw up tight.

I lift my gaze and let her see everything—every filthy intention, every dark craving, the absolute certainty that I’m going to drink from her until she’s writhing and empty and soaked between her thighs. “I told you. I can do that.”

“You can’t—we can’t⁠—”

I drop to my knees in one fluid motion, the concrete biting cold through my slacks. The new angle puts my face level with those dripping, flushed tits. Her breath snags audibly, blue eyes blowing wide, pupils swallowing the bright irises until she looks half-drunk on fear and something far more dangerous.

“Last chance to stop me, Georgie.”

She says nothing. Doesn’t pull away. Just stares down at me with parted, trembling lips, cheeks scarlet, chest heaving so hard her leaking nipples brush my stubble with every ragged inhale. 

The scent of her skin is everywhere now—warm milk, clean sweat, and the unmistakable musk of a pussy growing wetter by the second.

Good enough.

Leaning forward, I take her left nipple into my mouth.

The taste detonates across my tongue—rich, warm, impossibly sweet, like melted sugar and raw cream and pure Georgie. I suck hard, hollowing my cheeks, tongue lashing the stiff peak while my teeth graze just enough to make her jolt. 

A startled cry rips from her throat and her hands fly into my hair, fingers fisting tight enough to sting my scalp. Milk gushes instantly, flooding my mouth faster than I can swallow. 

Thick, sweet pulses coat my throat, spill from the corners of my lips, trickle down my chin and soak into the collar of my shirt. I groan against her flesh, the vibration pulling another desperate sound from her.

“Oh God⁠—”

I work her harder, sucking with steady, ruthless pressure, lips sealed tight while my tongue milks her in long, dragging strokes. She grinds down against the chair, hips rolling, the seam of her jeans no doubt rubbing right against her swollen clit. 

The movement sends white-hot lightning down my spine. My free hand clamps onto her waist, fingers digging into the soft give of her hip to hold her still while I switch to the right breast. 

This one is even fuller, heavier, the nipple darker and leaking in steady beads that I catch with the flat of my tongue before sealing my mouth over her again.

I suck hard enough to hollow my cheeks, and the moan that tears out of her this time is filthy—low, broken, shocked. Her back arches, pushing more of that perfect tit between my lips.

“Please—I don’t—something’s happening⁠—”

Pleasure. Raw, virgin pleasure slamming through a body that’s never been touched like this. Her thighs tremble, knees spreading wider on the chair as if her cunt is aching to be filled. 

My cock throbs so violently it hurts, thick pulses of precum soaking through fabric and threatening to spill if I don’t get inside her soon.

I keep working her breast with my mouth, greedy pulls that empty her in rhythmic jets while my hand kneads the other, pinching and rolling the neglected nipple until milk sprays across my knuckles. 

Every swallow, every whimper, every helpless roll of her hips carves itself into my brain like a brand. She’s mine now. Every drop, every moan, every soaked inch of her curvy little body belongs to me. And I’m nowhere near done drinking.

"Gavin…"

The way she whimpers my name rips straight through me, husky and wrecked, like it’s being dragged from someplace deep and untouched inside her. 

That single syllable hits harder than any bullet I’ve ever taken, and my cock gives a vicious throb against the confines of my zipper, the wet patch of precum now spreading, sticky and warm, with every heavy pulse. 

I switch to her left breast without mercy, sealing my mouth over the leaking peak again. The taste of her floods my tongue, richer here, sweeter, thick cream that I swallow while my stubble scrapes the delicate, freckled skin of her cleavage. 

She’s leaking faster now, each pull of my mouth forcing more milk to spray across the back of my tongue in hot, rhythmic jets that I can’t get enough of.

“I can’t—oh God, I can’t⁠—”

Her voice cracks, high and broken, the words dissolving into a long, guttural moan that bounces off the cold concrete walls of the warehouse. 

The smell of her orgasm hits me before she even fully comes—sharp, sweet arousal thickening the air until I’m drowning in it. Her thighs clamp around my hips, every muscle in her curvy little body locking tight. 

Then she explodes. 

Her back bows so violently the chair creaks beneath her, head flung back, that long reddish-brown hair spilling like silk over her shoulders. A raw, keening cry tears from her throat, echoing in the empty space around us, and her fingers twist brutally in my hair, yanking hard enough to sting my scalp. 

She grinds down against nothing, riding the brutal waves of her orgasm with shameless, jerking rolls of her hips.

Fuck, she’s beautiful like this—flushed, trembling, milk still beading at her swollen nipples, freckled cheeks wet with overwhelmed tears. The sight brands itself behind my eyelids. 

She’s mine. Every shudder, every broken gasp, every drop of warm cream and slick that’s soaking through her clothes belongs to me now.

I don’t stop suckling, gentling the suction until the last violent tremor fades from her limbs and her grip in my hair finally slackens. Her chest heaves with ragged, sobbing breaths that brush her sensitive tits against my stubble, sending fresh shivers through her. 

When I pull off with a soft, wet pop, a thin string of milk and saliva stretches between my lips and her dark, glistening nipple before breaking. Her blue eyes are glassy, unfocused, staring at nothing while her body still twitches with aftershocks.
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“I don’t know what happened,” she whispers, voice hoarse and wondering.

A dark satisfaction curls low in my gut. I rise slowly, towering over her at my full six-six, the thick ridge of my cock straining painfully against my pants, the head smeared with so much precum the fabric clings obscenely. Wiping the glistening trail of her milk from my chin and stubble with the back of my hand, I taste her one last time on my skin.

“I do.” The words come out rough, gravelly with the effort of not throwing her down and burying myself balls-deep in that virgin cunt right here on the filthy warehouse floor. “Now you need to come with me.”

Confusion flickers across her face. "What?"

"You're coming with me. To my house."

"I can't just—why would I⁠—"

"Because your mother sold information to my enemies. Those enemies have been eliminated, but Ellen's got other people looking for her. People who know she had a daughter." I let that sink in, watching comprehension dawn. "People who won't hesitate to use you as leverage or worse."

The color drains from her face in an instant. Reality crashes through whatever post-orgasm haze still clung to her, sharpening those blue eyes with genuine fear. Her throat works on a swallow that looks painful. "How many people?"

"Enough." The word carries weight. Too much weight for someone like her to carry, but she'll learn. Bending down, I scoop her bra and sweater from the concrete floor. Dust clings to the fabric. I brush it off before handing both to her, watching her fingers tremble as she takes them. "Get dressed. My men will pick up your things from your dorm. You tell them what you need."

"But my classes—" Her voice cracks. She tries again, stronger. "My friends⁠—"

"You're not stopping. You're just transferring homes." Saying it out loud makes it real. Makes this decision final. The sight of her wrestling the bra back on tests every ounce of control I've built over four decades. Watching her wince as fabric compresses that flesh makes my jaw clench. Want to rip the damn thing off again. Want to spend hours mapping every freckle, every curve, every soft place that makes her gasp. "You've got two choices: come with me willingly, or come with me unwillingly." I straighten to my full height, letting my size reinforce the point. "Either way, you're coming."

Her jaw sets. That stubborn tilt of her chin surfaces despite everything—despite the tears still drying on her cheeks, despite the mess I've made of her.

Mine.

The thought pounds through me with certainty.

"Fine." She yanks her sweater over her head with jerky, angry movements. The hem catches on her damp hair, and she has to fight it down. When her face emerges, flushed and scowling, something in my chest tightens. "But this is insane. You know that, right? This whole thing is completely insane."

"Welcome to my world, baby girl."
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The drive takes thirty minutes. Thirty minutes of silence broken only by road noise and her occasional shifting in the passenger seat. She stares out the window at darkness punctuated by streetlights, arms wrapped around herself like she's cold. Or scared. Probably both.

My house sits on ten acres outside city limits. Gated. Secured. Guards patrolling the perimeter 24/7. She takes it in with wide eyes as we roll up the circular driveway—the stone exterior, the sprawling wings, the tasteful landscaping.

"You live here alone?"

"Now I don't."

Inside, I lead her upstairs. The bedroom next to mine has sat empty since I bought this place five years ago. Originally planned it as an office. Never got around to furnishing it properly. Now it'll serve a different purpose.

The door swings open to reveal a space twice the size of most studio apartments. King bed. Private bathroom. Windows overlooking the gardens. Not the master suite, but close enough that I'll hear her if she calls.

When she calls.

"This is mine?" Disbelief colors her voice.

"For now." Leaning against the doorframe, I watch her move into the room. Watch her run fingers over expensive furniture, test the mattress, peek into the bathroom. "You need anything, you tell me. Food, clothes, whatever. My men will bring your things tomorrow."

She turns to face me. Exhaustion pulls at her features, but wariness keeps her spine straight. "Why are you doing this?"

"Told you. Ellen made you a target."

"No, I mean..." She gestures between us. Blush creeps up her neck. "Why did you... in the warehouse... why did you do that?"

Because I wanted to. Because obsession has claws and they've sunk deep. Because tasting her was inevitable from the moment I laid eyes on her and nothing—not morality, not logic, not the fucked-up relationship between us—was going to stop it.

"You needed help." The non-answer slides out smooth. Practiced. "I provided it."

"That wasn't help. That was—" She cuts herself off. Swallows hard. "What was that?"

"You came, didn't you?"

Her face goes scarlet. "That's not—I didn't mean for⁠—"

"Your body knows what it wants." Moving into her space, I crowd her against the dresser. "Here's what's going to happen, Georgie. You're going to stay here where it's safe. You're going to let me protect you from the shitstorm your mother created. And when your tits hurt—" I let my gaze drop to her chest, where her nipples press visibly against her sweater. "—you're going to call me."

"Call you," she repeats. Voice faint.

"I'm your pump now." The declaration settles between us. Heavy. Undeniable. "Understand?"

She nods. The movement barely registers—just the smallest dip of her chin—but those blue eyes stay locked on mine. Wide. Uncertain. Like she's trying to solve a puzzle that keeps shifting shape.

"Good girl." 

Her breath catches audibly in the quiet room, chest rising sharp beneath that oversized sweater. Something flickers across her face—confusion tangled with arousal, embarrassment wrapped around curiosity. Fucking beautiful.

"Now get some rest." I force my voice level. Controlled. "Door locks from the inside if it makes you feel better. But nobody's getting past my security. You're safer here than anywhere else in this city."

Turning away takes more effort than it should. Every predatory instinct I've honed in this life screams at me to stay. To push harder. To back her against that dresser and show her exactly what she's gotten herself into. What happens when Gavin Gates decides he wants something—someone.

But rushing breaks things. Spoils them. I've learned that lesson the hard way, watching lesser men destroy what they could have savored.

She needs time. Needs to process what happened in that warehouse, let the memory sink into her bones. Needs to lie awake tonight replaying the sensation of my mouth on her, my fingers drawing out her pleasure. Needs to want it again.

Won't take long. Not after how she responded to me. Not after she discovered what her body craves.

"Gavin?"

My hand stills on the doorframe. I glance back without fully turning, catching her reflection in the mirror across from where she stands. She's worrying that full bottom lip between her teeth again, arms wrapped tight across her chest in that self-protective gesture I'm starting to recognize.

"Thank you. For..." She trails off. Swallows. "For keeping me safe. Even if you did basically kidnap me first. I mean, you could've just asked to talk like a normal person."

The gratitude hits differently than I expect. Satisfaction spreads warm through my chest—a feeling I haven't experienced in longer than I care to admit. Most people thank me out of fear. Out of obligation. But Georgie means it. Even scared, even confused about what the fuck is happening between us, she means it.

Dangerous thing, sincerity.

"Sleep well, baby girl."

Her door closes with a soft click. Then the lock engages—quiet snick that makes me smile. Smart girl. Not that it'll keep me out if I decide I want in, but the illusion of control helps.

My own bedroom sits dark and familiar. Crossing to the bathroom, I strip out of clothes that smell like her. That carry traces of her milk on the fabric. 

The scalding water pounds against my shoulders like a punishing rain, each drop stinging the inked skin stretched taut over rigid muscle. Steam curls thick and heavy in the glass enclosure. 

My cock throbs angrily against my stomach, veins distended, the flushed head glistening with steady beads of pre-cum that the spray can’t quite rinse away. Years of iron control, and my virgin stepdaughter has reduced me to this: a starving animal barely leashed by my own fist.

I wrap my fingers around the thick shaft, the grip almost brutal. The first slow stroke pulls a gravelly groan from deep in my chest, the sound swallowed by the roar of water against tile. 

Her taste blooms vivid on my tongue again and I can still hear those broken little whimpers she made while grinding against the chair like she couldn’t help herself. 

That plush, freckled body trembling, blue eyes wide with shock and reluctant hunger. The way her thighs had clenched, her back arching just enough to push those full tits forward. 

Fuck. My palm twists on the upstroke, smearing the slick fluid leaking from my slit, and the fantasy shifts violently.

I picture her small hand instead of mine, those delicate fingers struggling to circle my girth. Then her mouth—those soft, cock-sucking lips stretched wide around me, freckled cheeks hollowing as she learns to take every inch down her throat. 

But the image that truly wrecks me is lower: her virgin cunt, pink and untouched, stretched around the fat head of my cock as I force my way inside. The tight, wet heat gripping me, fluttering, resisting even while her body betrays her with fresh gushes of slick. 

I’d watch her face the whole time—those wide blue eyes brimming with overwhelmed tears, her full mouth falling open on a silent scream while I bottom out against her cervix and claim what’s always belonged to me.

My strokes turn punishing, fist flying along my shaft with wet sounds that echo off the marble. Water streams down my back, tracing the lines of muscle carved by years of violence and discipline, but all I feel is her. 

I want her nails carving bloody trails down my shoulders while I rut into her like a beast. I want the broken sob of my name on her lips when I fill her so completely she forgets every other man exists. 

Most of all, I want to pin her beneath me and pump her full of my seed until her belly swells with my child—my permanent brand on that curvy little body. Tied to me. Owned. Never able to run.

The orgasm rips through me without warning, a white-hot explosion that locks every muscle in my frame. Thick ropes of come erupt from my cock, splattering across the wet tile in heavy pulses before the relentless spray beats them into nothing. 

My knees nearly buckle under the force of it, yet the release only sharpens the ache. The hunger doesn’t ebb. It mutates into something darker, more possessive, coiling low in my gut like a live wire.

I built an empire from blood and ash. I’ve eliminated every enemy, crushed every rival, bent the city to my will. Power, wealth, respect—I possess them all in abundance.

None of it compares to the raw, consuming need I have for her.

She’s twenty. A virgin. Mine.

God help whoever tries to get between us.


CHAPTER 3
GEORGIE



The sheets tangle around my legs, damp with sweat despite the cool air conditioning humming through the vents. Digital numbers on the nightstand glow an accusatory 1:07 AM while my breasts throb with a relentless, building pressure that makes my eyes water.

My pump sits uselessly back at my car. Gavin said his men would collect my things tomorrow—today, technically—but that knowledge offers zero comfort when my body feels like it might split open from the inside out.

I squeeze my eyes shut and press my palms against the tender flesh, trying to manually express some of the milk. The first few attempts yield pathetic drops that do nothing to ease the swollen heaviness. My fingers cramp from the awkward angle, and a whimper escapes before I can bite it back.

This is ridiculous. I'm ridiculous.

But there's a solution right next door. A solution with a mouth that turned my entire world sideways just hours ago.

Wrong. Everything about this situation screams wrong on so many levels I've lost count. He's technically my stepfather, even if we've never met before tonight. Even if there's no blood relation. Even if my mother—who barely remembers I exist—married him years ago and apparently never bothered mentioning she had a daughter.

The ache intensifies until tears actually spill down my cheeks. I sit up, breathing hard, and the silk nightgown they provided—because apparently Gavin keeps a fully stocked guest room—clings to my overheated skin.

My body has never responded to anyone the way it responded to him.

Zero sexual experience, and suddenly I'm coming apart from my stepfather's mouth on my breasts⁠—

No. Not going there.

Except I've been going there for the last three hours, tossing and turning while replaying every second. The rough scrape of his stubble against sensitive skin. The wicked heat of his tongue. The possessive growl that vibrated through his chest when I ground against that chair like some desperate thing I didn't recognize.

That first orgasm still hums faintly in my bloodstream, an electric memory that makes my thighs clench involuntarily.

Another wave of pain lances through my chest, sharp enough to drag a sob from my throat. My hands are useless, cramping and ineffective, and the pressure builds to an unbearable crescendo.

Fine. Fine.

Bare feet hit cool hardwood as I slide from the bed. The nightgown barely reaches mid-thigh, and I should probably find a robe, but the pain overrides any remaining shred of modesty. My reflection catches in the mirror by the door—wild hair, flushed cheeks scattered with freckles, blue eyes huge and uncertain.

What am I doing?

The hallway stretches dark and quiet. His bedroom door sits closed, an imposing barrier that somehow feels more intimate than anything that happened in that warehouse.

My hand raises. Hovers.

Knocks three times before courage abandons me entirely.

Footsteps approach almost immediately, as if he wasn't sleeping either. The door swings open to reveal Gavin in low-slung gray sweatpants and nothing else. All that ink decorating his arms and chest practically glows in the dim light filtering from his room. Salt-and-pepper hair slightly mussed, stubble darker than before, those storm-cloud eyes instantly alert despite the hour.

"Georgie." My name sounds different in that gravelly voice. Dangerous. "What's wrong?"

"I—my—" Words stick in my throat because now that I'm here, the request seems impossible. "They hurt."

His gaze drops to my chest, and the nightgown might as well not exist for all the protection it offers. Those dark gray eyes linger, assessing, before his jaw tightens.

"Inside." Not a request.

He steps back, one large hand wrapping around my wrist to guide me into his domain. The bedroom matches the rest of the house—expensive, masculine, immaculate. A massive bed dominates the space, sheets rumpled on one side like he'd been lying there but not sleeping.

"Sit." He gestures to the edge of the mattress.

My legs move on autopilot, sinking into the plush surface while he closes the door with a decisive click. The lock engages, and my pulse jumps.

Gavin crosses to stand directly in front of me, towering and magnetic and utterly focused. "Tell me what you need, baby girl."

The endearment should sound strange. Should feel wrong.

It doesn't.

"Same as before," I manage, voice barely above a whisper. "The pressure—I can't—my hands don't work right, and it hurts so much⁠—"

"Shh." One tattooed finger presses against my lips, silencing the rambling explanation. "I've got you."

He sinks to his knees between my spread thighs, and the visual alone sends molten awareness pooling low in my belly. Those massive hands bracket my ribcage, thumbs stroking gentle patterns through silk while he studies my face.

"Lift your arms."

The nightgown slides up and off in one smooth motion. Cool air kisses my skin, and my nipples—already tender and leaking—tighten further. Gavin's sharp inhale is audible, his pupils dilating until only a thin ring of gray remains.

"Fucking gorgeous." The rough worship in those words makes my toes curl. "My stepdaughter's pretty tits are mine now, understand?"

His mouth seals around my left nipple, the sudden, wet heat of it dragging a broken whimper from my throat. 

Every rhythmic pull feels like pure salvation, the built-up pressure inside me finally giving way in hot, pulsing bursts that coat his tongue. 

Relief floods my veins so violently it blurs the edge between pain and ecstasy, my eyes fluttering shut as a raw sob lodges behind my sternum. 

God, I needed this—needed him—more than air. The thought spins wildly through my head while my body arches without permission, chasing the merciless suction that turns my heavy, aching breasts into instruments of pure, filthy pleasure.

He doesn’t rush. Those big, tattooed hands knead the soft, overflowing flesh with deliberate care, squeezing just enough to coax more milk onto his tongue while he switches sides. 

The shift leaves my abandoned nipple glistening and flushed, still tingling from the loss of his mouth. 

Each deep pull sends liquid fire racing straight to my core, my pussy clenching around nothing, slick arousal coating my inner thighs in shameful abundance. 

The scent of warm milk and raw need thickens the air between us, sweet and heady, making my head swim. I’m empty, so fucking empty, and the desperate ache only sharpens with every expert flick of his tongue.

My fingers plunge into the short strands of his hair, fisting hard enough that my knuckles ache. He growls against my skin, the low vibration rattling through my nipple and straight into my clit. 

The scrape of his stubble burns in the most addictive way, leaving reddened trails across my skin. My hips rock in tiny, helpless circles, seeking pressure that isn’t there yet, my mind a chaotic storm of yes, more, please don’t stop, Daddy—except the word stays trapped behind my teeth, too filthy and thrilling to release.

I can’t stop myself. My right hand slips free of his hair, gliding over the rigid cords of his shoulder, tracing the raised lines of ink that sleeve his massive biceps. 

His heart thunders beneath my palm when I reach his chest, a savage beat that matches the frantic pulse between my legs. Lower I go, driven by pure instinct, until my fingers spread over the enormous, rigid length straining against thin gray sweatpants. 

The heat of him sears my palm, the thick vein pulsing under my touch, the sheer size making my mouth go dry even as fresh wetness floods my cunt.

Gavin goes utterly still. The wet pop as he releases my nipple echoes obscenely in the quiet room, cool air rushing over the swollen, leaking peak. His head snaps back, dark gray eyes locking onto mine with a look so predatory my breath catches hard in my throat. 

The danger rolling off him should terrify me. Instead, it makes my inner walls flutter with fresh hunger.

“Careful, baby girl.” The warning scrapes out low and lethal, his voice gravel wrapped in velvet threat. “Don’t start something you won’t finish.”

My fingers flex, shamelessly stroking the massive bulge, feeling it twitch and thicken further beneath my touch. A wicked smile tugs at my lips despite the way my cheeks burn. “Who says I won’t finish this?”

The growl that tears from his chest sounds barely human, vibrating through every inch of me. Before I can draw another breath, he surges upward like a storm breaking, one huge hand fisting tight in my hair. 

He yanks my head back, exposing my throat, and his mouth crashes down on mine in a kiss that obliterates every thought. No tenderness, no hesitation—just raw possession, his tongue plunging deep to claim every corner while I taste myself on him, sweet milk and darker, masculine hunger. 

I open wider, sucking on his tongue, moaning into the brutal slide of lips and teeth, my body screaming for everything he’s about to give.

His free hand grips my thighs, spreading them so wide the muscles burn, then hooks both legs over his broad shoulders as he tears off my cotton panties. The new angle tilts my hips up, leaving my dripping pussy completely exposed and vulnerable while my back hits the mattress. He looms over me, eyes blazing with dark, filthy promise that makes my stomach clench.

“Last chance to run, Georgie.” His voice has dropped into a dangerous octave, scraping along every nerve. “Because once I start, I’m not stopping until you’re screaming my name and dripping my come.”

Heat explodes through every cell in my body, my clit throbbing so hard it hurts. The words should shock me. They only make me wetter.

“Then start.”

His smile turns wicked, sharp as a blade in the low light, before he descends. That hot, talented mouth blazes a deliberate path down the soft curve of my stomach, leaving wet kisses that make my skin prickle and burn in the wake of his stubble. The coarse rasp of it drags over my freckled flesh, igniting every nerve until my hips jerk upward in helpless anticipation.

No teasing strokes, no playful licks to draw it out—just the blunt, devastating press of his tongue sliding straight through my slick folds. The sensation rips a shattered cry from deep in my throat, raw and guttural, while the rich, musky scent of my own arousal floods the air between us. 

He groans against me, the low vibration rumbling through my core like distant thunder, as if my taste is finer than the most expensive whiskey he's ever savored. The sound vibrates straight to my clit, making it swell and ache even more fiercely.

His tongue traces tight, perfect circles around the throbbing bundle of nerves, switching between long, broad laps that coat his lips in my cream and sharp, targeted flicks that send electric jolts racing up my spine. 

My thighs tremble uncontrollably, the muscles quivering against the iron grip of his large hands as he holds me open wider, exposing every pink, glistening inch to his hungry gaze. 

Two thick fingers push inside me without mercy, stretching the tight walls until the burn edges toward pain, yet the way they curl and stroke that hidden, spongy spot has stars exploding behind my eyelids. 

The wet, obscene sounds of his fingers pumping through my drenched heat fill the room, mingling with my ragged gasps and the faint creak of the mattress beneath us.

"So fucking tight," he growls, the words muffled against my pussy as he curls those fingers again in a way that makes my vision blur at the edges. The pressure builds unbearably, a deep, coiling tension that has my walls fluttering and clenching around the intrusion. "Can barely fit two. How are you going to take my cock, baby girl?"

The filthy promise in his voice sends a fresh gush of wetness spilling over his knuckles. My mind spins, fragmented thoughts colliding—He's too big, too much, but God, I need it, I need him to wreck me—while my body betrays every reservation, hips grinding shamelessly against his face. "I—oh God—I don't⁠—"

"You will." His tone leaves no room for doubt, absolute and commanding, vibrating through my most sensitive flesh. "This greedy little pussy is going to stretch so pretty around your stepdad's cock. Going to watch you take every inch."

Before I can form another word, his mouth seals fully over my swollen clit, sucking with ruthless intensity while those fingers thrust faster, harder, the pads dragging relentlessly over that perfect spot inside. 
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The orgasm slams into me without warning, ripping through every fiber of my being like wildfire. My spine bows violently off the bed, muscles locking tight as a scream claws its way out of my lungs—high, broken, and utterly foreign to my own ears. 

Wave after wave crashes over me, each one more intense than the last, flooding my veins with liquid heat until my toes curl and my nails scrape uselessly at the sheets. 

The overwhelming pleasure whites out my thoughts completely, leaving only the pounding of my heart and the slick, relentless sounds of him drinking every drop I give him.

When the world finally bleeds back into focus, my limbs feel heavy and boneless, every breath coming in shallow, desperate pants that make my chest heave. 

His stubble-roughened cheek rests possessively against the trembling skin of my inner thigh, the faint scratch of it a grounding contrast to the lingering spasms deep in my core. 

Those dark gray eyes watch me with raw, predatory satisfaction, drinking in the flush on my cheeks and the way my nipples still pebble against the cool air.

"That's two." He presses one last, deliberate kiss to my oversensitive clit, the brief contact sending aftershocks jolting through me so sharply I whimper. "Going to make you come on my cock next."

"Gavin—" His name slips out in a trembling whisper, laced with equal parts awe and fear. The thought of him forcing that massive length inside my still-pulsing walls makes my stomach tighten with a dizzying mix of dread and dark craving. I've never let anyone this close, never felt so exposed, so owned. "I've never—you're so big⁠—"

"I know." He rises with deliberate slowness, the movement rippling through the heavy muscles of his chest and arms, tattoos shifting like living shadows under his skin. 

Reaching down, he shoves the sweatpants from his hips, and my eyes widen at the sight of him springing free—thick, veined, and intimidatingly long, the flushed head already slick with precum that catches the light. 

The dark ink continues in swirling patterns over his obliques before vanishing into the sharp cut of his hips, the visual so brutally masculine it steals what little breath I have left. 

A fresh pulse of heat blooms low in my belly despite the lingering soreness, my inner walls clenching emptily at the mere promise of being split open by him. How can something so terrifying make me ache to be ruined?

His hand encircles that brutal length, the veined shaft pulsing hot against his palm as he strokes it with lazy, deliberate drags. 

The slick sound of skin on skin fills the space between us, thick with the scent of my release still clinging to the air—musky, sweet, and unmistakably filthy. “We’ll go slow,” he rumbles, the low vibration of his voice traveling straight to my core. “But make no mistake—you’re taking every last inch before the sun comes up.”

The mattress dips under his weight as he moves over me, his massive frame blocking out the low lamplight until all I see, all I feel, is him. Six-foot-six of corded muscle and swirling ink cages me in, the heat rolling off his skin like a furnace. 

His scent—dark leather and something sharper, like ozone before a storm—wraps around me, invading my lungs with every shaky breath. One broad hand fists into my hair, the sharp tug at my scalp sending sparks racing down my spine and forcing my face up to meet his. 

The other grips the base of his cock, dragging the blunt, precum-smeared head through my soaked folds.

“Breathe, baby girl.”

The first blunt press against my entrance knocks every ounce of air from my chest. Even drenched and fluttering from the aftershocks of what his tongue and fingers just wrung out of me, the sheer girth of him feels obscene. 

My walls stretch around the wide crown with a stinging burn that radiates outward, deep into my belly. My nails bite hard into the tattooed muscle of his shoulders, leaving crescent marks that I know will bruise by morning. A broken whimper claws its way up my throat no matter how hard I try to swallow it down. 

He freezes at once, that powerful body trembling with the effort of holding back. “Look at me.”

My gaze flies to his. Those eyes have softened just enough to steal what remains of my sanity—gentle in a way that feels impossibly tender coming from a man who could snap my neck without breaking a sweat.

“You tell me if it’s too much,” he says, the words rough but steady. “I’ll stop.”

The thought of him pulling away now sends panic spiraling through me. “Don’t stop.” The plea rips free, raw and trembling with hunger I barely recognize as my own. “Please—I want this. I want you. All of you.”

He rolls his hips forward another inch, and fresh fire licks up my spine. Tears blur the edges of my vision, hot and unwelcome, yet beneath the sharp ache blooms a darker, greedier heat. 

My body aches to be split apart, to be claimed so completely that no one else will ever fit again. My stepfather stares down at me like I’m the only fragile thing worth protecting in his blood-soaked empire, and the realization makes my heart slam against my ribs with equal parts terror and intoxicating devotion. He could ruin me. He’s going to ruin me. And God help me, I’m going to beg him to do it.

Another measured thrust seats him halfway. I feel everything—the thick ridges of his cock dragging along hypersensitive nerves, the heavy throb of veins pulsing against my fluttering walls, the impossible weight of him forcing my body to yield. 

It should be agony. Instead it feels like destiny, like every empty, lonely year before him had been waiting for this exact moment of brutal possession.

“Daddy.”

The word falls from my lips unbidden, cracked and desperate, soaked in surrender I didn’t know I possessed. 

Gavin goes rigid above me. Every muscle in that powerful frame locks tight, the tattoos on his arms and neck standing out in stark relief as his breath stutters. 

Those gray eyes ignite with something wild and untamed, pupils blown wide with raw, animal need. The air between us crackles, thick with the scent of sweat and sex and the faint metallic tang of danger that always seems to cling to him. 

My pulse thunders in my ears while my slick walls ripple helplessly around the thick invasion, greedy for more even as fear and forbidden thrill twist tight in my chest.

Inside my head, the thoughts tumble over one another in a frantic rush. I just called him Daddy. Out loud. To the most terrifying man in the city. What the hell is wrong with me? Why does saying it feel so right, so filthy, so necessary?

My nipples tighten to aching points against his chest, milk already threatening to bead again at the mere sound of his growl building deep in his throat. Every inch of me feels electrified, owned, on the razor’s edge of shattering apart beneath the weight of his stare.

"What did you just call me?"

Terror and arousal war in my chest. "I—I'm sorry—I didn't mean⁠—"

"Say it again." The command brooks no argument. "Right fucking now, Georgie."

"Daddy." Quieter this time. Testing.

The growl that rips from deep in his chest vibrates straight through my bones, raw possession wrapped in gravel and smoke. He slams the rest of his massive length inside me with one merciless thrust, stretching my walls to their burning limit. 

Pain and pleasure bleed together so completely that I can’t separate the sharp sting from the liquid heat flooding my veins. Every thick inch of him claims territory I didn’t know I had, forcing my slick walls to flutter and squeeze around the brutal invasion.

“That’s right, baby girl.” His voice is wrecked, torn between menace and worship as he drags his hips back only to piston forward again, setting a punishing pace that makes the heavy wooden headboard crack against the plaster wall like thunder. “I’m your daddy now. Going to take care of you. Protect you. Fill this sweet pussy every single day.”

His stubble scrapes over the tender swell of my breast a heartbeat before his hot mouth latches on, sucking so viciously that fresh milk spurts across his tongue in rhythmic pulses. 

The wet heat of his lips and the greedy pull of his throat send lightning arcing down my spine, straight to where his cock batters against the deepest part of me. My fingers twist into the crisp sheets, knuckles white, while the obscene slap of sweat-slick skin fills the room alongside my broken cries.

“Mine.” The word rasps against my flushed skin, more animal than man. “Every inch of you belongs to me. You understand?”

“Yes—God—yes, Daddy—” The title falls from my lips like a prayer I can’t stop repeating, each syllable winding the coil tighter inside my belly.

“That’s my good girl.” He angles his hips, driving even deeper, and white-hot sparks detonate behind my eyelids. The new angle lets the thick head of his cock drag over that devastating spot with every savage stroke, forcing my thighs to tremble uncontrollably around his narrow waist. “Going to put a baby in you. Watch that belly swell with my child again and again and again.”

The image should freeze the blood in my veins—should make me scramble away from this terrifying, powerful man who now owns every breath I take. Yet all it does is flood me with a dark, aching hunger so intense my inner muscles ripple greedily around him. I can almost feel it already: the heavy, rounded weight of my stomach growing with his baby, my breasts even fuller and constantly leaking for him, my body reshaped and marked as his property in the most permanent way imaginable.

“Yes.” I drag my nails down the rigid muscles of his back, feeling them flex and jump beneath my fingertips. “Breed me, Daddy. Make me yours.”

“Fuck.” The curse sounds torn from his soul, low and guttural. His hips lose their rhythm, snapping forward with feral intensity that shoves me higher up the mattress with every thrust. The coarse hair on his chest scrapes over my sensitive nipples while the heavy, musky scent of his skin surrounds me completely. “You want that? Want your stepdad to fill this tight cunt until you’re dripping? Knock you up and keep you pregnant?”

“Please—oh God—please, Daddy—” The words dissolve into desperate sobs as fresh milk leaks between us, smearing warm and sticky over both our chests.

His mouth seals over my nipple once more, sucking with bruising force while he ruts into me like a beast in heat. The relentless tug at my breast matches the pounding rhythm between my legs, until every nerve in my body feels stretched past endurance. 

The wet heat of his tongue, the iron grip of his hands on my hips, the filthy vows pouring into my ear—they crash over me until I can’t breathe, can’t think, can’t do anything but feel.

“Come for me, baby girl. Come on Daddy’s cock.”

The command detonates inside me. My orgasm rips through every limb with shattering violence, tearing a raw scream from my lungs as my walls clamp down around his pistoning length in rhythmic, devastating spasms. 

Sharp, electric pleasure borders on pain, pulsing outward until even my fingertips tingle. He follows with a harsh, broken groan that vibrates against my breast, burying himself to the hilt as thick, scalding jets of his release flood my depths. 

The heat seems endless, pulse after pulse painting my insides, claiming me so thoroughly I know I’ll carry the evidence of him for days.

We stay locked together, both gasping for air, his massive frame pressing me deep into the ruined sheets while lingering aftershocks tremble through my core. When he finally lifts his head, droplets of my milk cling to his lips and drip from the stubble on his chin, his dark gray eyes still glazed with raw, lingering hunger.

He kisses me then—deep, possessive, utterly claiming—his tongue sliding against mine so I taste the sweet cream we just made together. The flavor lingers between us, filthy and intimate and perfect.

“You’re mine, baby girl.”


CHAPTER 4
GAVIN



The first thing I register is wet heat wrapped around my cock.

For a split second, disorientation clouds my brain—then awareness crashes through me like a freight train. My hips jerk involuntarily as my eyes snap open to find Georgie crouched between my thighs, her hair spilling across my stomach while those perfect lips stretch around my shaft.

"Jesus Christ." The curse rips from my chest, rough with sleep and shock and the kind of raw need that makes my balls draw up tight.

She doesn't pull off. Those bright blue eyes flick upward instead, locking onto mine with a spark that punches straight through my ribs. Freckled cheeks cave inward as she sinks lower, the faint crust of dried milk still flaking along her collarbone from the greedy way I'd marked her hours earlier. 

The sight alone nearly snaps the last thread of my control, my cock twitching heavy against her tongue while the room stays steeped in that hush before dawn.

Pre-dawn light slips through the heavy curtains in pale, silvery bands, catching on the reddish-brown strands that drape over her bare shoulders and the subtle sheen of sweat already gathering at the small of her back. 

Her skin looks almost luminous in the half-dark, every curve of her compact body thrown into soft relief while she devotes herself to me with a focus that borders on worship. 

The flat of her tongue drags slow and deliberate along the thick vein running underneath, pressing just hard enough to make my thighs tense against the mattress. Then she hollows her cheeks again, creating that tight, rippling suction that drags a guttural sound from deep in my throat.

"Fuck—baby girl⁠—" 

My fingers shoot down on instinct, burying themselves in the heavy silk of her hair, gripping tight enough to feel the heat of her scalp. 

Pleasure twists low in my gut, sharp and demanding, coiling so viciously I have to fight the instinct to thrust straight into the back of her throat. She hums around my length, the low vibration traveling straight through my shaft and into my spine until every muscle in my body goes rigid. 

"Baby girl, you're fucking killing me here. Where'd you learn to do that?"

She eases off with a wet pop that echoes too loudly in the quiet room, thin strands of saliva stretching like gossamer between her puffy lower lip and the flushed, glistening head of my cock. 

A single bead of precum wells at the slit and she catches it with the tip of her tongue before it can drip away. "Just now," she answers, voice husky and breathless, those wide blue eyes never leaving mine. "Am I doing it right, Daddy?"

The innocent lilt wrapped around that filthy word ignites something primal inside my chest, a possessive heat that flares so hot it feels like it might burn me from the inside out. 

She keeps her small hand curled firm around my base, stroking with lazy, deliberate pulls that keep me right on the edge while she waits for my verdict. 

My mind floods with every filthy image of how I want to ruin her—how I already have, and how I'll do it again the second I regain the ability to think straight. The power she hands me so willingly is intoxicating, addictive in a way that should terrify a man like me.

My thumb sweeps across the corner of her slick mouth, gathering the mess of spit and precum before I push the pad between her lips just to feel her suck it clean. 

"You're doing perfect, sweetheart." The praise comes out gravel-rough, laced with the kind of satisfaction that settles deep in my bones. "Such a good girl, waking Daddy up with that pretty mouth."

Pride blooms across her features before she dips her head again, taking me deeper this time. The head of my cock hits the back of her throat and she gags slightly, tears springing to her eyes, but she doesn't pull away. 

Instead, she relaxes her jaw and pushes forward, taking another inch until her nose presses against the dark hair at my groin.

"Christ—" My grip tightens in her hair, not pulling but holding, anchoring myself against the overwhelming sensation of her throat working around me. "That's it. Take all of Daddy's cock."

She makes a desperate, needy sound, her thighs squeezing together as she bobs her head. The sight of her grinding against nothing while she services me cranks my already razor-thin control even tighter. 

Drool runs down her chin, making a mess of both of us, and the sloppy wet sounds fill the quiet bedroom.

The urge to come down her throat nearly wins. My orgasm builds with terrifying speed, pressure mounting until white edges my vision. But I don't want to finish like this—not when I can have her wrapped around me instead, clenching and crying out while I fill her with my seed.

"Stop." The command comes out harsher than I intend, but she obeys immediately, releasing me and sitting back on her heels. Her lips are red and puffy, her eyes glazed with arousal. "Turn around. On your stomach."

She scrambles to obey, the sheets whispering under her palms as she crawls forward on all fours. Her hair spills across her back like spilled ink, catching the pale dawn light filtering through the half-drawn curtains. 

When she collapses face-first into the pillows, her ass lifts high, those lush, curved cheeks parting just enough to expose the slick mess between her thighs. 

"Spread your legs wider." The words scrape from my throat as I kneel behind her smaller frame, one broad palm clamping onto the flare of her hip while the other fists my throbbing cock. "Show Daddy what's his."

A broken whimper vibrates against the pillow, but her knees slide obediently apart, the soft cotton bunching beneath them. 

The sight hits me like a gut punch—her pussy lips swollen and glistening a deep pink. Her entrance flutters visibly, winking open and closed around empty air, slick with the evidence of her constant need. 

The raw hunger clawing through my chest tightens every muscle; this woman, my unexpected stepdaughter, has become an addiction I have no intention of shaking. 

"Please, Daddy." Her plea emerges muffled and trembling, thick with longing that coils straight into my balls. "I need my stepfather's cock."

"I know you do, baby girl." The head of my cock nudges her entrance, her heat so intense it sears me even before I push inside. Her body instinctively tries to suck me deeper, those velvet walls rippling in invitation. Dark satisfaction surges through my veins. "Daddy's going to take care of you."

I slam forward in a single, merciless thrust, burying every thick inch until my hips smack against her ass and my balls press tight to her clit. 

The force drives her deeper into the mattress, and her scream rips free—hoarse, shocked, edged with a pleasure so sharp it borders on agony. Inside, she clamps down around me like a molten fist, impossibly snug despite the savage stretch I inflicted last night. 

The sting must burn through her, a bright, biting ache where her tender flesh struggles to accommodate my girth, yet she shoves back against me with a needy roll of her hips, chasing more.

Dark triumph floods my thoughts. She was made for this—for me—her optimistic little soul corrupted so perfectly by the danger I represent. The realization that she craves the monster in me only makes my cock throb harder inside her.

"That's my girl." I withdraw with deliberate slowness, letting her feel every veined inch drag along her sensitive walls, before I drive back in with enough power to jolt her forward again. Each whimper and gasp that spills from her lips feeds the beast raging under my skin. "Taking Daddy's cock so well. Look at this greedy cunt, already begging for more."

"Yes—oh God—yes, Daddy⁠—"

My fingers sink into the soft give of her hips, gripping hard as I set a ruthless rhythm. The sharp smack of my pelvis colliding with her ass cracks through the quiet room like gunfire, each impact sending ripples across her creamy flesh. 

Her broken cries rise higher, mingling with the wet, filthy sounds of her pussy devouring me and the ragged rasp of my own breath sawing in my lungs. 

Sweat prickles across my shoulders and chest, tracing cool paths down the grooves of my back despite the crisp morning air seeping through the window cracks. 

The contrast only heightens everything—the burn in my muscles, the slick slide of her arousal coating my shaft, the way her walls flutter and squeeze with every punishing stroke.

I want to ruin her for anyone else. The thought pounds through my skull in time with my thrusts. No one else will ever touch her. No one else will ever fill her the way I do, stretching her open and claiming every slick inch until she forgets her own name. 

My gaze drops to where we join, mesmerized by the way her pussy lips stretch around my thickness, creamy evidence of her pleasure frothing at the base of my cock with every withdrawal. The primal urge to breed her, to watch her body change because of me, surges so violently I have to clench my jaw against a groan.

Leaning forward, I cover her completely, my much larger frame caging her in. The new angle lets me grind deep inside her with every thrust, and her response is immediate—another gush of wetness floods around me, her thighs trembling violently. 

Her scent intensifies, sweet and heady, wrapping around my senses until all I can think about is flooding her again, marking her from the inside out until there's no doubt who she belongs to.

"Going to keep you full of my come." The words growl out between thrusts, dark promises I fully intend to keep. "Watch your belly swell with my baby. Keep you pregnant and dripping with milk for me."

"Please—" She sobs into the pillow, her back arching to take me deeper. "Want that, want you to make me pregnant⁠—"

"Fuck yes you do. You're going to look so fucking beautiful round with my child. Everyone will know you belong to me. That your stepdad knocked you up and claimed you."
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The filthy words keep pouring from me, each one darker than the last, and every syllable only makes her tighten further, her body betraying just how much my depravity excites her. 

I will keep her that way, belly rounding with my child, tits heavy with milk, every inch of her branded by my touch. 

No one will take her from me. Not while I still draw breath.

The command scrapes up from the depths of my chest: "Say it." My palm settles around the slender column of her throat, fingers splayed wide enough to feel the frantic hammer of her pulse against my skin, but I don't tighten. The hold is pure claim, a reminder of exactly who controls every gasp she takes. "Tell Daddy who you belong to."

Her blue eyes, already glassy and wide, flutter. "You—" The word fractures into a broken sob that vibrates against my palm. "I belong to you, Daddy. Only you." The admission trembles out of her, soaked in surrender and something far darker, something that makes my blood surge hotter.

Pride and raw possession thunder through me, thick and feral, until every inch of my body feels coiled with the need to mark her deeper. She is mine to ruin, mine to fill, mine to keep swollen and leaking for the rest of her days.

Her cunt begins to flutter wildly around my cock, those silky inner walls rippling in the unmistakable prelude to release. The sensation drags a growl from my throat. Not yet. I refuse to let her tumble over the edge without watching every fractured expression cross that freckled face.

I wrench myself free in one brutal slide, ignoring the way her soaked heat tries to suck me back in and the sharp, needy cry that rips from her lips. 

With a single flex of muscle, I flip her onto her back. Her full tits rise and fall with each ragged breath, the motion making fresh beads of milk swell at the stiff peaks of her nipples. 

They swell, then break free, tracing slow, glistening trails down the heavy curves of her breasts until they pool in the dip of her sternum.

"Look at you." I brace my hands on either side of her ribcage, thumbs sweeping up to stroke the sensitive undersides of those aching tits, feeling the warm, sticky wetness already coating them. "Already leaking for Daddy like the perfect little broodmare you are."

"They hurt." Her back bows sharply, pushing those dripping nipples closer to my mouth, her curvy little body shameless in its hunger. "Please⁠—"

"I've got you, baby girl." The words come out low, almost tender, before I drop my head and latch onto one swollen nipple. My lips seal tight, tongue pressing firm as I suck hard enough to pull another thick spurt of sweet, warm milk across my tongue. 

At the same moment I drive my cock back into her drenched pussy in one punishing thrust, burying myself to the hilt in tight, fluttering velvet.

Her nails rake down the expanse of my back, leaving burning lines that only spur me on. I set a savage rhythm, hips snapping forward so hard. Each pull at her breast floods my mouth with more of that rich, faintly sweet milk. 

I swallow greedily, one hand kneading her other tit until milk sprays between my fingers and soaks into the already ruined sheets with wet, heavy drops.

"Daddy—oh fuck—Daddy, I can't—" Her voice cracks on every word, raw and desperate.

"Yes, you can." I release the first nipple with a filthy pop, milk dribbling down my chin as I latch onto the other, sucking even harder while my hips continue rutting. The head of my cock batters against the deepest part of her with every stroke, the obscene stretch of her cunt audible between our bodies. "You're going to come all over my cock again. Milk me while I pump you so full you feel me for days."

Her entire body winds tighter, muscles locking as her cries climb into broken, high-pitched whimpers that scrape along my spine. The slick heat of her pussy flutters wildly, greedy and pulsing, trying to drag me even deeper inside her fertile depths.

"Touch yourself." The order rumbles against the soft, leaking swell of her breast, my breath hot on her damp skin. "Play with that swollen little clit, baby girl. Make yourself come for Daddy like the obedient slut you are."

Her hand flies between our sweat-slicked bodies without hesitation. I feel the frantic circling of her fingers against that sensitive bud, the added stimulation making her arch violently. 

Her breast presses harder into my mouth, and I respond by sucking deeper, drawing out long, rhythmic pulls of milk while my cock slams against her cervix with punishing force. The wet heat of her, the sweet taste flooding my tongue, the desperate sounds pouring from her throat—it all coils low in my gut like molten iron.

"That's it—fuck, that's my good girl⁠—"

"Daddy!" The word tears from her in a shattered wail as her orgasm rips through her. 

Every muscle in her small frame goes rigid, her back lifting clear off the mattress. Her pussy clamps down around me with vicious, rhythmic intensity, inner walls rippling and squeezing so tightly it steals the breath from my lungs. 

The sheer force of her release drags me right to the brink, her body working me with desperate, milking contractions that send lightning racing up my spine.

"Going to come inside you." The snarl rips free as my balls draw up tight, the pressure at the base of my cock becoming unbearable. "Fill this perfect cunt until it's dripping down your thighs. Put a baby in that belly. Make you mine forever in the most permanent way possible."

"Yes—yes, please, Daddy."

Her broken, begging plea snaps the last thread of my restraint. Climax barrels through me with devastating brutality, my vision whiting out as my cock jerks violently inside her. 

Thick, heavy ropes of come erupt from me in powerful surges, flooding her spasming depths until I can feel the sheer volume of it pushing back against my shaft. 

Each pulse wrenches a guttural groan from my chest, painting her womb with my seed, claiming her on the most primal level imaginable. The pleasure is so sharp it borders on agony, every nerve ending ignited as I empty myself completely.

She continues to shudder beneath me through endless aftershocks, her pussy still fluttering and squeezing around my spurting length, greedily drawing out every last drop as though her body itself is determined to keep me locked inside her. 

The warm, sticky evidence of our combined release already seeps out around my cock despite how tightly we fit together, but I stay buried to the root, unwilling to waste even a single drop.

When the final violent waves finally ebb, I let my weight settle partially over her, careful to keep from crushing her smaller frame completely. Our chests heave in ragged unison, hearts slamming against each other through sweat-drenched skin. 

I don't pull out. Instead I remain seated deep, feeling the occasional faint twitch of her walls still trying to milk me.

My hand drifts up to cradle her jaw, thumb sweeping across the fever-hot flush of her cheek. Those blue eyes drift open, hazy with lingering pleasure and an emotion that sinks hooks straight into my ribs—something raw and absolute that mirrors the obsession roaring through my own veins.

The truth slams into me with shocking clarity: I will never release her. Not in this life or the next.

This woman, this responsive, fertile, perfectly submissive creature beneath me, has become more vital than air itself. The fixation that seized me the instant I laid eyes on her has burrowed too deep, roots twisting through every dark corner of my soul. 

She belongs to me in every conceivable way, and I would reduce this entire city to ash before allowing anyone to tear her from my grasp.

Her voice emerges soft, almost hesitant in the charged silence. "What are you thinking?"

The answer rises from the blackest part of me, absolute and unyielding. "That you're mine." I brush my thumb across her lower lip, feeling it tremble. "That I'm going to take care of you for the rest of your life. Give you everything you could ever want—my ring, my name, my children growing inside you until the world knows exactly who you answer to."

Her eyes shimmer with unshed tears, but they're not sad. Joy radiates from her features as she reaches up to trace my jaw with trembling fingers.

"I don't need much," she whispers. "Just you."

The simple honesty in those three words does something dangerous to my chest. Feelings I haven't experienced in decades—if ever—surge through me with overwhelming intensity. Protection. Possession. Devotion. The need to cherish and corrupt her in equal measure.

I lean down and capture her lips in a kiss that's somehow both tender and claiming. She melts against me, opening immediately to let my tongue sweep inside. 

When I finally pull back, I press my forehead against hers, breathing her in.

"You'll never want for anything ever again, baby girl."


CHAPTER 5
GEORGIE



Warmth surrounds me when consciousness creeps in, but it's the aroma that fully pulls me from sleep—rich coffee, butter melting on something carb-heavy, the unmistakable scent of bacon crisping. My stomach growls loud enough to wake the dead.

The other side of the bed sits empty, sheets cool to the touch. Gavin's already up.

Every muscle protests as I sit, a delicious ache settled deep between my thighs and radiating through my core. Evidence of last night—this morning, really—painted across my body in tender spots and pleasant soreness. The kind that makes me bite my lip, remembering exactly how I earned each twinge.

His robe hangs on a hook near the door, expensive silk that probably costs more than my entire wardrobe. The fabric slides cool against my skin as I slip it on, drowning in material that smells like him—cedar and smoke and something darkly masculine that makes my pulse kick up.

Barefoot, I pad down the hallway toward the kitchen. The house sprawls larger in daylight filtering through massive windows, all clean lines and modern edges softened by unexpected touches of comfort. Nothing like the cold, sterile mansion I expected a crime boss to inhabit.

Male voices drift from the kitchen, low and professional.

"—tomorrow's delivery confirmed. I'll have Marcus handle the⁠—" 

"That's fine. Thank you." Gavin's gravelly rumble cuts through, dismissive but not unkind.

I pause at the doorway, suddenly hyperaware of my disheveled appearance—sex hair, borrowed robe, probably wearing my activities from the past few hours like a neon sign.

But then Gavin glances up from his coffee mug and pins me with those dark gray eyes, and everything else dissolves. The man across from him—older, wearing chef's whites—follows his gaze and has the good sense to look away quickly.

"Leave us." Gavin doesn't raise his voice or shift his attention from me.

The cook nods once, professional and efficient, gathering his things and disappearing through a side door without a word. Smart man.

"Come here, baby girl."

My feet move before conscious thought kicks in, carrying me across gleaming hardwood to where he stands leaning against the marble counter. He sets his mug down and reaches for me, large hands spanning my waist through the silk.

"How are you feeling?" His thumb traces small circles against my ribs, surprisingly gentle for someone who literally had me kidnapped and brought to a warehouse yesterday.

Was it only yesterday?

"Sore." The admission slips out softer than intended. "But good. A good kind of sore."

Something flickers through his expression, satisfaction and possessiveness mingling in the slight upturn of his mouth. "Good."

He pulls out a chair at the breakfast bar, settling me onto it before moving to the stove where covered dishes wait. The spread he uncovers makes my jaw drop—fluffy scrambled eggs, perfectly crispy bacon, golden hash browns, fresh fruit cut into precise pieces, toast with butter melting into every pore.

"You didn't make this." The statement emerges without filter.

He raises an eyebrow, amusement crinkling the corners of his eyes. "What gave it away?"

"You don't strike me as the domestic type."

"Smart girl." He plates food with practiced efficiency, piling more than I could possibly eat onto my dish before fixing his own. "But I can cook when necessary. Survival skill."

The casual admission settles heavy between us. Right. Crime boss. Probably grew up in situations where cooking meant staying alive.

We eat in comfortable silence for several minutes, and I try not to moan at flavors exploding across my tongue. Real food. Not instant ramen or dining hall mystery meat or the protein bars I'd been living on between classes and pumping sessions.

"Tell me about your studies." Gavin's question comes between bites, conversational but genuinely interested.

"Business management. Sophomore year." I spear a piece of melon. "Nothing exciting. Lots of theory, some practical application courses. Marketing, finance, organizational behavior."

"Why business?"

The question catches me off-guard. No one asks why. They assume or judge or dismiss.

"Versatile. Opens doors." I shrug, chasing a piece of egg around my plate. "And I'm good with numbers, patterns. Understanding how systems work and finding the gaps."

His eyes sharpen with something I can't quite name. "The gaps?"

"Where things break down. Where money gets lost or processes fail." Warmth creeps up my neck. "I wrote this paper last semester about supply chain inefficiencies in mid-sized companies and my professor said it was the most practical analysis he'd read in years."

Pride blooms in my chest even as embarrassment follows close behind. God, I sound like such a nerd.

"Smartass." But the word carries weight, approval threading through the rough timbre.

"Wouldn't have gotten my scholarship otherwise."

"Friends?" He shifts topics smoothly, cutting into his bacon with surgical precision. "Anyone I should know about?"

I think about my dorm mate who's probably wondering where I disappeared to, the study group that meets Tuesday nights, the girl from Statistics who sometimes shares her lunch.

"Acquaintances mostly. I don't..." The words stick. "I work a lot. Worked. Between classes and my campus job and trying to keep my grades up for scholarship renewal, there wasn't much time for socializing."

His jaw tightens almost imperceptibly. "You won't need to work anymore."

"I can't just quit. I need⁠—"

"Me." The single word drops like a hammer. "You need me. And I've got you now."

The certainty in his voice should terrify me. This man I met yesterday who kidnapped me and then proceeded to fuck me senseless is now declaring himself my sole provider, my protector, my everything.

My Daddy.

Instead, something warm and desperate unfurls in my chest. The constant anxiety of juggling bills and schedules and wondering if I'd have enough for both groceries and textbooks—it all just... stops.

I take a breath. "What about your life?"

"What about it?"

"I shared. Your turn."

His expression shutters, walls slamming into place faster than I can track. "Information like that could put you in danger."

"I'm already in danger. Living in your house, in your bed, wearing your robe. Pretty sure that ship sailed, crashed, and sank."

Silence stretches between us, taut and loaded. Then his mouth curves, not quite a smile but close.

"Definitely a smartass."

"You already established that." I pop a strawberry in my mouth, emboldened by the almost-smile. "So?"

"I run businesses. Some legitimate, most not. I have enemies who would love nothing more than to use you against me." He drains his coffee in one long swallow. "The less you know about specifics, the safer you are."

"But—"

"No." Finality rings through the single syllable. "Not up for negotiation, baby girl."

The endearment softens the refusal slightly, but frustration still simmers under my skin. He wants to know everything about me while remaining a mystery himself.

Before I can argue further, he shifts topics again. "What time is your first class?"

Dread crashes through the pleasant bubble we've been floating in. "Nine."

He glances at the sleek watch on his wrist—probably worth more than my entire year's tuition. "I'll drive you. Pick you up after."

"You don't need to⁠—"

"I'll have people watching you at all times." He continues as if I haven't spoken. "They'll stay back, give you space, but they'll be there."

The thought of invisible bodyguards trailing me across campus should feel suffocating. Instead, it's almost comforting. No more walking to my car alone in the dark parking lot, no more constantly checking over my shoulder.

"Okay." The agreement slips out easily.

His eyes narrow slightly, as if he expected more resistance. "That's it? No argument?"

"Would it change anything?"

"No."

"Then why waste the energy?" I finish the last bite of hash browns, savoring the crispy edges. "Besides, you're scary when you're determined."

"Only when I need to be." Something dark flickers through his expression. "Never with you."

The promise settles warm in my chest, dangerous and thrilling and completely insane.

"What about..." I gesture vaguely at my chest, where my breasts have started feeling heavy again. "Pumping?"

"How often do you need it?"

"Every three to four hours usually. Sometimes sooner if I'm stressed or it's been a while."

He considers this, calculating something I can't quite follow. "I'll be there at one. We'll have lunch together, take care of you then."

The casual way he claims that responsibility—like it's the most natural thing in the world for him to show up on campus and breastfeed from me between classes—sends electricity zipping down my spine.

"People will see you. With me."

"Good." The single word carries enough possession to make my thighs clench. "Let them."
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My Marketing professor drones on about consumer behavior patterns, but the words slide past without sticking. Everything feels surreal, like I'm floating three inches above my body watching someone else's life unfold.

The ache between my legs pulses with each shift in my seat, a constant reminder of Gavin's cock stretching me open, filling me so completely I could barely breathe. My breasts tingle with the phantom sensation of his mouth working me over, tongue and teeth and devastating suction.

No one has ever taken care of me like that. Like I matter more than logistics and convenience.

My phone buzzes against my thigh. A text from an unknown number.
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Eating lunch by the east gate. Be there at 1. —G

Warmth floods through me. He programmed my number into his phone at some point, probably while I was still floating in post-orgasmic bliss this morning.

The rest of class drags endlessly. Then Business Law, where I usually take meticulous notes, passes in a blur of half-absorbed information about contracts and liability.

Is this what it feels like to have someone actually give a shit? To not carry every burden alone, scraping by on ramen and determination and sheer stubborn refusal to fail?

I could get dangerously used to this.

At twelve fifty-five, I shoulder my bag and head toward the east gate. Campus sprawls green and manicured, students clustered in groups or rushing between buildings. Normal college life I've never quite managed to be part of.

"Georgie! Hey, wait up!"

Craig's voice cuts through the ambient noise, grating and unwelcome. I don't slow down, hoping he'll take the hint.

He doesn't.

"Come on, don't be like that." His hand wraps around my upper arm, pulling me to a stop with more force than necessary.

Everything in me recoils. "Let go."

"Just wanted to invite you to my party tonight." He crowds into my space, too close, invading every boundary. "It'll be fun. You never come to anything."

"Because I don't want to." I try stepping back but he follows, maintaining that uncomfortable proximity. "I'm busy."

"You're always busy." His fingers tighten on my arm. "What, are you playing hard to get? Because I'm getting real tired of this game."

"It's not a game. I'm not interested."

"Everyone's interested eventually." He leans in, breath hot against my face with underlying notes of energy drink and entitlement. "Stop being such a⁠—"

The world lurches sideways.

One second Craig's in my face, the next he's airborne—literally flying backward before crashing into the brick wall behind us with a sickening thud.

Gavin stands where Craig was, fury carved into every line of his massive frame. Murder lives in those gray eyes, cold and absolute.

"She said no." The words emerge quiet, deadly. "Which part of that confused you?"

Craig struggles to his feet, stupid enough to look angry instead of terrified. "Who the fuck⁠—"

Gavin moves faster than someone his size should be able to, closing the distance and fisting Craig's collar, slamming him back against the wall hard enough to rattle teeth.

"Stay the fuck away from her." Each word drops like a stone. "Touch her again, breathe near her again, even think about her again, and I'll break every bone in your worthless body before feeding you to the rats. We clear?"

Craig's face cycles through several shades of pale, eyes wide with the sudden understanding that he's staring at something far more dangerous than a jealous boyfriend.

"Y-yes. We're clear. Sorry. I'm sorry."

Gavin holds him there a moment longer before releasing him with enough force that Craig stumbles. "Get out of my sight."

He runs. Actually turns and sprints across campus like hellhounds are snapping at his heels.

The smart response would be fear. Normal people would be frightened witnessing that level of violence, that casual willingness to hurt someone.

But heat pools low in my belly instead, slick and wanting. Watching Gavin defend me, claim me in front of witnesses, bare his teeth for my protection—it does something primal and undeniable.

I feel safe. Protected. Desired enough that he'd commit violence on my behalf without hesitation.

Also extremely turned on.

He turns to me, that murderous fury softening into concern. "Did he hurt you?"

"No. You got here in time."

His hand comes up to cup my face, thumb stroking my cheek with surprising gentleness. "Good. Anyone else I need to know about?"

"Not currently."

"Better stay that way." He drops his hand but threads our fingers together, leading me toward where his car idles at the curb.

We slide into the backseat and he hits a button. Tinted glass rises between us and the driver, creating a private cocoon.

The partition barely finishes sealing before I'm climbing into his lap, straddling those thick thighs and grinding down against the hardness already straining his pants.

"Fuck." His hands grip my hips, fingers digging in hard enough to leave marks. "Needy little thing."

"Your fault." I rock against him, chasing friction. "Getting all violent and protective."

"That turned you on?" Dark amusement colors his voice. "Watching me throw that little shit across campus?"

"Yes." No point lying when the evidence is probably soaking through my underwear.

He groans, low and filthy. "Such a dirty girl. Getting wet from watching Daddy defend you."

The word sends electricity straight to my clit. "Please."

"Please what?" His hands slide under my shirt, rough palms scraping against sensitive skin. "Use your words, baby girl."

"Need you." Desperation edges the plea. "Need you inside me."

"Here?" He glances toward the tinted windows. "Where anyone walking by might see?"

"Yes."

"Greedy little slut." But he's already working his belt open, freeing his cock with practiced efficiency. "Lift up."

I rise enough for him to shove my skirt up and yank my underwear aside. The thick, blunt head of his cock nudges my slick folds, hot and insistent, before he guides himself right where I ache for him. 

"Take it." His voice drops into that gravel-rough command that always melts my bones. With one powerful upward snap of his hips, he yanks me down, impaling me in a single devastating stroke. 

The sudden, brutal stretch forces a raw gasp from my throat, my walls fluttering around the impossible girth as every thick inch forces tender tissues to yield. 

The fullness borders on pain, my pussy still sore and swollen from the way he used me earlier, yet that bright edge of discomfort only sharpens the pleasure. 

Being so completely, vulgarly claimed by him feels like coming home. My thighs tremble against the hard muscle of his, the coarse fabric of his pants rasping the sensitive skin behind my knees while the leather seat creaks beneath us. 

I brace my palms on his broad shoulders and begin to move, rolling my hips in frantic circles before rising and dropping again, chasing that perfect drag of his cock against every sensitive ridge inside me. 

His hands knead my ass, fingers sinking deep into soft flesh as he helps slam me down harder, faster, the wet slap of skin meeting skin filling the sealed backseat.

"That's it. Fuck yourself on Daddy's cock like the needy little thing you are."

Heat floods my cheeks at the filthy praise, yet instead of shame, the words only wind the coil in my belly tighter. Every growled syllable vibrates straight to my clit. My nipples tighten to aching peaks, already leaking tiny beads of milk that dampen the front of my shirt.

"Shirt off." Impatience roughens his tone as he yanks at the hem. "Want to see these pretty tits."

Fabric catches on my elbows; I struggle for half a second before he growls and simply rips the bra apart. Lace and elastic give way with a sharp tearing sound, leaving angry red welts across the soft curves of my breasts. Cool air hits me, but his mouth is already there, sealing hot and wet around my left nipple. 

The suction is merciless. Let-down hits like a dam breaking, warm milk surging across his tongue in rhythmic pulses. The dual sensation—his thick cock splitting me open with every bounce, stretching my pussy to its limit while his tongue works my breast in hungry pulls—shatters what little control I have left. 

Pleasure builds in heavy, liquid waves that crash higher and higher until I can't breathe, can't think, can only feel the stretch and the wet heat of his mouth devouring me.

"Gavin—Daddy—I'm⁠—"

"Come." He switches to the neglected breast without warning, blunt teeth grazing the oversensitive peak before he sucks hard enough to draw a desperate cry from me. "Come all over my cock, baby girl. Show me who this pussy belongs to."

The command detonates everything. My walls clamp and ripple around his pistoning length in violent spasms, milking him with greedy, fluttering contractions while my vision fractures into sparks. 

Tremors wrack my entire body. I clutch at his hair, hips stuttering as I grind down through the overwhelming release, tears slipping from the corners of my eyes.

He follows with a guttural groan that vibrates against my breast, burying his face deeper as his cock swells and jerks inside me. Thick, scalding ropes of come flood my pussy in heavy spurts, so much that it leaks out around his shaft and slicks my thighs. 

The molten heat of it marks me from the inside out, branding me in the most primal way possible while his arms lock around my back, holding me flush against his muscular chest as we both shake apart.

We stay locked together, panting and trembling. His mouth releases my nipple with an obscene pop, lips glistening with milk.

"Fucking perfect." He kisses me, deep and claiming, letting me taste the sweet tang of my own milk on his tongue. "Mine."

"Yours." The admission slips out easily, truth settling into my bones like warm honey.

Something has fundamentally shifted between us. This isn't just attraction or convenience or even the fucked-up situation that threw us together.

I'm tethered to him now. Bound by something deeper than logic or reason—by the simple fact that he takes care of me in ways no one ever has. Sees me, claims me, makes me feel valued beyond my usefulness.

It's dangerous and probably stupid and definitely too fast.

But I can't bring myself to care.

He kisses me again, softer this time, almost reverent, the scratch of his stubble a delicious counterpoint to the gentleness of his mouth. When he pulls back, those storm-gray eyes search my face with an intensity that steals what little breath I have left.

"What do you want for lunch?"


CHAPTER 6
GAVIN



Jones leans against the doorframe of my office, arms crossed. The muscle in his jaw ticks—the only tell that his news is about to piss me off.

"Still nothing on Ellen Dennings. Woman vanished like smoke."

My fingers drum once against the desk. Once is enough to convey my displeasure. "Keep looking."

"We've checked every known associate, every hole she's crawled into over the past year. She's either dead or gone underground with help we haven't identified yet."

"Then dig deeper." The edge in my tone makes Jones straighten fractionally. "I want her found. She doesn't get to sell information that puts my operation—puts Georgie—at risk and walk away clean."

Jones nods, understanding the weight behind that second name. News travels fast in my organization. Everyone knows by now that Ellen's daughter is living under my roof. Most are smart enough not to comment.

"On a better note, shipments have been clean since we took out Volkov's crew. No one's stupid enough to make a move right now."

"Good. Keep it that way." I glance at the clock on my desk. Almost time to pick her up. "We done?"

"Yeah." Jones shifts, then pauses at the door. "The girl⁠—"

"Is none of your concern."

He raises both hands in surrender. "Just making sure you know what you're doing, boss."

"Get out."

The door clicks shut behind him, leaving silence that does nothing to settle the restlessness under my skin. Three days. That's how long Georgie's been in my house, in my bed, wrapped around me like she was made to fit there.

Three days of her soft cries, her breathy "Daddy" against my neck, her tight little pussy clenching around my cock like she never wants to let go.

Three days, and the obsession has only gotten worse.

I should feel guilty. She's young enough to be my daughter—actually is my stepdaughter, technically, even if that marriage to Ellen lasted all of six months two years ago. Should feel something other than this bone-deep satisfaction every time she looks at me like I hung the fucking moon.

But guilt is for men who give a shit about propriety.

I stopped being that man a long time ago.
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Campus is packed when I pull up to the gate. Students pour out of buildings in clusters, backpacks slung over shoulders, phones glued to their faces. My presence draws stares—always does. The blacked-out SUV, the tattoos visible despite my rolled sleeves, the way I carry myself screams danger to anyone with half a brain.

Most scatter. The smart ones, anyway.

Georgie emerges from the humanities building right on time, reddish-brown hair catching the late afternoon sun. She spots the car and her entire face transforms—that bright, genuine smile that makes something in my chest constrict.

No one has ever looked that happy to see me.

She jogs over, curves bouncing in ways that make my hands tighten on the steering wheel. The little sundress she wore this morning rides up her thighs with each step. Possessiveness surges hot and vicious through my veins at the thought of anyone else seeing what's mine.

"Hi." She slides into the passenger seat, already leaning across the console to kiss me. Sweet and eager, tongue darting out to taste my bottom lip before she pulls back. "Missed you."

"Missed you too, baby girl." Truth. Every damn minute she's not within arm's reach feels wrong somehow. "How were classes?"

"Boring." She wrinkles her nose, buckling her seatbelt. "Professor Hendricks spent two hours explaining basic accounting principles I learned in high school. But at least Craig wasn't there today."

My jaw clenches at the name. That piece of shit who thought he could crowd my girl. "He better stay away."

"He will." She sounds certain, satisfaction curling through her voice. "Pretty sure you scared him straight. Literally. I heard he switched to a different section."

Good. Saves me the trouble of making his disappearance look accidental.

"Oh, before we head home—" Georgie touches my arm, fingers warm even through the fabric of my shirt. "Can we stop at the bookstore? I need to grab a couple books for next week's assignments."

"Which one?"

"The one on Main. It's like five minutes from here."

I nod, pulling into traffic. Her hand stays on my arm, thumb rubbing absent circles that probably aren't meant to be distracting but are anyway. Everything about her distracts me. The vanilla scent of her shampoo. The little humming sounds she makes when she's content. The way she fits perfectly against my side when we sleep.
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The bookstore is small, independent, tucked between a coffee shop and a vintage clothing store. Parking is shit but I manage to find a spot half a block down. Georgie bounces out before I can come around to her door, already heading toward the entrance with that energetic stride that makes her hips sway.

I follow, cataloging exits and potential threats out of habit. The shop is mostly empty—good. Just some college kid behind the register who takes one look at me and decides the floor is suddenly fascinating.

"Where are the business management texts?" Georgie asks him.

"Back left corner." He doesn't look up from his phone.

She weaves through narrow aisles packed floor-to-ceiling with books, trailing her fingers along spines as she goes. The overhead lights cast warm shadows across her face, highlighting the freckles scattered across her nose and cheeks. 

"Here we go." She stops in front of a shelf, craning her neck to read titles on the top row. "Of course they're up there."

Before I can reach for it, she stretches on tiptoes, dress riding dangerously high. My hand shoots out to grip her hip, steadying her.

"Which one?"

"The blue one—no, the navy one. Next to it. Yeah, that one."

I grab the book and hand it to her. She flips it open, skimming the table of contents with a small frown of concentration. Then her expression shifts. Just slightly—a tightness around her eyes, the way her breath catches.

I know that look.

"You feel full?" My voice drops low enough that it won't carry beyond our little corner.

"I'm fine." But she shifts her weight, pressing her thighs together. "I can wait until we get home."

"Bathroom. Now."

"Gavin—"

"Not a request, baby girl."

Her pupils dilate, breaths coming shallower. She nods, setting the book aside before leading me toward the back of the store where a single-stall bathroom sits tucked behind the storage room. The door swings open easily. I usher her inside and lock it behind us.

The space is cramped—barely room for a toilet and sink—but it'll do.

"Dress off."

Her fingers tremble slightly as she reaches for the zipper at her side. The dress pools at her feet, leaving her in just a white cotton bra and matching panties. Already there are small wet spots darkening the fabric over her nipples.

"Fuck." The sight makes my cock throb against my zipper. "Come here."

She steps into my arms, already tilting her face up for a kiss that I give her—deep and possessive, swallowing the small whimper that escapes her throat. My hands slide up her ribcage to cup her breasts, thumbs brushing over peaked nipples through thin cotton.

She gasps against my mouth, body arching into the touch.

"Sensitive?"
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"Yes. Daddy, please⁠—"

"I've got you." I unhook her bra with practiced ease, letting it fall away. Her breasts spill into my palms, full and heavy, nipples tight and already beading with milk. Beautiful. Absolutely fucking beautiful.

I lower my head and seal my mouth around her left nipple, sucking firmly.

The first pull releases a warm rush of sweet milk across my tongue. She cries out, fingers diving into my hair to hold me closer as I drink from her. Each draw sends more warmth flooding into my mouth—rich and perfect, uniquely hers.

"Oh god." Her hips roll forward, seeking friction against my thigh. "That feels so good."

I switch to her other breast without warning, teeth grazing the sensitive peak before I suck hard. She keens, nails scraping my scalp as her whole body trembles. The bathroom fills with her breathy moans and the wet sounds of me nursing from her swollen tits.

When I finally release her nipple with an obscene pop, both breasts glisten with moisture. The ache should be gone from her expression, but instead she looks desperate, pupils blown wide with need.

"Better?"

"I—yes, but—" She squirms, face flushing deeper. "I need⁠—"

"What do you need, baby girl?" I back her against the sink, hands gripping her waist. "Use your words."

"You. I need you to touch me."

"Where?" My palm slides down her stomach to rest just above her panties. "Here?"

"Lower. Please, Daddy, I'm—I'm so⁠—"

"So what?" I hook my fingers in the elastic and drag them down her thighs. She steps out of them, legs spreading automatically. "So wet? So needy? So desperate for Daddy's fingers inside this tight little cunt?"

"Yes."

I press two fingers against her entrance and they slide in effortlessly, sinking knuckle-deep into slick heat. She's drenched, inner walls already fluttering around the intrusion.

"Fuck, you're soaked." I pump slowly, watching her face as pleasure makes her eyes glaze over. "This all from me milking these pretty tits?"

"Yes—oh—yes, Daddy."

My thumb finds her clit and circles the swollen nub in firm strokes. She bucks against my hand, chasing the friction with desperate little rolls of her hips. The position is awkward—her back pressed against the porcelain sink, one leg hitching over my forearm to give me better access.

But the way she takes my fingers, the way her pussy clenches rhythmically around them, makes any discomfort worth it.

"That's it. Fuck yourself on my hand." I curl my fingers to hit that spot inside that makes her eyes roll to the back of her head. "Show me how much you love it when Daddy takes care of you."

"Love it—love it so much—" Her words dissolve into incoherent moans as I thrust harder, faster, the wet sounds of my fingers working her cunt echoing obscenely in the small space.

Someone knocks on the door—three sharp raps that make Georgie freeze, eyes going wide with panic.

"Occupied." The single word comes out as a growl. "Leave."

Footsteps retreat quickly. 

"Gavin, someone might⁠—"

"Don't care." I don't slow my pace, fingers pistoning in and out of her dripping pussy while my thumb maintains steady pressure on her clit. "You're going to come all over my hand, baby girl. Right here, right now. Let them hear how good Daddy makes you feel."

"Oh god—oh god—I can't⁠—"

"You can." I lean in close, lips brushing the shell of her ear. "Be a good girl and come for me."

That does it. Her entire body locks up, back arching as her orgasm crashes through her. She clamps down around my fingers with brutal force, inner muscles spasming in waves while her mouth opens on a silent scream.

I work her through it, prolonging each pulse of pleasure until she's shaking and gasping, thighs trembling so hard she can barely stand.

Only then do I slowly withdraw my fingers, bringing them to my mouth to lick clean. The taste of her—sharp and musky and perfect—makes my cock pulse with the need to bury myself inside her properly.

But not here. Not in some cramped bathroom where I can't take my time with her.

"Good girl." I kiss her forehead, then her lips, letting her taste herself. "So fucking good for your stepfather."

She slumps against my chest, boneless and sated. "That was..."

"Necessary." I help her back into her dress, zipping it up before handing over her discarded underwear. "Feel better?"

"So much better." She presses a kiss to my jaw, eyes still half-lidded with satisfaction. "Thank you, Daddy."

The gratitude threading through her voice, that absolute, unshakeable trust—something tightens in my chest. Not discomfort. Recognition. This possessiveness that's been building. She's mine. My responsibility, my perfect girl who surrenders so completely, lets me provide everything she needs. Every. Single. Thing.

After unlocking the door, I check the hallway. Empty except for distant footsteps somewhere deeper in the store. The kid manning the register finds something fascinating about the counter when we emerge, deliberately averting his gaze.

He heard.

Let him.

Georgie retrieves her book and handles payment while I position myself near the entrance. Watching her complete this mundane transaction—counting bills, accepting change, tucking the textbook under her arm—creates this weird cognitive dissonance. I just fingered her in a bathroom. Now she's buying school supplies like any normal college student.

Except there's nothing normal about us.

Should feel wrong, probably. Instead, everything slots into place like pieces of a puzzle I didn't know I was solving.

Outside, she threads her arm through mine, launching into complaints about her professors. Something about Dr. Martinez assigning three chapters and a presentation due the same week. Her voice rises and falls with animated irritation, occasionally punctuated by these little huffs of exasperation that make me want to pull over and kiss her stupid.

My attention divides naturally—half on her rambling about academic injustice, half scanning the parking lot, the street, that sedan idling two rows over. Driver's just on his phone. Waiting for someone inside.

Years of operating in the underworld don't evaporate because my current reality involves textbook shopping and stepfamily dynamics.

Traffic thickens during the drive home. Rush hour surge of office workers desperate to escape downtown. Georgie's hand finds my thigh, resting there with casual ownership. Sometimes her fingers flex, squeezing gently, like she's reminding herself I'm real.

The urban sprawl gradually thins. High-rises give way to residential neighborhoods, which eventually surrender to stretches of undeveloped land. My property sits isolated—strategic distance from prying eyes, but close enough that I can reach the city center quickly if business demands it.

Security perimeter activates automatically as we approach. Cameras pivot, tracking our progress. Motion sensors register our arrival. Guards I pay extremely well to be invisible and effective continue their patrol patterns throughout the grounds.

Nothing reaches this house without my explicit approval. Especially not now.

I guide the car into the garage. The engine's rumble dies. She's already working her seatbelt free, practically vibrating with eagerness.

"We're home."


CHAPTER 7
GEORGIE



The lecture hall empties in a chaotic rush of backpacks and conversation fragments. Students push toward the exits, eager to claim their Friday afternoon freedom. I'm stuffing my laptop into my bag when a shadow falls across my desk.

Craig.

He positions himself between me and the aisle, casual in the way predators pretend nonchalance. The last stragglers filter out, their laughter fading down the corridor until silence presses against my eardrums.

"Your boyfriend won't always be around to protect you."

The words land with practiced menace. He wants me scared. Wants me to shrink and apologize and maybe reconsider his generous offer of attending yet another party where he can corner me with alcohol on his breath.

Instead, something Gavin said last week surfaces. You're smarter than half the people in this city. Stop doubting yourself.

"Just stop it, Craig. You're being pathetic."

Red floods his face. Not embarrassment—fury. His jaw works like he's chewing glass, hands clenching at his sides. "Oh yeah? We'll see about that."

He storms past me, shoulder checking mine hard enough that I stumble against the desk. The door slams behind him with enough force to rattle the hinges.

My heart hammers. Adrenaline makes my fingers shake as I finish packing up, but underneath the shock runs something steadier. Relief, maybe. Or vindication. Because I'm not the same girl he knew, the one who would've apologized just to smooth things over.

That girl died the night Gavin claimed me.

The next class drags. Professor Mitchell drones about supply chain management while my skin prickles with awareness. Craig sits three rows back, close enough that I can feel his stare boring into my skull. He wants me rattled. Wants me looking over my shoulder.

But Gavin's guards are everywhere, invisible threads of security woven throughout campus. I've spotted them occasionally—the maintenance worker who lingers too long near the humanities building, the student whose textbooks never seem to match his supposed major. They're ghosts, but knowing they exist makes Craig's posturing seem hollow.

Let him glare. Let him seethe.

Nothing touches me anymore.

The second Professor Mitchell dismisses class, I'm out the door. Gavin's car idles at the curb, sleek black paint reflecting the afternoon sun. He leans against the driver's side, arms crossed, radiating that particular brand of danger that makes smart people cross the street.

My pulse kicks up for entirely different reasons.

"How was class?" He opens the passenger door as I approach, one hand settling possessively on my lower back.

"Craig cornered me."

His expression goes glacial. "Where?"

"Lecture hall. Before class started." I slide into the leather seat, inhaling that mixture of expensive cologne and something uniquely him. "He said you won't always be around to protect me."

"That little shit." The words come out soft. Deadly. He closes my door with controlled precision, then rounds the hood to climb behind the wheel. "Want me to break his hands?"

"No." Though the offer sends illicit heat curling through my stomach. "I told him he was being pathetic."

That earns me a look—sharp gray eyes raking over my face before something that might be pride flickers across his features. "Good girl."

The praise lands exactly where it's supposed to. Lower. Warmer.

"Where are we going?" The engine purrs to life as he pulls into traffic.

"Shopping."

"Shopping?" I twist in my seat to face him properly. "For what?"

"For you." He says it like the answer should be obvious. "You need things."

"I have things."

"You have a dorm room's worth of things." His hand finds my thigh. "Now you live with me. That requires different things."
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Different things, apparently, mean the kind of stores I've only window-shopped at before. The kind with intimidating white interiors and staff who size up your net worth before deciding whether to acknowledge your existence.

The bookstore comes first. Not a campus bookstore with its crammed aisles and fluorescent lighting, but an actual boutique that smells like leather and paper and money. Floor-to-ceiling shelves showcase rare editions, first printings, books with gilt edges and covers that probably cost more than my monthly meal plan used to.

"Pick whatever you want." Gavin leans against a display table, watching me with that intensity that makes my skin feel too tight.

"Anything?"

"Everything, if that's what you want."

I drift toward the classics section, fingers trailing over spines. Pride and Prejudice in a limited edition with hand-painted illustrations. Jane Eyre bound in emerald leather. An annotated Wuthering Heights that probably belongs in a museum.

"That one." Gavin appears behind me, close enough that his chest brushes my back. He reaches past my shoulder to tap the Wuthering Heights. "You kept looking at it."

"It's probably expensive."

"I don't care." His breath stirs the hair near my ear. "If you want it, it's yours."

The casual certainty in his voice does things to me. Makes me want to test the boundaries of his generosity, see how far "anything" actually extends.

So I do. I select eight books. Novels I've always wanted to own in proper editions instead of beaten paperbacks from the library sale. Poetry collections and philosophical texts and one gorgeous annotated Shakespeare complete works that weighs approximately eight pounds.

The clerk doesn't blink when Gavin hands over his credit card. Just wraps everything in tissue paper and places each volume carefully in a branded shopping bag.

"Next stop." He takes the bag from me despite my protests, carrying it like it weighs nothing.

The shoe boutique is worse. Or better, depending on perspective. Rows of stilettos and boots and delicate sandals. A sales associate materializes, all practiced smiles and careful assessment.

Gavin points at a pair of black heels displayed on a pedestal. "Those. In her size."

"I can't walk in heels that high." The objection comes automatically, even as I'm already imagining how they'd look with the dress he gave me last night.

"Then I'll carry you." He says it like a threat and a promise. "Try them on."

Three pairs become six. Heels and ankle boots and these gorgeous nude pumps that make my legs look endless. Each time I model a pair, Gavin's gaze tracks the length of my calves, the arch of my foot, lingering in ways that make the sales associate suddenly find reasons to check the stockroom.

"We'll take all of them."

"Gavin—"

"Not a discussion, baby girl." His voice drops to that register that makes my thighs clench. "I like seeing you in heels. Like knowing I bought them. That you're wearing something I chose for you."

The possessiveness should probably bother me. Should trigger some feminist alarm about independence and agency. Instead, it makes me wet.

The jewelry section happens in a blur. Delicate necklaces and earrings that catch the light. He fastens a thin gold chain around my neck, fingers lingering at my nape.

"Perfect." His reflection meets mine in the mirror. "Matches your eyes."

By the time we leave with two more shopping bags, I've lost track of how much he's spent. Thousands, probably. Maybe more. The kind of money that used to keep me awake at night calculating meal plans and textbook rentals.

"Last stop." The trunk closes with a solid thunk. He guides me toward a boutique I recognize from magazine spreads and celebrity Instagram posts.

Louis Vuitton.

"Gavin, this is⁠—"

"What you deserve." He pushes open the door, hand firm against my lower back. "Stop arguing."

The interior smells like wealth and privilege. Soft lighting, gleaming display cases, purses that cost more than cars. My sneakers squeak slightly on the polished floor, still damp from the campus fountain I accidentally stepped in earlier.

A woman approaches, impeccably dressed, smile polite but cool until she spots Gavin. Then something shifts—recognition, maybe, or the instinctive understanding that money has just walked through her door.

"Mr. Gates." The warmth in her voice sounds genuine. "Wonderful to see you again."

"Sarah." He doesn't waste time on pleasantries. "She needs bags. Show us what you have."

What they have is overwhelming. Totes and crossbodies and structured handbags in every color imaginable. Sarah brings out piece after piece while Gavin watches me with that predatory focus, cataloging which ones make me pause, which ones I touch but don't pick up.

"This one." He indicates a classic monogram tote. "And that." A smaller crossbody in burgundy leather.

"I really only need one⁠—"

"Baby girl." The nickname stops me cold. He doesn't usually use it in public, too careful about maintaining certain appearances. But right now, surrounded by luxury goods and the sales associate who's suddenly very interested in rearranging a nearby display, he cups my jaw and tilts my face up. "When are you going to understand? I want to give you everything. Want to spoil you until you stop flinching every time I buy you something nice."

"I'm not flinching."

"You are." His thumb brushes my lower lip. "You've been taking care of yourself for so long, you don't know how to let someone else do it."

The observation hits harder than it should. Lands somewhere vulnerable and makes my eyes sting with sudden emotion I can't quite name.

"I'm trying." The words come out smaller than intended.

"I know." He kisses my forehead, gentle in a way that contrasts sharply with his reputation. "We'll get you there."

We leave with the Louis Vuitton tote and crossbody, plus—because apparently I have zero self-control when he's looking at me like that—a Bottega Veneta hobo bag in butter-soft leather.

The trunk's packed with shopping bags by the time we finish. Evidence of an afternoon spent indulging every material whim I've had since moving into his house. Books and shoes and jewelry and bags that transform me from scholarship student to something else entirely.

Someone who belongs in Gavin's world.

"Hungry?"

"Starving."

"Good." His hand finds my thigh again, settling there with proprietary ease. "Made reservations."
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The restaurant occupies the top floor of a downtown high-rise, all floor-to-ceiling windows and intimate lighting. The kind of place that requires reservations months in advance unless your name carries weight.

Gavin's name carries weight.

The maître d' escorts us to a corner table with panoramic city views. Lights twinkle below, traffic patterns forming arteries of movement through the urban sprawl. A server materializes with menus and wine recommendations, then vanishes when Gavin dismisses him with a subtle gesture.

"Order whatever you want." He's shed his jacket, rolled his shirt sleeves to expose the tattoos covering his forearms. The contrast between refined setting and dangerous man makes my stomach flutter.

"You keep saying that."

"Because I mean it." He pours wine—something red and probably expensive—into my glass. "Every time."

The menu features dishes I can barely pronounce. Descriptions involving reductions and emulsions and ingredients I've only heard of in cooking shows. Back in my dorm, dinner meant ramen or whatever dining hall mystery meat seemed least suspicious.

This world Gavin inhabits, the one he's pulling me into, operates on completely different rules.

"Tell me about this bookstore." He leans back, wine glass dangling from long fingers. "The one you want to open."

Surprise makes me pause mid-menu perusal. "You actually want to hear about that?"

"I asked, didn't I?"

Fair point. Gavin doesn't waste words on empty pleasantries.

"Okay." I set the menu aside, warming to the subject despite my uncertainty. "So I'm thinking something cozy. Not one of those sterile chain stores, but like... a place that feels lived-in. Comfortable chairs where people can sit and read for hours. Maybe a cat that hangs around and judges customers' book choices."

His mouth quirks. Almost a smile. "A cat."

"Every good bookstore has a cat." I'm gesturing now, hands mapping out the imaginary space. "And I want a section for rare books, like the ones we saw today. Not crazy expensive, just... special editions for people who appreciate them. Plus a coffee bar, because books and coffee go together. Maybe host readings, book clubs, events for local authors."

"Location?"

"Somewhere in the arts district, probably. Near the university but not right on campus. Students would come, but also professors and locals looking for something better than whatever algorithm a website recommends."

"Profit margins on bookstores are thin." He says it matter-of-factly, no judgment. "You'd need capital to sustain operations until you built a customer base."

"I know." My enthusiasm dims slightly. "That's why it's just a someday dream. After I finish my degree, get some business experience, save up enough to⁠—"

"How much?"

"What?"

"How much capital would you need?" He sets his wine glass down, attention focused entirely on me. "To open this bookstore."

My brain stalls. "I... I don't know. I haven't actually run the numbers. It's just something I think about sometimes when classes get boring."

"Think about it seriously." It's not a suggestion. "Run the numbers. Write a business plan. Then tell me what you need."

"Gavin, I can't ask you to⁠—"

"You're not asking. I'm offering." He reaches across the table, fingers closing around mine. "You're mine now, Georgie. That means your dreams are my responsibility."

The server returns before I can process that statement, before I can unpack the possessiveness and promise tangled together in those words. We order—something with duck for him, pasta for me—and fall into easier conversation about classes and books and the absolutely pretentious art installation we can see in the building across the street.

But his words echo through everything. Your dreams are my responsibility.

Nobody's ever said anything like that to me before. Nobody's ever cared about my ambitions beyond polite interest. My mom certainly never asked what I wanted, too focused on her own mess to notice I existed beyond an occasional phone call.

And now this man, this dangerous crime boss who should terrify me, who kidnapped me and claimed me and rearranged my entire existence, wants to fund my dreams.

The food arrives in artistic arrangements that seem too pretty to eat. But hunger wins over aesthetics, and the first bite makes me moan slightly.

"Good?" Gavin asks, clearly amused.

"So good." I'm already going back for more, manners forgotten. "Try this."

I hold my fork across the table, offering a bite of the pasta. He leans forward, lips closing around the tines while maintaining eye contact that makes the gesture feel obscene despite our very public setting.

"Delicious." His voice drops lower. "Almost as good as you."

Heat floods my cheeks. "You can't say things like that here."

"Why not?" He cuts into his duck with surgical precision. "Nobody's listening."

"Still."

"You like it when I say filthy things to you. Like how wet you get when I call you my good girl. How you clench around my fingers when I tell you exactly what I'm going to do to you."

"Gavin." My thighs press together under the table, seeking friction. "Please."

"Please what, baby girl?" The nickname's deliberate now, weaponized. "Please stop, or please continue?"

"You're impossible."

"That's not an answer."

The server interrupts to refill water glasses, giving me a reprieve. Gavin sits back, satisfied smirk playing at his mouth like he knows exactly what he's doing to me.

We finish dinner while I talk more about the bookstore—layout ideas, inventory strategies, marketing plans that form themselves as I speak. He asks questions that reveal business acumen I'd forgotten he possessed. Smart questions about overhead and competition and differentiation.

Talking to him like this, watching his mind work through problems and possibilities, makes me realize how much I've underestimated him. The crime boss reputation overshadows everything else, but underneath that lurks genuine intelligence.

Sharp. Strategic. Lethal when necessary.

But with me, gentle in ways that probably surprise him as much as they surprise me.

Dessert arrives—some architectural chocolate construction that defies physics. We share it, trading bites and comfortable silence while the city glitters below. Other diners come and go, couples and business associates and what looks like an extremely awkward first date three tables over.

Normal people living normal lives.

We're not normal. Will never be normal. Our relationship started with kidnapping and lactation and an obsession that probably qualifies as unhealthy by any reasonable metric.

But sitting here, watching Gavin's face soften as he listens to my half-formed dreams, feeling the phantom weight of all those shopping bags waiting in his car—gifts given simply because he wanted to spoil me—something crystallizes.

This life. This man. This dangerous, impossible situation that should terrify me but instead feels like coming home.

The waiter brings the check. Gavin doesn't even glance at the total before handing over his card, attention still fixed on me.

"What?" The intensity makes me self-conscious.

"Nothing." But his eyes trace my features like he's memorizing them. "Just thinking about how lucky I am."

"Lucky?" Laughter bubbles up. "You kidnapped me."

"Best decision I ever made." No hesitation. No irony. Just absolute certainty.

We leave the restaurant with his hand at my lower back, that possessive touch guiding me through the elegant space. The elevator descent feels private despite two other couples sharing the car, Gavin's body angled to shield me from their notice.

Outside, cooler temperatures make me press closer to his warmth as we walk toward the parking garage. His arm slides around my shoulders, tucking me against his side.

Safe. Protected. Cherished.

Before him, I was eating ramen in my dorm, stressing about tuition and wondering how long my breast pump would last before needing replacement. Alone in every way that mattered, responsible for keeping myself afloat while the world remained indifferent to whether I sank or swam.

Now I live in a mansion with a man who buys me designer bags and asks about my dreams and makes me feel like I matter. Like my happiness ranks as high as his business interests, maybe higher.

The car's interior smells like leather and the faint scent of my perfume from this morning. Gavin starts the engine but doesn't immediately pull out, fingers drumming against the steering wheel.

"Thank you." The words feel inadequate for everything he's given me today, everything he continues to give. "For all of this. For caring."

"You don't need to thank me." He catches my hand, bringing it to his lips. "Taking care of you is the easiest thing I've ever done."

The drive home passes in comfortable quiet. His thumb traces patterns on my thigh while I watch the city thin into suburbs, then open space. Streetlights become sparse, darkness pressing against the windows.

But I'm not afraid of the dark anymore. Not when Gavin's beside me, solid and steady and absolutely certain about this thing between us.

The house looms ahead, all lit windows and security measures invisible to the casual observer. Home. When did I start thinking of it that way? When did his space become our space, his bed become where I belong?

He parks in the garage, kills the engine. Neither of us moves immediately, content to sit in this pocket of privacy.

"What are you thinking?" His voice cuts through the silence.

Everything. Nothing. How profoundly my life has changed, how completely he's rearranged my understanding of what's possible.

But what I say is simpler. Truer.

"I want this life with you forever."

The thought settles into my chest, taking root alongside the obsession and desire and terrifying affection that's been growing since that first night. Since he milked me and claimed me and promised to take care of everything.

"You will have it, baby girl. I am yours."


CHAPTER 8
GAVIN



The conference room smells like stale coffee and tension. Eight men sit around the table—veterans of my operation, soldiers who've proven their worth through blood and loyalty. Most of them, anyway.

Kip Sullivan leans back in his chair, arms crossed. He's been with my organization for six months, recruited through one of my lieutenants. Decent muscle, competent with weapons, but he lacks the discretion required for my inner circle.

A mistake I'm about to rectify.

Jones stands at my right, silent and observant as always. He's been my second-in-command for fifteen years, knows my moods better than I know them myself. The tension in his jaw tells me he's picked up on something wrong before I have.

We're discussing distribution routes when Kip speaks up.

"The woman is a liability."

The room goes silent. Every conversation dies mid-sentence. My men freeze, coffee cups halfway to their lips, phones abandoned on the table. They know better than to mention Georgie. Know better than to question anything I do regarding her.

Apparently Kip missed that memo.

I turn slowly, letting the silence stretch. Letting the weight of it press down until the air thickens with anticipation. Kip shifts in his seat but maintains eye contact, too stupid or too arrogant to recognize the danger.

"Say that again." My voice drops to barely above a whisper.

The other men lean away from Kip like he's radioactive. Martin actually scoots his chair back, putting physical distance between them. 

Kip swallows but doubles down. "I said the woman—your stepdaughter, Georgie something—she's a liability. Word's getting around about her. People are talking. If your enemies find out⁠—"

I'm across the table before he finishes. My hand wraps around his throat, lifting him from his chair. His words cut off in a strangled gasp as I slam him against the wall hard enough to crack the drywall.

"Who told you to talk about her?" The growl tears from my chest, primal and possessive. "Who gave you permission to speak her name?"

His face reddens, hands clawing at my wrist. I don't loosen my grip.

"Answer me." I lean closer, letting him see exactly what happens to men who threaten what's mine.

"N-no one," he chokes out. "Just—trying to help⁠—"

"Help?" My fist connects with his face. Bone crunches under my knuckles—his nose splitting open, blood spraying across my shirt and the wall. The impact sends satisfaction coursing through my veins, but it's not enough. Not nearly enough to satisfy the rage burning in my gut.

I hit him again. His head snaps back, connecting with the wall. Again. Blood streams down his face, mixing with tears and snot.

"You think I need your fucking help?" Another punch, this one to his ribs. The crack echoes through the silent room. "You think you know better than me how to protect what's mine?"

He's sobbing now, barely conscious. I drop him. He crumples to the floor, curling into himself.

I turn to face the others. They're watching with varying degrees of shock and calculation. Good. Let them see. Let them understand exactly where the line is and what happens when someone crosses it.

"Anyone else want to give me a piece of their mind?" My voice cuts through the room like a blade. "Anyone else think my personal life is up for discussion?"

Their heads shake in unison. Rapid. Emphatic.

"No, boss," Martin says quickly. The others echo him.

"Good." I straighten my jacket, ignoring the blood staining my knuckles. "Get him out of here."

They move immediately. Martin and Cooper grab Kip under the arms, hauling him toward the door. He's moaning, barely conscious, leaving a trail of blood across my carpet.

"Jones." I don't turn around.

"Boss?"

"Fire him. Make sure he understands what happens if he breathes a word about our operation. About anything he's seen or heard."

"Consider it done."

The door closes behind them. Silence settles over the room like a blanket. I walk to the window, staring out at the city sprawling below. My knuckles throb where they split open against Kip's face, but the pain grounds me. Reminds me why I did it.

Georgie. Everything comes back to Georgie.

Three weeks since I first saw her in that warehouse. Three weeks of waking up to her warmth, her laugh, her presence transforming my house into something resembling a home. Three weeks of tasting her milk and her pleasure, of claiming her body and hearing her call me daddy while I fuck her senseless.

Three weeks of absolute perfection.

My phone vibrates. I pull it from my pocket, and everything else fades away.

A selfie fills the screen—Georgie in what looks like the library, that Louis Vuitton bag pressed to her cheek. She's grinning, eyes bright with happiness. Freckles dust her nose and cheeks. Her hair falls in waves over her shoulders.

The message reads: Thank you, daddy.

Something in my chest expands. Warmth floods through me, washing away the lingering rage from moments ago. This. This is what matters. Not business or territory or the endless chess game of my empire.

Her happiness. Her safety. Her smile.

I text back: Anything for you, baby girl.

Then I stand there, staring at her picture, and make a silent vow. Anyone who threatens her, anyone who even thinks about using her against me, will end up far worse than Kip. I'll burn the entire city down before I let anything touch her.

She's mine. And I protect what's mine.
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The house is dark when I arrive home. Past midnight. Jones picked up Georgie from campus hours ago and delivered her safely, like he does every time I can't leave early. 

I'm exhausted. The meeting with Kip took longer than expected to clean up. Jones had to drag him to one of our safe houses, make sure he understood the consequences of loose lips. By the time we finished, my shirt was ruined, and my knuckles had swollen.

Worth it.

I strip off my jacket in the foyer, toss my keys on the table. The house smells like vanilla and sugar—Georgie must have baked again. She's been experimenting with recipes, filling the kitchen with her presence. The cook doesn't know what to make of it, but I fucking love coming home to evidence of her.

My bedroom door is cracked open. Light spills into the hallway—warm and inviting. I push it wider and stop dead.

Georgie is on my bed.

Wearing nothing but a pink ribbon tied around her neck.

She's positioned herself on her knees, back straight, hands resting on her thighs. The ribbon's bow sits perfectly at the hollow of her throat. Her breasts are full, nipples hard in the cool air. The curve of her hips, the soft roundness of her stomach, the patch of dark hair between her thighs—all on display like an offering.

My cock hardens instantly.

"You got a gift." She bites her lower lip, eyes dancing with mischief.

I lean against the doorframe, drinking in the sight. Three weeks, and she still takes my breath away. Still makes me feel like a starving man presented with a feast.

"It's not yet Christmas." I keep my voice steady despite the lust coursing through me. "And it's not my birthday."

She tilts her head, the ribbon shifting. "Hmm. Maybe it's meant for someone else."
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The growl tears from my throat before I can think. I'm across the room in three strides, hand wrapping around the back of her neck, pulling her mouth to mine.

She tastes like sugar and sin. Her lips part immediately, tongue meeting mine. I angle her head, deepening the kiss until she's moaning into my mouth. My free hand finds her breast, palm covering the warm weight.

"Mine." The word comes out harsh against her lips. "This body is mine. These tits are mine. This cunt is mine."

"Yes, daddy." She arches into my touch, pressing her breast harder into my palm. "All yours."

I break the kiss long enough to strip off my shirt, ignoring the protest in my bruised knuckles. She gasps when she sees them.

"What happened?"

"Nothing that concerns you." I cup her face, thumbs stroking her cheeks. "Just taking care of business."

Her eyes darken. She takes my damaged hand, brings it to her lips, kisses each swollen knuckle. The gesture shoots straight to my cock.

"Did you hurt someone for me?"

"Yes."

She shivers, but not from fear. Her pupils dilate, breath quickening. "That shouldn't turn me on."

"But it does."

"Yeah." She kisses my knuckles again. "It really does."

I push her back onto the bed, following her down. The ribbon around her neck catches the light, pink against her pale skin. I grab it, wrapping the ends around my fist, using it to tilt her head back.

"You're mine, baby girl." I drag my stubble along her exposed throat. "Say it."

"I'm yours, daddy." Her hips roll, seeking friction. "Only yours."

I release the ribbon and move lower, mouth finding her breast. She cries out when I suck her nipple between my lips. Milk floods my tongue—sweet and warm and uniquely hers. I drink deeply, hand moving to her other breast, thumb circling the nipple.

"Oh god." Her fingers thread through my hair, holding me to her. "That feels so good."

I switch sides, lavishing the same attention on her other breast. She's grinding against my stomach now, leaving wet trails on my skin. Desperate and needy and absolutely perfect.

"Please, daddy." Her voice breaks on a whimper. "I need you inside me."

I release her nipple with a wet pop, milk glistening on my lips. "Patience."

"I don't want patience." She reaches for my belt, fumbling with the buckle. "I want your cock."

The demand shoots fire through my veins. I help her, shoving my pants and boxers down, kicking them off. My cock juts between us, hard and leaking.

She wraps her hand around me, stroking from base to tip. Her thumb swipes through the precum, spreading it. The sight of her small hand wrapped around my length nearly undoes me.

"Look how big you are." Her voice drops to that breathy tone that makes me insane. "You're going to stretch your stepdaughter so good."

"Fuck, Georgie." I grab her wrist, stilling her movements. "Keep talking like that, and I'll come before I get inside you."

She grins—wicked and knowing. "We can't have that."

I position myself between her thighs, spreading them wider. Her pussy glistens, swollen and ready. I drag the head of my cock through her folds, coating myself in her arousal.

"Tell me what you want."

"You." She lifts her hips, trying to take me in. "Your cock. Your come. Everything."

I push inside in one smooth thrust. She's tight—always so fucking tight—her walls gripping me like a vise. She cries out, back arching off the bed, breasts bouncing with the movement.

"That's it." I bottom out, buried to the hilt. "Take all of daddy's cock."

"So full." Her legs wrap around my waist, heels digging into my ass. "You're so deep."

I start to move, pulling almost all the way out before slamming back in. Each thrust rocks her body, sends her breasts swaying. I lean down, capturing a nipple in my mouth while I fuck her.

Milk and arousal and the slick sounds of our bodies connecting. She's moaning continuously now, nails raking down my back.

"Harder, daddy." She tilts her hips, changing the angle. "Fuck me harder."

I comply, increasing my pace. The headboard slams against the wall with each thrust. Her pussy clenches around me, drawing me deeper.

"Gonna fill this cunt." I switch to her other breast, sucking hard. Milk flows freely, running down my chin. "Gonna pump you so full of come."

"Yes." She's trembling, right on the edge. "Give it to me. Give me everything."

"Gonna put a baby in you." The words spill out, dark and possessive. "Gonna watch your belly swell with my child. Keep you pregnant, keep these tits full of milk."

"Oh fuck." Her pussy spasms around me. "Yes, daddy. Put a baby in me. Make me yours."

I release her breast and capture her mouth, swallowing her cries. My hand finds the ribbon, wrapping it around my fist, using it to hold her exactly where I want her.

"Mine." I punctuate each word with a thrust. "My woman. My baby girl. Mine."

"Yours." Tears stream down her face—pleasure overwhelming her. "All yours."

Her orgasm hits first. She screams into my mouth, body convulsing. Her pussy clamps down on my cock, rippling and pulsing.

I fuck her through it, chasing my own release. Three more thrusts and I'm coming, buried deep inside her. My cock jerks, pumping her full of come just like I promised.

"Take it all." I grind against her, making sure every drop goes deep. "That's my good girl."

We stay locked together, both of us trembling. Her legs remain wrapped around me, holding me inside. I release the ribbon, smoothing my hand over the marks it left on her skin.

"You okay?" My voice comes out rough.

"Perfect." She cups my face, pulling me down for a gentle kiss. "That was perfect."

I roll us onto our sides, still buried inside her. My hand finds her breast, squeezing gently. Milk beads at her nipple.

"These need more attention?"

"Later." She snuggles closer, tucking her head under my chin. "Just hold me."

I do. Arms wrapped around her, one hand splayed across her stomach. Right where my baby will grow.

Georgie, round with my child. Her body changing, adapting, creating life. Mine. Both of them mine.

Perfect. She's absolutely perfect.

I kiss her forehead, breathing in her scent. "Sleep, baby girl."


CHAPTER 9
GEORGIE



Three months later…

The moment Gavin's car disappears around the corner, my stomach lurches.

Shit.

I sprint toward the nearest building, bursting through the doors and making a beeline for the bathroom. My backpack slams against the stall door as I drop to my knees, emptying what little breakfast I managed to eat.

Third time this week.

Monday, I blamed the dining hall eggs. Wednesday, maybe food poisoning. Now it's Friday, and denial won't cut it anymore.

I flush, rinse my mouth at the sink, and stare at my reflection. Pale. Dark circles under my eyes despite sleeping like the dead every night in Gavin's arms. My breasts ache more than usual—fuller, heavier.

"No way," I whisper to my reflection.

But my heart hammers because yes way. Absolutely yes way.

Professor Mitchell discusses market analysis and competitive strategies while I calculate dates in my head. My period—when was my last one? Six weeks ago? Seven? Hard to keep track when Gavin fucks me every night, sometimes twice, sometimes three times if he comes home stressed from whatever darkness occupies his days.

The lecture hall feels too hot. Too crowded. I grip my pen until my knuckles turn white, forcing myself to take notes I won't remember later.

When class finally ends, I check my phone. Gavin won't pick me up for a few hours—enough time to confirm what my body already screams at me.

The pharmacy sits two blocks from campus. I've never walked there before, always had guards trailing me at a distance, but Gavin mentioned something about a meeting today. Skeleton crew watching me.

Good. I need privacy for this.

The automatic doors whoosh open. Fluorescent lights buzz overhead, harsh and clinical. I weave through aisles of cough syrup and bandages until I find the family planning section.

Three boxes. I grab three different brands because one won't be enough. Need to be sure. Need to be absolutely certain before I tell him.

My hands shake as I place them on the counter. The cashier—a middle-aged woman with kind eyes—doesn't even blink. Probably sees college girls buying these all the time.

"That'll be thirty-eight fifty."

I swipe Gavin's credit card. He told me to use it for anything I need, but this feels different. Monumental.

The bag crinkles as I shove it into my backpack and head back toward campus. There's a bathroom in the Liberal Arts building that's always empty during lunch hour.

Perfect.

I lock myself in the furthest stall and tear open the first box with trembling fingers. The instructions might as well be in another language. Pee on stick. Wait three minutes. One line negative, two lines positive.

Simple.

So why does my heart feel like it's trying to escape my chest?

I follow the steps. Set my phone timer. Three minutes. The longest three minutes of my life.

The stick balances on top of the toilet paper dispenser while I pace the tiny stall. Back and forth, back and forth, sneakers squeaking against tile.

What if it's positive? What will Gavin say? He talks about getting me pregnant constantly—dirty words growled in my ear while he comes inside me, promises to fill me up and watch me swell with his baby.

But talk during sex isn't the same as reality. Isn't the same as an actual human growing inside me, depending on us.

My timer beeps.

Two lines. Bright pink and undeniable.

"Oh god." My legs give out. I sit on the closed toilet lid, staring at the test.

Pregnant. I'm pregnant.

Maybe it's a false positive. That happens, right?

I tear open the second box. Pee, wait, pace. Timer beeps.

Positive.

Third box. Same routine, same result.

Three tests. Three positive results. Three tiny lines that change everything.

I'm having Gavin's baby.

The realization crashes over me like a wave. Joy, terror, excitement, panic—all tangled together until I can't breathe. I press my palm against my stomach, still flat under my shirt.

"Hi," I whisper. "I'm your mom."

Mom. I'm going to be someone's mom. Me, who spent most of my life taking care of myself because my own mother couldn't be bothered.

But Gavin—he'll be different. He takes care of me, watches over me, makes sure I eat and sleep and study. He'll be an amazing father.

Won't he?

Doubt creeps in. What if he wasn't serious? What if those dirty promises were just heat-of-the-moment words, meant to make me come harder but not meant as actual plans?

No. I shake my head, shoving the tests back into my bag. No, he meant it. I felt it in every touch, every kiss, every time he held me after.

Decision made. I'll tell him today. The moment he picks me up.

I wash my hands, splash cold water on my face, and check my reflection. Color's returned to my cheeks. My eyes shine with something new—hope, maybe. Purpose.

Class. I need to get to class, act normal for one more hour, then Gavin will be here and I'll tell him we're having a baby.

The Liberal Arts building bathroom sits at the end of a long hallway. My footsteps echo as I push through the door, adjusting my backpack straps.

"Well, well. Look who it is."

I freeze.

Craig leans against the wall, arms crossed. That same entitled smirk I haven't seen in months twists his face.

"Craig." My voice comes out steady despite the ice spreading through my veins. "I have class."

"I told you I'd get you someday."

He pushes off the wall. I step back, hand diving for my phone, but rough hands grab me from behind. Two sets. Strong enough that my feet leave the ground when I try to kick.

"Let go!" I scream, but something bitter presses against my mouth and nose. Chemical smell. Burning my throat.

Craig's face swims in my vision. "Should've just said yes to the party, Georgie."

Darkness swallows everything.
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Consciousness seeps back slowly, fighting its way through thick fog. My head pounds—a dull, insistent ache behind my eyes that pulses with each heartbeat. Cold concrete presses against my shoulder blades through my thin shirt. The air tastes metallic, laced with rust that coats the back of my throat.

A warehouse.

Recognition slams into me with enough force that hysteria bubbles up in my chest. I swallow it down, tasting bile. Because last time I woke up in a warehouse, it ended with Gavin becoming my daddy. Last time became the beginning of everything that matters.

This time feels different. Wrong.

Testing my bonds confirms what my sluggish brain already knows—zip ties dig deep into my wrists, plastic edges sharp enough that the slightest movement sends needles of pain shooting up my forearms. My ankles are bound the same way, secured to the chair legs. The metal frame doesn't budge when I shift my weight. My backpack's disappeared. So has my phone.

At least I'm not bleeding. Nothing feels broken or bruised beyond the ache in my skull and the burning lines around my wrists. Small mercies.

Movement in the shadows makes my stomach drop.

A man emerges, his gait more of a waddle than a walk. Short—maybe five-six at best. His belly strains against a button-up shirt marked with stains I don't want to identify. A thick mustache droops over his upper lip. The smell hits me first—cigarettes and sweat and something sour that makes my empty stomach revolt.

"Finally awake." The words scrape out of him like gravel through a drainpipe. "Was beginning to think my boys gave you too much."

I force my voice to work despite how my throat constricts. "Who are you?"

"Big Mike Luciano." He spreads his arms wide, expectant, like I should drop to my knees in recognition. The name tickles something in my memory—maybe Gavin mentioned him once. Maybe not. "Your boyfriend and I have unfinished business."

Boyfriend. The word sits wrong in my ears. Too simple, too insignificant for what Gavin and I have become. For what we've built.

For the baby growing inside me.

"Gavin will kill you." The words emerge steady, certain. Surprising me with their conviction.

Big Mike's laugh rattles in his chest—wet and phlegmy, punctuated by a wheeze. "He'll try. But first, he's gonna give me everything I want. His territory. His shipments. His connections." He shuffles closer. Too close. His hand reaches out, and my skin crawls before he even makes contact. "And once I have all that, maybe I'll let him have you back. Maybe."

Tobacco-stained fingers brush my cheek. Rough, calloused. Leaving a trail of revulsion in their wake.

I jerk away, chair legs scraping concrete. "Don't touch me."

"Feisty." His grin shows yellowed teeth. "I like that. Maybe I'll keep you for myself after⁠—"

The doors don't just open—they detonate inward.

Metal screams. Hinges rip from their moorings with a sound that makes my teeth ache. The entire structure buckles, twisting, folding in on itself like paper under the sheer force of impact.

Then he's there.

Gavin moves through the wreckage like something otherworldly, something unstoppable. Gun raised. Every muscle coiled. The fury etched into his features isn't hot—it's arctic. Glacial. The kind of rage that doesn't explode but instead freezes everything in its path.

His eyes find mine. One second. Just one, where time stretches thin as wire. I watch him assess—alive, breathing, intact. Something shifts behind his gaze, a fraction of relief, before it vanishes.

He turns to Big Mike.

"Wait, we can—" Big Mike's hand scrabbles at his waistband. Clumsy. Desperate.

The gunshot splits the air.

Big Mike staggers. His chest—there's so much blood, spreading fast, soaking through fabric in seconds. His mouth works soundlessly, lips forming words that never come. Only a wet gurgling sound escapes, thick and awful.

He collapses.

More gunfire. Gavin doesn't pause, doesn't hesitate. Each movement precise, economical. Water through a channel, finding every gap, every opening. Big Mike's men barely have time to reach for their weapons before they're dropping. One. Two. Three bodies hitting concrete in rapid succession.

Then nothing. Just the ringing in my ears and the smell of gunpowder hanging heavy in the stale warehouse air.

Gavin's beside me before I can draw breath. A knife materializes in his hand—where did he even have it?—and the zip ties part with barely a whisper. His fingers move over my wrists, my ankles, impossibly gentle despite the violence still vibrating through his frame. He traces up my arms, across my shoulders, methodical and thorough. Checking for damage I can't see, injuries I might not feel yet.

"Did they hurt you?" The words come out wrong, distorted. Barely recognizable as language. "Did they fucking touch you?"

"No. I'm okay. I'm—" My throat closes around the rest.

He drags me into his chest. One arm locks around my back, solid as steel. The other cradles my head, fingers threading through my hair. His heart hammers against my ear—fast, furious, alive.

"I've got you." His lips find my temple, pressing there like a brand. "I've got you, baby girl. You're safe."

Here, wrapped in his arms with bodies cooling on the floor around us, blood pooling in the cracks of the concrete, I'm safer than I've ever been anywhere else in my life.

But the baby⁠—

My hands drift downward, settling over my stomach. The protective instinct comes swift and fierce, primal in a way I've never experienced before. Words crowd my throat, desperate to get out. He needs to know. Right now, before anything else happens, before fate decides to take this choice away from me too.

"Gavin." I pull back just enough to see his face. Those gray eyes bore into mine with an intensity that steals what little breath I have left. He's still cataloging, still searching for invisible wounds, reading the aftermath of terror in my features.

My palms press against his chest—the rapid thud of his pulse matches the frantic rhythm in my own ears. "I need to tell you something. It's important."

"Whatever it is can wait until you're somewhere safe." His arms shift, one sliding beneath my knees as he lifts me like I'm made of glass. My stomach flips at the sudden movement. "We're getting you the fuck out of here first."

"No, you don't understand—" The warehouse tilts sideways. Or maybe I do. Everything spins in a sickening carousel of shadows and dim light. That earlier nausea comes roaring back, mixing with the adrenaline crash, with the fear I'd been holding at bay while bullets flew and men died. My fingers clutch at his shirt. "I'm—I need to say⁠—"

His face blurs at the edges. The ceiling stretches above us, those industrial beams warping and bending like I'm seeing them through water. Sound becomes muffled, distant.

"Georgie?" The alarm in his voice should anchor me, but it's too far away now. He's holding me, and yet it feels like he's calling from the other end of a tunnel. "Baby, look at me. Stay with me. Georgie⁠—"

I want to. God, I'm trying. My eyelids weigh a thousand pounds each. The words sit heavy on my tongue, so close but impossibly far.

Pregnant. I'm pregnant with your baby. Our baby.

Darkness creeps in from the periphery, swallowing the warehouse, the blood, Gavin's terrified face. His mouth moves, forming my name over and over, but I can't hear him anymore.

Then nothing at all.


CHAPTER 10
GAVIN



Her body goes slack in my arms.

"Georgie?" My voice cracks on her name. "Baby girl, stay with me."

Nothing. Her head lolls against my shoulder, eyes closed, face pale as death. Panic claws up my throat—primal, vicious, unlike anything I've felt in twenty years. Not since my old man put a gun in my hand and told me to prove I could kill or be killed.

This is worse. So much fucking worse.

I'm already moving, kicking through the warehouse doors into the night. Jones has the car running, door open before I reach it. He doesn't ask questions, doesn't waste my time with words. Just throws the car into gear the second I'm inside with Georgie cradled against my chest.

"Nearest hospital. Now."

"On it, boss."

The city blurs past the windows. Streetlights streak overhead in rapid succession. My fingers find the pulse point at her throat—there, steady and strong despite her unconscious state. That should comfort me. It doesn't. Each second that passes with her eyes still closed feels like sandpaper against raw nerves.

Jones floors it. The engine roars, and the world becomes a rush of color and sound outside our little bubble. Inside, there's only Georgie's shallow breathing and the thundering of my own pulse in my ears. My hand cups her face, thumb stroking across her cheekbone. Her skin feels too cold, too clammy.

What was she trying to tell me? Back in the warehouse, right before she collapsed, she said it was important. Needed to say something. The desperation in her eyes haunts me now—that urgent need to communicate bleeding through even as shock tried to drag her under.

Doesn't matter. Nothing matters except getting her help, making sure she's okay, keeping her safe like I promised.

Failed her once tonight. Let those fuckers grab her right under my nose while I was busy playing kingpin in another part of the city. Craig's involvement comes back to me in flashes—security footage Jones showed me of that little shit talking to unknown men outside campus, accepting cash, pointing out Georgie's schedule. He sang like a canary once we had him. Gave up Big Mike's location, the whole operation, everything.

The hospital materializes ahead—bright lights cutting through darkness, the emergency entrance lit up like salvation. Jones doesn't even park properly, just pulls up to the doors and kills the engine.

I'm out before the car fully stops.

"Help! I need help!" The automatic doors slide open. A nurse looks up from her station, eyes widening as I stride in with Georgie unconscious in my arms. "She collapsed. She's not waking up."

"What happened?" The nurse rushes around the counter, already signaling for backup.

"She was kidnapped. Tied up for hours. She seemed okay at first, then she just—" The words catch in my throat. "She fainted."

More staff appear from nowhere, a gurney materializing between one heartbeat and the next. They try to take her from me, but my arms lock tighter.

"Sir, we need to examine her." The nurse's voice remains calm, professional. Like she deals with violent criminals having breakdowns in her ER every night. "You have to let us help her."

Logic penetrates the haze. I lower Georgie onto the gurney, my hands shaking as they smooth her hair back from her face one last time. They wheel her away immediately, and I follow. Nobody tries to stop me.

"Was she assaulted?" A doctor intercepts us outside an examination room, already pulling on gloves. Young guy, maybe early thirties, competent eyes. "Did they hurt her?"

"No. I got there before—" My jaw clenches hard enough to hurt. "She wasn't assaulted. But she was restrained. Zip ties on her wrists and ankles."

He nods, pushing through the door. "Wait here. We'll take care of her."

The door closes in my face.

I stand there, staring at white paint and small rectangular window, watching shadows move on the other side of frosted glass. Medical staff swarm around her, voices muffled but urgent. Someone hooks up monitors. The steady beep of machinery cuts through the silence.

Jones appears at my elbow. "She'll be okay."

"You don't know that."

"Boss—"

"Don't." My hands curl into fists. Blood still stains my knuckles—Big Mike's blood, his men's blood. Should've made them suffer longer. Should've drawn it out, made them understand exactly what they'd done by touching her. But rage had taken over, cold and efficient. Each bullet found its mark before they even understood death was coming.

Not enough. Still not fucking enough for daring to put their hands on what's mine.

Minutes crawl past. Could be ten, could be forty. Time loses meaning in this fluorescent-lit hallway with its antiseptic smell and distant sounds of other emergencies. Jones stands guard, silent sentinel, giving me space to slowly lose my mind.

The door finally opens. The doctor emerges, pulling off his gloves. His expression gives nothing away.

"She's stable." He holds up a hand before I can push past him. "Physically, she's fine. Some minor bruising on her wrists and ankles from the restraints, but nothing serious. No signs of assault or trauma beyond that."

Relief hits like a tidal wave, threatening to buckle my knees. "Then why did she faint?"

"Her blood pressure dropped, likely from stress and shock combined with another factor." He pauses, studying my face. "Are you family?"

"Husband." The lie comes automatically, smooth as silk despite never having told it before. Feels less like deception and more like truth—or at least a truth that should exist. "What factor?"

His expression shifts, something almost warm entering those clinical eyes. "Congratulations. She's pregnant. About three months along based on preliminary estimates."

The world tilts sideways.

"What?"

"Your wife is pregnant. That's likely why she fainted—pregnancy can cause drops in blood pressure, especially under extreme stress. Combined with the trauma of the kidnapping..." He shakes his head. "But both mother and baby are fine. All vitals look good. We'll keep her overnight for observation, but I expect a full recovery."

Pregnant. Georgie's pregnant. With my baby.

The words she'd tried to tell me in the warehouse come rushing back—her urgency, her desperation to share something important, the way her hands had moved to her stomach like protection, like instinct.

She knew. She knew and was trying to tell me before she passed out.

"Can I see her?" My voice sounds strange, distant.

"She's still unconscious, but yes. Room 304, third floor." The doctor moves aside, giving me clear passage. "A nurse will be checking on her regularly throughout the night."

I'm walking before he finishes speaking, Jones falling into step behind me. The elevator ride takes forever. Third floor, turn left, follow the numbers. 304 appears at the end of the hall, door slightly ajar.

She's so small in the hospital bed. Machines flank her on both sides, monitors displaying lines and numbers that mean nothing to me beyond their steady rhythm. An IV runs from her arm, fluids dripping in measured beats. Someone's cleaned her up—the dirt and grime from the warehouse floor scrubbed away, revealing pale skin and those freckles scattered across her nose.

Pregnant. The thought circles on repeat, refusing to fully land. My baby. Our baby.

Something massive shifts in my chest, rearranging organs and bones to make room for this new reality. I've built an empire on violence and fear, made grown men piss themselves with a single look, eliminated threats without hesitation or remorse. But this—this tiny life growing inside Georgie—terrifies me more than any enemy I've ever faced.

What if I fuck it up? What if whatever darkness lives inside me poisons everything good she brings? She deserves better than a man with blood permanently staining his hands, than a father whose business involves death and destruction.

But the alternative—letting her go, watching from the shadows as she builds a life without me—that's not an option. Not anymore. Maybe never was, from the moment I saw her in that first warehouse months ago, frightened but still defiant. Something had clicked into place then, ancient and immutable as gravity.

Mine. She's mine, and I'm keeping her.

I pull a chair close to the bed, sinking into it. My hand finds hers, careful of the IV, and threads our fingers together. Her skin feels warmer now, color returning to her cheeks.

"You better wake up soon, baby girl." The words come out rough, scraped raw by everything this night has put me through. "Need to hear you say it. Need to hear what you were trying to tell me."

Silence answers. Just the steady beep of monitors and the quiet hum of machinery keeping watch.

Jones hovers in the doorway. "I'll be outside if you need anything."

"Clear the third floor. No visitors except medical staff, and I want IDs checked on every single person who comes near this room."

"Already done. Got men posted at both ends of the hall and the elevator."

That's why he's my second. "Good. Now disappear unless there's a problem."

The door clicks shut, leaving us alone. Hospital sounds filter through—distant conversations, rolling carts, the occasional alarm from another room. But here, in this small space, there's only us and the truth growing inside her.

Hours pass. Nurses come and go, checking vitals, adjusting machines, making notes on charts. Each time, I watch them with hawk eyes, cataloging every movement, every action. They're careful, professional. Nobody gets careless around the man radiating violence from the visitor's chair.

Dawn creeps through the window, pale gray light pushing back shadows. My body aches from sitting motionless all night, but I don't move. Can't move. Not until she wakes up, not until I see those blue eyes open and confirm she's really okay.

Finally, as morning sun angles through the blinds, her fingers twitch in mine.

"Georgie?" I lean forward, free hand cupping her face. "Come on, baby. Open your eyes for me."

Her eyelids flutter. Once, twice. Then they part, revealing blue irises hazy with confusion and medication. She blinks up at me, focus gradually sharpening.

"Gavin?" Her voice comes out scratchy, underused. "What—where am I?"

"Hospital. You fainted at the warehouse after I got you out." My thumb strokes across her cheekbone, gentle despite the violence still humming through my veins. "Doctor says you're fine. Both of you are fine."

Understanding crashes over her features. Her free hand flies to her stomach, pressing there like she can feel through skin and muscle to confirm. "You know?"

"Yeah. Doctor told me."

Tears well up, spilling over before she can stop them. They track down her temples, catching in her hair. A sob breaks free, then another, and suddenly she's crying in earnest—ugly, gulping sobs that shake her whole frame.
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"Hey, hey." I'm up, sitting on the edge of the bed, gathering her against my chest. "It's okay. You're okay."

"I'm sorry." The words come muffled against my shirt. "I didn't mean to—I was trying to tell you in the warehouse, but then everything went sideways, and I passed out before I could⁠—"

"Stop." I cup the back of her head, holding her close. "You have nothing to apologize for."

"But you said you wanted to get me pregnant, and I thought you meant it, but what if you were just talking dirty? What if you don't actually want this?" More tears soak through fabric. "I'm only twenty, and I'm still in school, and I don't know how to be a mom, and⁠—"

"Georgie." I pull back just enough to tilt her face up, forcing her to meet my eyes. "Look at me."

She does, those baby blues swimming with tears and fear and hope all tangled together.

"I meant every word." The truth comes easier than expected, straightforward and simple. "Every single thing I said about putting my baby in you, about watching your belly grow, about making you mine—I meant all of it."

"Really?"

"Really. You think I'd say shit I don't mean? Especially something like that?" I brush away her tears with my thumbs, careful and deliberate. "I'm not a good man, Georgie. Never claimed to be. But I don't lie to you. Won't ever lie to you."

Fresh tears spill over, but these look different. Happier, maybe. Relieved. "I was so scared you'd be angry."

"Angry?" The word tastes foreign. "Why the fuck would I be angry about this?"

"Because it's fast. Because we haven't known each other that long. Because⁠—"

"Because nothing." I lean in, pressing my forehead to hers. "You're mine. Have been since that first night. This baby just makes it official."

She laughs through her tears, watery and broken. "That's the most romantic thing anyone's ever said to me."

"Your standards are shit."

"Maybe." Her hand comes up, palm resting against my jaw. Fingers trace the line of my stubble, tender and exploratory. "But you're mine too. Even if you are a grumpy criminal who kidnapped me and then seduced me by sucking my tits."

"You asked me to."

"Details." She's smiling now, small but genuine. "I was compromised by pain and lactation."

"You called me daddy."

Pink floods her cheeks. "You told me to."

"After you said it first." I catch her hand, bringing it to my lips. Press a kiss to her knuckles, then her palm, then the inside of her wrist where her pulse flutters. "You came so hard you nearly blacked out."

"Gavin." The protest holds no heat, just embarrassment mixed with something darker. Want, maybe. Desire that pregnancy and near-death haven't managed to kill.

"Say it again."

"Daddy?" She tests the word, watching my reaction. My cock stirs predictably, still responsive despite the hospital setting and everything that's happened. "You like it too much."

"You love that I like it."

"Maybe." That smile grows, turning mischievous despite the tears still drying on her face. "Guess we'll have lots of practice before the baby comes."

The baby. Our baby. The reality settles deeper, becoming more solid with each mention. In a few months, there'll be a tiny person who's half me, half her. A combination of our DNA, our features, our fucked-up circumstances.

Terrifying. Absolutely fucking terrifying.

And I want it more than my next breath.

"We'll figure it out." The promise comes without hesitation. "School, baby, all of it. You'll finish your degree. I'll make sure of it."

"You can't just throw money at every problem."

"Watch me." I tug her closer, careful of the IV. "You want that bookstore someday? Consider it done. Want to raise the baby in the house? We'll baby-proof everything. Need help with late-night feedings? I'll be there."

"You're serious."

"Completely. You're having my baby, Georgie. Our baby. That changes everything."

More tears, but she's smiling through them now. "I don't know what I did to deserve you."

"You existed." Simple truth. "You walked into my life with your smart mouth and your curves and your fucking freckles, and that was it. Game over. I was done."

"You kidnapped me."

"Semantics."

"You threatened my classmate."

"He was harassing you." My jaw clenches at the memory. "Nobody touches what's mine."

"Caveman."

"Your caveman." I lean in, capturing her mouth in a kiss that starts gentle but quickly turns demanding. She opens for me immediately, tongue sliding against mine with a sweetness that makes my chest ache. When we finally break apart, we're both breathing hard. "My girl. My baby. Mine."

"Yours." She echoes, and the word sounds like a vow. "But that goes both ways, you know."

"What do you mean?"

"It means you're mine too. No other women. No⁠—"

"Georgie." I cut her off, thumb pressing against her lips. "There's nobody else. Hasn't been since I first saw you. Won't ever be."

"Promise?"

"Promise." The vow comes easily, true down to my bones. "You and this baby—you're my whole fucking world now."

She melts against me, face buried in my neck. We stay like that for long minutes, just breathing together, existing in this small pocket of peace before the real world intrudes again. Before we have to figure out logistics and security and how to explain a baby to the criminal empire I run.

None of it matters right now. Just her warmth against me, her heartbeat steady and sure, the knowledge that she's carrying our child.

"Gavin?" Her voice comes muffled.

"Yeah, baby?"

"I love you."

The words hit like a physical blow. Three simple syllables that rearrange everything, make the world tilt on its axis and realign around a new center of gravity. 

"Say that again." My voice comes out rough, raw.

She pulls back, meeting my eyes. No hesitation in that blue gaze, no uncertainty. "I love you. I'm in love with you. Have been for a while, probably since you milked me that first time and looked at me like I was something precious." Her hand finds mine, squeezing tight. "I know it's fast, and I know it's crazy, but I can't help it. You make me feel safe and cherished and⁠—"

I kiss her before she can finish, pouring everything I don't have words for into the contact. She gasps against my mouth, arms coming up to circle my neck. The kiss goes deep, thorough, claiming in a way that has nothing to do with sex and everything to do with souls recognizing each other.

When we finally break apart, my heart pounds like I've run miles.

"I love you too." The confession comes easier than expected, like the words have been waiting for permission to exist. "Never said that to anyone before. Never felt it like this—like you're necessary, like breathing. But I do. I love you, Georgie. Love you so fucking much it terrifies me."

She's crying again, happy tears this time. "Really?"

"Really." I thumb away the moisture, gentle despite the violence still humming under my skin. "You and this baby—you're everything now. My whole world. I'd burn down cities for you. Kill anyone who looks at you wrong. Rebuild the entire empire just to keep you safe."

"That's definitely the most romantic thing anyone's ever said to me."

"Still think your standards are shit."

"Good thing you're planning to stick around and raise them." She presses another kiss to my jaw, then my neck, then the corner of my mouth. Each one feels like a brand, marking me as thoroughly as I've marked her. "I love you."

"I love you."


EPILOGUE
GEORGIE



Six months later…

Pain rips through me, sharp and blinding, and I grab Gavin's hand hard enough that my knuckles turn white.

"Where the hell is the doctor?" Gavin's voice cuts through the sterile hospital air like a blade. "Someone better get in here right fucking now or⁠—"

"Gavin." I squeeze his hand harder, dragging his attention back to me. "Stop. You're not helping."

"Baby girl, I just need to make sure⁠—"

"You need to shut up and hold my hand." Another contraction builds, and I grit my teeth against it. "I swear to God, if you don't calm down, I'm going to murder you right here in this delivery room."

His jaw works, that dangerous look flickering across his face—the one that usually means someone's about to have a very bad day. But underneath it, something else shows through. Something raw and exposed.

Fear.

Real, genuine terror in those dark gray eyes, stripped of all the armor he usually wears.

"Hey." My voice comes softer now. "Look at me. I'm okay. The babies are okay. We've done this a hundred times in prenatal classes. Remember?"

"That was practice." His thumb strokes over my knuckles, gentler than his harsh tone suggests. "This is real. You're in pain, and I can't—I can't fix it."

The vulnerability in those words cracks something open in my chest. This man who runs an empire, who kills without hesitation, who made grown men tremble with a look—reduced to helplessness because I'm hurting and he can't stop it.

"You're here. That's all I need."

Another contraction hits, stronger this time, stealing my breath. My nails dig into his palm, and a string of curses flies from my mouth that would make a sailor blush.

"Christ, that's it." Gavin moves toward the door. "I'm getting⁠—"

"If you leave this room, Gavin Gates, I will kill you. Then I'll bring you back to life just so I can kill you again." The words come out as a growl, primal and fierce. "You did this to me. So you're staying right here to watch what happens when you can't keep your hands to yourself."

"Technically, you started it that first night when you came to my bedroom⁠—"

"Wrong answer!"

He shuts up immediately and comes back to my side. His hand finds mine again, solid and steady despite the panic still dancing in his eyes.

Hours blur together—pain and pressure and Gavin's voice in my ear, low and constant, telling me how strong I am, how perfect, how much he loves me. When the first baby comes, her cry fills the room, sharp and indignant at being thrust into the cold world.

"One more," someone says, and I'm already bearing down again, body taking over where my mind wants to check out.

The second twin follows minutes later, just as loud, just as beautiful.

Exhaustion crashes over me, but I force my eyes to stay open, watching as Gavin cradles both girls against his massive chest. The contrast steals my breath—these tiny, fragile creatures nestled against all that muscle and ink and danger. His hands, capable of such violence, hold them with a gentleness that makes my throat tight.

"Georgie." His voice cracks. "Look at them. Look what we made."

"They're perfect."

"They're ours." Wonder fills his expression, raw and unguarded. When he looks up at me, tears track down his face. "I love you. So fucking much."

"I love you too."


EXTENDED EPILOGUE
GAVIN



Five years later…

Pink frosting smears across my kitchen counter, and somewhere in the chaos, a tiny voice shrieks about wanting the blue balloon instead of the yellow one.

"Daddy, Gabby took my tiara!" Gigi's indignant cry cuts through the noise.

"Did not!" Gabby fires back, crown already perched on her head at a defiant angle.

"Girls." Georgie's voice carries that warning edge, the one that works better than any threat I could make. "What did we talk about?"

"Sharing," they mumble in unison, identical pouts on their faces.

Gary toddles over, chocolate cake smashed into his chubby three-year-old cheeks. "Dada, more?"

"You've had three pieces, buddy." I scoop him up before he can make another grab for the dessert table. "How about we play with your trucks instead?"

"No trucks. Cake."

Stubborn. Just like his mother.

Graham starts fussing from his playpen, and Georgie moves to grab him, but I beat her to it. The kid quiets immediately when I pick him up, his tiny fist wrapping around my finger with surprising strength for a one-year-old.

"Someone's got favorites," Georgie teases, hip-checking me as she passes with another tray of snacks.

"He knows who the boss is."

"Oh really?" She arches an eyebrow, that playful challenge in her blue eyes. "Because I distinctly remember you begging me last night to⁠—"

"Watch it." I nod toward the twins, who've temporarily made peace and now conspire together over a pile of presents. "Little ears."

Her laugh fills the kitchen, bright and unguarded. After five years of marriage, that sound still does things to me. Makes me want to drag her upstairs and show her exactly who's in charge—but four kids have a way of killing spontaneous moments.

"Make a wish!" The twins blow out their candles together, faces glowing in the flickering light.

This. This right here is everything I never knew I wanted. Never thought I deserved.

People would look at us and see wrong written in every line. The age gap alone raises eyebrows—twenty-one years between us when we met. Then there's the stepfather angle, conveniently forgetting we share no blood, no history, nothing except Ellen who connected us and then disappeared. Ellen's existence barely registers anymore. She gave me Georgie, and for that alone, I can't summon hatred.

But everything else? Society can go to hell with its judgments.

Crime boss and college student. Dangerous man and innocent girl. Wrong, wrong, wrong.

Except none of them see what happens behind closed doors. The way she challenges me, stands up to me, matches my darkness with her light without ever dimming. How I worship the ground she walks on, how I'd burn the world down to keep her safe. The family we built together—messy and chaotic and perfect.

Four kids running around, destroying my once-pristine house with sticky fingers and wild laughter. Georgie with frosting in her hair, still the most beautiful thing I've ever seen. My daughters who have me wrapped around their tiny fingers. My sons, whom I'll teach to be strong and to protect what matters.

Georgie and I are consenting adults who fell in love. Who chose each other every single day since that night in the warehouse when I first tasted her milk and knew I'd never let her go.

Let them whisper. Let them judge. Let them condemn everything we are.

None of it touches us here, in this kitchen full of birthday chaos and love so thick it crowds out everything else.

This is mine. They are mine. And I am theirs, completely.
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